113 - The Train Cloud is Coughing
Outside the academy, not long after.

“Demon! Demon!”

The girl with pink tones ran towards the Black Train that had been set up as a demonstration in the engineering department. She circled around the train, which only had the locomotive part, and pointed at it with both hands.

“This is what a train is! Choo choo!”

It even emits dark clouds!

“Hooh.”

The Demon approached the train, stroking his chin. He knocked on the black metal with his fist.

“The world is really advancing quickly.”

Wow, that sounds like someone of his age.

Is this what happens when you live long?

I shouldn’t be like that.

“It looks quite heavy, but does it really move properly?”

A senior student hesitated at the Demon’s muttering.

The man in front of them, who claimed to be a servant, had a confident demeanor and was treated with respect, making it hard for the senior to decide between formal and informal speech.

Pastel immediately provided the answer.

“Just try riding it! Senior! Please start shoveling coal!”

The senior student realized his position and quietly picked up the shovel. The sound of shoveling coal began.

Pastel jumped up and climbed onto the locomotive.

“Demon! You too! You too!”

“Wait a moment.”

The Demon observed the tracks and train wheels before climbing aboard. As the senior diligently shoveled coal into the firebox, the train began to move slowly. The black wheels rolled along the small circular track set up on the outskirts.

“Hooh. The wheels really do roll with this weight.”

Pastel felt a sense of pride for no reason.

“This isn’t all! If we attach a long body behind, we can transport in bulk! It’s much larger than a cart and far cheaper than an airship!”

Large-scale transportation leads to economies of scale, lowers prices, makes low wages bearable, expands factories, and stimulates market economies, and so on!

I’m going to be rich!

Pastel decided she would become a million times richer.

“Just imagine monopolizing all the carts! Or all the airships! If we’re going to do something big, my help will be essential! Everyone will be looking at me, handing me shiny yellow gifts!”

Wow!

Her mouth dropped open.

Even if it’s not a monopoly, starting now could put her in a similar position!

Right now, no one knows that the initial railway infrastructure is too important for the private sector to take over!

“A future where everyone kneels before Pastel!”

Gasp.

I didn’t actually say to kneel, but just thinking about it sends shivers down my spine.

“Ugh.”

Pastel wrapped her arms around herself and trembled.

This is power.

She had become the powerful Pastel, but was surprised to realize that her power was still quite weak.

The senior student glanced over while shoveling. Then, pretending not to have heard the royal disrespect, he focused intently on his shoveling.

“A large-scale transportation method, huh. I do expect progress, but at this speed, it won’t be very useful for private operation right away. If the cargo increases, won’t it slow down significantly here?”

The Demon’s ignorant remark.

However, Pastel felt the speed at which the academy scenery was passing by and slightly agreed.

“What’s the speed?”

“Pardon?”

“The speed.”

“It varies slightly depending on the quality of the coal, but right now it’s about 15 km/h.”

Slower than a person running…….

Ugh.

Pastel greeted her rock friend, who seemed slow enough to have a conversation.

“Hello!”

A response came back.

Rock friend: Hello!

Gasp.

It’s really a greeting!

Ugh.

“It is quite slow! Slower than a person!”

The senior student, who had been sweating while shoveling, flinched. His eyes turned into a look of pride as an engineering student.

“It’s overwhelmingly faster than a person! If you measure it with a 100m dash, the train is somewhat slow for now, but operation and transportation are measured in kilometers! A person can’t sprint dozens of kilometers!”

Pastel’s eyes widened.

Then she corrected herself.

“It’s slower than a bicycle!”

The senior student’s mouth opened and closed. Unable to refute, he started shoveling again.

“Bicycles are also the latest models and not suitable for cargo transport…”

Muttering.

The Demon pondered the speed of the scenery.

“The importance of speed lies in the operation time. It seems that a large investment in railway construction and continuous maintenance costs will be necessary. If the train speed is slow, the revenue per unit time decreases. To commercialize it in the private sector without going bankrupt, we need to increase the train speed first.”

Huh.

That wasn’t an ignorant remark from the Demon; it was a rational one.

Pastel’s pink eyes sparkled.

“I can feel the experience!”

This is the wisdom of over 400 years!

Feeling overwhelmed by the age difference!

The Demon looked at her with a worried expression.

“While it’s very good to get out of smuggling, that doesn’t mean I’m asking you to make a risky investment in new technology.”

Pastel, who had been thinking of using the Demon Realm connections to smuggle Magic Stone Fuel for Construction Golems, felt a bit deflated.

“Why is that?”

Just PinkPink!

Pastel made a blank expression.

I’m just a silly, silly Pastel.

“Hm?”

The Demon looked at her suspiciously but soon dropped it.

“Right now, the train technology won’t yield profits for private operations. If you’re going to do it, it’s better to deal with the state. It might be good to get investments from the empire by involving the military, but with the disarmament trend, that seems difficult. The Demon Realm United Kingdom would be good. Even if it has lost some teeth, the state is on a different level from the private sector. However, the Kraft family might be a problem…”

The red eyes looked at the next Demon King.

“I still don’t understand the reason. I guess I’ll have to try it to know.”

The Demon Realm United Kingdom.

Even though she had made several good deliveries for the residents of the Demon Realm, it still felt completely unfamiliar.

“Don’t you have any friends in the Demon Realm, Demon?”

She hadn’t studied much or asked questions because the past intertwined with family grudges was a sensitive issue.

However, from what she had overheard from half-demon nationalist Professor Marius and others, it seemed he had spent a long time in the Demon Realm?

The Demon looked at Kraft, who was asking a question without a conscience, and for a moment found it quite absurd, but then regained his composure.

“I don’t have any now.”

His voice didn’t sound very pleasant.

Pastel quickly turned her gaze away.

I brought up the wrong topic.

It’s not good to make the only protector uncomfortable.

While blankly watching the senior student’s vigorous shoveling, she turned to the scenery.

From beyond the scenery, an administrative staff member was running at full speed.

“Your Excellency!”

It was so urgent that he was running alongside the slowly moving train.

The train is so slow!

“Your Excellency!”

The staff urged for a response.

Pastel raised her hand energetically.

“Yes! The great Your Excellency is here!”

“There’s a problem with the acquisition plan!”

The staff, panting, quickly pulled out documents. The documents couldn’t withstand the wind and flew away.

“Ugh!”

Her hands flailed in a panic.

“Wow!”

Pastel leaned out of the train, waving at the documents flying behind.

“Bye-bye, document friend!”

The staff’s complexion turned pale as he realized he would have to retrieve the documents later.

“Please pick those up later! For now, just tell me the main points!”

The staff hurriedly calmed down.

“The Imperial Bank has rejected the acquisition proposal! If you want to acquire the upper management, you must participate in the auction without ignoring the procedures!”

What?

Pastel was unsure if this was a serious problem based on the staff’s reaction. It would be nice to make a clean purchase by negotiating with the seller, but isn’t an auction still not a huge problem?

We are the Sky Island Administration.

The staff added more information.

“Your competitor is the Demon Realm Corporation!”

Pastel felt blank.

Who is that?

The staff summarized.

“They have more money than the entire budget of Sky Island!”

Gasp.

“Ugh!”

Pastel clutched her head.

“My train…!”

Please let me ignore the procedures!



Pastel thought deeply.

She alternated between looking at the black suit in one hand and the autumn dress in the other.

“What should I wear before the business battle?”

A serious issue.

The Demon chuckled. He looked at his cute daughter, who was pondering a common-sense problem.

“Of course, it’s a suit.”

Ugh.

Pastel felt conflicted.

If I wear this, I’ll lose my PinkPink charm.

Still, the autumn dress seemed too casual, so she changed into the suit.

It’s troublesome to be underestimated in an unfavorable situation.

Looking in the mirror, the girl’s black suit contrasted with her flowing pink hair. Her pink eyes sparkled dreamily.

Ugh.

This is really a Demon.

With the suit and pink hair, it’s such a standard Demon appearance.

Pastel clung to the Demon.

“Demon! I can’t be wronged like before in this appearance!”

“What kind of strange reason is that?”

I’m not joking; it’s really Kraft!

So double-faced!

At least my appearance is understandable enough to receive caution!

In this look, I can’t confidently say my usual line about believing in my PinkPink appearance!

“I’m wronged!”

Pastel suddenly realized as she shouted.

Gasp.

I can feel wronged.

Her pink eyes rolled.

Then I’ll just have to feel wronged.

“I’m wronged!”

Ugh!

I’m completely kind! I’m completely good!

I just like a little power and money!

This is too much of a Demon appearance…!

“Demon! Comfort me! Comfort me!”

The Demon looked at her in disbelief.

“What do you want me to comfort you about?”

“Just comfort me anyway!”

The Demon patted her back.

“Ugh.”

Cherry blossom Pastel is totally doomed.

An administrative staff member knocked and entered the cabin.

“It’s almost time for the M&A briefing to start. You need to go now.”

They had come to participate in the briefing prepared by the Imperial Bank before the actual auction.

A complete prelude.

“Ugh.”

The girl fell from the Demon’s embrace.

Knowing she would look like this in a suit, she pulled out the lollipop she had brought as a fashion accessory.

She put the lollipop in her mouth, and it made a sound as it broke.

“Shall we go?”

Her pink eyes sank.

“To do business.”

The Kraft family left the cabin.

114 - It's Better to Wear a Suit in the Business Field
The Demon Realm Corporation might sound like a top-tier organization born of the Demon Realm just by its name, but that wasn’t the case.

The company is a proud imperial-level organization. In fact, it was somewhat ambiguous to call it an organization, as it was more like a quasi-governmental body created with imperial budget investments for managing the Demon Realm.

Due to the stringent trade embargo in the Demon Realm, which severely impacted the import of Magic Stones and brought advanced industries to a halt, it was established to invigorate private smuggling and break through those restrictions.

It is a merchant coalition heavily influenced by the empire.

However, its scale is comparable to that of a small nation.

Ultimately, after the conquest of the Demon Realm, it monopolized and managed rights such as mining licenses for Magic Stone mines, making it feel somewhat light to call it merely an organization. There were times when the United Kingdom could not withstand the pressure from the company and had to dismiss reform ministers.

Now, after some time has passed, it has attempted a few rebellions against the empire and has faced cracks in various monopolies, but its influence and authority remain unchanged.

However, the claim that it has more money than the entire budget of Sky Island was a story from its heyday. It is not quite at that level anymore.

No matter how toothless the United Kingdom may be, a nation is still a nation. As it gradually invests in engineering and begins to grow, the company’s profits have continued to decline as it is ignored.

Even though it has provided safe smuggling routes in the Demon Realm and has repeatedly innovated while receiving fees, the results as a merchant coalition are not particularly satisfying.

Though it is true to its original purpose, the smuggling service feels somewhat shabby for a quasi-national level. The income is very good, so it doesn’t mean it doesn’t want to do it.

In the end, even if it returned to its original intention and innovated, its heyday has passed. The true golden age, when it was okay to be caught supporting the radical faction of demons by supplying them with military weapons to terrorize the empire’s organization, is long gone.

“But if we leverage our assets and credit, we could have cash that exceeds the total budget of Sky Island.”

Troubling.

Pastel walked while fiddling with the lollipop in her mouth. Administrative staff in suits followed her in a rush. The sound of footsteps filled the hallway.

The railroad business is worth investing assets into. However, it is also true that it is too much in the realm of new technologies to feel its objective business viability.

Is there a sufficient possibility of misjudging the market value?

“Show me the company’s last quarter report.”

An administrative staff member immediately took it out from a briefcase and handed it over. Pastel skimmed through the company’s accounting report.

The details of sales, total assets, and total liabilities caught her eye. As the name suggests, the Demon Realm Corporation is a leading company, so it publishes its books every quarter.

It stated that cash assets had somewhat decreased due to the purchase of real estate in Sky Island last quarter.

According to the detailed explanation in the accounting report, the prediction that Sky Island would become important with the admission of Marquis Kraft was correct, so they proceeded with additional investments. It was also noted that they hurriedly bought the real estate at a low point after the academy terror caused a temporary crash.

“Real estate investment is good.”

Stable and steady.

Though it is a bit puzzling to say they are preparing to acquire the railroad organization.

Pastel was suspicious of the relationship between the company and the Imperial Bank.

Specifically, is this not an auction that the two are colluding on? Are we merely being treated as uninvited guests? This was a reasonable suspicion.

When she asked Ellie, who knew the affairs of the Demon Realm better than anyone as a demon, she answered through a dense report.

—It’s certain that the Imperial Bank intentionally bankrupted the railroad organization. I’m not sure if they had a series of plans to sell it to the company, but they definitely have that motive.

—Is the motive itself sufficient?

—If they obtain the railroad construction rights owned by the organization, it would be convenient for the empire. The United Kingdom does not grant construction rights to imperial organizations. From the perspective of the Imperial Bank or the royal family, if the Demon Realm Corporation owns it, it would make future interference in the Demon Realm easier.

Although Ellie’s opinion, which was filled with a lot of malice, was biased toward the Demon Realm, it seems that the Imperial Bank did intentionally bankrupt the organization.

The company’s accounting report stated that they increased investments because Sky Island would become important, yet the Imperial Bank forcibly recalled loans, claiming that future investments looked risky, leading to bankruptcy.

If someone is wrong between the two, it is likely the Imperial Bank, which may have lied for strategic motives.

If the Imperial Bank is planned, then the company is likely planned as well, and could it really be an auction they are colluding on?

It also makes sense why it is an auction and not a sale. There wouldn’t be any bold organization willing to face off against the company in an auction and risk future retaliation, so they would hand it over through an auction to gain political cover.

The reason we handed over the railroad construction rights to the company was not with the intention of politically interfering in the Demon Realm later, but rather that when an auction was held, it just happened to go to the company. It was merely a coincidence; there was no such intention at all.

With a somewhat familiar excuse.

Oh?

Pastel momentarily felt a sense of surprise but dismissed it, as she was truly innocent.

In any case, this would make it quite unexpected for the Sky Island Administration, which would find it awkward to deal with the company, to participate in the auction.

“Uninvited guests~.”

Pastel walked while fiddling with the lollipop. When she bit it, the candy broke, making a crunching sound.

It was just a coincidence; there was no such intention at all.

She might feel a bit sorry.

That said, she wasn’t going to step back easily.

She felt a gaze from slightly behind her.

“Don’t bite the candy.”

The Devil tapped her own cheek to give a warning.

Pastel met the red eyes without answering and then turned to look back. The bureaucrats in suits were following behind.

Looking ahead, she saw the closed main gate of the banquet hall. The elegantly dressed gentlemen and ladies changed to surprised expressions. The crowd parted to the left and right.

She kicked open the main gate and entered the banquet hall.

A herald, who was checking the invitations of other nobles, hurriedly shouted.

—Marquis Pastel Lovecraft arrives!

Chandeliers, tables, candlesticks, and curtains with framed paintings.

Among them, the people existed.

Countless gazes were focused.

The uninvited guest Kraft had arrived.

She smiled.

Tension filled the banquet hall.

She handed the now-empty candy stick to a passing waiter and leisurely surveyed the banquet hall.

In an area that seemed to occupy a third of the banquet hall, there was Melissa and her group. As she approached, Melissa set down her wine glass and greeted her warmly.

“You arrived just in time. The banquet is almost over. They say the presentation for the organization that will be up for sale is about to start.”

“Did you get a feel for the atmosphere? Whether we are truly uninvited guests or not.”

“Melissa was busy welcoming the guests, so that was done by Alsier.”

Ellie pointed to Alsier with her wine glass.

Alsier, who had been about to bite into a sausage with a fork, paused.

“Yeah, that was me.”

“How was it?”

“Definitely uninvited guests.”

She pointed her finger around the banquet hall. People who seemed to be from the Imperial Bank and the company were mixed together.

We looked different from those who were gathered separately in their own territories.

“They are actively discussing the auction among themselves, but they don’t engage with us. Even when I go, they only talk about Bellamonte.”

So that’s how it is.

However, Melissa looked slightly flustered at that answer.

“That’s because Bellamonte seems to have misunderstood due to her lack of experience in banquets. It’s somewhat impolite to discuss business so openly in front of nobles.”

Melissa can be quite blunt at times, but usually expresses herself subtly.

“In contrast, many of the people from the company are commoners. They can talk comfortably with each other.”

Heh.

“Of course, that doesn’t mean we aren’t uninvited guests. After talking with others, I heard that the Imperial Bank was flustered. From the bank’s perspective, having many competitors in an auction would be good, so it’s quite strange.”

Uh-huh.

Within the expected range.

Pastel surveyed the area where the company was.

“Where’s the chairman?”

“Well…”

Melissa looked troubled.

Ellie shrugged her shoulders.

“She hasn’t arrived yet.”

Heh.

Pastel felt a bit sulky.

She lost the power struggle.

The main gate of the banquet hall opened.

—Count Makenas Pembroke arrives!

A middle-aged man with a hefty build led a group of people into the hall. He scanned the banquet hall, looking for the striking pink hair, and upon spotting it, walked straight over.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Marquis Kraft. I am Makenas Pembroke, the managing director of the Demon Realm Corporation.”

A rough hand was extended.

Pastel saw this and felt her pink eyes tremble. It was because of the ornaments that immediately caught her eye.

The gold rings on the outstretched hand sparkled. There were so many that the fingers with rings outnumbered those without. Moreover, there were also splendid gold bracelets on his wrists.

Melissa slightly frowned as if she had seen something unsightly, then gently relaxed her expression.

In contrast, Pastel couldn’t even respond to the handshake and inhaled sharply. With trembling eyes, she scrutinized the other person.

Upon closer inspection, he was dressed in a splendid suit with a black base and brilliant golden patterns, complete with a gold necklace.

Gasp.

Gah!

This is…

This is…

Gold rings, gold bracelets, gold necklaces.

Black and gold.

Whoa!

This is a level of corruption that I could never reach!

Pastel’s spirit rapidly deflated.

It wasn’t that she was scolding him for being rude by extending his hand first, considering he was just a count.

115 - I Will Do My Best Even If My Corruption Level Is Insufficient
The atmosphere in the banquet hall grew tense when Marquis Kraft refused to shake hands. The employees of the bank and the company held their breath, watching the silent psychological battle unfold.

Count McKenna let out a silent sigh.

The pink-eyed figure was scanning him up and down with a condescending gaze, showing no signs of embarrassment.

Considering the marquis's maneuvers that had seized power in Sky Island through cunning, it was clear he was not a trivial opponent to dismiss as a foolish young man.

After recovering from his state of idiocy, the marquis had immediately enrolled in the academy. Upon investigating his activities during that time, it turned out he had only visited the Camelot territory as a friend, lacking proper banquet and social experience.

Thus, he was trying to exert pressure as an elder in this unfamiliar situation and space.

Perhaps such light tactics would not work.

Even in his downfall, Kraft's blood remained strong.

No, if he had matured this much without undergoing heir training or familial competition, one could argue that his bloodline had only grown richer.

If that were the case, it would be reasonable to conclude that the ominous rumors he had uncovered during his investigation were somewhat true.

He had instigated terror, used it as a pretext to manipulate the Sky Island Administration, and dealt with the troublesome Knights Order. After his fall from the central political scene, he was now plotting his future from the outskirts.

If such rumors were circulating about an ordinary target, one might think he had spent some money to instill fear, but...

If he had inherited Kraft's scheming nature to this extent, it was highly likely he had indeed instigated terror.

Even if the methods were rough and not sophisticated enough to spread rumors in the marketplace, considering the marquis's age, it could be seen as somewhat humane.

Or perhaps, devoid of humanity, he had intentionally allowed or encouraged the rumors to circulate as a schemer.

The Kraft family was in a defensive position. It was rare for something as convenient as ominous rumors to be used to promote their stability. Though not refined, exceptional measures were necessary in exceptional situations.

According to the whispers that had trickled in during the closed-door negotiations with the Imperial Bank, the royal family had begun to pay close attention to the Kraft family again, thanks to the openly spread rumors. If Kraft's intentions had hit their mark, one could say they had indeed succeeded.

Although the royal family had personally brought down the Kraft family, there was no reason for other noble families to keep a close watch on them, as Sky Island was undeniably a peripheral area. Rather, with the emperor's hint, it might even be possible for them to act as the royal family's hunting dogs and exert influence in the central political scene.

If the current Marquis Kraft continued to grow, he would reach the capabilities of several former heads of the Kraft family, whose betrayals and schemes were only revealed after historians analyzed them posthumously.

And he had acquired all this knowledge without any formal education.

He was a born schemer.

The fact that such a schemer had taken an interest in the railway construction rights, which could influence the Demon Realm...

Was it related to the ridiculous way of electing an acting president through voting, making a scene in the social circles while he publicly advertised himself as a pro-demon faction?

Count McKenna retrieved his hand, which had been offered for a handshake but ignored, with a graceful gesture, then naturally placed it on his chest and bowed his head.

"I have heard much about your reputation. You truly live up to it."

The gold ring on the count's hand sparkled in the light of the chandelier.

Pastel flinched.

Huh?

The eyes that had been diligently scanning the other party, overwhelmed by the level of corruption, suddenly froze. The determination of a novice trying to learn the golden sparkle of fashion vanished in an instant.

Thinking about it, the golden sparkle did not suit the pinkish appearance.

It wasn't that my level of corruption was insufficient, causing me to fall behind in fashion; rather, it was that my fashion level was high enough that I didn't wear gold adornments!

Instead of the vanished admiration, a slight feeling of rebellion against the elder rose within me.

My chin subtly lifted in arrogance.

Ahem.

"You have a discerning eye, Count."

Yes, yes!

Honestly, I think gold rings, gold bracelets, and gold necklaces are tacky!

And! And!

It's completely shameless to engage in a power struggle over who makes the last grand entrance in the banquet hall with someone of my generation!

I believe I didn't lose in the power struggle; rather, it's the count who's being brazen!

Considering the exquisite timing, he must have been observing the banquet hall with his subordinates nearby, waiting for me to enter before following in!

Now that I think about it, it's so embarrassing!

Yes, yes!

Moreover! Moreover!

Engaging in a power struggle based on the order of entry is inherently childish!

I did it too, but...

I’m originally childish, so it’s okay!

Puh-puh!

What of it!

Puh-puh! Puh-puh!

Childish, childish Pastel quickly spat out rebellious thoughts in her mind and regained her composure.

Upon reflection, I realized I had nothing to bow down to this person.

Powerful Pastel, though I may be shorter and younger, the level of power is what truly matters.

I glanced over Count McKenna.

The level of power radiated from him.

Once a force to be reckoned with in the Demon Realm, he was still the head of a merchant alliance that wielded significant influence.

Though the profitability was lower than smuggling, he possessed the capital to almost monopolize the official magic stone trade, along with the military power to command a standing army funded by his wealth.

He was essentially a nation, lacking only territorial claims on the map.

Sky Island, while effectively a self-governing body, was still overshadowed by the strong influence of the imperial-backed Knights Order, which had only recently begun to unify its power between administration and military.

Especially considering that the company was already colluding with the Imperial Bank, it felt even more like we had to fight on the opponent's turf.

Phew...

My level of power still fell short.

Pastel subtly lowered her arrogantly raised chin.

"I hope we can engage in a dignified bidding competition. The company has a wide reach, so there's no need for us to scowl at each other over such trivial matters."

Right?

"Let’s do that."

Count McKenna's eyes sparkled as if he had caught a weakness.

"By the way, the way you say that makes it seem like the marquis is quite interested in this property? I just turned down the advice from my employees to gather more cash, but hearing you say that makes me want to reconsider. It seems the railway has a lot of business potential?"

"Ahaha!"

Pastel smoothly laughed off the probing remark.

Business mode?

No, objectively speaking, it was true that I was in a disadvantageous situation, so I would sidestep this into ambiguous shadow play.

The pink eyes sparkled with a smile as they gazed up at the chandelier, deepening in thought.

"I’m very interested."

And she offered no further explanation.

Very interested.

Yes, yes.

A moment of silence passed.

Count McKenna's gaze shifted as he fell into thought, his eyes changing as he pieced together the implications of the marquis's words.

A clever person.

In fact, it was said that smart people who are confident in their intelligence often fall for scams.

Foolish Pastel stared blankly at the chandelier.

Sparkle, sparkle.

It looked expensive.

After organizing his thoughts, Count McKenna's expression transformed into one of certainty.

Gasp.

It seems I’ve unknowingly committed a wrongdoing!

The count's gaze shifted toward Ellie, who was pretending to drink wine while keeping an eye on this side.

Then, after surveying the slightly parted crowd around the confrontation between the marquis and the count, he spoke in a small voice.

"Not only did you appoint Professor Horace instead of Professor Marius as acting president, but it seems you also have a good relationship with Princess Elicia."

Huh?

Pastel turned to the demon girl.

Ellie's expression turned to one of confusion. She glared at the count, who had rudely revealed her hidden identity. It was a change that served as a guarantee that the title of princess was indeed correct.

Ellie, a princess?

A princess?!

Whaaat?!

No wonder she was so chic!

It was the chicness that came from the disparity in status!

But what was I, who used that princess for paperwork?

Pastel's chin subtly lifted again.

Indeed, the great Pastel.

The great Pastel smiled.

"We're close."

Really close.

Just stating the facts.

Count McKenna understood. He guessed the reason why Marquis Kraft had intruded as an uninvited guest in the auction he had orchestrated, a reason even Pastel was unaware of, and smiled meaningfully.

"But it won't be easy. Politics has always been a slave to gold."

At first glance, it was an arrogant statement bordering on royal blasphemy.

"Ahaha!"

But Pastel, who had no idea what the context was, just laughed.

"Then you must be close with me as well."

The pink eyes sparkled with laughter as they looked at the count. A slightly cute yet mischievous voice rang out.

"I like gold, you know."

Sparkle, sparkle.

Count McKenna's expression changed to one of intrigue.

He thought for a moment, then looked around again, especially checking if there were any ears from the Imperial Bank nearby. In an instant, his expression morphed into a greedy smile.

"That's fortunate. I also happen to like it very much."

As if to show, his hand gestured, and the gold ring glimmered softly.

"I have a villa nearby. I’ve collected a gold collection; would it be alright to invite the marquis before the auction?"

A private conversation among competitors before the auction.

Gasp.

That’s completely a bad deed.

Pastel's expression brightened.

Totally a bad deed!

The thrill of betrayal surged!

"Our hearts are in sync."

This is why one should befriend high-level individuals!

I’ll take this opportunity to learn that magnificent golden fashion!

Earlier, I had stubbornly denied it out of pride, but I genuinely thought the count's fashion was really cool.

Gold ring! Gold bracelet! Gold necklace!

Gold all over my body!

I will become high-level too!

116 - Always Love Gold
"Hoo-ah."

Pastel walked listlessly.

She looked like an office worker leaving work after overtime, at a time when the moon was floating leisurely in the sky. Since she was wearing a suit she didn't usually wear, there wasn't much difference.

"I'm so tired."

She was heading back to her room after finishing the property briefing and roughly concluding the discussions.

Her friends, who had completely returned to their personal relationships after the official situation ended, walked with her.

Melissa smiled softly.

"Banquets are originally very tiring. Especially if it's your first time. It was a strategically good choice to attend the briefing late and skip the banquet to focus on the briefing."

Though it was a battle of wits.

Pastel waved her arms weakly.

"I didn't know there would be another banquet after the briefing."

She was exhausted from dealing with the approaching nobles.

Even though she liked conversations, she couldn't fully enjoy it because there were silent probes or nerve-wracking exchanges.

Is it because they're all older? Just being in the same space is a tense situation.

Boo-boo.

It's the downside of being popular. Usually, many people approach her, which is enjoyable, but it's troublesome when they approach her a lot even during work.

Even if they're friends privately, they're just petitioners officially.

"That's not so much a banquet as a simple time to catch up. There's no official name, but everyone tacitly keeps it in mind as part of the schedule."

"Boo-oo."

Pastel pouted like a duck.

"Isn't it too long for a simple time?"

She walked to the window in the hallway and looked up at the sky, where the moon was even brighter. The soft moonlight covered her pink hair like a veil.

"Hoo-ah."

It's really past 12.

Melissa smiled. As a traditional noble who had experienced banquets since childhood, she didn't seem tired at all.

"The main character arrived late. People who wanted to talk to Pastel, you, are only now getting the chance to speak."

"If the purpose of those words is a probing battle, I can't accept it happily."

"That's true. But you handled it well. Everyone was impressed by the first impression of the Kraft family head, right? Although you didn't have a debutante, you can pat yourself on the back for making an excellent debut in society. Since the talk about your first impression will spread, it won't take this long next time."

"Ah~! The first impression in a suit?"

Pastel walked a little faster to create some distance. Then she looked back at Melissa, Alsier, and Ellie.

A bright smile appeared.

"Friends! You can now feel my special relationship, right? You only get to taste Pastel's sincerity when you reach the level of being on the friend ranking."

"Are you formalizing that? If I may add a personal opinion, I don't think it's good to rank friendships."

"Wrong! Wrong! Wrong! It's hypocritical for the number one in the ranking to say that!"

Especially Leonard, who gets furious every time I mention the ranking as a joke, wondering why he's always in the mid-ranks, will get angry.

"Anyway! Our friends who didn't start with Pastel in a suit acting tone deserve to feel proud of this true relationship!"

Is this the honest friendship that's only possible during school days?

Applause! Applause!

Clap clap clap!

"Yay~!"

Pastel clapped alone.

"Our true relationship without acting!"

After seeing the poor Pastel, who worked hard acting as a mastermind completely different from her true nature at the banquet, you can feel it right away, right?

A strange gaze came.

Oing.

Melissa was slightly embarrassed as the representative.

"Even though you have a bad reputation, we've spent time together, so I'm not doubting you, but you're good at acting."

Isn't the explanatory modifier in front of "I'm not doubting you" too long?

"I believe it."

Pastel, who was about to look tearful, widened her eyes at Alsier's statement.

As expected of Alsier!

Sometimes she's ahead of Melissa!

I didn't expect it at all, but thank you!

Alsier added.

"Your acting skills."

Euaaa!

"Why do you believe that……!"

Pastel grabbed her head.

"It's all because of the suit! If I had worn my usual fluttering white clothes, you would have felt my true heart with the PinkPink WhiteWhite effect!"

Melissa looked at her somewhat suspiciously.

"That statement is very Kraft-like. Do you usually care about that? I'm not doubting my friend at all, but shouldn't you objectively recognize that you have a mindset that makes you easily doubted?"

"It's not a mindset that makes me easily doubted, it's a mindset that deserves to be doubted."

"It's unfair-ae!"

Pastel looked tearful.

I shouldn't have worn a suit!

In the first place, a suit with pink hair can only evoke Devil!

I should have avoided the situation where the kind and great Pastel was recognized as Devil!

"Young lady."

A maid approached Melissa and spoke to her. Melissa looked up at the moon outside the window.

"It's getting late. I'll go back now."

Her blue eyes gazed kindly.

"Pastel, you should go to sleep too. I said it, but don't worry too much about these issues. Everyone has their own personality. I don't doubt relationships because of personality."

Don't worry too much.

In other words, worry about it a little.

Euaaa!

"I'll go now too."

Melissa and Alsier left.

Ellie, who had been quiet, also turned around subtly, following the atmosphere.

"Ah, Ellie, wait a minute."

Pastel reached out her hand. Her eyes met the Demon girl's.

"Don't we have something to talk about?"

Princess Elicia, whom even I didn't know?

Ellie bit her lip slightly.



"Demon! Two cocoas! Cocoa because it's night! Sleep-inducing cocoa! Cocoa with lots of sugar!"

Pastel hummed.

Demon brought the glasses. The white liquid sloshed.

『Drink milk without sugar because it's night. If you keep eating only sugar at night, your teeth will be damaged.』

Heok.

Milk friend arrived instead of cocoa friend.

Pastel dejectedly grabbed the glass. Warm steam rose.

"Drinking milk in a suit."

Challenge~.

Gulp.

White milk smeared around her mouth. She licked it off with her tongue.

Warm milk makes the body and mind comfortable, so it seems better than cocoa at night?

The Magic Stone powder mixed in is also sweet.

"One more glass!"

『Take off your coat first. If you keep wearing your work clothes, your mental fatigue won't go away.』

"Yes!"

Pastel quickly took it off and handed it over. She was now in a white shirt.

"Wow! After taking off my coat, the colors are similar to my usual fashion tone!"

At this rate, even if it's not cherry blossom-cherry blossom, I've changed my image from Devil to office worker!

"Right, Ellie?"

Ellie awkwardly fiddled with her glass. Milk steam rose.

"It's similar to usual."

"Eueh? Does that statement mean I'm always stiff?"

Is that how she took it?

"It's not that, just."

She received a new glass of milk.

While Demon went to secure the guest room window, Pastel put a lot of sugar in her milk.

Deliciousness is a million times better~.

The teaspoon created a swirl.

"What honorific should I use? Princess Elicia? Or just Princess? Or Your Great Highness Princess?"

"What's the last one?"

Ellie was somewhat dumbfounded.

"Call me like usual."

"Okay okay!"

Ellie, why did Ellie deceive me?

Didn't she know that you have to write down all your past history when applying for a job~.

Pastel hummed. The teaspoon that had melted all the sugar stirred the milk for no reason.

Ellie's hand awkwardly rubbed the glass.

"I didn't mean to deceive you."

A hesitant silence flowed.

"I used a sub-identity to enroll because of confidential official duties, and that's been maintained until now."

"Okay okay! I see!"

Pastel smiled brightly.

"I wasn't deceived either!"

A clear voice rang out.

"I've already investigated Ellie!"

Ellie didn't know, but the reason I created a separate inspection department, not under the student council, was because of Ellie!

There are many coincidences in the world, and I'm always wronged, but…….

There are times when it's not a coincidence!

"Huh?"

The Demon girl became dazed.

"As a result of reviewing her identity, actions, and contacts, she is suspected of being a spy, but not of terrorism. She is presumed to be a dove faction figure separate from the Hawks who carried out violent terrorism."

The teaspoon was put down.

"The reason for infiltrating is likely to find the Demon King's successor in a space where talented people of a certain age gather. As evidence, there were suspiciously many records of her viewing the student roster and actions."

For reference, these viewing records are different from the records that Ellie, the person in charge, meticulously manipulated.

Pastel, who always only throws paper airplanes, actually doesn't play around and checks and writes down the viewing and carrying in of all documents every day!

I'm not doubting my subordinates, but mutual recording and review are effective for security procedures. I've been doing it since the first semester!

Originally, it would be right to disclose the security procedures to block bad intentions themselves, but…….

This is a grim and scary world of swords and magic, so I only know and made a trap!

"I'm the great Pastel~."

The girl in the shirt laughed ahaha.

"But I didn't know you were a Princess!"

The inspection department is a private information organization made by Leonard and friends, so it doesn't have deep roots in the political world yet.

If I had proceeded with the detention procedure from the beginning because of suspicion of terrorism, it would have turned into a diplomatic matter.

Even though it was a problem involving student safety, and it would have been troublesome if she was a radical spy, I had to treat the Princess's status carefully.

In fact, even moderate Demons should be wary of electing the Demon King as an imperial noble…….

I'm that next Demon King!

Even though it doesn't suit me, I'm the Demon King-to-be~!

Ahem.

"Ah?"

The Demon girl stared blankly.

117 - Sometimes It's Not Just a Coincidence
Power comes with responsibility.

No matter how much you trust your friends, you must do what is required of you as a person in power.

As the head of the Kraft family, even if my desire for revenge has faded, if I have become the sole authority of the academy, I must accept the duty to take revenge on the Order.

Especially when it comes to something as heinous as terrorism.

"I trusted Ellie, but..."

Pastel's expression turned sad.

Then she brightened and exclaimed.

"I can't let my feelings interfere with public duty!"

Even if there is a ranking of bribes in my heart, I won't accept anything that could upset my stomach! No matter how much money is offered, I won't cooperate with terrorists!

Similarly, just because I like my friends, I won't ignore the possibility of putting other friends in danger!

I am the great Pastel!

If you love power, you must also take on the corresponding responsibilities!

"Ah..."

Ellie looked like her soul had left her body. Her black hair was disheveled. Her confused eyes looked down at the cold cup.

Oh?

I just casually stated a fact, but this reaction is more than I expected.

If Ellie is as smart as I think, she must have realized that it was strange for Pastel, who is thorough about public duties, to be flying paper airplanes and disrupting the work of her subordinates.

Of course, it was fun to fly them, but it’s only natural for a manager to check subtly whether the work is being done properly by occasionally sending a paper airplane to the desk.

Using a paper airplane as an indirect means to avoid giving the feeling of being supervised is quite common.

Isn't it common sense that a manager who seems to be just chatting is actually checking the atmosphere of the department and ensuring that the performance evaluations submitted by subordinates are accurate?

Smart Ellie must have also known that I had been caught a few times looking at the student roster while working in search of the next Demon King.

We had tacitly agreed to turn a blind eye to each other.

We were both considering the tragic relationship between a spy who must hide her true intentions and a ruler who must suspect her friends!

A friendship that grows amidst tragedy.

Because we are friends, I knew this much of her bittersweet feelings.

Ahem.

This is the popular Pastel!

I understand my friends' feelings even without them saying a word~.

But in fact, as a princess, I am not a pitiful spy who must suppress her true feelings under orders from above; I am the one who has the decision-making power.

So now, it seems we don’t have to hide anything from each other—yay!—and I thought I would say it first...

"Ellie?"

Pastel looked at her with concern. She extended her palm and waved it in front of Ellie’s eyes.

"Are you hurt?"

The banquet was too long, wasn't it?

Especially since it was a banquet for half-demons trying to seize the railway construction rights of the Demon Realm, and I participated as a demon.

I must have been suffering from emotional turmoil without even realizing it. I probably received at least a few mocking glances, if not outright ridicule.

Oh, that must have been the case!

I must have been lacking in consideration...!

Pastel suddenly felt very sorry.

"I'm sorry! It must be tiring, and I talked too much about work at this hour! Let's talk about the rest after we go back to school and you get some rest!"

Her expression brightened.

"As a friend!"

Ellie covered her face with trembling hands.

"I need a moment, just a moment to collect my thoughts."

Her voice was anxious.

"Please be quiet, Kraft."

Eh.

Pastel's eyes widened.

Kraft.

Kraft.

Has the title regressed?

Ahhh?!

Pastel suddenly felt wronged.

What did I do?!

I only failed to consider my friend!

How unfair!

Ellie lifted the cold milk cup. The cup trembled, and the milk swayed. Her wandering gaze and faint murmurs mixed in the tremors.

"How much is a lie and how much is the truth? How much, how much."

Pastel tilted her head.

Why is she acting like this?

Could it be that the mental blow is severe?

Has she come to doubt our relationship after enduring the mocking gazes of demons for too long during the banquet?

Is she afraid that everything she has shown so far is a facade and that I am laughing at her behind her back?

Oh.

I’m not that kind of person.

Pastel reached out. When she took Ellie’s empty hand, she felt a tremor. Their gazes met.

Ellie's pink eyes gently folded.

"There is no facade!"

I may be a friend who finds expressions of affection burdensome and sometimes thinks only from my own perspective...

But my feelings, this relationship...

"Everything is real!"

I love money, I love power, and I take pleasure in breaking the rules, but...

My feelings, this relationship...

"Everything is real!"

Pastel smiled.

"The world is beautiful, and I must be even more charming."

My feelings, this relationship...

"Everything is real!"

You don’t have to doubt.

As much as you like me, I like everyone too.

As much as I like everyone, everyone will like you.

For a moment, only the second hand of the wall clock moved.

Before long, the true Ellie looked at her strangely. She looked down at the hand that was holding hers.

"Even if you say that, I don't know. Words are light, and promises are weak. The truth cannot be assured without experience."

A smart remark.

Pastel pondered for a moment.

Her expression brightened, and she clapped her hands.

"Then let's trust our intellect!"

"Intellect...?"

"We will illuminate our relationship based on understanding and calculation! Whether this relationship can afford to lose sincerity to facade and trust to backbiting!"

She pointed directly at Ellie.

"After all, you are the administrative specialist and a princess!"

Ellie looked down at her cold milk.

After a moment, she tidied her disheveled hair and sent a subtle gaze.

"So you really do calculate when making friends. No wonder your main connections are so entangled in practicality."

Eh?

Pastel froze.

A slight silence fell.

"That can't be!"

Not at all!

The popular Pastel never calculates a single bit of gain or loss when making friends!

There is a friend ranking, and it gets updated every time, but that doesn’t mean the ranking fluctuates based on the total amount of goodwill exchanged!

The reason Melissa is ranked first is absolutely not because she is the heir of the southern warlord!

When I visited Melissa's family during the vacation and saw their wealth, I thought, "Wow! I want to be friends a million times more!" That thought absolutely did not cross my mind!

"Your response is slow."

Ellie looked at her in disbelief.

"You said there’s no facade, but you just lied."

Oh.

Silly Pastel turned into a frozen statue.

Ellie looked down at her milk cup. Then Ellie pushed the milk cup aside.

"I prefer green tea."

Her voice was much more relaxed.

"I don't understand why they drink black tea when there's perfectly good green tea in the empire. It's not like we’re in an era when green tea would spoil during long transport. It’s foolish."

Ellie said that and stood up.

"I'll make sure green tea is stocked in the student council room from now on, so approve it later. Pastel, you probably don't care since you don't know how to drink tea."

"Huh? Huh?"

Pastel was bewildered.

"Green tea? Is it that different from black tea?"

Ellie shot her a momentarily pitiful glance. It seemed to carry about 10% of the disdain she usually had for Dustin.

Oh.

Only 10% of Dustin's level of pity.

Completely hopeless!

"I'll take my leave now."

Ellie turned her body and headed for the door.

Oh.

"Are you leaving?"

"I need to sleep now. It’s already dawn. As you said, let’s discuss future work after we return to school."

Ellie left.

Pastel's expression turned blank.

She looked at the untouched milk cup Ellie had left behind and her face fell.

As she glanced around, she saw the Demon watching from a distance by the window.

"Demon! You should have given me green tea!"

Not knowing Ellie's preference after spending half a year together is all the Demon’s fault!

The Demon looked displeased.

『I knew that as a demon, you would prefer green tea, but there was no green tea in this guest room to begin with. I couldn’t serve coffee at this hour, so I offered warm milk instead.』

"Then you should have made green tea out of thin air! Super ultra magic! Pyoong pyoong pyoong! If you can't do that, you’re unqualified as a servant! Unqualified as an Archdemon!"

『How far do you expect me to go?』

Just live as my protector for the rest of your life!



Pastel boarded the carriage to go to the estate of Count Maikenas.

The property presentation was over, and although it was an invitation for collusion in the auction, it was a meeting unrelated to the auction in name, so the other friends did not come along.

"The moment I saw Count Maikenas, I realized! This person is incredibly kind!"

『Oh? What made you think that?』

The Demon crossed its legs, intrigued.

Pastel, still seated, swung her legs.

"The signal was da! da! da! It came! You know, kind people can feel each other's aura! The Count's appearance was the embodiment of kindness, so the moment I saw him, I thought, 'Ah! This person has a kindness level a million times higher!' Boom!"

『There are indeed some like that. In the temple, priests are taught to manage such outward appearances. When persuading people, a convincing appearance is the most important thing.』

"Exactly! Exactly!"

Pastel nodded vigorously, holding her white skirt and shaking it.

"That's why I'm not wearing formal attire; I'm going in my usual appearance! PinkPink is so cute~!"

『Don’t lift your skirt.』

"Yes~."

Her hair, slightly tied in pigtails, swayed side to side as she hummed.

『However, that Count does not seem kind at all to me. Especially the gold jewelry covering his entire body was the finishing touch that revealed his true nature. It's better not to get too close to someone who likes such things. It will leave a bitter aftertaste sooner or later.』

"Really?"

That fashion sense is important!

"The Demon sometimes doesn’t understand kindness, so you don’t get that sense! If you hadn’t scolded me for singing all night, you would have known!"

That's right, that's right!

『Your reasoning is quite flimsy.』

Shiny, sparkling gold bars~.

So lovable I could bite them~.

Pastel leaned out of the carriage window, eagerly looking outside.

"We're almost there, wow! The estate is huge!"

The Count's estate came into view below a gentle hill. The gate and the wall stood alone like a border, and beyond it, the garden stretched endlessly. It was a vastness that filled the horizon. At the far end, a splendid and enormous mansion could be seen, albeit small.

It seemed it would take dozens of minutes to walk from the gate to the main building.

Even if the land is cheap because it is far from the center, for a mansion to be this large!

"Wow! I can feel the Count's kind heart!"

Just like me!

Pastel was moved.

There’s no way someone who makes this much money could be bad!

I must become completely close and spread good influence!

Yes, yes!

A word from the author (author's note)

There will be no serialization this Wednesday.

118 - It Was a Fashion That Felt Like a Kind Heart and Mind
Being revered is enjoyable.

Even if it's reverence bought with money, there's a slight sense of disappointment, but other people's money has its own thrilling feeling.

Like now, entering Count Machenas's villa and receiving a perfectly synchronized greeting from the lined-up maids.

"Welcome, Marquis Kraft!"

"Ehehe."

Pastel trembled, her lips loosening into a smile. She wrapped her arms around herself, twisting and writhing, her legs slightly giving out.

"Ah! The unattainable power of capital that I still haven't caught up to. And such a person is treating me like this. Pastel, Pastel is..."

She staggered and leaned slightly on Demon.

"The feeling of being intoxicated by power."

Devil, looking bewildered, supported her.

『Don't get drunk on weird things. Your condition seems to be getting stranger lately.』

"I'm turning more and more purple."

Complete Demon corruption.

Is this the price for releasing the Archdemon's seal?

"Scary."

She rubbed her cheek against his suit with a playful tone.

At this rate, I'll become PurplePurple.

Devil narrowed his brow slightly.

『Then add some pink paint.』

"Puh-ha!"

What is he saying?

Pastel looked up at Devil. Her pink eyes rounded.

"Childish! Demon! Maintain your dignity! Saying things like that while wearing a suit is bbu-bbu~!"

Devil looked displeased. He had a slightly hurt expression.

『I'm lowering myself to your level, and you're still complaining. What does "bbu-bbu" even mean in the first place? Communicate in proper language. Conversation is mutual respect.』

Eueh.

"If you don't know what 'bbu-bbu' means, then you're not lowering yourself to my level! Doubly childish! Demon, who made a childish remark without even matching Pastel's level, is doubly childish!"

With a look that said it couldn't be helped, she pushed herself away from Devil's embrace.

"Really. I'm the only one who can match Demon's level."

She shook her head.

『What are you saying so confidently? I'm the one matching you.』

"Ding ding ding!"

She wagged her index finger from side to side at the dumbfounded Devil. She glared with her pink eyes.

"That's why Mom dumped you."

『No.』

Devil's expression changed as if he had a lot to say. Then he sighed and swept back his hair with a face that said, "What can I say to a kid?"

Is that the face of a heartbroken, unrequited lover?

Bbu-bbu~.

Really.

I'm the only one who can match Demon's level.

"Hehe."

This is the great Pastel's ability to embrace, even making the Archdemon repent!

Pastel twisted her body.

I'm completely great!

"Marquis Kraft."

Oing.

Turning around, the butler, whose existence she had forgotten, approached cautiously. It seemed he was interrupting her, taking a liberty, as Pastel had fallen into her own world after being lost in their own little world.

"I will escort you to the drawing room."

"Uwaa! I'm sorry!"

Pastel put her hands together and bowed deeply. Her pink hair swayed.

The butler, as well as the maids who had been lined up and watching, were relieved.

Uwaaa.

I took the protocol too much for granted.

Is this a side effect of power?

Absolute power corrupts absolutely.

Heok.

I suddenly thought of a very conscience-pricking saying.

Pastel was led to the drawing room.

"The Count will be here shortly."

"Neng."

The butler bowed and left.

Pastel's expression became serious. She sat on the gold-embroidered sofa and crossed her legs in the pose that Demon often took.

"Demon. What should I do? Life is too enjoyable."

To the point where I'm slightly forgetting the past hardships because of Dad.

Oing.

Isn't this an escape to power?

My mind was confused by my dad's confidence in abandoning his child with the statement that love is great, so I gave up thinking...?

But still.

I was going to start dating to try to understand what that love was, but Demon, who couldn't even guess the specific motive, strongly opposed it.

Heok.

I suddenly feel like dating twice as much.

But thanks to that strong opposition, I regained a bit of reason and thought about it carefully, and it wasn't a very good option for the popular Pastel to start dating.

Unfortunately, there are many kids who can't distinguish between romantic feelings and friendly feelings.

If Pastel is coming on so friendly like this, everyone will think, "Does she like me?"

I've been confessed to several times already.

"Sorry! I don't date friends! If I call you a friend, it means I don't see you as a dating partner! A friendship can't turn into a romantic relationship! This is the principle of a popular person! If a cherry blossom for viewing becomes a cherry blossom for viewing (not), it'll be a mess!"

Ant friend is ppum-ppum.

"Ah! Look here! Hello, ant friend! That piece of bread looks delicious! Do you love me too? I knew it! You too! It's nothing special! Uh-huh!"

Shoe presses down.

"Uwaaa! Ant friend! Killing a diligent ant friend! You're a bad kid?! Completely, completely bad!"

Added to the blacklist.

Anyway.

That said, just looking at a portrait of someone I don't know and getting engaged to try to understand love is, as Demon said, a bit much.

Restlessly, eventually.

"I don't know! No matter how I think about it, Dad is weird! If you love Mom, shouldn't you love me, who looks like her?!"

Even if a daughter's appearance is similar, don't coldly distinguish between your wife and daughter like a scholar!

If you can't distinguish, that's a crime in itself!

Pastel was starved for love.

So, she decided to just munch on power instead of love.

Munch munch on power.

Heok.

It's more delicious than I thought.

Life is becoming enjoyable!

The great ruler Pastel groaned.

"It's so, so enjoyable. If I keep going like this, I might really turn purple."

I said it as a joke earlier, but it's a really thrilling future.

Erara.

Something feels wrong with the modifier?

『It's always been like this with insubordination and all, but it's gotten worse lately. It's fortunate that you're aware of it.』

Devil rubbed his chin.

『In my opinion, it's because etiquette and respect have collapsed. Etiquette towards teachers, respect towards guardians. It would be good to start by observing this hierarchy.』

Pastel stopped groaning. She thought carefully, and the corners of her lips slightly turned up.

"Isn't that what Demon wants?"

Devil shrugged.

『Think what you want. But you should know that there's a reason why things that seem unnecessary in the world exist. Hierarchy is one of them.』

Pastel crossed her arms and thought like a model student.

And smiled.

"I don't want to!"

Devil looked displeased.

『Do you have any intention of solving the problem?』

Hehe.

"I don't feel like doing anything because Demon is reacting like that."

『Haa.』

Devil pinched his forehead.

『What do you want me to do?』

I don't know~.

Demon is the cause, so please take responsibility later.



I walked down the hallway with Count Machenas.

The Count wasn't wearing a suit, but his fashion covered in gold accessories remained the same. Rather, he looked like a completely wealthy merchant instead of wearing a suit, so it was harmonious.

Pastel couldn't help but admire.

"That time, your fashion wasn't complete. I feel like my insight is opening up."

"Is that so? Some nobles are bound by old habits and tend to disparage it, but the Marquis knows how to appreciate luxury goods."

Count Machenas fiddled with his gold bracelet. It was focused on splendor rather than practicality.

"It's a ceremonial bracelet that is speculated to have been used by priests in ancient times. The important thing is that the design is very sophisticated, so there is no sense of incongruity even if it is worn in this era. It is a special luxury item that combines historical value and practical value."

"Uwaaa!"

It looks very expensive!

Pastel's heart pounded at the price tag attached to the gold bracelet rather than its appearance.

Thump thump.

Count Machenas smiled pleasantly. He took off the gold bracelet and handed it over.

"Would you like to try it on?"

Heok.

She received the gold bracelet with trembling hands. It was very loose on her thin wrist, but she definitely felt its weight.

This weight.

It's telling me that it's a price tag that suits me very well.

How good would it feel to wear something like this all over my body!

Isn't it my delusion that a gold bracelet doesn't suit PinkPink and WhiteWhite?

Isn't accepting this friend fulfilling the duty of a popular person?

Count Machenas was disappointed.

"Oh dear. It doesn't suit the Marquis's appearance. It's a pity."

That can't be.

Pastel returned the gold bracelet powerlessly.

Reaching the end of the hallway, we were able to arrive at a separate space where the gold collection was stored.

Various gold ornaments were densely arranged in all directions.

There were treasure chests overflowing with gold coins, small gold Airship models, and even gold-plated world maps.

Pastel's mouth hung open.

I came here for auction collusion and business, but I feel like my heart is going somewhere else.

Her gaze wandered and stopped when she found a bookshelf. Leather books were densely packed.

Oing.

A solitary, intellectual collection.

"Would you like to read a book?"

Pastel pulled out a book with a smart expression.

She felt the thinly tanned, hard leather texture. When she opened it, it was filled with letters written with melted gold.

Uwaang.

A book suitable for a smart person like me.

Count Machenas pulled out another book.

"It's a book made of Demon leather."

Demon leather.

"It's a collection created during the war. One Demon per book, writing down their life and end."

His gesture pointed to the bookshelf.

"The current market price has fallen, but the future value is sufficient. Recently, there has been a lot of support for history and museums are increasing, so considering the historical value, the market price will increase significantly in the long term."

Demon leather.

Pastel's hands trembled.

The book fell.

Count Machenas hurriedly grabbed it. His questioning eyes looked at Pastel.

"Marquis? What's wrong?"

Pastel shuddered and shook her hands. She looked at the bookshelf with trembling eyes, then turned to the Count, who was only really puzzled.

Their eyes met, and there was a moment of silence.

"Do you hate Demons?"

Count Machenas was even more puzzled.

"What era is it? I have no ill will towards Demons."

Pastel swallowed hard.

"Why are you doing this?"

Count Machenas didn't know what was going on, then he fell into thought. He seemed to be pondering as if he had received a life question.

Then, as if he had come to a conclusion, he spread his arms.

"Because I love it."

The golden collection surrounding him unfolded.

"All of this."

119 - Love is Greater than Anything
What is love?

I also love gold, but I don't understand the mindset of someone who buys a collection of books made from Demon leather to profit from price differences.

Even if we distinguish them as Demons, the only difference is whether their ears are pointed or not, so they are just people, right?

Ugh.

It's a completely ugh collection.

But it doesn't seem like there's a terribly bad motivation behind it. It feels like they're just trying to secure cultural heritage by judging the historical value of already created books highly.

The items are strange, but it's a typical investment activity of an investor who is very interested in history, right...?

Phew...

At this point, isn't love a bad thing?

I didn't ask the Demon on purpose because I didn't want to worry him, but shouldn't I ask him what love is at least once?

A lecture on what the love of a heartbroken crush is.

Maybe I should listen to it.

"Marquis?"

Count McKenna, who was reading a secret contract while holding a cigar, looked puzzled.

"Oh, I'm sorry."

Business, business.

"I've been contemplating whether I should start sponsoring art pieces myself."

Pastel pointed quickly to one side before the topic could circle back to the Infinite Book. There was a golden flower painting decorated with a golden frame among the golden collection.

"Sponsoring the painting."

Count McKenna took the cigar out of his mouth.

"Well, it is about time for the Marquis to have trouble managing cash. Has it been less than a year? Truly impressive business results."

The cigar pointed to the painting.

"This side of the board is where connections come into play, so I imagine you have many concerns."

His tone suggested an understanding of the situation of a fallen family, separate from individual capabilities.

"If the Marquis desires, I can give you an invitation to the art gallery. Although I receive many invitations, I’m not one to enjoy art."

"Thank you for your kindness."

The trivial chatter about how to convert excessively accumulated cash into art pieces for tax evasion ended quickly.

Count McKenna put the cigar back in his mouth and scanned the secret contract with a sharp gaze.

This contract was about colluding to auction off items while stabbing the Imperial Bank in the back. The items for sale would be acquired cheaply by Kraft's company, while the Demon Realm Corporation would pocket a secret commission.

The point was that Count McKenna, who had already colluded with the Imperial Bank to take the items at the designated auction price, was planning to stab the Imperial Bank in the back.

The contract was placed on the table.

"This is troublesome."

Count McKenna leaned back on the sofa. Smoke from the cigar flowed out of his mouth.

"The merchant's duty is to be true, isn't it?"

A duty I had never heard before.

Completely duty-duty.

Pastel pondered how to persuade the Count, who had invited him to the villa to collude but was now being evasive.

The commission amount was set high, so was it the part about Kraft's company acquiring the railroad company that was the issue?

The invitation to collude seemed like a ploy to bid on items at a price lower than promised to the Imperial Bank, using the unexpected appearance of Marquis Kraft at the auction as leverage.

It didn't seem like there was an intention to completely betray the promise with the Imperial Bank.

The goal here is to turn this mindset around.

I must persuade him to choose Kraft between the Imperial Bank and the Kraft family.

According to the information Melissa had gathered at the briefing banquet, there might be a reflection of the royal will behind the Imperial Bank...

Could it be that a bank, which should be separated from the government according to the principle of credit, is acting like the royal family's arms and legs?

It wouldn't make sense for Count McKenna and the Demon Realm Corporation to be deliberating on which side to take between the Imperial Bank and the Kraft family, rather than between the royal family and the Kraft family.

Uh-huh!

Because life is too easy for Pastel!

Objectively speaking, if a bank is swayed by the government's gestures, it would collapse due to a loss of credit.

Pastel stood up from the sofa. She carefully looked around the golden collection. Count McKenna gazed at her while leaning back on the sofa and smoking his cigar.

The girl’s hand moved as if to touch the golden bird sculpture.

"It's lovely."

Since it was a piece of art, she didn't touch it but stared dreamily at its golden beak. It felt so realistic that it seemed like it would chirp at any moment, yet it was solid gold.

The Count nodded at the cigar.

"It is lovely. It's a posthumous work of a master. Thanks to his timely death, its value has already increased to about twenty times the auction price. It was worth the effort to gauge his lifespan."

The pink-toned girl nodded.

"Love is greater than anything else."

Ash from the cigar fell into the ashtray.

"Is that so?"

Count McKenna stood up from the sofa and headed to one side. He picked up a treasure chest filled with gold coins and brought it to the table near the girl.

"The Marquis understands this feeling, so conversation will be easy."

As the Count spilled the treasure chest, gold coins poured onto the table. The sound of the coins clinking against each other echoed.

"I received a message from the Imperial Bank. They said if you quietly withdraw from this auction, they will make sure you are not disappointed."

The pink eyes looked down at the pile of gold coins.

"This is my personal opinion, but it seems that the Kraft family is not in a mood to blame their ties with the Demons. If you share what kind of scheme you are preparing against the Demons, it could be a good opportunity for the Kraft family as well."

"Do you think I am preparing a scheme?"

Count McKenna laughed without saying much.

"Count."

The girl shook her head. She looked around the golden collection carefully.

"If you love all of this, then have a heart as big as that love."

The Count's eyes lit up with interest.

"How much do you mean?"

"What is your dream, Count?"

A rejection of the mundane?

A wealthy owner of an infinite vault?

The girl pointed to herself.

"I dream of being an omnipotent ruler."

She reached her hand toward the chandelier on the ceiling.

"A power that no one can criticize, no one can condemn, and no one can gaze upon."

She lowered her hand.

"Is that childish?"

The girl smiled softly and swept her arm across the table. The pile of gold coins shifted, creating a sound. Countless golden glimmers fell to the floor. Waves of gold spread across the white marble. A fierce resonance filled the air.

The pink eyes twinkled with a smile.

"Dream big."

Count McKenna stared blankly at the girl before him.

What is omnipotent power?

Lightning struck in his mind.

Slowly, he turned his gaze to the world map, one of the golden collections. The shapes of the Empire, Sky Island, and the Demon Realm were drawn.

Countless thoughts flashed through his mind.

What it means to speak of power to the manager of a company with a large private army and a supply chain for military goods, who has taken control of the strategically important Sky Island.

Count McKenna's voice trembled slightly.

"Can you do it?"

The girl answered leisurely.

"I do not scheme for failure."

A slow smile spread across the Count's face. His heavy body trembled, and a greedy laugh echoed.

"Marquis Kraft! I see! That's right! No matter who the opponent is, that Kraft will never forget his grudge!"

His palm struck the table.

"How much funding do you need for that dream?"

The girl beamed.

"As much as the whole world."

Count McKenna laughed.

"How brazen."

A brief silence passed.

Thick smoke billowed from the Count's mouth as he finished his thoughts.

"I will invest, as much as the whole world."

Wow.



A verbal contract is essentially meaningless.

Even if one says the whole world, if they didn't pull out a contract, it was no different from saying they would invest based on the situation.

But Pastel was in the kitchen of the Airship returning to the academy, wrapping her cheeks and giggling.

"The Demon should have seen that scene! It was totally business~ Pastel!"

『How many times have you said that?』

The Demon, rolling out dough with a rolling pin, looked somewhat tired, like someone dragged along for shopping. The difference from shopping was that Pastel kept following and talking.

Pastel began her eleventh boast.

"I successfully made a sale just by throwing around a mere promissory note!"

That was also an achievement of maintaining friendship while passing on a counter-proposal to betray Ellie, who is a Demon!

V! V!

Pastel: Count! Dream big! You shouldn't be satisfied with the petty change from the Imperial Bank! If you betray the Imperial Bank and choose me, I'll give you more than this pile of gold coins!

But I won't say how much.

Because I don't have cash right now.

I’ve turned all the funds into smuggling.

Hehe.

But, but!

The Count seemed to be tempted by Pastel's confidence and made a statement about investing in Kraft's company, surpassing the auction box he had aimed for?!

He was so tempted that he even played along with the ridiculous joke of the whole world.

"I know this! You're a kind-hearted investor who is moved by the confidence of the youth and wants to give them a chance to do business!"

The age difference was as great as that between parents and children, so I could understand what kind of emotion the Count felt!

It must have been a mix of nostalgia and regret, thinking, "I was once like this!"

Pastel clenched her fist.

"Count! I will repay that expectation! I, Pastel, will do my utmost to run the smuggling!"

I will show you the magic of compound interest!

『Don't make such a resolution.』

The Demon tapped Pastel's head with the rolling pin.

"Ouch!"

Ugh.

120 - A Blank Check Has 1.5 Times More Characters Than a Check
A dark and secretive place.

In a location that no one should carelessly peek into, a girl leaned back in her chair with an arrogant expression. A hazy shadow covered her pink hair.

"Is there really no one I need to deal with? I'm disappointed in the level of Sky Island."

Leonard, standing askew in front of the girl, glanced over. He flipped through a thick report haphazardly and skimmed it.

"Considering the administrative staff has filtered through it once, isn't this the expected outcome? If there’s a problem, we should start by reselecting the employees."

"Inspector General, that's a foolish idea."

The girl rested her chin on her hand and shook her head. Her pink eyes darkened as if looking far away.

"Whether the staff did well or poorly, it's meaningless to evaluate their level. From my perspective, no matter how well they perform, they seem incompetent. If I apply too harsh a standard, none of my subordinates would be able to withstand my true restructuring."

One of Leonard's eyebrows raised.

"Speaking of which, you’ve restructured the Knights Order and then siphoned off high-level personnel to your guild. Is it really okay to be so blatant about your greed? Even if it’s already done, it’s like you’ve split and consumed the legacy of wartime."

"Oh, the Knights Order. Do I really have to explain even this?"

The girl sighed softly.

"A bloated government organization is hard to manage without a significant trigger. But even if a trigger comes, it’s not right to create a big mess. The government isn’t private; even minor noise can have unnecessary impacts on society as a whole."

Her gesture arrogantly pointed to herself.

"The measures I took were harshly named restructuring as a warning to teach the Knights Order their place, but in reality, it’s closer to a change of affiliation."

Her posture, which had been resting on her chin, shifted languidly.

"I moved some personnel from the Knights Order to Kraft's guild, in other words, from a government organization to a public enterprise. I planned to observe the social repercussions and make subsequent adjustments. Those deemed unnecessary would be returned to the Knights Order."

"Oh, I see. If power privatization occurs, it can be operated like that."

The girl sighed again.

"Inspector General, do I really have to explain such basic strategies to you? Please make your own simple inferences."

Leonard raised an eyebrow.

"Hey, how is this simple?"

The report was closed haphazardly.

"And why is your tone like that today? Did you eat something bad?"

"Ugh."

The pink eyes gazed into the distance.

"Indeed, this place doesn't match my level. It can't even handle minor strategies."

"Level, huh."

Suddenly, the door burst open. The intense light from the corridor invaded the dark and secretive place. A demon girl who opened the door looked puzzled in the halo of light.

"What are you doing in the dark?"

Footsteps headed towards the window. The gesture pulled back the curtains in the student council room. The dim room was instantly brightened.

Bright sunlight hit Pastel.

"Ahhh! It's blinding! My eyes...!"

My vision dropped to 0.1!

Pastel hurriedly covered her face with her arms.

"Too much photosynthesis!"

Not a good environment for cherry blossoms!

Ellie, additionally, opened the window for ventilation.

"If you came early, you should have ventilated first."

The demon girl watched Pastel in distress and then looked at Leonard. Their gazes met, creating a subtle emotional state between the inspector and the inspected.

Ellie's gaze shifted. She glanced at the report on the desk.

"What were you doing?"

Pastel rubbed her eyes. Tears welled up from her eyes, still adjusting to the sunlight.

"I was implementing the secretive dark schemes of the great Pastel!"

Even Melissa seemed suspicious, wondering if this was the feeling of the imagined evil Pastel.

"What does that mean?"

Ellie looked incredulous. Her gaze turned to Leonard.

Leonard met her gaze without answering. Then he looked at Pastel and turned his body toward the door.

"I'm leaving."

"Take care!"

Pastel rubbed her eyes and waved goodbye.

As Leonard left, Ellie glanced at the inspection report again. She looked extremely curious.

I wonder if she’s curious about whether I inspected her again.

Boo boo.

Good Pastel doesn’t do such things to her friends.

"This time, President Horace decided to hand over the bankrupt guilds to Kraft's guild. Did you check if there are any suspicious places among them? If there's even a connection to the Order, it means the Order has infiltrated my line. If I remain unaware and let an important link be consumed, it would be very, very troublesome."

"Oh, that."

Ellie, who had secretly infiltrated and become irreplaceable in the administrative realm, changed to a guilty expression as Pastel had feared.

Pastel chuckled.

"Of course, Ellie feels differently! We’re friends, right?"

Yes, yes!

Hearing this, Ellie hesitated as if something came to mind.

"This is just a simple question without any intention, but what happens if we’re no longer friends?"

"Eh?"

Pastel's eyes widened.

"That’s a question without intention, right?"

Suddenly worried.

Ellie tensed up.

"You said it yourself. If you can't trust someone based on their words and actions, then let's build trust based on mutual interests. In that case, you should also be aware of the risk of betrayal. There may be times when the situation conflicts with your interests, regardless of my intentions. We need to share the exact risks to avoid misunderstandings in our judgments."

"Now that you mention it, that makes sense!"

Wow!

That’s a very smart and valid statement!

Is this a conversation with a friend where contemplation takes precedence over disappointment?

Pastel crossed her arms and pondered seriously.

"I really, really like Ellie! If Ellie were to betray me, I think I would try persuasion rather than revenge! I’d be curious about what I did wrong!"

Yes, yes!

"Of course, I would try to talk first! There might be a way to resolve things amicably, right? Friends often fight and then reconcile!"

Ellie's expression relaxed somewhat.

"Well, no matter how I look at it, it doesn’t seem like you’re faking your fondness for friends. Even with conflicting interests, starting with conversation, I see."

Ellie murmured as she headed toward the cupboard.

"Yes, yes! Of course, Pastel is different!"

As if she was going to have some green tea, Ellie paused while taking out a teacup. She suddenly turned around, her face filled with question marks.

"Why is it different?"

Pastel tilted her head.

"Public and private responses should obviously be different, right?"

"That’s, that’s true, but..."

Ellie looked confused.

Huh?

What’s the problem?

Ellie squeezed her eyes shut and then opened them, pressing her forehead.

"Then, how does Pastel handle things if not by talking first?"

Pastel thought for a moment. After finishing her thoughts, she said brightly.

"That’s a public matter, so I can’t tell the stakeholders! If I reveal the principles, it would be easy to misuse them!"

Ellie's expression turned back to one filled with question marks.

"No, but earlier..."

Gasp.

I think I understand something!

This reaction is the response of friends who find it hard to understand popular Pastel!

Popular people sometimes have schedules so packed that they often have to refuse when friends suggest hanging out!

But that friend might think it’s because they don’t want to, leading to feelings of disappointment!

Ahhh, I’m sorry for being so popular!

Ellie feels the same way!

Pastel often has so many priorities that she has to place personal friendships lower on her list!

But that doesn’t mean she dislikes that friend! I really, really like my friends!

However, from the perspective of a friend who likes Pastel too much, it’s inevitable to feel disappointed.

"Don’t worry, Ellie! No matter what, I won’t take irreversible actions!"

We’re friends, after all!

"Irreversible, actions."

Ellie murmured with a blank expression.

"Irreversible, irreversible..."

The student council room door opened slightly.

Dustin, with messy hair, peeked inside and felt embarrassed at the gathered gazes.

"Am I late?"

"Hi, Dustin!"

Pastel waved her arms energetically.

"You came to see me again today!"

Dustin looked perplexed.

"Huh? Is that, is that so? I came to work..."

Then he rubbed his neck and muttered shyly.

"I guess it seems like that."

Wow!

That was just a casual remark, but it turned out to be true!

Ellie stared blankly at Dustin.

"Did you not wash your hair?"

It was a slightly soul-drained question.

"Huh? I washed it before sleeping."

"Dirty."

Ellie bluntly said and walked back to her seat.

Dustin was taken aback.

Pastel, looking at his hair, cheerfully exclaimed.

"I think so too!"

Yes, yes!

"Huh?"

Dustin looked bewildered.

"Why is everyone treating me like this from the morning?"

No one particularly answered him.

Dustin glanced around and quietly returned to the dormitory to wash his hair.

121 - If You're Popular, There Are Side Effects Too
"A special opportunity, only for today!"

Pastel raised her hand high in the middle of the student council room.

"Who wants to go to the auction bidding with Pastel~!"

Hands! Hands!

"First of all, me! I'm Pastel, so Pastel can't be left out!"

Melissa, who seemed awkward in her new position, having just arrived at the student council room and starting to organize her desk, looked over.

"Isn't it not supposed to be a fun outing?"

"That's true, but going with Pastel, how could it not feel like a fun outing! I understand perfectly! As long as we do the work properly!"

"Such confidence."

The silver-haired girl next to Melissa muttered.

Huh?

"Alsier, don't you feel that way?"

"No."

It was an immediate answer, as if there was no need to think.

"Then that's great!"

Pastel clapped her hands together, her face brightening. She quickly approached, grabbed Alsier's arm, and lifted it high.

"Hands! Hands! Wow, Alsier raised her hand! Alsier is the winner!"

"Huh? Did I raise it?"

Alsier looked somewhat bewildered.

"Yes! You raised it, so you raised it! Let's go bidding together! Actually, it's work, but it's good if it feels like a fun outing!"

Ellie, who was quietly drinking green tea to calm her dazed mind, glanced over. Then, she muttered to herself.

"Again, the beginning and end don't match."

Pastel turned her head.

"What did you say?"

"Nothing."

Ellie observed the leaves floating in her green tea. She was putting aside work for a moment and focusing on mental healing.

Instead, Dustin answered.

"She said the beginning and end don't match again."

Ellie looked at Dustin with a look of pity.

"Don't butt in for no reason and do your work."

Dustin looked bewildered.

"Did I do something wrong?"

"I don't know, but it seems like Dustin is probably wrong!"

Yeah, yeah!

"Pastel, do you know you're subtly harsh on me?"

Dustin felt wronged.

But Pastel had been in a state of being wronged for most of her life, so she didn't particularly sympathize.

It wasn't like she was still holding a grudge over something that happened over half a year ago, like the competition and refusal to accept defeat during the entrance exam.

Kind Pastel doesn't hold grudges against friends!

It's not like she's calculating that if she forgives crossing the line too easily, she'll be underestimated and easily attacked as a popular person!

Anyone can see that Dustin, the only guy in the student council, knows that if he gets too close to the popular Pastel, he's likely to be dragged into an alley, so she's being considerate.

"Hmm, perfect."

Melissa precisely positioned the inkwell horizontally and finished organizing her desk.

"Did you negotiate well with the Count? Although auction collusion isn't exactly an honorable act."

"Of course! Of course!"

Pastel made a V sign with her fingers.

"I've completed an honorable secret contract filled with the merchant's code!"

Not only that, but there was also talk of investing in Kraft Trading Company, but that's a bit ambiguous to call student council work!

Melissa looked somewhat uneasy.

"Secret contracts aren't exactly honorable either. According to the way you put it, Pastel, it's double dishonor."

Melissa's two fingers were spread out as if to emphasize.

Gasp.

Double dishonor.

Pink eyes widened.

"Then is it dishonor-dishonor-honor-honor? Whoosh-whoosh honor-honor! If whoosh friends all burn up and fly away, all that's left is honor-honor!"

Wow.

Honorable Pastel.

"Why does it turn out that way."

Melissa was dumbfounded.

Ellie, having finished her green tea, cleaned up her cup.

"Whether it's honorable or not, let's work now. This morning, we'll review the scenario where the Imperial Bank emotionally rejects the auction collusion."

"What part are you referring to?"

"A scenario where they abuse the regulation that allows the auction to be postponed or canceled with the agreement of the organizer and bidders in the event of a natural disaster."

Ellie distributed the documents she had prepared.

"The Imperial Bank is refusing to hand over the winning bid. On the grounds that the auction should be canceled because there was a natural disaster. Whether or not there was a natural disaster will have to be determined in court, and then the bankrupt trading company will float without an owner during the trial, and its assets will gradually deteriorate. We, who have to normalize the railroad trading company before it becomes too damaged to handle, will have to give the Imperial Bank a reasonable price separate from the winning bid."

"We're not exactly doing a good thing by colluding, but isn't that too petty of a response? Is there really a possibility of that happening?"

"I confirmed that they wouldn't do that to a great noble, but I thought it was necessary to review it just in case. Right, Pastel?"

"Yes! I actively agree! Work hard, everyone!"

Pastel walked away, all by herself.

Gazes that implied, "Are you working?" were focused on her, but she pretended not to notice and took out paper.

Paper, paper~.

The paper was folded into an airplane.

Pastel held up the paper airplane.

"Paper airplane~!"

A skilled pilot folds an airplane in an instant!

The paper airplane in her hand performed acrobatics.

"Whoosh!"

Ellie looked at the scene with a complex expression. Then, as if realizing something, she pondered deeply and opened and closed her eyes.

"That's, like, that……?"

Ellie's eyes seemed to have lost a bit of their soul.

"I'm reading the contents. I'll just have another cup of green tea for a moment."

"Go ahead."

Melissa, who readily agreed to her superior's statement that she would take a break right after saying let's work, said firmly to Pastel.

"As a newbie who doesn't know the work well, it's not my place to interfere with the work atmosphere, but I'll say it because no one else is saying it. It's not good for a subordinate to work while the superior is playing alone. Shouldn't you set an example befitting your position?"

Gasp.

Pastel's eyes widened.

She caught me playing!

"This, this!"

She flailed her arms.

"This is a highly advanced work operation that newbies can't understand!"

It's true!

"It's even worse to make ridiculous excuses. I may still be inexperienced with student council work, but I can definitely tell that you're playing."

Newbie Melissa was firm.

Melissa is so smart!

She immediately saw through Pastel, who was trying to play alone while the others were having a meeting……!

Pastel flailed her arms.

"No! No! This is a super ultra-high-level job! Only an elite like me can do it!"

Newbies can't understand!

Melissa scoffed.

"Are you making excuses again? I may lack social experience, but I can definitely tell. I'll say it definitively."

Melissa said gently.

"That's, not, work."

Gasp.

"Playing during work is not a good example. It's even worse not to admit your mistakes."

Pastel lost her strength.

The newbie is too smart.

She figured out that Pastel plays the most, even though she hasn't been here for long.

Could it be that I can't be a lazy Pastel anymore?

Do I have to live in full-power, serious work mode?

"Ugh!"

Pastel grabbed her head.

"That's not cherry blossom Pastel!"

It's as important a point as wearing only white or pink clothes every day!

In the first place, cherry blossoms don't work!

I also want to just gain power and not work……!

I just want to photosynthesize under the sunlight……!

"You don't need to worry about that. You already seem like a cherry blossom."

Melissa gave a gentle smile.

"So, how about apologizing for playing during work first? It's setting an example as a superior."

Ugh.

Too true.

Pastel was sad and hung her head.

"I'm sorry, everyone. It was actually an excuse. Pastel is a friend who plays by flying paper airplanes instead of working."

I'm sorry for not being helpful so far.

"Good job. You can do it."

Melissa was proud.

It was like the reaction of a new employee who broke the outdated bad habits of the workplace with cold reason and excellent knowledge.

Ellie stared blankly at the scene.

Her face was full of question marks.



Thump, thump, auction bidding.

The banquet hall with sparkling chandeliers quickly transformed into an auction site after the banquet.

Heavy meals like meat were cleared away, and simple desserts filled their place. As ladies and gentlemen each held a wine glass, it was soon an auction house.

Pastel, dressed in a suit, sat in a chair at the designated round table and crossed her legs.

She glanced at the opened wine bottle, but since there was no Devil to tease anyway, and there was no reason to get drunk during business, she lost interest.

"Are they not going to betray us?"

Alsier, dressed in a semi-dress due to Melissa's interference, smelled the wine and asked.

It was a somewhat unexpected question.

She only helped when asked, as if she was just following orders, and lived with the feeling that it wasn't her job, but seeing her show interest, it seemed like she had developed a sense of belonging to the student council while working.

"Who knows."

An administrative staff member took the envelope with Pastel's bid written on it and headed to the podium. The envelope was handed to the Imperial Bank's facilitator.

It was a sealed bidding method where people wrote down their bids and the person with the highest bid won.

"Even if Count McKennas writes down just a little higher than the amount we colluded with, it's over. He'll be keeping his promise with the Imperial Bank, and the amount will be more profitable. If you're a merchant, keeping your first promise is in line with the merchant's code."

"It's a secret contract, so they could betray us at the last minute."

The company's personnel also came out and handed over the envelope.

The facilitator made a few atmosphere-lifting remarks for the gentlemen and ladies who came to watch, and then began to reveal the bids.

"By the way."

The company's envelope was opened first, and the facilitator took out the paper.

"The follow-up is more important than the success of the betrayal."

The facilitator, who was about to shout out the bid, froze as he tried to read the number.

"I'm just saying."

The facilitator's eyes looked at the company and the Imperial Bank as if to confirm, and then turned to this side.

A trembling voice rang out.

―G, gold coins, zero.

The eyes of the gentlemen and ladies wandered like the facilitator's, then turned to Kraft.

The girl smiled. She raised both hands and quietly clapped.

Only the sound of clapping echoed in the silent confusion.

"A regulation will be created that zero cannot be written in the bid."

It was a calm voice.

122 - Chicken Skewers are More Expensive than 0 Gold Coins
―One gold coin…

As if confirming the scheduled amount, the auctioneer repeated Kraft's bid.

The gentlemen and ladies from the Imperial Bank were in despair, huddled together.

Someone from the mid-level management rushed towards the company side, their face flushed with anger.

In an instant, Count McKenna was grabbed by the collar.

―Count McKenna! What is the meaning of this?! Isn’t this vastly different from what you discussed with us?! Do you think it’s acceptable to forfeit the bid with zero gold coins?!

―Why are you behaving so rudely?

Count McKenna twisted the mid-level manager's hand, releasing the collar grip. He then leisurely surveyed the banquet hall. Meeting the eyes of the gentlemen and ladies, he casually remarked.

―There’s no rule against writing down zero gold, is there?

The mid-level manager was furious.

―Logically, that’s absurd! Our Imperial Bank will respond sternly to this matter! Do you think it’s normal for a consortium that owns the railway construction rights to be auctioned off for a pittance in a regular auction?! Collusion is fundamentally invalid!

Count McKenna straightened his attire that had been grabbed. He met the mid-level manager's gaze, a sly smirk forming on his lips.

―Can you handle this?

The mid-level manager froze.

In the silence watched by everyone, a small footstep echoed leisurely. The mid-level manager slowly inhaled, remaining rigid.

―Collusion? That’s a misunderstanding.

The girl with pink hair swayed as if suffocating. She approached with a somewhat aggrieved expression.

―I had no idea this would be the outcome. I wrote my bid half-heartedly, thinking of Count McKenna's financial power, but I never expected it to be accepted. It’s truly a surprising coincidence.

Her pink eyes scanned the gentlemen and ladies around. The eyes smiled gently.

―Don’t you all think so too?

No rebuttal was heard.

The Imperial Bank personnel averted their gazes and bowed their heads. The expression of the now isolated mid-level manager changed, beads of cold sweat forming.

The girl looked somewhat apologetic.

―But even if it’s all a coincidence, it’s true that it was accepted…

A gold coin was pulled from her pocket. The girl gently opened the mid-level manager's trembling hand and placed the coin in it.

―In advance.

The mid-level manager's hand reluctantly folded around the coin. His expression turned to one of despair.

The girl smiled brightly and turned away.

―Enjoy the banquet. I’ll get in trouble if I enjoy it too much.

Her footsteps headed towards the exit of the banquet hall.

No one could speak until the pink afterimage completely vanished.



"To drink or not to drink, that is the question~."

Pastel hopped through the garden outside the banquet hall. With each bouncy step like a rabbit, her pink hair swayed.

A silver-haired girl quietly followed behind.

Pastel spun around and pointed at her friend.

"Alsier! Should I drink? Or should I not?"

Alsier tilted her head.

"What?"

"The wine!"

Pastel pointed at the wine bottle openly placed on the garden table. There were also some cheese and biscuits.

"Wow! Wow!"

A setup that a rebel should not overlook!

But for the completely good Pastel, it was something she should resist.

Huh.

Shouldn’t I, the completely good Pastel, just pass by?

That can’t be.

Why am I the completely good Pastel?

Should I transform into the not-so-good Pastel starting today?

"Is it spoiled?"

Alsier picked up the wine bottle. She poured it into a glass and took a sip.

Oh, such unrestrained behavior.

Alsier tilted her head again.

"It’s not spoiled."

Pastel was somewhat dumbfounded.

Is this right?

Is Alsier actually a delinquent?

Though last time at the property presentation, Melissa and Ellie drank without hesitation.

Huh.

Then is everyone a delinquent except me?

"Was Pastel the only good one?!"

Her pink eyes widened in shock.

No wonder I keep finding myself in unfair situations!

This was a world where good and evil were reversed…!

"No wonder! No wonder!"

I didn’t do anything wrong, yet I feel wronged!

Pastel finally realized.

She was the completely good Pastel, but the world was wrong. A pink girl standing firmly against a flawed world. She was the pink figure that could only exist in a fairy tale.

"What’s ‘no wonder’?"

Alsier tilted her head. She poured wine into her glass and casually offered it.

"Whoa!"

Pastel jumped back in surprise, taking a step away. She spread her palms, wary of the wine glass.

"I won’t fall for such temptations! The only way to prove purity in a flawed world is through the embodiment of untainted moral principles! That is the mission of one born pink!"

Go, go!

Alsier looked bewildered.

"What are you talking about?"

The wine glass was thrust towards her.

"Whoa!"

Pastel quickly stepped back.

"You! You’re doing this to corrupt my heart! I never expected this from you!"

Betrayal…!

If I had just accepted the wine, I would have been corrupted by the super ultra whatever effect!

Just look at that wine!

It’s completely purple!

Purple itself!

Pastel pointed at her friend.

"Totally a devil!"

No wonder her hair was silver!

One can realize without even mentioning that evil beings come disguised as non-evil!

"I will never drink!"

She shook her head. Her slightly braided pink hair fluttered.

"Absolutely, absolutely will not drink!"

Alsier tilted her head. She downed her own wine in one go and drank the wine she was going to give to Pastel herself.

"Suit yourself."

Wow!

"Victory for Pastel!"

Hooray! Hooray!

Pastel jumped up and down. Her pink hair swayed.

Then part of her hair accidentally dipped into the wine glass.

Splash.

"Oh."

Alsier stared at the pink thread floating in the purple liquid, her expression blank.

"Oh?!"

Pastel froze in shock.

"My hair…!"

As she hurriedly pulled it out, her hair was weakly stained purple. Drops of wine dripped down.

Ahhh!

"It really turned purple!"

Waaah!

Pastel’s expression turned to one of despair.

To waste a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity like this.

The moment of corruption should be thrilling for the Demon to witness…!

A familiar presence drew near.

『So you were here. Has the auction already ended? There should still be a banquet left, yet you managed to slip away.』

The Demon approached.

"Demon!"

Pastel dashed over. Showing her wet hair with a sorrowful expression.

"Look at this!"

Waaah!

Wine droplets fell.

『How did this happen?』

The Demon narrowed his eyes.

『Did you drink it?』

"Of course not! The completely good Pastel wouldn’t do such a bad thing!"

It’s true!

『Hmm.』

The Demon scrutinized her suspiciously. After carefully observing Pastel’s condition, he seemed to believe her, thinking she didn’t appear drunk.

『Wait. It would be best to wipe it off before it gets sticky.』

The Demon seemed to reach into his pocket for a handkerchief.

Pastel watched him and then looked at her wet hair.

Sticky?

Sugary.

Sweet.

Her pink eyes became dreamy.

She put her hair in her mouth.

Nom.

Munch.

The Demon, who had pulled out the handkerchief, paused. His red eyes were filled with confusion.

『Why are you eating that?』

Munch.

Pastel ignored him, savoring the taste, but her expression gradually turned to one of distress.

Bitter.

So bitter!

"It’s completely bitter!"

The taste tormented her tongue.

"Eww!"

Pastel hurriedly spat out her hair. It was clean in many ways, but her hair was now even more damp.

"Demon, you fraud! There’s no sweetness or stickiness at all! It’s completely tasteless!"

Why eat this?

Coffee or tea may taste bad, but they enhance productivity through their awakening effects, but this is tasteless and even leads to a drop in productivity!

Wine friend!

I’m sorry, but you need to be removed from my friend list!

Not that you were ever a friend!

『No, why are you eating that?』

The Demon looked bewildered. After hesitating, he wiped the saliva-stained hair with the handkerchief.

Pastel clutched her head.

"This tasteless thing is unacceptable! As the great Pastel, I must issue a decree! From now on, all wine on Sky Island must be sweeter than grape juice, or it will be banned from sale!"

『Don’t plan any strange acts of tyranny.』

"Then, then! I should narrow it down so that at least the student council members can’t drink it!"

That’s right!

This kind of tasteless drop in productivity is absolutely unacceptable for the great Pastel!

If they’re my limbs, they should focus on work without distractions during tasks!

"If this kind of drinking becomes habitual, they won’t even realize when they’re drunk and will work while conversing with inanimate objects, living life with a screw loose!"

Absolutely, absolutely unacceptable!

The Demon looked at her oddly.

『That’s your usual state.』

Huh.

Now that I think about it, that’s true.

『No way?』

The Demon looked at her suspiciously.

Pastel became suddenly indignant.

"No!"

『I haven’t said anything yet.』

"Whatever it is, it’s not true! Passing clouds, my friend! Testify to my innocence!"

『Oh. Thanks to that cloud friend, your credibility has plummeted. You chose the wrong witness.』

"That can’t be!"

Thud.

Pastel slumped down in despair.

From a few steps away, Alsier continued to look down at the wine glass.

A strand of pink hair floated in the purple liquid. It was hair that had not been rescued in time.

The hair greeted her.

―Hello!

Alsier’s eyes widened slightly.

With a slightly tipsy mind, she seriously pondered and then replied softly.

"Hello."

123 - Wine is Definitely Not Grape Juice
"Therefore, the student council will be alcohol-free from now on!"

The student council members glared at her with disapproving eyes.

"What? Why are you all reacting like that?"

Pastel declared confidently.

"Speak up if you have any complaints!"

Melissa cautiously raised a hand.

"Isn't that excessive interference? Even for you, Pastel, a ban on alcohol is too much. Looking back at the history of the Empire, prohibition has been implemented a few times, but it hasn't been effective. If wine is missing from noble banquets, it becomes quite problematic in terms of banquet customs."

Ugh.

"Even you, Melissa!"

Pastel flailed her arms.

"Betrayal! Betrayal!"

These alcoholics!

How much wine did you drink instead of water since you were young that you don't even have an ounce of guilt!

Despair as the only good person here.

"It may be excessive, but I can understand why you feel betrayed. But as a friend, I have to say what needs to be said."

Melissa readily admitted and pointed to Alsier.

"Bellamonte here doesn't experience the problems you're worried about. Para-Knight Level isn't just a light title. Right, Bellamonte?"

"Yeah."

"What did you say?"

Pfft~!

Pastel, having found an opportunity, smiled slyly.

"Do you guys know? At the auction banquet, Alsier drank a few glasses of wine and got drunk, then greeted a rolling pebble friend?"

Greeting an inanimate object!

So silly!

Silly, silly!

Ahaha!

Melissa tilted her head.

"Bellamonte, were you the type to do such things while sober? I thought only unique people like Pastel did that."

"I was drunk. When savoring wine, you should also savor the natural process. There's no need to resist."

"Is that so?"

"Yeah."

Pastel, having heard the adorable conversation of the children of great nobles, sparkled her pink eyes.

"Wait! Alsier just made a statement that sounds like a complete alcoholic!"

To openly confess an alcohol preference that even the good Pastel couldn't imagine.

"Can you still say a ban on alcohol is unnecessary? There's an addict right in front of us! It's obvious that your level isn't important!"

The silver-haired girl was embarrassed.

"In the North, it's impolite not to get drunk. I don't know about here."

"That's true."

Melissa defended Alsier.

"I've heard that the Northern Mountains are barbaric, so they have such a culture. Bellamonte doesn't have a drinking hobby, but barbarism is ingrained in her as etiquette."

Alsier stared at Melissa intently.

Melissa was puzzled by the intense gaze.

"Why are you looking at me like that?"

"Why do you think?"

"Is this a quiz?"

Pastel thought for a moment.

"There's such a culture?"

Then she made an X with her arms.

"No! No! Still no! This is Pastel Territory! If you've come to my territory, follow my rules!"

"Since when has Sky Island been Pastel Territory?"

"Sky Island is mine now!"

Sole ruler!

Uh-huh!

"You're not even hiding your greed anymore."

Pfft.

"Anyone here dissatisfied with this Pastel~!"

Pastel jumped up and down, looking at the student council members.

"No one!"

Yay!

"Anyway, Alsier's statement just now was a great statement that rings the alarm! We have to ban it before she evolves into a super ultra addict!"

Melissa thought for a moment.

"That's true. Bellamonte's statement was a bit much. Then how about this? We only ban Bellamonte."

"Huh?"

Alsier looked at Melissa again.

"Wouldn't it be good to take pinpoint measures only for problematic people without causing a backlash? If it's effective, we can expand it further. I respect your will, Pastel, but sometimes it's important not to rush."

"That's."

Pastel seemed somewhat persuaded.

"That might be right."

Melissa smiled softly.

"We have plenty of time. Let's take it step by step together, Pastel-senpai."

Gasp.

Pastel-senpai with a sweet voice.

My number one friend is abusing her ranking!

I feel a sense of responsibility to set an example!

Pastel raised her chin and cleared her throat!

"Since you say so, I can't help it! The alcohol ban will only be implemented for Alsier! We'll decide whether to increase the number of people it applies to after seeing the results!"

The content that Pastel suddenly declared while working concluded well, and everyone dispersed to their respective places.

"My opinion is...?"

Alsier stood there blankly.



"Pastel, a moment."

Ellie approached and pointed to the hallway.

"Huh?"

Pastel, who was looking around at the children working, quietly got up. She followed Ellie into the hallway.

They moved to a secret room near the student council room, and Ellie carefully closed the magic circle-mixed door, creating a special soundproof state.

The student council was just a pure student council, so there were no useful secret rooms, so Pastel herself had prepared this space after the academy was normalized.

Pastel was in an "o-ing" state.

O-ing.

Why are we here?

"Did a traitor appear among the student council members?"

At that question, Ellie paused.

Her trembling eyes turned to Pastel.

"Why are you suddenly asking that? Are you investigating someone again?"

"No! I was just asking."

I was wondering what a huge issue it was that we had to come to a secret room.

Suspicious gazes came and went.

Pastel was on the verge of feeling wronged.

What did I do!

Ellie looked at her with a complex expression and opened the bag she had brought. A faint fishy smell wafted out.

Something fishy being taken out of a secret room?

A red scene flashed through her mind.

Oh dear.

This kind of issue is for my hormone friend to handle.

More than that, what kind of ominous thing did Ellie bring that she's taking it out where no one else can see?

Pastel's face stiffened even before seeing it. She swallowed hard.

Ellie put both hands into the bag and took out the contents.

Something with a streamlined body and a blue back.

It was a mackerel.

Flapping, flapping.

Pastel was stunned.

Why a mackerel?

Ellie untied a small note tied to the Sky Mackerel's body. The information brought by the Message Fish was unfolded.

"As expected, it's bad news. Now that the railway construction rights that the Demon Realm rightfully should have are in Kraft's hands, there's a lot of opposition within our faction. Even if I say I'll take responsibility, it's not convincing because I'm not in the Demon Realm."

Pastel met the fish's eyes. The mackerel looked up and gaped.

Gape, gape.

It smelled fishy.

Ew.

"Why a mackerel? Ellie, you may not know, but I've been mortal enemies with the mackerel clan for a long time! Bad mackerel that hit me every time we met! There's no reconciliation until they all go into my stomach!"

Tonight's dinner is mackerel pie!

"I guess so."

Ellie muttered with a somewhat dark complexion.

Gasp.

Pastel came out of her own world. She looked back to see if she had said anything that crossed the line, and was relieved that it didn't seem to be that far.

"It's about mackerel! Mackerel! Sorry if I misunderstood! But, even the moderates are more opposed than I thought? Enough to ignore the princess's will?"

Ellie was troubled.

"Even if she's a princess, it's just a status. Considering the Demon King's tradition of not caring about bloodlines, she doesn't really have any legitimacy."

That's true.

No matter what the bloodline is, isn't the structure that the Demon King, who suddenly appears, takes all the power anyway?

"Still, there are many people who respect her, but it can't be helped that her voice weakens when she's not in the Demon Realm. Kraft's symbolism is too strong."

"Then there's no choice! Don't worry! Pastel is a business genius! I can do it on my own without the consent of the moderates!"

Ellie was puzzled.

"How are you going to do it? Our moderates have already occupied several fields essential for railway construction. Without our consent, you can't build a railway even if you have the construction rights. The problem is after the railway is built. Originally, we were going to operate it as a military railway for the United Kingdom and make profits, but that won't work either."

Gasp.

After listening, the silly, silly Pastel can't solve the problem.

"Ugh!"

Pastel grabbed her head.

"Ancestors! Why did you live like that!"

How much bad did you do that the princess can't even persuade the moderates!

"Tell me about it. Why didn't you live like people?"

Ellie said casually and pondered.

"Isn't there something, something? If the railway project is stopped like this, the radicals' voice will only get stronger."

Radicals.

Terror, terror.

"That won't do!"

Pastel pondered together.

The Sky Mackerel flapped.

Fishy smell.

Ellie muttered.

"It would be easy if we could find the next Demon King. No matter how much Kraft is involved, there won't be any Demons who don't respect the Demon King's first order."

Pastel paused.

She glanced at Ellie. Just as Ellie was turning her gaze, their eyes met.

Ellie's eyes took on a different light.

"Come to think of it, if you cooperate, we can now search more extensively. He wasn't at the academy, but maybe he's on Sky Island. What do you think?"

"I don't know."

Pastel had an ambiguous expression.

"Well, the possibility is small. The Empire must have thoroughly checked the imperial territory. The prophesied Demon King may have died during the infant massacre."

Ellie sighed softly.

"Well, it's better than the conspiracy theory that the Empire has already found the Demon King, imprisoned him, and is preparing a plot to control the Demon Realm. The culprit here is sometimes Kraft instead of the Empire, but it's a bit funny to say in front of you."

Pastel still had an ambiguous expression.

Ellie paused.

Silence flowed.

The Demon girl's eyes trembled more and more.

Pastel smiled softly.

"I already know."

Controlling the Demon Realm seems fun, doesn't it?

"Huh?"

Ellie was stunned.

And her body trembled, and she unconsciously checked the escape route.

This is a secret room.

124 - I Love Sneaking Snacks in the Secret Room
"Right here, right now, it's me!"

Pastel pointed at herself.

"I'm the next Demon King!"

Ellie looked at her in disbelief.

"What?"

"I'm the Demon King!"

Ellie blinked slowly. After a moment of silence, she asked again.

"What?"

Pastel jumped up.

"Your Majesty the Demon King! Your Majesty the Demon King!"

She dashed around the room, her pink hair flying.

"Demon King Pastel!"

She didn't know what being a Demon King entailed, but she understood that it was a title you shouldn't mess with if you were a good friend!

Is this the fall of the Demon King?

Thump, thump.

Pitter-patter.

Thrill, thrill.

What is power?

The influence to wield others as you wish.

If a single word can shake the entire Demon race, then it’s a complete bundle of power!

It might be a million times more enjoyable!

"Demon King, Demon King Pastel!"

Pastel ran around. But the room was small, so she just circled around Ellie.

"Maybe you should stop speaking in a way that can be misunderstood."

Ellie stared blankly at the running Pastel. After a moment, as if her thoughts had settled, she splashed her face with water.

"This is why you end up in the unfair situations you talk about."

Her voice carried a hint of emotional reproach.

Pastel abruptly stopped running and pointed at Ellie with a dramatic pose.

"Hey! How dare you be rude to the Demon King?!"

"Demon King, huh."

Ellie snorted lightly.

"I get what you're saying. I've been keeping an eye on your strange props too. Floating knives or brooms are practically synonymous with being a Demon King unless the user is a great mage."

"You're quick to understand!"

I am Your Majesty the Demon King!

"But the Kraft lineage can't possibly be the Demon King, so I had already guessed that you created this with the legacy or technology stolen by the Kraft family during the war."

Ellie's brow furrowed slightly.

"I couldn't have guessed the implicit agreements and investigations between us that I, the party involved, am unaware of, but the legends and myths of the Demon King are my area of expertise."

Huh?

Is she really accepting my confession of being a Demon King, prepared to be scolded by the Demon?

Ellie was wrong in her area of expertise.

Ugh.

"Is that really more comfortable for you, Ellie?"

"It's not about comfort; it's the truth. The Kraft family secretly researched and investigated the powers of the Demon King, and that's already a well-known fact in academia. Whether they succeeded or not was a matter of speculation, but since you, the head of the family, have publicly showcased the results, it's proven."

Ellie regained her composure and spoke clearly and calmly.

"I understand exactly what you're saying. You're suggesting we pretend you're the Demon King. If we just hide the fact that you're Kraft, you might as well be the next Demon King. It should be easy to turn the moderate faction's stance around."

Ugh.

Pastel puffed out one cheek in disappointment.

I guess I'm still not purple.

Has living a good life caused this side effect?

It's a good thing, but somehow disappointing.

To relieve this feeling of disappointment, I might have to do something bad, like releasing the seal of the Archdemon and causing a world-ending crisis.

Pastel raised a finger and poked her puffed cheek. Air whooshed out.

"It's not an act."

Puff, puff.

"Ellie, Ellie. You entered with a major in legends and myths, so how can you get it wrong at such an important time? Aren't you doing too little academic study or research?"

Lack of diligence.

"I'm saying this because it's my major."

Ellie was firm.

"Most Demons believe that the Demon King's throne is destined for the strongest, but that's not a prerequisite. The real prerequisite is being an outsider."

Ugh.

"Demons and humans are distinct, but if you trace the lineage, they are ultimately the same being. The only difference is that humans have ended up living in the Demon Realm, deviating from the mainstream of the divine myths. In a world created by gods, those who deviate from the myths are always outsiders."

Ellie folded her fingers one by one.

"Non-homogeneity, non-typicality, non-conformity. The power of the Demon King is manifested not through physical destruction but through conceptual destruction. Therefore, one must be an outsider."

Pastel's pink eyes widened.

When the conversation suddenly turned to difficult academic topics, she felt lost.

She turned her gaze to the desk. A cute face briefly appeared in the patterns of the high-quality wood.

"Wow! A puppy!"

From now on, when I work here, I should greet my puppy friend first!

"Hello, friend!"

Ellie looked bewildered.

"Anyway, that's what it means. A being born into the Kraft family, which is the very mainstream of imperial history, cannot be an outsider. This is separate from the resentment of the Demons."

"Yeah! I see!"

Pastel, who had absorbed everything, pretended to understand.

I don't know what it is, but I can tell that Ellie can't accept Demon King Pastel!

"You can think whatever you want, Ellie! Anyway, it would be great to lay down the railway!"

Ellie fell into her own thoughts and murmured.

"Right. Creating a fake Demon King would risk being found out, but the railway project is a plan that concerns the future of the Demon Realm. We need to hurry before the empire becomes aware of the technological transformation..."

As Ellie organized her thoughts, she suddenly flinched. Realizing she had spoken about confidential matters, she glanced at Pastel and changed the subject.

"I can take responsibility for affirming the existence of the Demon King. There will be more people filled with anticipation that we have finally found him than those who doubt it's fake, so it should be fine to hide your identity for a while."

"Wow!"

Pastel cheered.

"Demon King Pastel!"

She spun around in place!

Ellie watched Pastel's flying pink hair closely.

"Still, it would be wise to prepare some disguises just in case. What about that conspicuous hair? Don't you have any disguise techniques from the Kraft family?"

"Double spin!"

Pastel spun rapidly.

Round and round, round and round!

Her hair flew around and hit Ellie's face.

"Ah."

Ellie backed away, blocking her hair.

"It's the Demon King! Your Majesty the Demon King!"

I need to let the Demon know about this fall as soon as possible!

Oh! That's right!

I can tell them right now!

Pastel, who had been worrying about this easy thing, was a fool!

"More importantly, how should I change my hair-"

"I'm going home first!"

Pastel burst through the door of the room. The academy hallway unfolded before her. She quickly waved at the friends she occasionally ran into and dashed away.

"Bye! Bye! I know you want to talk to me, but I'm super busy! Really, really busy! I'm sorry I can't fulfill my duties as a popular person!"

Whoosh, whoosh.

She rummaged through her assigned personal dorm and burst into the kitchen. As she flung open the kitchen door, there stood the Demon.

In a white shirt and apron, the Demon turned around while making a recipe for cookies with a high flour content.

"Hmm? Has it really gotten this late? How perplexing. Wait a moment. I haven't prepared lunch yet. I'll make it quickly."

Pastel shook her head rapidly.

"No! No! It's not lunchtime yet! More importantly! More importantly!"

She pointed at herself.

"Your Majesty the Demon King!"

The pink eyes sparkled with anticipation.

The Demon, unaware of her intentions, looked bewildered. He approached the door, checked the hallway to see if anyone was around, and then closed the door.

"Did you leave early today? Good job. The current student council work is excessively strange."

Pastel ignored him and pointed at herself again.

"Your Majesty the Demon King!"

The Demon looked confused.

"Young Kraft, conversation is a two-way street. Just because you present your own context doesn't mean the other party will understand."

"Huh?"

Shock.

"You should understand if you're the Demon!"

Pastel pointed at herself again.

"Your Majesty the Demon King!"

The Demon seemed to be in pain, struggling with the riddle presented to him. He looked troubled about how to respond.

After some thought, the Demon raised both hands.

"I don't understand."

Pastel lowered her hand that was pointing at herself. Her cheeks slowly puffed up.

Puff.

"Why are you reacting as if I did something wrong? This is your fault."

Puff!

"Really, how far do you expect me to go?"

The Demon sighed and moved his finger. He poked Pastel's cheek. Air whooshed out.

"Ahhh! My cheeks are puffy!"

You can't just touch anyone!

The Demon chuckled.

"Don't obsess over the strange. Hmm? Oh dear, I've gotten flour on you."

The Demon took out a handkerchief and carefully wiped her off.

"So what about Your Majesty the Demon King? Did you find any new legacy of the Demon King?"

Pastel pouted.

"The Kraft family may find it hard to be suspected, but you emphasized that I must never confess my identity to others, Demon!"

"You may not feel it, but the existence of the Demon King is not something the empire can take lightly. If they hear the news, they will take immediate action. We must be cautious."

"Hehe."

Pastel smiled subtly.

The Demon paused.

"Don't tell me...?"

"I spilled the beans!"

After spinning around, she jumped up and raised her arms high.

"Yay!"

The Demon silently rubbed his forehead, looking dazed by the girl who wouldn't listen to reason.

Her pink eyes sparkled.

The reaction she wanted!

"There's no way you would kill me, right?"

The Demon sighed deeply.

"Demon! Demon!"

Pastel was beyond relieved; she was overjoyed.

"I did well, right?! I did great?!"

"I can see you want to be scolded."

The Demon reached out. He grabbed Pastel's cheeks and pulled them.

"Reflect on this."

Her cheeks stretched. With that, the pain also increased.

"Waaah!"

Pastel's face instantly turned to a pout.

The Demon is so mean!

125 - Still, I Am the Original of Flour Cookies
『This should be enough.』

The Devil scraped the bottom of the cauldron with a spatula. A sticky purple dye rose to the surface. It looked like melted rubber, ready to drip yet viscous.

『Glass jar.』

"Yes."

Ellie, standing nervously and glancing at the Devil, handed over the glass jar. As the spatula tilted, the dye splashed into it. Hot steam wafted up.

『If you keep preparing the dye, it will cool down quickly.』

"Wow!"

Pastel gazed at the steaming glass jar with sparkling eyes.

"Dye dye!"

Truly, the Demon is amazing!

There's nothing they can't do!

Hehehe.

Pastel giggled and poked the Devil in the side.

"Demon! Demon! How did you come to know the source of this dye recipe?"

The Devil, pouring a cleansing solution into the cooled cauldron, looked a bit displeased.

『It's a dye recipe passed down in the Kraft family. The hair color is too distinct for disguises, so a recipe tailored to the bloodline was created. Although it's outdated compared to the latest alchemical trends, that's why it's a classic.』

"Wow wow!"

It's from the Kraft family's recipe!

But how does the Demon know about it?

Pastel, who was hopeless in love, had no idea!

"How did you find out?"

Checking if the vision had leaked as the head of the Kraft family was very important!

It's definitely not because of the dorm supervisor!

Ellie, awkwardly fanning the glass jar, glanced over. Her expression was one of shock at such an impolite question.

The Devil pretended not to hear and scraped the bottom of the cauldron. The clinging purple dye mixed with the transparent cleansing solution.

Pastel leaned over the cauldron, looking up at the Devil's face. The pink eyes sparkled.

The Devil ignored her and moved the spatula.

The pink eyes sparkled even brighter.

Sparkle sparkle.

With a sigh, the Devil gathered the pink hair that was about to touch the cleansing solution and tidied it up.

『What are you curious about?』

"That the Demon knows the Kraft family's recipe! This is a leak of confidential information! As the head of the family, I can't just sit back!"

『Speak honestly.』

"What happened between you and my mom?!"

Wow wow!

Pastel's heart fluttered at the mention of love.

But it's unrequited love!

Unrequited love makes her want to hear more...!

The red eyes looked a bit displeased.

『It's nothing special. When infiltrating the Order, pink stands out too much, so I just listened to the recipe and made it.』

"Huh."

Pastel covered her mouth in shock.

"Just the two of you infiltrating...!"

What a scandal!

『What do you mean just the two of us?』

The Devil pressed a finger against Pastel's forehead.

"Wah!"

Pastel fell back from the cauldron.

『It wasn't just the two of us. The Crown Prince was there, and so was the Saint. And at that time, the atmosphere was serious, so whatever you imagined didn't happen.』

The Devil scraped the cauldron with the spatula. It seemed like an emotional action.

Ah~.

It must have been a tough topic for unrequited love.

What should I do, Demon!

This is so serious!

Pastel couldn't help but smile at the fun of it all.

Hehe.

Ellie stared awkwardly at the Devil. While fiddling with the glass jar and checking the temperature of the dye, she cautiously opened her mouth.

"Could it be that you are Demonious?"

The Devil didn't bother to answer.

Instead, Pastel's eyes widened.

"How did you know?!"

Ellie is so smart!

Ellie looked somewhat flustered.

"Well, you can tell just by looking."

No way!

This was supposed to be confidential!

The story of a fallen girl who broke the seal of the Archdemon leaking like this!

That's something that only comes out at the end of a fairy tale!

Pastel was in a state of shock.

"Demon! Demon! What should we do?! Is it time to take irreversible measures?!"

That's the last thing I want to do!

"Huh?"

Ellie flinched.

『Don't talk about such things in front of the person involved. It's rude.』

The Devil sighed.

『It was already a given that you would be found out when you were shouting 'Demon! Demon!' outside. Those who need to know already do.』

Ellie, slightly pale, added,

"Melissa might also suspect it. The way she treats this person is quite different from how she treats a servant. It's careful and seems to pretend not to know."

Smart Ellie used her friend ranking as a shield.

The effect was perfect. Pastel was immediately shocked.

"Even Melissa?!"

If that's the case, I can't even consider irreversible measures! I never intended to do that anyway!

Pastel paused for a moment as something came to mind.

Wait a minute.

Does that mean my cheating on studies has been found out too?

Cold sweat broke out.

She quickly retraced her memories. Had Melissa ever doubted the existence of genius Pastel?

Never. In fact, she had observed how far this Pastel would go with her greed.

Phew.

Model student Melissa probably never imagined that smart Pastel would cheat.

It seems that what I've been doing has helped my reputation a lot?

Indeed, one must live honestly!

『It should be cooling down soon. Young Kraft, come sit here.』

"Yes!"

Pastel trotted over to the wooden chair and sat down, swinging her legs as the Devil approached with the glass jar. The butter knife scooped a bit of the purple dye.

『Extend your hand.』

"Why my hand?"

Pastel extended her hand. The dye was barely smeared on her hand.

『Alchemy deals with delicate balances. If it's for a person, you need to check for any possible reactions. Especially the skin is sensitive.』

"Ah!"

『I mentioned this when I taught you about alchemical toxicology last time.』

Huh.

I completely forgot.

While waiting for the reaction on her hand, the Devil looked around the alchemy lab. Then, like cat fur floating, he picked up a strand of pink hair that had fallen.

The hair was placed in the glass jar. As the Devil stirred it with the butter knife and lifted it, the dyed strands swayed. It was a mysterious purple that shimmered softly in the sunlight by the window.

"Wow!"

So pretty!

Our ancestors created such a dye recipe! They have such great taste! Even if it was intended to maintain a beautiful appearance for deception!

『The performance seems fine.』

Ellie, who had been quietly observing, spoke up.

"Isn't this quite noticeable? I've never heard of the Krafts using dye for disguises, but if a Demon who has delved into the history of the Kraft family is around, they might notice."

『No problem. This recipe is only passed down to the head and the final heir. Different recipes exist for each color, and once someone uses a color, it's discarded so that future generations won't be caught due to historical records.』

"Thoroughly so. If only that effort had allowed them to live even a little bit of a good life."

Ellie looked slightly disillusioned.

"But being thorough doesn't change the fact that it's a noticeable recipe, does it? How strange."

『The Krafts probably take it for granted to be noticed because of their appearance. They probably enjoy it subtly and don't want to give it up.』

"If only they had lived a good life with that mindset."

『Indeed.』

The Devil and Ellie shared a moment of camaraderie as they criticized the Krafts.

The current head didn't know how to react, so he pretended not to hear.

"Wow! Purple purple!"

After dyeing, anyone who didn't know Pastel's face would never guess that she was a Kraft with pink hair.



Pastel welcomed a smuggling airship at the dock. The sailors' shouts echoed, and countless goods were unloaded.

"Economic freedom! Economic freedom!"

Living life with magic stones!

Grace, the head of the trading company, was proud.

"Having former Knights Order members working for us has drastically reduced our operational losses. As rumors spread, the number of pirates approaching the airship has significantly decreased. It has been more effective than expected."

"Wow! That's great!"

Well, no one would want to mess with the Kraft trading company, which has become like a public enterprise of Sky Island!

Grace unfurled her folding fan.

"If the safety of this trade becomes known to the mercenaries, it will be easier to hire soldiers. Your Excellency, I was thinking of increasing our forces. What do you think?"

"Sounds good! Let's increase the airships and borrow funds to go even bigger!"

We could borrow the airships owned by the academy and the Sky Island Administration for a while, and the tax revenue coming in the second half of the year could be borrowed before being allocated to next year's budget.

I should talk to President Horace!

"That's an excellent plan."

Grace, the head of the trading company, was pleased.

The folding fan fluttered gently.

"But, have you resolved the friction with the royal family? I trust you handled it well, but as the one responsible for the trading company, I can't help but worry."

"Huh? What royal family?"

Pastel tilted her head.

Grace, looking perplexed, replied,

"You disrupted the royal family's plans to control the Demon Realm and seized the right to lay railroads for just one gold coin."

"Huh? That was the Imperial Bank, not the royal family."

"The royal family was behind that Imperial Bank, wasn't it?"

"Come on."

Pastel waved her hand dismissively.

"How can a bank that should be separate from the government be manipulated by the royal family? That would lead to a credit collapse and a bank run! Head of the trading company, that's quite a joke!"

This is common sense!

Such foolish jokes don't work on smart Pastel!

Hahaha!

Grace, the head of the trading company, turned pale.

"That may be the principle, but the royal family hasn't respected the market to that extent until now, have they?"

Huh?

Huh?

Suddenly, a commotion arose at the dock.

Turning her head, Pastel saw a very splendid fast airship flying from the sky.

Grace, the head of the trading company, gasped.

"Is that the royal airship?"

Huh?

Pastel soon found herself facing a messenger.

No matter how she looked at it, a knight in black armor, likely from the royal Knights Order, unfurled a scroll.

"Pastel Lovecraft, Marquis, heed this! His Majesty the Emperor commands you to enter the palace at once!"

Ahhh!

I didn't do anything wrong!

A word from the author (Author's note)

There will be no serialization tomorrow.

126 - I Really Didn't Do Anything Wrong
Dormitory bedroom.

Pastel trembled.

The greatest crisis of her life, the greatest crisis of her life.

His Majesty the Emperor has summoned everyone under my authority.

Ahhh!

The fear was akin to realizing she had to eat a Magic Stone but had not a single coin in her wallet.

A summons order issued right after offending the highest dignity in a class-based society!

"Please save me! Please save me!"

Pastel clutched her head. As she shook it rapidly, her mini pigtails flailed about.

I didn’t do anything wrong!

I really, really didn’t!

Even after hearing that His Majesty the Emperor might be behind the Imperial Bank, she thought, "No way, that can’t be true," and considered auction collusion, but she had no malicious intent!

Anyway, she had shamelessly called out one gold coin for the auction collusion! The railway company offered one gold coin! Wow! So cheap! So cheap! She had the same thoughts and acted on them, but there was no malice!

Huff.

No malice.

But there were ulterior motives.

Ahhh!

In any case, it was no different from dancing on the shadow of His Majesty the Emperor!

Thump thump, Pastel…!

Completely irreverent!

If she were Pastel Excellency, she could be taken to a secret room for treason…!

Despair.

Despair!

At the end of her despair, Pastel reflected.

Why am I not the highest dignity?!

If I had been born as the Emperor, it would have been fine!

This is my fault for being born into a lower class!

God, God!

Please let me be born as the highest authority in my next life!

I’m not asking for much; I just need a little better luck in the lottery here!

“Calm down, hmm.”

The Devil placed a hand on her pink head to soothe her, but he was momentarily stumped by the flailing pink pigtails.

The Devil’s expression turned serious as he contemplated whether to grab the chaotic mini pigtails to stop them, but then he gave up.

“First, try to calm down. It might not be a big deal. Since they didn’t forcibly take you, it’s likely just an invitation to meet. Kraft is a high noble, so there shouldn’t be any unfortunate incidents if it’s a commoner or a lower-ranking noble.”

“Huh!”

Is that so?

Her pink hair stopped and calmed down.

Now that she thought about it, that was true.

I, the high noble Kraft.

Unless it’s treason, the likelihood of any issues arising from a royal decree is very low.

Since she had never plotted treason, she was very, very safe.

“Phew!”

Pastel wiped her forehead unnecessarily.

“Right! I’m the safe, safe Pastel!”

Being born into a marquis family was the greatest fortune of her life!

The Devil tidied her disheveled pink hair.

“I don’t know if you’re really safe, but nothing will happen. The Emperor I know was quite discerning.”

The Emperor, huh.

Now that she thought about it, His Majesty the Emperor was like the Devil’s first love who used to go around with his mother, wasn’t he?

Her emotions suddenly became complex and subtle.

Just how passionately did her father confess his love to her mother to win between the Archdemon and the Crown Prince?

What is love that it can become so desperate that one would even let go of their child?

“Little Kraft?”

“Huh!”

Ugh.

Pastel rubbed her cheeks and shifted her thoughts.

“But, but! Now that I know His Majesty the Emperor was such a person, I’m worried in a different way!”

Her hands trembled slightly.

“Could it be instead of my mother?!”

Considering Pastel’s overwhelming popularity, it wouldn’t be strange for His Majesty the Emperor to lose his mind.

Historically, it was quite common for an Emperor, who had the duty of producing heirs, to take on a younger partner…?

Ugh.

Ugh.

“That’s…”

The Devil’s expression grew serious.

“Probably not.”

“Probably!”

Pastel gasped.

Probably! Probably!

“Waaah!”

In an instant, she was on the verge of tears.

A crisis of being confessed to by her parents’ generation!

14-year-old Pastel, receiving a confession from His Majesty the Emperor, who was 3n years old.

That’s a bit…!

Very much so…!

An incident she hoped would never happen in her life!

Completely, completely!

The Devil was flustered.

“I misspoke. It’s absolutely not going to happen. The Emperor is already married and has a wife and children, so he wouldn’t still have feelings for a past love.”

Hearing this from the Devil, who was neither married nor had a wife and children, seemed somewhat persuasive.

“Even if he still had feelings, he wouldn’t act in a way that would be ridiculed in society. Besides, a sane person wouldn’t confuse his mother with her child. The Emperor I know is perfectly sane.”

Is that so?

Is His Majesty the Emperor sane?

The Devil clenched his fist.

“If he makes any strange proposals, I’ll punish him. I’ll punish him enough that he won’t have those feelings again.”

Huff.

Pastel gasped, covering her mouth.

“Devil, were you higher than His Majesty the Emperor?!”

The Devil chuckled.

“I’m not just any Devil; I’m an Archdemon. Would I be less than an Emperor?”

Completely reliable!

“I’ll only trust you, Devil!”

“Right.”

The pink eyes sparkled.

“Honestly, I think it’s quite pathetic for someone to give their heart to a daughter after being rejected by her mother!”

The Devil nodded.

“That’s true. It’s right not to even look at someone like that. It’s disgraceful for feelings of affection to be passed from mother to daughter, and even if such feelings arose, expressing them at that age difference would be even more disgraceful.”

Completely, completely relatable!

“Absolutely!”

Pastel clenched her fists tightly.

“Though it’s a bit harsh! Still! I don’t want to be in the same space as such a person!”

A presence that would make cherry blossom petals bloom and fall!

The Devil actively agreed.

“You’ve thought well. If such a person exists, tell me. I’ll make sure they can’t approach you.”

“Wow!”

Pastel cheered. She spun around joyfully.

Relief! Relief!

I’m so glad I have the Devil!

Please protect me for life!



Airship dock.

“Shall I accompany you even now? I’ve met His Majesty once before.”

Melissa, who had come to see her off, looked worried.

“It’s okay! Pastel can handle it alone!”

“Even so, the first audience with His Majesty the Emperor will be quite nerve-wracking. It’s customary for young ones to meet with their parents.”

“It’s okay! It’s okay! The brave Pastel Excellency isn’t scared of such things!”

Pastel waved her hand dismissively with the hand that wasn’t holding her luggage.

“And the Devil is here too!”

In the direction she pointed, the Devil, dressed in a suit, was confirming the schedule with the captain of the royal fast ship.

“Is that so.”

Melissa fell silent. It seemed ambiguous whether Pastel Excellency intended to hide the identity of the Archdemon.

“He’s a reliable servant. I have a maid whom I trust and follow, though not as much as my mother. I was able to receive a lot of care in place of my inevitably busy mother.”

“You have two mothers! How nice!”

Melissa smiled gently.

“Indeed.”

The farewell from Melissa and Alsier, who had been quietly sitting next to her, saying “Yes” occasionally, came to an end.

Ellie approached stealthily. After checking if anyone was eavesdropping, she spoke quietly.

“I’ve sent all the news. By the time you return, you’ll receive feedback from everyone. I’ll also proceed with the railway business accordingly.”

“Okay, okay!”

It’s the Demon King, Pastel!

Is this a sign of corruption?

Thump thump.

Ellie thinks it’s an act, but!

One day, I’ll make her call me Demon King!

After saying goodbye to her other friends, Pastel boarded the royal fast ship.

It was just an airship, but the floor was entirely marble, and the white walls were even engraved with golden patterns. It was incredibly extravagant and luxurious. It truly felt royal.

“Wow!”

This is all from taxes!

Wow!

For Pastel, who had lived a frugal life in the poor student council room, it was a cultural shock!

I want to be a power holder like this too!

As a student, her pure dream had increased by one more.

With the treatment befitting a high-ranking person, she was personally guided by the captain of the airship and assigned a spacious guest room that felt like a waste of space.

Once all the outsiders left, Pastel dashed to a massive landscape painting hanging on the wall.

The painting filled her view with a blue sea and a cluster of coral reefs.

“Devil! Devil! How much is this?!”

The smell of a million times the tax!

The Devil turned his head away from examining the tea set.

“Don’t look at the price tag when appreciating a painting. What matters is the artist’s intent and your own interpretation.”

Pastel spread her arms wide. No matter how much she stretched, her hands couldn’t reach either side of the frame because of how large the painting was.

“Wow!”

Her mouth fell open.

“How much is this?!”

“You’re not even listening.”

The Devil gave up and looked at the landscape painting.

“Oh, the price must be considerable. It’s a work by Nastasha.”

Someone I don’t know!

But if the Devil is impressed, it gives an idea of the level.

“So how much is it?!”

The Devil crossed his arms, tapping his forearm with his finger while narrowing his brows.

“At the very least, it’s worth enough to buy the bankrupt railway company at full price.”

Huff.

Her pink eyes trembled.

The royal family has so much money that they can hang such a painting in the guest room of a fast airship?

How much tax have they collected?

Is this, is this true power…?

Pastel felt her spirit deflate rapidly.

In reality, Pastel Excellency was just a ruler of a remote area.

Ugh.

“It’s not a price suitable for a fast airship. Is it possible that the royal family deliberately arranged it for the room where Marquis Kraft will stay during his audience?”

Huh?

“It seems one gold coin was a bit disappointing.”

Pastel looked at the landscape painting with trembling eyes.

Could it be that this is a roundabout expression of, “It’s not that we lack money, but if you say that, it’s a bit disappointing?”

Ahhh!

Please save me!

127 - If You're Rich, You Should Have a Big Heart
The palace was vast and intricate.

The golden, sparkling marble was dazzling and luxurious, that much was clear.

However, with similar corridors and similarly dressed servants bustling about, it was impossible to tell whether this was a place she had visited earlier or if it was her first time here. She could only follow the head maid's backside like a shadow.

Pastel felt as if she had stepped into a tiger's mouth, her pink eyes spinning in confusion.

Ugh.

Ughh.

Demon, where are you?

Aren't you supposed to be by my side at a time like this?

The Demon had been cut off at the entrance due to their status as a servant. The bewildered expression on the Demon’s face, having been stopped by the head maid while trying to enter the palace, was still vivid in her mind.

—What?

Huh.

—You can't protect me, Demon?!

How could you!

—Wait a moment. Head maid, you haven't retired yet. It may have been ten years since, so it might be hard to remember my face, but think carefully. Who am I?

The Demon cast the spell of "You know me, right?"

That confidence made Pastel's heart race.

I want to be a powerful person like that!

—Demonious, of course, I remember you. Even though I have reached an advanced age, my wisdom to remember distinguished individuals has not diminished.

Perfect effect!

—However, separating statuses and distinguishing ranks is also my duty. Today is not your day, so please come back another time.

Effect zero...

—No.

The Demon was helplessly chased away.

Innocent Pastel was left alone.

Waaah!

You said you'd protect me, Demon!

Liar! Liar!

You foolish one who can't even keep a promise!

Pastel trembled.

The expressionless maids passing by without even glancing at the pink girl, guided by the head maid, were somewhat frightening. It seemed that solemn rules transcended personal emotions.

No one is even looking at me.

As a popular person, this indifference is a first.

The environment and atmosphere were too contradictory.

Honestly, while I can understand jealousy and blame, indifference feels too strange.

Should I call it terrifying or eerie? In reality, this couldn't possibly be happening, but when no one casts a glance my way, I start to doubt if I'm dreaming.

Pastel stuck out her pink tongue and bit it with her front teeth. Tears welled up in her pink eyes.

Ouch!

Failed to control my strength...!

It wasn't a dream.

Shaking her tongue, marked by teeth, she wiped her eyes.

It was reality. The maids passing by indifferently were not ghosts.

How on earth are they managing to suppress the desire to look at me?

Completely professional.

I feel a sense of respect.

But, but.

Please show me some interest!

This mechanical atmosphere is too scary!

"Lord Kraft, this is the banquet hall—"

"Ah! Yes! I'm the lord!"

Pastel exclaimed, startled.

The elderly head maid, who had stopped her explanation with a gesture, smiled kindly.

Then, as if she hadn't seen the young lord's embarrassing past, she resumed her explanation with composure.

"This is the banquet hall."

Whew.

Pastel shook herself back to reality, her cheeks slightly flushed.

As she listened to the explanation and looked ahead, she saw a long dining table beyond the enormous entrance. Golden candlesticks lined the table, and the candles flickered.

As she shifted her gaze along the chairs arranged on either side, there was a seat designated for the Emperor. Although the owner of the seat was absent, the arrangement, facing each other, contrasted with the solitary seat facing the entrance, indicating rank and status.

Overwhelmed by the heavy atmosphere, Pastel felt her breath catch.

Ugh.

Ughh.

I should have listened to Melissa!

I shouldn't have refused and just come with her!

If I have a one-on-one dinner with His Majesty the Emperor in this atmosphere, I'm sure I'll choke...!

The head maid, who had finished her explanation without the main subject hearing a word, guided her to a seat. It was the chair directly to the right of the main seat.

Pastel sat down demurely in the chair, which felt too large for her body. Her pink eyes wandered aimlessly. Her small hands fidgeted with the hem of her white dress.

"You have been commanded to eat first, as you will be seated once the schedule is complete."

"Huh? Yes?"

The head maid bowed her head and left.

"Huh?!"

Excuse me?!

Pastel was left alone in the banquet hall. The candles burned steadily without a breeze.

The girl slowly began to look like she was about to cry.

"Excuse me...?"

Eating alone at a banquet without a host.

This was not an experience she wanted!

As she waited, shrunk down, a line of maids entered, each carrying a dish.

One by one, the dishes were elegantly placed on the banquet table. It didn't take long for the table to be filled with a variety of colorful dishes from one end to the other.

Once the banquet setting was complete, the maids lined up against the walls. With their hands modestly clasped at their waists, they lowered their gazes to the ground, embodying mechanical discipline.

Pastel became teary-eyed for a different reason than being alone.

Why are you doing this to me...?

Her pink eyes trembled as they focused on the roasted turkey right in front of her. Moist oil dripped down its brown surface. Steam rose from the perfectly scored meat, ready to eat.

Pastel swallowed hard. She glanced around, a bit clumsily. As she searched for a maid to meet her gaze and found none, she cautiously opened her mouth.

"Um, can I eat...?"

Her voice was as small as an ant.

No answer came.

Pastel stared intently at the turkey, deep in thought.

Time passed, and the steam rising from the turkey gradually diminished.

With trembling hands, Pastel picked up a fork.

"Um, can I eat?"

No answer came. The lined-up maids remained silent.

The fork trembled as it moved toward the turkey.

Then, it hesitantly changed course and headed for the salad beside it. A cherry tomato was speared.

Pastel proudly lifted the cherry tomato on her fork for everyone to see.

The cherry tomato sparkled brilliantly.

"I'm really going to eat this."

No response.

Pastel inhaled and popped the cherry tomato into her mouth.

Nom.

Chewing, the tomato burst with a refreshing flavor that spread in her mouth.

Huh.

Pastel's pink eyes widened.

This is, this is.

The best cherry tomato of my life!

It had the perfect flavor and freshness, as if it had just been picked from the garden...!

Moved, she hurriedly moved her fork. After spearing the next cherry tomato, she popped it into her mouth.

This is also the best cherry tomato of my life!

Yay!

I'm so glad I came to the palace!

If this is how delicious the cherry tomatoes are, how good must the other dishes be?!

Until now, I had thought the Demon’s cooking was the best in the world, but the gap created by fresh ingredients from capital and power cannot be bridged by cooking skills alone!

Demon, I'm sorry!

From now on, the best chef in my life will be the royal chef!

With this level of taste, I can endure the terrifying situation of being invited right after offending His Majesty the Emperor or the humiliation of dining alone without a host!

It’s not like you’re pretending to reconcile and then poisoning me; you’re treating me to the best meal of my life!

Long live His Majesty the Emperor!

Long live!

As Pastel continued to eat cherry tomatoes to cleanse her palate, she suddenly felt a rejection rising deep within her. Her chest heaved, and blood surged from her mouth.

"Huh?"

Blood flowed down her lips.

Her pink eyes trembled.

Poisoning.

Poisoning...!

A cough escaped her. Red droplets stained the white tablecloth. Blood trickled along the golden patterns of the plate.

Her hands trembled violently.

Ahhh!

Help me!

Help me!

Objectively, I didn’t commit a capital crime!

Her chest heaved. Blood flowed out in a rush. Her strength drained away, and the fork fell to the ground. The sound echoed in the banquet hall.

Pastel struggled to grip the armrest of her chair and stood up.

Run!

Run...!

But then her strength gave out, and she collapsed. The chair collided with her, creating a noise. The blood-stained hem of her white dress covered the marble.

Some of the bowed maids glanced over. Their eyes widened in shock. Confusion spread rapidly.

"Lord?!"

The sound of hurried footsteps approached the trembling Pastel. Hands rushed to support her.

"Lord! Are you alright?!"

Barely managing to lift her upper body, Pastel trembled. With pale lips, she struggled to utter her last words.

"Poison... from His Majesty the Emperor."

A scream erupted at the testimony of the victim. Even though they were maids, their status was that of noble ladies in the social scene.

Tears streamed down Pastel's face as her consciousness blurred.

This is too much, too much.

I didn’t do anything that wrong...!

I want to let the whole world know that this is a poisoning that even a tyrant wouldn’t commit!

Let’s see if there’s truly no Aristocrat Faction among these maids who will spread the truth in the social scene...!

"My lord! My lord!"

Something rolled out from the trembling girl’s arms.

It was a cylindrical pepper shaker.

Magic stone powder rattled inside.

Eh.

Pastel froze.

Her pink eyes widened.

"To think they would commit noble poisoning that even the late Emperor didn’t do!"

A maid, filled with a sense of duty, was outraged.

Then, throwing off her uncomfortable shoes as if risking her life, she dashed out to spread the news.

Wait! Wait a moment...!

The figure of the noble maid disappeared in an instant.

Ahhh!

In her already poor condition, the shock made Pastel's consciousness slowly fade.

She clung desperately to the hem of the supporting maid's dress.

"Say it! I’ll tell everyone!"

The maid cried.

Pale lips barely opened.

"Magic stone, pepper...…."

Her head drooped.

Clunk.

A scream echoed.

Lord Kraft was poisoned at the banquet invited by the Emperor.

128 - It Could Be Confusing
Ugh.

"When is that Emperor coming? The child has collapsed, and he doesn't come to visit immediately? What is he thinking? Does he have no head?"

"Well, Your Majesty was enjoying a hunt in the forest, and he is hurrying back upon hearing the news."

"He called us for a meal and then went hunting? Ha. That kind of behavior is why he was rejected right after confessing his unrequited love in front of the subjects during the founding ceremony."

"Hmph! Hmph! That matter is forbidden to be mentioned in the palace."

"How ridiculous."

Ugh.

"The examination results are out! No poison was detected, but the magic concentration has exceeded what a human can handle. At this level, it would be a figure seen in a beast enlarged by high concentrations of magic."

"Give it to me. Hm? Why is it so low right after a meal? Could it be..."

"Excuse me? You think this is low?"

"…No. I misspoke. To think it is this high. It is certain that there was a problem with the banquet prepared by that Emperor. How could he treat his guests like this? Can he still call himself an Emperor?"

"Well..."

"I don't want to hear it. Everyone leave. I will take care of young Kraft."

Half-conscious.

Dazed.

"I thought he must have been too nervous to eat properly, so I prepared a strawberry parfait, but it seems to have been useless. This child forgets something every time I teach him. Still, forgetting something he does every time, sigh. Should I clear the parfait before it melts?"

Strawberry parfait.

Strawberry strawberry.

Parfait parfait.

A parfait is a dessert made by piling up a large scoop of ice cream in a glass with fruits, whipped cream, and syrup.

So, a strawberry parfait would look like a scoop of ice cream topped with fluffy whipped cream, generously decorated with fresh strawberries, and drizzled with sweet red syrup in stripes.

Ugh.

It looks so delicious.

"Strawberry parfait, please!"

Pastel jumped up from her sickbed.

The Devil, who had been shoveling the strawberry parfait into his mouth, hesitated.

Pastel's eyes widened as she discovered the strawberry parfait was a mess from the large spoon marks.

The girl's expression instantly turned to one of sorrow.

"Waaah! My strawberry parfait...!"

Strawberry strawberry parfait!

The Devil looked flustered. With his red lips smeared with whipped cream, he hurriedly swallowed the contents and approached.

"Are you awake? Theoretically, there shouldn't be any pain, but how do you feel?"

"My parfait...!"

The Devil, looking perplexed, brought over the leftover strawberry parfait.

"There is still some left."

Pastel gazed at the parfait.

The large scoop she had taken was missing half of the whipped cream mountain.

My strawberry parfait...

A wave of immense sorrow washed over her. It felt like coming back from a refreshing shower to find the Demon enjoying the delicious pudding she had bought and stored in the fridge.

Ugh!

That's my pudding!

So much sorrow.

But she didn't refuse to eat, so she accepted the strawberry parfait.

Pastel examined the parfait suspiciously. She leaned in close to the whipped cream mountain and sniffed the scent.

"It smells like the Demon."

Eww.

"That can't be. It was the first scoop. Just wait. I'll get a new spoon."

Phew.

"I'm already hungry, you know."

Pastel took a large scoop of the whipped cream mountain along with her strawberry friend. She opened her small mouth wide.

"Waaah~."

The whipped cream mountain disappeared into her mouth. The girl's cheeks puffed up.

Waaah!

Her pink eyes sparkled.

Delicious! Delicious!

The tangy strawberry and the moist, soft whipped cream exploded in her mouth. As the sweet, cold ice cream melted in between, her mind went dizzy. The subtly felt sweetness of the magic stone seasoning harmonized fantastically.

Ugh.

That's right! Magic stone!

This isn't the time to be eating parfait, is it?!

With her mind returning to serious matters, Pastel hurriedly chewed. Her pink lips, smeared with whipped cream, quivered.

Chew chew chew.

Gulp.

Ugh.

It's really delicious.

She scooped up the now flattened whipped cream with her spoon. Carefully placing a strawberry on top, she took a big bite.

Wow!

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"Wow! Demon! Demon! The best chef in my life is you!"

Hooray! Hooray!

"That's a given."

The Devil wiped the whipped cream from Pastel's lips with a handkerchief.

"More importantly, how is your condition? After not eating ordinary food for a while, it probably isn't great."

"Ugh! That's right! Magic stone!"

Is the Demon a genius?!

"Demon! I forgot to sprinkle the magic stone powder! So, so! On the cherry tomatoes, magic stone powder!"

Pastel paused mid-sentence.

Magic stone powder on cherry tomatoes.

How do you sprinkle magic stone powder on round, bouncy cherry tomatoes? They are so fresh that even droplets of water slide off.

Her pink eyes went blank.

In fact, it wasn't that she forgot; it was a difficult problem from the start.

It was like saying that the smart Pastel didn't get it wrong because she didn't study the exam material, but rather that the question was too difficult from the beginning.

Even if she hadn't studied, she would have gotten this question wrong anyway. The difficulty adjustment by the question setter had failed, so Pastel, who didn't study, was not at fault.

The Devil, perhaps giving up on listening to her, placed his hand on Pastel's forehead and looked into her pink eyes like a doctor.

"Try saying hooray."

"Huh? Wow! Hooray!"

Pastel said hooray first and then asked belatedly.

"But why am I saying hooray?"

"You seem fine. Your mind is slightly in a dream, but you do that usually."

The Devil suggested she eat.

"You must be hungry since you haven't eaten properly. Finish your parfait."

That was not difficult for Pastel, unlike studying for an exam!

Pastel diligently ate her parfait.



The parfait glass was thoroughly scraped clean. When the spoon was placed down, it rang out clearly.

Feeling somewhat full, Pastel, now in super serious mode, clasped her hands and looked serious.

"Demon."

"Speak."

"Should we run away?"

As she objectively reflected on the situation, her heart raced, and her skin turned cold.

She had collapsed after being poisoned and had bravely shouted that the culprit was His Majesty the Emperor.

She shouted...

But it was actually a misunderstanding~.

Hehe.

Pastel smiled slyly before her expression turned to one of sorrow.

But the accusation against His Majesty the Emperor is not a misunderstanding.

Her body trembled.

A confirmed future. A wrong future.

A completely bad future.

"Hmm."

The Devil rubbed his chin.

"I don't know the exact situation in the central political sphere, so it's hard to make a clear judgment. However, there is no need to run away."

"Huh? But I accused His Majesty the Emperor?"

Immediate execution for royal defamation!

"If it were during the reign of the previous tyrant, it would have been troublesome, but thanks to your mother’s efforts, there are many institutional mechanisms in place to restrain the ruler's tyranny. Moreover, it is difficult to act recklessly against the high nobility."

The Devil tapped the parfait glass with his finger. The glass flowed like melted candy, drawing the entire structure of the central political sphere on the table. The glass letters wrote down the names of the nobles and categorized them by faction.

"Wow."

"Basically, the Royalist Faction and the Aristocrat Faction are in conflict. Currently, the Emperor is in a weak position as he has dealt with the Kraft family, which has grown large enough to depose a tyrant. The Emperor, who had a close relationship with your mother, has historically brought down the Kraft family, which had been Royalist for generations, simply because it became too threatening to his authority. To restore the faction, it will take a long time and much effort."

Hee.

That's good.

Ah, bad thought.

Bad thought, disappear, disappear.

Pastel rubbed her cheeks.

Disappearing.

Yes, yes!

"Then isn't this a bigger crisis? A noble accusing the Emperor in a desperate political situation!"

Ugh!

The Devil chuckled. It was a gaze directed at an innocent girl.

"That political maneuver is currently impossible. If a high noble dies, the family line ends, and in a situation where a marquis is bleeding and collapsing, the Emperor, who is in a weak position, cannot make a humiliating statement to verify the truth. Such claims would only serve as good prey for the Aristocrat Faction. After all, it would be under the pretext that the royal family does not respect the rights of the nobility."

Eww.

Something, something seems like it will become a very big deal.

Her pink eyes spun around.

Innocent Pastel doesn't know about such complexities...!

Her thoughts wandered aimlessly.

"Oh! Speaking of which, I dropped that pepper mill!"

"Hmm?"

She hurriedly checked her pockets. Of course, it wasn't there. Even looking around the sickroom, the magic stone pepper mill was nowhere to be found.

"I said magic stone pepper pepper at the end!"

I didn't die, but!

"What if, regardless of the truth, my collapsing is a bad thing for His Majesty the Emperor? What if I claim that I staged a performance by eating magic stone powder to take revenge on the royal family that brought down my family? This is evidence!"

Everyone doesn't know that I have this strange condition where I need to eat magic stones to live!

The Devil's expression grew somewhat serious.

"That could become a headache if that Emperor latches onto it."

Ugh!

Serious! Serious!

"However, I haven't heard that your pepper mill was found. You might have kept it a secret from me, but it would have been better to announce it as a countermeasure in the political maneuvering. The fact that it has been quiet suggests that the royal family has not secured the pepper mill."

"Huh?"

Then where is my pepper mill?

Where is my pepper pepper?

There was a knock on the sickroom door.

The Devil frowned and headed toward the door. When it opened, there was an ordinary-looking attendant, like a servant.

"What is it?"

The attendant entered and closed the door. Then he politely bowed his head.

"I have brought something you left behind."

From his pocket, the magic stone pepper mill was casually pulled out, along with a note.

Huh?

Evidence that the royal family should have taken care of!

As she received the note and unfolded it, there was an address like a hiding place and a single sentence written on it.

Pastel's trembling pink eyes read the sentence.

―We welcome the joining of the Empire's greatest scheming family.

Waaah!

Such a suspicious sentence...!

129 - I'm Not a Suspicious Person
The completely suspicious attendant left behind only utterly suspicious evidence and an address.

Pastel turned pale.

"Your Majesty the Emperor! Your Majesty the Emperor! I didn’t stab the highest dignity with a spear!"

I’m just a pure girl who came to clarify a gold coin, knowing nothing about the Royalist or Aristocrat factions!

Ugh!

Why is there such a misunderstanding about me!

I ran around the hospital room in a fluster.

"Demon! This is a big deal! A huge deal! Going against the mood of the powerful in a specific matter is a completely different story from openly joining the opposing forces!"

As a powerful figure, I can empathize with His Majesty’s feelings!

If it were Marquis Pastel, a friend betraying me once would end in tears, but if that friend were to seriously join the opposing forces, I would turn expressionless.

Expressionless!

Ugh!

This is something that cannot happen in Pastel’s life!

『Calm down for now. It’s better to assess the situation while sitting.』

The Demon was perplexed by Pastel, who was running around in a frenzy.

"Calm down! Calm down! Not calming down!"

Pastel just kept running around, her pink hair fluttering.

"What should I do! What should I do!"

A great crisis had come to the kind-hearted Marquis Pastel, who had been living without selfish desires in the outskirts!

Danger signals were coming in thick and fast.

It wasn’t that the brave Pastel, who had never known fear in her life, sensed the danger. It was the fear that flashed as Marquis Pastel.

The poor Marquis Pastel, with no support base in the central political arena and no human assets.

Even if the Emperor is at a disadvantage, the moment they oppose without preparation, they will be crushed by political power. Originally, the Kraft family was part of the Royalist faction, so they are essentially traitors. It’s easy to understand that the Emperor would prepare another political strategy to use this as an example.

With her support base on Sky Island, Marquis Pastel would be helpless in the political maneuvers happening in the imperial capital!

Having been good on Sky Island, a warrant for treason could suddenly be issued in the imperial capital.

Whether she joined the powerful Aristocrat faction or not was irrelevant. The Kraft family was originally part of the Royalist faction, so they weren’t tightly connected within the Aristocrat faction. The leadership of the Aristocrat faction could easily use Marquis Pastel as a bargaining chip after making a political deal with the Emperor.

The Aristocrat faction would gain by sacrificing someone who wasn’t even originally part of the faction.

The Emperor would easily deal with the traitor and establish his authority, so that’s a gain too.

It would be nearly impossible for Marquis Pastel to monitor such schemes from Sky Island, far from the capital.

Pastel clutched her head and screamed.

"Ugh!"

This is a truly plausible incident!

I’m scared!

The intricate machinations of the central political arena are too terrifying!

Innocent Pastel must be surrounded by schemers beyond her capacity! The political strategies that are already prepared must be tightening around my neck!

So, so!

What if this pepper shaker given by the Aristocrat faction is actually fake?!

In the imperial capital, while Pastel was fainting, there would have been enough time and resources to replicate the pepper shaker exactly.

Then they could hand the replica to Pastel to reassure her while keeping the real evidence for themselves.

With this setup, they could later threaten innocent Pastel by bringing out the evidence pepper shaker and accusing her of staging a play. Or they could hand the evidence over to the Emperor while making a political deal.

Ugh.

Thinking about it, that really could have happened!

If Marquis Pastel were the leader of the Aristocrat faction, it would have been a basic political strategy to do so!

Given that the Kraft family is originally part of the Royalist faction and notorious for betrayal, it would make sense to keep at least one weakness in check for management purposes!

"Ugh!"

Pastel trembled as she checked the pepper shaker.

It looked exactly like the one she usually carried. But thinking of the dark abyss of the central political arena, she couldn’t feel reassured at all.

Could they have replicated it so perfectly that even I wouldn’t know?!

Such! Such!

These people are too scary!

Facing the brink of political death, her instinct for power kicked in. Countless ideas popped up and were eliminated one by one.

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"Ha! That’s it!"

Instead of relying on the bad Aristocrat faction that keeps tabs on Pastel’s weaknesses, how about leaning on the Royalist faction?

Pastel pointed at the Demon.

"Kraft is originally a Royalist faction, right?!"

『Traditionally, yes.』

"Yes! Royalist faction!"

Pastel’s expression changed to that of a loyal subject.

"In fact, I have respected His Majesty the Emperor since I was young! There’s no way I could not be part of the Royalist faction!"

Although her family had fallen into ruin and her political assets had evaporated, the Kraft family is still a legitimate Royalist faction with history and tradition. If she joined the Royalist faction, she could gain sympathy votes and support.

The Emperor might feel uncomfortable, but that’s why he couldn’t treat the Kraft family poorly. If he were to dismiss a loyal family that returned to the Royalist faction after being betrayed without a justifiable reason, it would be a truly political blunder.

Ugh.

To come up with such a thought!

I’m so smart!

The Demon’s expression became strange.

『That person isn’t worth your respect.』

"What?!"

Pastel pointed at the Demon.

"How can you say such a thing in front of the loyal subject of the great Emperor! I can’t just stand by! Yab!"

Pastel ran over and tapped the Demon’s chest repeatedly. The Demon looked bewildered.

『Since you must be hungry, I’ll bring you something to eat. Even if it doesn’t hurt, you should lie down for now. If you fainted, it’s better to rest.』

"Yes!"

The Demon left.

Pastel lay down obediently in the hospital bed.

Then, having listened to the Demon’s words while lying down, she got up and started to walk around the hospital room.

She crossed her arms and took on a serious expression.

"There’s nothing wrong if His Majesty the Emperor resolves the accusation of staging a play in exchange for rejoining the Royalist faction after being betrayed and restoring the authority of the royal family!"

I’m not scared of the genuine pepper shaker!

Yes, yes!

I’m so smart!

There was a knock at the door.

"Oh! Is it the Demon already?"

When she opened the door, a strange blonde man stood there with a guard. The man’s golden eyes observed and scanned Pastel for a moment.

Huh?

"Who are you?"

The man smiled kindly.

"You look fine? I was worried because I heard you fainted while I was too busy to prepare dinner."

Pastel went blank.

I was too busy to prepare it?

No way, no way!

The golden hair and eyes caught her attention.

Anyone could tell he was from the royal family!

Even though his face looked youthful, he was around the age of thirty, the parental generation, which means he’s the Emperor!

Your Majesty the Emperor!

Ahhh!

Suddenly facing the highest authority, Pastel trembled. Her pink eyes widened, and she froze like a small animal.

"I, I usually respect you! So, I respect you! Yes!"

Ahhh!

What am I saying?!

"Huh?"

The Emperor looked puzzled and then laughed.

"Thank you. But may I come in? It feels awkward standing here like this."

"Oh! Yes! Yes!"

Pastel hurriedly stepped aside from the door.

The Emperor positioned the guard in the hallway and entered. His golden eyes scanned the hospital room before stopping at Pastel.

The Emperor was impressed.

"You really resemble Blossom. I didn’t expect it to be to this extent."

Ah, Mom?

Pastel didn’t know how to react and fidgeted with her hair.

Thank you?

Thank you?

The Emperor’s hand reached out, lifting Pastel’s chin to examine her face.

Huh?

The golden eyes gazed calmly.

Oh dear.

Isn’t this the situation I was afraid of?

Pastel shrank back.

The Emperor continued to examine her appearance without concern and marveled.

"If I were ten years younger..."

With a voice full of regret, his hand was withdrawn.

Pastel quickly took a step back. Her pink eyes trembled.

Ugh.

I lack power.

The Emperor looked at her with a scrutinizing gaze and then smiled.

"Marquis Pastel? I heard on the way here that there’s talk of staging a play? What do you think?"

Ugh.

Pastel was breathless at the direct question that didn’t give her time to adjust.

"That, that. So, so."

The plans she had prepared flew out of her mind due to the pressure of power.

Ugh.

I feel like I’ve returned to being a fool.

"It’s not just in personality, you really do resemble her."

The Emperor nodded to himself and strolled around the spacious hospital room, his nostalgic gaze touching on the past.

"Blossom was often misunderstood. She struggled with her family’s notoriety and tried to clear up misunderstandings, but it didn’t go well."

Huh?

What does that mean?

The Emperor fell into thought, then met her gaze and smiled gently.

"As a friend, it would be my duty to lighten the burden of that child."

Then he winked and added.

"I’ll need to hear the exact situation from Demonious."

Normal!

So normal!

Pastel’s cheeks flushed. She clenched her fists tightly.

"Wow! Wow! Wow! Me! Me!"

She barely managed to calm her excited breath and shouted.

"You’re the first person to truly see me properly on our first meeting!"

To recognize such a kind and innocent Pastel right away!

An achievement even the Demon couldn’t accomplish!

Pastel was moved and felt tears welling in her pink eyes.

"Really? That’s great."

The Emperor smiled kindly.

"Come to a nest where there’s no need for doubt or worry."

His arms spread wide.

"Yes!"

Pastel ran and hugged him. The reassuring embrace felt incredibly warm.

The Emperor laughed joyfully and clapped his hands. Maidens entered the hospital room with food. In an instant, a small buffet was prepared.

"I thought you might not have eaten properly, so I prepared this. Would you like some?"

Ugh.

How do you know me so well?

She picked up the pepper shaker.

"I’d love some!"

I feel healed!

Long live His Majesty the Emperor!

You are the greatest adult in my life!

Meanwhile.

The Demon was in the borrowed kitchen, making an apple pie that Pastel wouldn’t eat because she was full.

Apple slices were carefully placed one by one on the pie crust.

『I’m not sure if one pie will be enough. But I can’t overindulge after fainting. Hmmm.』

A word from the author (author’s note)

There will be no serialization tomorrow.

130 - Still, Only Three Exist in the Family Ranking
What a truly kind person!

"One gold coin at the auction? That’s not why I called you. Rather, hearing your brilliant skills reminded me of Blossom and put me in a good mood."

The Emperor, resting his chin on his hand, smiled and waved his hand dismissively.

How can he be so generous!

The completely warm His Majesty the Emperor!

The Emperor pierced a piece of apple with his fork and handed it to the waiting maid. The maid returned from the table and handed the apple fork to Pastel.

"Try this too. It’s an apple from the Camelot family, and it’s in season, so it’s deliciously ripe."

"Wow!"

Pastel's pink eyes sparkled.

"I love Melissa's apples!"

"Melissa?"

The Emperor seemed to recall a topic outside of his interest.

"Oh, the next Grand Sorceress? She has been performing well in terms of returns on investment. It’s great that it’s a variety you like. Enjoy."

"Yes!"

Pastel felt her cheeks flush at the completely kind dinner table. She dipped a piece of apple into the magic stone powder sprinkled on a small plate and took a bite. The crunch echoed. The sweet and sour flesh filled her mouth.

Wow! Wow!

It’s an apple! Apple, apple!

A satisfying fullness washed over her.

The salmon steak was delicious too!

The tomato soup was good!

And the green salad that came out with various things had a completely refreshing and tangy sauce that was delicious!

She couldn't dare to hope too much because of the auction incident, but this was exactly the royal banquet she had wanted!

A meal prepared with the finest ingredients by a top chef who poured their heart and soul into custom cooking!

A feast that seemed to respond as if her tongue had been waiting for this all her life!

She felt a sense of satisfaction that she was finally receiving the treatment she deserved!

Gasp.

Pastel's eyes widened in realization.

I must be suited for the royal family.

Why was I born into the Marquis family? Shouldn’t I be royalty? If possible, as the first in line for succession.

She couldn't understand her birth.

"You eat well. You remind me of Blossom when we were camping, and it’s nice to see. If I had known it would be like this, I would have invited you sooner."

The Emperor smiled while resting his chin on his hand.

Pastel chewed and swallowed the apple.

"I’m always happy to!"

Many, many dinner invitations!

"Should I?"

"Yes! I’d love it! I’d love it!"

Yay!

The Emperor laughed.

"But Marquis Pastel has a lot to do on Sky Island, doesn’t she?"

"That’s true."

It was indeed true.

"That’s right."

Pastel felt a bit down.

If she had known that His Majesty the Emperor was this kind, she wouldn’t have settled in the remote Sky Island just because the price of magic stones was cheap; she would have rushed to the palace to ask for help.

This seems like a bit of a misjudgment on the Demon’s part.

Poo-poo.

If only the Emperor had suggested asking for help, many problems would have been solved smoothly!

She wouldn’t even have to deal with the smuggling that the Demon despises!

Really! Really! Poo-poo!

Of course, she knew that leaving her lifeline to someone else's mercy was a recipe for being used, but someone as kind as His Majesty the Emperor wouldn’t do that!

In fact, was the Demon enjoying her struggles?

Poo.

While she had made many friends and had fun, living a life relying on hormonal friends wasn’t entirely happy.

If there was an easier path, shouldn’t they have at least let her know of its existence?

Poo-poo.

A sudden surge of rebellion.

Did the Demon say they would bring food?

Since she was already full, she decided not to eat a single bite!

Hehe.

"Eat while you listen."

As the Emperor gestured, the maid brought over a whole plate of apple pieces.

Fresh green apples!

She turned the magic stone pepper mill and sprinkled the powder, then poked it with her fork and took a big bite.

Crunch, crunch!

"Originally, I called you not because of the railway construction rights, but because something happened to the Bellamonte family, and I wanted to seek your cooperation."

Huh?

The Bellamonte family suddenly came up.

When Alsier Bellamonte said something, Melissa perked up her ears, and even the apple friend in her mouth seemed to listen intently.

So Pastel just kept crunching on her apple friend.

Apple friend: Aaaah!

The apple friend crumbled and fell silent.

Sorry!

But if she included the apple friend in this conversation, it would be chaotic! Just quietly go into my stomach!

Yes, yes!

She swallowed the apple remains.

"Is there something going on with the Bellamonte family?"

"They're still hiding it, but..."

The Emperor's expression turned sad.

"The eldest son has died."

Huh?

If it’s the eldest son, isn’t he probably the next head of the family?

Someone like that has died?

Huh?

The Emperor shook his head.

"While the exact reason is still under investigation, the eldest son had requested the assassination of Alsier Bellamonte from radical demons."

Radical demons, the scary ones who were shooting with shotguns?

"But it seems that the academy terror was too extreme for them to anticipate, and after the terror, they cut off the deal, and the demons retaliated by assassinating the eldest son. They turned him into minced meat with rough gunfire."

Huh?

Minced meat…!

Pastel trembled with both hands. The apple fork she held shook.

Completely scary people!

The Emperor's expression turned sympathetic.

"I don’t particularly dislike demons, but I had to call you, Marquis Pastel, to crack down on the radicals."

"M-me?"

A smile spread across the Emperor's face.

"You’ve been working hard to rebuild your family by selecting the acting president of the academy and organizing the Knights Order. Since it’s something the Kraft family originally did, you’re the right person for the job."

Great power comes with great responsibility.

Great authority comes with great obligations.

But! But!

She didn’t want to do something scary like cracking down on radicals who have shotguns as a hobby!

"But originally, I called you for a small purpose, to see your face that resembles Blossom..."

The Emperor received a letter from the maid.

It was a somewhat familiar letter.

Specifically, it resembled the coded letter Ellie was writing to secretly inform the moderate faction of the discovery of the (fake) Demon King.

Oh dear.

Pastel felt a cold sweat break out even though she hadn’t heard anything yet.

"While the Marquis was on the way, urgent news came."

The letter fluttered.

"The late emperor eliminated around one million newborns, yet the Demon King still hasn’t died. Moreover, the demons have secured a new recruit."

Despite the sad and regretful expression, the golden eyes that seemed somewhat indifferent turned cold.

"This is no longer a trivial matter."

Ahhh!

Ellie!

Confidential information is leaking out?!

Is there a spy in your faction?!

Pastel's pink eyes shook.

She clapped her hands exaggeratedly in a fluster.

"This is such a big deal!"

An evil Demon King!

This is truly a big deal!

So big!

The truly kind Pastel could empathize a million times over. She wanted to run out right now and return to Sky Island.

Demon King Pastel, save me...!

"I have many worries. The Marquis may not know because she hasn’t learned from Blossom, but the prophecy also mentions the collapse of the empire alongside the appearance of the Demon King."

The Emperor sighed languidly.

"For the collapse to happen all at once, it can’t just be the Demon Realm alone, so someone among the great nobles of the empire who has a large private army must ally with the Demon King, but I have no clue."

Gasp, betrayal!

Pastel's expression turned angry in an instant. She pounded the table with her small fist.

Bang!

"What a bad person!"

It seems better to find that bad traitor before the Demon King!

"Indeed. A bad person. But it’s fortunate. You’ve called the right person, haven’t you? There’s no one safer than the Kraft family for searching for the Demon King."

Huh?

The Emperor smiled while resting his chin on his hand.

"Even if they want to ally with the Demon King, they can’t because of past events. It’s ironic that the task Blossom couldn’t solve has come back like this."

The Emperor stood up from his seat.

As Pastel stood up in surprise, a knight who had entered handed him a sword and stood before Pastel.

"I will revive the position of Governor General of Sky Island and appoint Marquis Kraft to that position."

Oh?

"And I will grant the Governor General the authority to operate the private army of the Demon Realm Trading Company and its related matters. They will focus on identifying the Demon King in both Sky Island and the Demon Realm."

The Emperor’s sword was handed over.

Gasp.

Pastel's heart raced.

Governor General Pastel.

The true authority recognized by the highest power.

An authority that cannot be denied legally, institutionally, or politically.

Her cheeks flushed.

From today, Governor General Pastel!

The terrifying future of having to confront demons who enjoy shooting shotguns vanished from her mind in a flash.

What remained was only a pink future fitting for the pink Pastel.

Her pink eyes became dreamy.

As she had heard somewhere, she knelt on one knee and accepted the Emperor’s sword with both hands.

"I will obey your command."

She felt the weight of the sword in her palms.

It was a heavy sensation, like the weight of the power she had just received.

Pastel was moved by that weight.

Long live His Majesty the Emperor!

Long live!

Usually, she respected His Majesty the Emperor, thinking how he was born so emperor-like, and now he was giving her this opportunity!

He must have the insight to recognize loyal subjects!

Respect surged from within her.

If only she could become such a powerful figure!

She would be loyal for a lifetime!

A loyalty that would never waver!

Demon King!

To give such a sense of crisis to such a kind Emperor!

Bad Demon King!

In accordance with the solemn command, I will arrest you!

Yap! Yap!

With not a single thought of betrayal in her mind, loyal Pastel made a firm resolution.

Evil Demon King!

This loyal Pastel will not forgive you!

131 - A True Loyalist is Trustworthy
"Your Majesty the Emperor!"

Governor General Pastel began his flattery with a salute.

"From the very moment I took my first breath, I have revered the great Your Majesty! Hooah! Hooah! I can feel Your Majesty's glorious name in the air of the Empire!"

Such overwhelming intensity!

"Really? Thank you."

The Emperor accepted this flattery as if it were only natural, embodying the demeanor of one born into a dignified status and celebrated throughout their life.

"Wow!"

Pastel's pink eyes sparkled.

His respect doubled.

The aura of a natural ruler!

The poor Pastel, who had been struggling in a life of poverty, could never hope to match such nobility!

Suddenly, Pastel wanted to become noble. In truth, it wasn't so sudden.

He clasped his hands together and looked up at His Majesty the Emperor.

"May I serve you as my own godfather?!"

His eyes sparkled~!

I will serve you like a father!

If only my mother hadn't rejected my father's confession, wouldn't he really be my father?!

Then I could have been not just Marquis Pastel but His Majesty Emperor Pastel!

"Eh?"

The Emperor's expression turned peculiar.

After a moment of thought, he laughed as if he found it amusing.

"Of course. If Blossom is your mother, then I suppose I could be your father?"

Gasp.

Such a magnanimous Emperor.

Pastel raised his arms high.

"Long live Your Majesty the Emperor!"

Long live!

Then Pastel suddenly paused, recalling something.

But isn't the godfather position meant for the Demon, who has suffered until now?

The Demon could have been the father if my mother hadn't betrayed him. Moreover, he has been the one taking care of me all this time.

Naturally, the godfather should be the Demon.

But, but.

His Majesty the Emperor is, after all, the Emperor!

The Demon is also an Archdemon, but it feels insufficient compared to His Majesty the Emperor.

Could it be said that the Demon is unworthy of being the father of the great Governor General Pastel?

Hmm.

Thinking, thinking.

After a moment of contemplation, Pastel raised his arms again.

"Long live Your Majesty the Emperor!"

He spun around and cheered.

"Long live!"

The Emperor found it interesting.

"With the appearance of young Blossom doing this, is this how Demonius cooperates?"

Long live!

Suddenly, a commotion was heard at the door of the sickroom. The door opened, and a Demon carrying a cold apple pie pushed past the knight and entered.

"What are you doing blocking the entrance?"

The red eyes glared at the Emperor with annoyance.

At that voice, Pastel snapped out of his pink-hued power delusions.

Your Majesty, did you block the Demon's entrance?

Oh?

No wonder the Demon was so late.

"Eh?"

The Emperor looked puzzled and then glanced at the knight.

"I didn't mean to block even Demonius?"

The knight bowed in apology. The Emperor smiled and accepted the apology, then turned to the Demon.

"Sorry, there was a misunderstanding."

Ah-ha!

So there was a misunderstanding!

Pastel could empathize as a person of power.

It could easily happen!

But it seems the Demon was not so forgiving.

Annoyance filled the red eyes.

"That head maid blocked my entrance and left the child to eat alone."

His gaze surveyed the sickroom. A lavish table filled with delicious food had been set up. The aroma of food filled the air.

"What is the meaning of this? Is this a commotion in a space where a fainted child should rest? Don't you know that rest areas and dining areas should be separate?"

His voice was sharp, having been irritated by being blocked not only by the head maid but also by the knight.

"Was the head maid like that too?"

The Emperor smiled awkwardly, unable to say much since he wasn't at fault, but felt responsible for the mistakes of his subordinates.

Pastel, as a person of power, felt more sympathy for the Emperor than for the Demon.

"Demon!"

He pointed an accusatory finger at the Demon.

The girl wore a solemn expression.

"What blasphemy is this towards the great Your Majesty the Emperor! Apologize at once!"

"What?"

The Demon looked bewildered.

The girl became even more solemn, placing her hands on her hips and raising her head.

"Your Majesty the Emperor recognized the hungry loyal subject and prepared this for him! Thanks to that, Pastel is now full!"

She patted her round belly.

So full indeed.

"Huh?"

The Demon looked flabbergasted.

Then he glanced down at the apple pie he had made himself. The pie, rendered cold due to the knight's blocking of entry, no longer emitted warmth. The aroma of the food filling the sickroom overshadowed the pie's scent.

"I don't need that! I just stuffed myself with Melissa's apples!"

Dessert, yum yum!

"And, and!"

Pastel's cheeks flushed with joy.

"From today, I am the great Governor General Pastel! You must call me the great Governor General Pastel from now on, Demon!"

Oh yeah~!

"Long live the great Your Majesty the Emperor!"

Loyal subject Pastel jumped up and down, cheering.

I was born to be loyal to Your Majesty!

"Long live!"

The Demon pressed his trembling hand to his forehead.

"Young Kraft."

The red eyes narrowed.

"Be prepared to be scolded when you return."

His voice was somewhat angry.

Gasp.

Pastel, who had been enjoying the rebellion, froze in place.

Frozen solid…….



The discussion between the Archdemon and the Emperor continued.

Pastel was chased away for being a child, so he couldn't hear what was discussed.

Instead, he dozed off in his bed, full, and woke up briefly to munch on a handful of grapes before falling back asleep.

With the morning sunlight, he was able to wake up with a refreshed mind.

"Gasp, morning."

He wiped the drool from his mouth and sat up. Looking around the empty sickroom, he waved to the sun friend at the window instead of a person.

"Good morning, sun friend! I want to call you sunshine, but that doesn't suit Governor General Pastel, so I'm sorry!"

Ahem.

From now on, I should use a dignified tone.

"Ahem!"

Clearing his throat, he waved his hand gracefully.

"Is there no one there?!"

The great Governor General Pastel is hungry!

"Is there no one there?!"

Pastel paused mid-shout.

Is there really no one there?

No one at all.

Meow meow.

Governor General Pastel is a cat.

Gasp.

That's not a dignified tone!

Shock.

Pastel clutched his head.

"What is a dignified tone?!"

Is this the traditional deficiency that a person of power must inherently possess?

"Ahhh!"

I want to be a natural ruler too!

"I want the highest bloodline!"

The sickroom door opened, and a maid entered.

"Did you call for me?"

She bowed her head.

"Eh?"

Pastel felt a bit embarrassed.

Did she hear everything?

His cheeks flushed.

He rubbed his slightly warm cheeks.

So, so.

"I want to eat grapes."

Hehe.

"Yes."

The maid nodded and then left.

"Ahaha."

Pastel chuckled to himself, feeling shy, and turned back to the window. The sunlight was shining brightly.

"Good morning, sunshine!"

Wow! Saying sunshine really makes it feel like morning! Indeed, one must be honest with their heart!

"Great! Great!"

What a truly wonderful morning!

Pastel rubbed his hands together. Glancing around the sickroom, he pulled out a note he had hidden in his pocket.

A capable ruler knows to handle important business on a clear-minded good morning.

Pastel, being a capable ruler, attended to his business in the morning.

As he unfolded the note, ominous words caught his eye.

―We welcome the joining of the Empire's greatest scheming family.

Gasp.

So ominous!

As a loyal subject, such ominousness is absolutely unforgivable!

Pastel's hands trembled.

How could the ominous welcome of the Aristocrat Faction reach the loyal subject of the great Your Majesty the Emperor?

What misunderstanding could have led to this!

It's so unfair!

To rectify this unfairness, there is no choice but to confront it head-on.

He narrowed his eyes at the address of the hideout written next to the words.

"You wicked Aristocrat Faction, you have no idea how lightly you regard this loyal subject Pastel, but it won't go as you think!"

As I wished, the Empire's greatest schemer will face me!

He focused his mind to create a wicked scheme.

Haaah!

High-speed brain rotation……!

Wait a minute.

High-speed brain rotation is a technique Pastel just invented to prove his loyalty.

It operates with the characteristic of being fueled by loyalty towards the great Your Majesty the Emperor, thus achieving tremendous effects proportional to that loyalty.

If it activates properly, Pastel will finally become the strongest schemer on the surface!

Gasp, the cow moos and the duck splashes in fear.

How scary.

The door was knocked on. The maid quietly entered and placed a plate of grapes before leaving.

"Ah! Grapes!"

Pastel immediately went for the grapes.

Magic stone powder, yum yum.

The juicy flesh popped in his mouth.

"Wow! Delicious! The best in the palace! Fruits are the best!"

For Pastel, who had to live in the somewhat questionable freshness of Sky Island, this was a whole new world!

Suddenly, Pastel's expression turned serious.

Now that he has the authority to wield the Demon Realm Corporation, could he use the distribution network to deliver fresh fruits to the student council room?

Thinking, thinking.

"Could it be possible?"

Then I could lie on a comfy sofa and munch on fruits?

Sofa soft.

Fruits yum yum~!

Such absurd happiness.

His arms instinctively shot up.

"Long live Your Majesty the Emperor!"

A praise that came from deep within his heart.

"Long live! Long live!"

Pastel ran around the sickroom. He ran around so frantically that he remembered he didn't need to breathe as a being beyond human and just kept running around mindlessly.

"Long live! Long live!"

But I feel like I forgot something.

What could it be?

While running around thinking, he spotted the note he had carelessly thrown on the bed and realized.

"Ah, right! I need to come up with a scheme!"

He stopped running and picked up the note.

He stared at the ominous words.

―We welcome the joining of the Empire's greatest scheming family.

So, so.

Scheme, scheme.

Puff, puff.

Warm, warm.

Chewy, chewy marshmallow.

It's delicious when roasted over a fire.

Marshmallow?

Ah-ha!

His pink eyes sparkled.

I need to go to the hideout and clarify the misunderstanding!

And then hurry back and ask the Demon to make marshmallows for me!

Yes, yes!

132 - Marshmallow is the Same Number of Letters as Friend Friend
The hideout of the wicked Aristocrat Faction existed not in the deep darkness of the imperial capital but in the basement of a sinister and gloomy inn.

Just a little outside the large mansion complex where the central political aristocrats lived, there was a villa complex for aristocrats with lands far from the capital.

The self-proclaimed hideout of the Aristocrat Faction was one of those spacious villas.

What is this?

Pastel squinted her eyes and examined the address on the note.

A villa with an art studio located to the right of the third largest mansion.

An address system that was completely unfamiliar.

“Did I come to the wrong place?”

Could it be that she was lost?

No, more than that, the address seemed too subjective. It felt overwhelming for the smart Pastel.

Still, for the residents of the capital, it might have been intuitive enough to ask a passerby and find her way, but she still didn’t understand.

How could someone respond immediately with “Oh, that place?” when asked where the third largest mansion was? How could the third largest mansion be used like a proper noun?

Sky Island, unlike this underdeveloped capital, used a reasonably acceptable address system. But then again, maybe it was because it was a planned city? Sky Island was too large to be called a city.

Pastel hesitated in front of the villa's gate. She looked around at the neatly organized pavement, devoid of any trash, and crossed her arms, groaning.

Come to think of it, can I just walk in without an appointment? I received the hideout address like an invitation, but I didn’t expect it to be such a proper place.

Feeling lost, she entered a dimly lit bar, receiving the suspicious gazes of people dressed oddly, and sat at the bar counter.

—Matador, without tequila.

When she placed such a sophisticated order, the bartender’s gaze shifted from polishing a glass.

—I will show you inside.

As she followed, a hidden secret space revealed itself, where an aristocrat with a gloomy demeanor awaited.

Then the capable Governor General Pastel would leisurely smile and verbally corner the aristocrat, who would break into a cold sweat while backing down.

—It was a misunderstanding! Our Aristocrat Faction recognizes the great Governor General Pastel as the leader of the Royalist Faction!

If that were the case.

—Now you understand. The low level of air here does not suit this schemer Pastel.

She would toss the wrong note aside while flipping her pink side hair and expected to leave the gloomy bar just like that!

What a realistic future!

“But how can this be!”

Pastel stumbled and plopped down on the pavement. What gloom? The clean pavement only left dust on her clothes.

“I had a bright future ahead, but I can’t experience it!”

My capable future!

She hadn’t lost anything, but she already felt like she had.

“Ugh!”

Today, she just wanted to eat marshmallows!

Unfortunately, Pastel was far too capable. She had come to dawdle, knowing she would get scolded when she spent time alone with the Demon, who had told her to prepare for a scolding when she returned.

She thought that if she talked about the Aristocrat Faction hideout and asked for marshmallows, she could avoid getting scolded and just enjoy chewy marshmallows!

But if this place wasn’t even a proper hideout, it was only right to politely inform them of her visit beforehand.

Unlike her plans, entering the hideout became difficult, and marshmallows became even more problematic.

“My marshmallows!”

She wanted to eat them today!

Suddenly, she heard a clattering sound from beside her.

“Lost your way?”

Turning around, she saw a brown-haired girl who looked a bit older.

A wheeled box filled with art supplies caught her eye. The comfortable work clothes were smeared with various colors of paint. Leaves stuck to her brown hair swayed as if she had just come from painting in the mountains.

As someone appeared to comfort her, Pastel immediately changed to a despairing expression.

“I’ve lost my way in life.”

Serious.

“That’s a more serious reason, isn’t it?!”

The girl covered her mouth in surprise. After examining Pastel with her brown eyes, she looked at the dust on her clothes and became resolute.

“I can’t just leave you like this as an adult!”

The girl quickly supported Pastel.

Huh?

Then she flung open the villa gate and strode inside.

“Come in! Though it feels odd for me to say it, you’ll feel better if you appreciate the high-quality paintings.”

Pastel followed her in a daze. A wide lake spread out beside a refined garden. Painted canvases were scattered here and there.

Oh my.

Having only experienced quiet and calm human relationships until now, she felt somewhat bewildered to meet someone like this.

“Be careful of the stones here. I need to tell the gardener, but I keep forgetting.”

The girl grumbled as she headed straight for the lawn instead of the marble path beside her. Pastel jumped to avoid a decorative stone called a stone bump.

But isn’t this normal?

It’s not good to divide people into normal and abnormal, but it’s true that her friends are too calm!

So calm that Pastel even felt a sense of obligation.

But this person was comforting.

“I suddenly feel like I’m back in my hometown!”

Should I call it Pastel Pastel Hill?

“That?”

The girl pointed to a nearby canvas. The painting of a coral reef underwater had the title “Hometown” written on it.

Wow, I have no idea what that means out of the blue.

But in fact, logic in conversation isn’t important, so she just nodded.

“Yes! And the lake is so beautiful!”

The shimmering lake sparkled in emerald hues.

A privilege only the wealthy can have!

Building a lake in the backyard!

“I love this lake too!”

The girl smiled contentedly. The art supplies box rattled as it was pulled. A long brush was taken out and pointed from one end of the lake to the other.

“Originally, I wanted to buy up all the way over there to create a small sea, but everyone stopped me, saying I’d go bankrupt. How could they not understand my grand dream? I should have done it back then, considering the land prices! Everyone really lacks vision!”

The brush moved and vertically covered Pastel. The girl examined her as if measuring human proportions and then smiled.

“Shall I draw your portrait?”

“Wow! Really?! I’d love that!”

Pastel followed her eagerly into an annex of the villa. It was a messy and white space like an art studio. The art supplies box was carelessly placed in a corner.

“Housekeeper! Not a drink! A cup of black tea!”

The girl shouted, biting her hair tie and fixing her hair. Then she noticed a leaf stuck to her head and flicked it away.

“You know my name, right? The portrait is a gift, so you can just take it.”

Huh?

You know who I am suddenly?

Can the artist girl succeed where the Demon failed?

Pastel could confidently say.

“I don’t know! Who are you?”

The girl smiled as if she had heard a funny joke and pointed to a chair.

“Sit there. It’s been a while since I’ve drawn a portrait, but I can do it quickly.”

But since she was a nice person, it didn’t matter who she was, so Pastel sat in the chair without any complaints, humming and swinging her legs.

“Please draw me beautifully!”

Oh, right!

“If it’s a gift, can I give it to someone else as I please?”

The girl divided various paints into containers.

“Not for cash? Do you have someone to give it to?”

The paints gradually mixed with other materials, transforming into pastel tones one by one.

“I have a Demon who has done me a huge favor! I thought I should give him at least one portrait!”

“That brother? Isn’t it a bit early to gift him a portrait? Am I too old-fashioned?”

The girl’s pink eyes widened.

“Is it not allowed to give gifts?”

The girl smiled brightly.

“Of course you can! It’s a gift. I thought it might be for cash, but since it’s not, I was just saying it. It’s more romantic than I expected!”

Turning a gift into cash.

That’s a completely bad thing.

“I never thought that for a second! Turning a gift into money is a really, really bad thing! It’s a greedy act that doesn’t consider the feelings of the person who gave the gift!”

Though Melissa often hinted that Pastel should drop her greedy behavior, which wasn’t very aristocratic, Pastel was sufficiently conscientious.

She thought Melissa’s standards were too strict.

“Really?”

The girl’s expression turned awkward as she began to paint. It seemed she was struggling to understand the riddle contained in Pastel’s words.

“But if the person who gifted the painting wants it to be turned into cash, wouldn’t that be okay? The empire’s tax system is too oppressive, so converting assets into paintings is a form of free resistance against oppression.”

Oh?

That sounded like something a bad tax evader would say.

The diligent taxpayer Pastel had no idea about that context.

The pastel brush strokes filled the canvas. As the conversation paused and time flowed, the pastel portrait was completed.

The brush was set down. The fountain pen wrote a title beneath the portrait.

Pastel Lovecraft, Marquis.

Oh my.

How did she…?

“Done! It didn’t take long, did it?”

The girl set down the fountain pen and turned around. Her brown eyes smiled. Within them lay the undercurrents of the central political sphere.

“I’ll formally introduce myself. I’m Nastasha, leading the Redgrave Duke family.”

The strategist’s gaze sharpened as it fixed on her.

“As the leader of the Republican Faction, I’ll confirm whether you truly resonate with the spirit of the aristocratic republic.”

Eek?!

It felt like she had stepped into a dangerous place…!

133 - Is it rude to ask about tax evasion methods?
Haaah!

I was daydreaming about the future and almost forgot that the villa I entered was a hideout for the Aristocrat Faction!

No wonder! No wonder!

This person walked in so confidently, like the owner of the suspicious hideout of the Aristocrat Faction!

Ugh!

No! No!

They say you can survive even if you enter the Tiger's Den as long as you keep your wits about you!

But a human den isn’t a Tiger's Den, so can you really survive even if you’re sane?

Ugh, what a bad realization.

Pastel turned pale.

"First, we need to verify whether you’ve genuinely switched to the Republican Faction."

Duchess Nastasha smiled.

"I don’t want to pressure you too much personally! It would be too cruel to act coercively towards a friend’s child, wouldn’t it?"

Ah!

Mom's friend?

Pastel's expression brightened as she discovered a lifeline through her mother’s connections.

I love you, Mom!

"Are you friends with my mom?"

"Blossom? I was talking about your father, but that’s true too."

There was something subtly nuanced about that.

The reason was quickly clarified by Duchess Nastasha, who smiled brightly.

"Blossom was a rival of mine back in the day over your father, so calling her a friend feels a bit prideful. In the end, I lost, though."

Beaming.

A rival from back in the day.

Blossom walking with a reverse harem, while Duchess Nastasha chewed on her handkerchief watching that scene.

Mom, what are you doing?!

Pastel felt uncomfortable in a different way in this situation.

A trial that I cannot resolve.

I only love Mom half……!

In a fluster, Pastel searched for an escape route and attempted a quick change of subject upon seeing Duchess Nastasha's youthful figure.

"You look incredibly young!"

Her artist attire splattered with paint and her actions and atmosphere all felt so girlish, giving off a vibe of living young!

"Right? I didn’t expect to still look like this at thirty."

Duchess Nastasha laughed.

"When I confessed to your father, he said he didn’t want to date me because it felt like being a thief, and it turns out that worry was justified?"

Father……!

Pastel screamed internally.

Dad is no help in my life!

Really, really none!

"That was a long time ago, though."

Duchess Nastasha organized her painting tools. Then she held up Pastel's portrait, examined it, and nodded.

"The portrait turned out well. Want to take it with you when you leave? Don’t forget."

"Ah, yes."

She glanced at the portrait. It depicted a pastel-colored Pastel. Even without a single petal drawn, it radiated the aura of fully bloomed cherry blossoms.

Wow, do I look like this?

I think I understand why I’m so popular!

Duchess Nastasha brushed her hands off.

"Speaking of which, I haven’t been able to contact your father lately. Do you know what he’s up to these days?"

"My father?"

He’s been busy with evil deeds after joining the Order to resurrect my mom. He even said himself that he would be in the Demon Realm, so if I wanted to join him, I should come find him. What a terrible dad.

It would be quite awkward to say that.

"I don’t know either."

As Pastel answered, she suddenly regained her composure.

Oh dear.

Wait a minute, is this the situation where a woman who was rejected after confessing in her youth is trying to contact a man who lost his wife?

Am I preventing an affair in an unconscious state?

Phew~.

Mom! I’m such a good child!

Meanwhile, Dad is so focused on resurrecting Mom that he probably doesn’t even think about affairs!

I don’t know if that makes him a good dad or a bad dad~.

"I think you’ve relaxed a bit, so shall we get to the main point?"

Duchess Nastasha brought a chair to sit in front of Pastel. Crossing her legs, she spoke calmly.

"Our Republican Faction welcomes the membership of all nobles, but we don’t accept spies. Especially families with a clear history of being Royalists."

Ugh.

I’m still not relaxed.

I probably won’t be for my whole life.

Pastel fidgeted with her fingers.

"I have a question."

A puzzled gaze came her way.

"Are the Aristocrat Faction and the Republican Faction different?"

An important question.

I thought this was a hideout for the Aristocrat Faction, but I’m bewildered to find out it’s actually the Republican Faction.

However, Duchess Nastasha’s expression grew serious as she seemed to interpret the question differently.

"More serious than I thought? Some people call us aristocrats instead of republicans, but that’s the real mistake. How can we discuss change without distinguishing between mob rule and republicanism?"

Her brown eyes gazed somewhere far away.

"While education might be the answer that doesn’t fall into delusion, it would be better to check the literacy rate of the subjects before making claims. When the system precedes, the institution follows, and culture comes after, delusion becomes reality."

Suddenly confronted with an out-of-context argument, Pastel shrank back.

"Uh, that’s not what I meant. I was just wondering if there are separate Aristocrat and Republican factions in society."

"Huh? What do you mean?"

"Excuse me?"

"Huh?"

Duchess Nastasha looked bewildered.

"Are you asking if the Aristocrat Faction and the Republican Faction are literally separate?"

"Yes!"

Finally, we’re on the same page!

Duchess Nastasha thought for a moment, then her smile turned awkward. Her finger rubbed her lips before pointing at Pastel.

"If I were to set aside my position and give personal advice to a friend’s child, pretending to be ignorant isn’t good for political activities. Ambiguous credibility can lead to unnecessary suspicion even from allies."

Ugh, what great advice.

Lately, I’ve been feeling the burden of Ellie’s suspicious gaze on everything I do.

What have I done?!

But, but, there’s a really, really important fact.

I really don’t know!

Are the Aristocrat Faction and the Republican Faction different?!

Pastel felt wronged.

"I’m not acting; I really don’t know. I’m just Pastel from the outskirts, idling away on Sky Island."

Duchess Nastasha looked perplexed.

"Are you asking me to believe that you came here without even investigating the social circles? That you don’t know that both factions refer to the same subjects?"

"Well, that’s…"

I did investigate the social circles.

I definitely did.

But that was just asking the Demon about the political landscape in the hospital.

At that time, the Demon simply explained it as a conflict between the Royalists and the Aristocrats.

But when I came here, I found out the name wasn’t Aristocrat Faction but Republican Faction.

Oh dear, so are they different? That’s all I was wondering.

"You may still be inexperienced, but blood runs deep."

Duchess Nastasha switched her crossed legs. Then she smiled and rested her chin on her hand.

"You might have been deceived by that appearance in the outskirts, but here, there are plenty of people who smile while stabbing with daggers. Who would fall for someone pretending to be innocent when they just received the Governor General position from the Emperor yesterday?"

Ugh.

It was clearly a quiet appointment of the Governor General in the hospital, but somehow the information has spread.

More importantly, I’m here for an interview to verify if I’m a spy for the Emperor, yet they already knew I received a commemorative gift from the Royalists?

What the?! What the?!

I’m scared!

Pastel trembled.

I joined the Royalists, but I don’t want to fight against such scary people!

"Could it be the wariness created by lack of experience?"

Duchess Nastasha pressed her lips together in thought. Then she smiled brightly.

"You don’t need to hide so much. This meeting aims to clarify your ambiguous position. It’s about distinguishing friend from foe."

Pastel felt like a mouse in front of a cat. The only difference from an ordinary mouse was that she had a cherry blossom ribbon on her head.

Escape! Escape!

She gathered all her brainpower to seek an escape route.

Task: Escape to Sky Island without becoming hostile to the Republican Faction.

The method is, the method is…….

After much contemplation, Pastel decided to evolve from a mouse to a hedgehog.

In other words, to raise her quills and act tough.

Hah-!

Craft Mode……!

Her body, which had been trembling openly, gradually calmed down. Her pink eyes stared steadily at the Duchess.

Then the pink eyes folded, and her body slightly twisted. A hint of a pout asking for a glance formed. It was a cheeky act of balancing the relationship of being friends with her mother.

"However, I think it’s hard to show sincerity to someone who doesn’t let go of the leash. Respect is beautiful when it’s mutual."

Duchess Nastasha’s mouth slightly opened.

"Your blood runs deep."

Her crossed legs unfolded.

"Yesterday, we were preparing to pressure the Emperor, who fainted due to our dinner preparations. Since the Kraft family seems to be testing the waters for a switch, we intended to make them take the lead and solidify their switch."

Duchess Nastasha rummaged through the corner of the painting workshop. Colorful paint bottles rattled.

"We’ll first bring up the story of the former tyrant to create a grim atmosphere in the political landscape. Then, the true culprit of this matter, Marquis Pastel, who is still isolated in central politics, will find it difficult to return to the Royalists immediately."

Duchess Nastasha stood up.

"At that point, we’ll show this real evidence and make you choose between fully switching to the Republican Faction or remaining isolated in politics while being accused of slandering the Emperor and facing a joint attack from both the Royalists and the Republicans."

In her hand was a Magic Stone Pepper Mill that looked exactly like the one Pastel had.

"However, we were divided in our opinions when we saw that the Marquis received the Governor General position before we even moved. Did he have feelings for the Royalists from the start? Or did he have other intentions? There were many opinions on the latter, but……."

Duchess Nastasha smiled sweetly.

"We’ll cancel the scheme and persuade the Emperor to eliminate the weaknesses that pertain only to this matter."

She approached and handed over the Magic Stone Pepper Mill.

"An inexperienced person only thinks about the success of the scheme, but an exceptional person considers the flexibility of the scheme."

Just as one must calculate the follow-up after betrayal.

"Your blood runs deep."

"Well."

The girl calmly received the evidence back.

"This is common sense."

Her pink eyes gently folded.

"Now that it’s fair, shall we talk about work, Duchess?"

Duchess Nastasha’s mouth opened wide.

"I wasn’t like this at your age either."

134 - As You Age, Youth is a Scam
Pastel did her best in method acting.

Summon my strongest friend into my body!

The image of a blonde wizard girl immediately came to mind.

Yay!

I am Melissa! Melissa!

Not just any Melissa, but Melissa Kraft!

Not the greenhouse flower (the warlord's heir) who loves fairy tales and always talks about her mother, but a schemer who annihilated her siblings according to the rules of succession and seized the title of Marquis!

Such a terrifying schemer tried to stab the Emperor and join the Republican Faction, but what would she feel when the Republicans were fumbling around trying to grab Kraft's leash?

"I'm disappointed."

Pastel let out a deep sigh.

The disappointment that the imagined Melissa Kraft would actively empathize with.

Good.

This emotional line feels right!

But, but.

Would Melissa Kraft have pink hair or blonde hair? Pink would be right for Kraft, but since it's Melissa, it should be blonde. That feels a bit more elegant, doesn't it?

Suddenly, Pastel felt the observing gaze of Duchess Nastasha.

Oh no, my thoughts are going in a strange direction!

No! No! I’ll think about such an interesting topic later! I’ve bought some time with my sigh, so let’s move on to the next step!

Huff, huff.

To buy time, she let out another sigh like the Demon.

"Ah, really."

Now she had to make a plausible dark horse statement to incite misjudgment.

The principle was to use Kraft's notoriety to make everyone forget the foolish Pastel they had just witnessed.

Since the Duchess was no easy opponent, it wouldn’t be possible with a mere plausible promise. She needed to concoct a lie with appropriate grounds and a fitting past.

Pastel's studies may be lacking, but her brain was working at full capacity~ (for real).

In fact, she hadn’t prepared anything, but just like it’s not too hard to find something to publicize when digging into a celebrity's private life, weaving a plausible issue from the life of Governor General Pastel shouldn’t be too difficult.

At this point, when the other party was misjudging Pastel's true nature due to Kraft's notoriety, she needed to throw out thoughts that would expand the delusion.

She had no thoughts, but if it were Melissa Kraft, there must be a past filled with deep intentions!

An idea struck her.

It came to mind!

Yay~! I’m alive!

"I know very well that the Republican Faction wouldn’t be eager for my joining. I have no regrets about that. Rather, I apologize for the unnecessary worries caused by my family's past."

For now, Pastel didn’t jump straight into the main topic clumsily but took the lead in setting the atmosphere.

This is the basic rule of business.

Lead the atmosphere first.

"I didn’t feel so much rejection as to warrant an apology. The Kraft family has contributed so much to the Empire, yet we’ve been excessively persecuted by both the late Emperor and the current one, so there are many among us who welcome the Marquis's joining."

Duchess Nastasha’s smile turned into one of discomfort. She had given a response to the apology of a high noble, but it seemed she could guess what awkward context would follow.

"I see. Then I’m still disappointed."

Pastel, feeling burdened by the need to act out her expression while sitting across from her, stood up subtly.

She walked toward the pastel-toned portrait the Duchess had drawn. Once she turned her back to the Duchess, she relaxed her expression and gawked at the portrait.

PinkPink sparkled~.

Wow, it’s really beautiful!

How can the paint sparkle?!

I was going to give it to the Demon, but maybe I should hang it in my bedroom?!

She felt a gaze from behind.

Oh! I’m mesmerized by my own portrait!

Ahem.

"I tried to convey my sincerity to the Republican Faction by selecting the acting president of the academy through a noble vote, but was my effort lacking? Was my expression insufficient?"

The Duchess's silence echoed.

"We found that part interesting as well. Since there is no precedent, it’s worth researching and discussing—"

"The highest position must be."

Duchess Nastasha's words were cut off.

Pastel lifted the portrait. As she examined it and raised it high, the angle caused the portrait to tilt, casting a shadow. Nevertheless, the well-made portrait shone even in the shadow.

"Shouldn’t it be someone who is acclaimed, desired, and takes the lead?"

Pastel felt the Duchess's gaze.

Huh?

Though it was from behind, judging by the intuition of a popular figure, it felt incredibly intense.

Did the strategy of throwing out a seemingly philosophical yet illogical statement resonate?

If she were to reflect on what the Duchess might be thinking right now.

Pastel: I originally intended to join the Republican Faction, but I feel hurt by the suspicion! I’m such a republican that I even ponder who to vote for!

Duchess: Oh my, such contemplation? I didn’t know this! I’m sorry!

Good! Good!

I’m alive! I’m totally alive!

Even if I run away to Sky Island like this, they won’t poke at me for being a republican!

And the Emperor, who entrusted me with the task of identifying the Demon King, won’t either!

Wow! Now I need to stop this terrifying tightrope conversation and run away!

Pastel flipped the portrait over.

Then she placed it on her head.

With her arms wide open, she turned around and cheerfully met gazes.

It seems the misunderstanding has been cleared up, so I’ll be heading back now!

However, Pastel could see the Duchess's expression had turned somewhat serious. It seemed to be a gaze directed at a rival.

Oh dear.

The atmosphere felt like it was shifting from childhood crush to rival!

Is there some huge misunderstanding?!

A truly, truly huge misunderstanding!

Oh no.

Could this be the situation the Duchess advised about earlier?

—Ambiguous credibility can lead to unnecessary suspicion from allies.

Ahhh!

The Duchess's advice was too spot on!

By acting, I’ve ended up receiving suspicion I didn’t even intend!

Pastel felt a lump in her throat. She couldn’t fathom what delusions Duchess Nastasha had reached.

I have no ulterior motives!

I’m just Pastel!

This is why it’s difficult to converse with intelligent people…!

Just before breaking into a cold sweat, Pastel gathered all her mental strength and shouted as cheerfully as she could.

"But I don’t know much since I’m young!"

I might have said something serious, but I was just a child who spoke without knowing the intention!

Young Governor General Pastel has so many shortcomings that the position should be filled by the seasoned Professor Horace!

"We have a generation gap, so it would be difficult to expect the same level from me!"

Should I say that I can’t keep up with the Duchess’s thoughts at all?!

Yes, yes!

Upon hearing this, it seemed Duchess Nastasha read some unintended signal, and her expression turned shocked and suddenly contemplative.

Was that such a suggestion? No, did this Kraft really think that the leader of the Republican Faction, whom she had never faced, would understand the suggestion just from the distant Sky Island election? It felt like the same nuance.

Wow…

This is getting too scary!

I don’t know what it is, but it worked too well!

Is this the curse of intelligence? Is there a statistic that smart people are more easily deceived?

I can’t grasp the situation at all, but it seems I’ve touched on something I shouldn’t, and while I’m on the same side as the schemer, I’m not a competitor.

I don’t know, I don’t know! Anyway, Sky Island is a backwater! I’ve got the governorship, so I can just run away!

Pastel firmly secured the portrait on her head with both hands.

"The level is different from what I expected, so I’ll be leaving now!"

The depths of central politics are terrifying!

She dashed away. Confused gazes followed her, but as she burst through the door of the painting workshop, they vanished.

A sunny garden and a vast lake spread out before her. A few ducks were floating around.

"Run! Run!"

Pastel, save me!

As she ran along the white marble path, panting, she glanced back. There was no one following her; only the picturesque lakeside scenery with canvases scattered about caught her eye.

"Phew!"

I’m really alive.

Wiping her forehead, which wasn’t particularly sweaty, she placed the portrait on a nearby canvas.

She walked to the lake and splashed water.

Splash, splash.

Clean, clean.

Pastel rubbed her cheeks and looked around as if searching for something.

Oh?

No towel.

There was no Demon to hand her a towel or handkerchief either.

Oh no?

How could Pastel, who is dignified enough to method act as Melissa, end up doing something so vulgar as washing her face without anything to dry off with…!

Droplets of water dripped down her chin. The droplets left wet marks on her clothes.

Completely undignified.

Pastel rolled her eyes, crouched down, and subtly lifted her white skirt. She wiped her face with the hem of her skirt. Then she pretended as if nothing had happened.

"Wow! So clean!"

I should go back!

Walking lightly, she lifted the portrait.

Pastel's portrait sparkled in the sunlight.

Yay!

I scored a portrait!

It was scary, but I’m happy since nothing major happened!

She leisurely examined the portrait.

Wow, it’s really well done.

The Demon should have come along to get two!

Oh dear?

Thinking about it, if the Demon had been there, this scary situation might not have happened!

Oh no!

Pastel clutched her head.

If only the Demon had been there, it would have been fine!

Why isn’t he by my side when I need him!

Demon, you’re bad!

Totally, totally bad!

After hearing the warning that she would be in for a serious scolding while enjoying the delightful rebellion, it might be Pastel’s problem for coming alone, fearing she would be scolded to tears, but still, the Demon is bad!

Yes, yes!

So, I should ask him to make marshmallows!

Hehe.

Pastel returned to the Demon.

—Why did you go alone?

He had an angry expression.

With the existing reason now compounded with a new one, Pastel could really be scolded to tears.

"Waaah!"

Tears streamed down her face.

"Demon, you’re really, really bad!"

135 - Originally, the Guardian is Responsible
On the day when the petals stained the lake.

At the Redgrave Duke's villa, ladies and gentlemen who loved culture and the arts gathered by the lakeside to enjoy an art auction.

The auction item was a painting by the unfortunate artist Blossom Craft, created during her school days. It depicted the cherry blossom tree that bloomed in the Craft family estate.

"I don't care! One platinum coin!"

Duchess Nastasha Redgrave raised her bidding paddle. Her brown eyes glared at the gentleman who was raising the bid recklessly.

"I'll let it slide this far, but anyone who raises it further will regret it! No matter how much they say it's Blossom, does it make sense to sell something she painted just for fun at this price? Huh?"

As the competitors laughed, signaling their surrender, the auction was quickly concluded.

"Finally, this is how it should be!"

Duchess Nastasha felt a rush of joy as she clenched her fist.

When the auctioned item was handed over, she took out a similar painting she had prepared in advance. It was the cherry blossom tree that bloomed in the Craft family estate, painted by Nastasha Redgrave during her school days.

Two cherry blossom trees stood side by side.

As the paintings created for the same reason, in the same time and space, were displayed together, they harmonized perfectly.

The smile on Duchess Nastasha's face gradually faded. The commotion of the auction receded, and her brown eyes became calm.

"I can't go back to that time..."

Footsteps approached.

"How was Marquis Kraft?"

When she turned around, it was a demon dressed in formal attire.

Duchess Nastasha returned her gaze to the cherry blossom tree painted by Blossom.

"It was a cherry blossom. It will fall before spring returns."

The demon looked puzzled by her vague answer.

"Oh. I misspoke. I meant this Craft."

Duchess Nastasha tore her gaze away from the painting.

She recalled the girl who had once been as bright as cherry blossoms. The innocent exterior that was veiled by a dark inner self.

—To convey sincerity to the Republican Faction, I tried to elect the acting president of the academy through a noble vote, but was my sincerity lacking? Was my expression insufficient?

Marquis Pastel had selected the president through unnecessary noble voting after the academy's overthrow.

In this context, sincerity meant providing the next generation with electoral experience and aiding the development of various fields through social experiments.

In return, the Emperor had openly humiliated him by not attending the banquet, which led to a somewhat negative reputation in the Royalist Faction, making it a significant display of sincerity for Marquis Pastel.

And in this context, expression...

Marquis Pastel did not overreach for the position of president. It was not just about the title. Since the election of President Horace, he had refrained from interfering with the president's authority or duties, maintaining his position as a student.

Though it was true that the student council wielded excessive power, what mattered was that he did not act beyond what he could do.

He was a student, after all, and it was unlikely he would have a naive mindset that he must respect the president.

If the presidential position were to be equated with the throne, the reasoning becomes simpler.

Marquis Pastel acted as a kingmaker, and in exchange for victory, he obtained unchecked power instead of the throne. After that, he refrained from meddling with the Emperor and only pursued his own interests.

He was the sole ruler above all, beneath the heavens.

If a competitor bowed their head and made such a proposal, it would be hard to believe, but if they were genuinely acting with their own power on the line, the story would change slightly.

Moreover.

—I don't really understand! It would be difficult to expect the same level from us when there's a generational gap!

There truly was a generational gap.

Objectively, they should be pushing and pulling each other, not competing against one another.

Of course, Duchess Nastasha was not naive enough to take these things at face value. It was worth doubting someone who presented themselves as pure without desire, especially if they held significant power.

Rather, it was more believable if such a marquis revealed their true intentions.

—The highest must be elected, desired, and lead.

When Marquis Pastel, who claimed to be popular, made such a statement, the meaning was clear.

Even so, while it was possible that Marquis Pastel might break promises and act with hasty greed, managing a nation could not be handled solely by talent.

At the very least, one must go through several high-ranking positions and accumulate long-term experience to grasp the overall structure and operations. It was also essential to establish connections with talented individuals in various necessary fields.

It was better to build experience as a second-in-command and then take over power steadily when the time was right than to hastily become an emperor and end up recorded as an inexperienced emperor who failed in state management.

However, there was a problem.

While this was rationally possible, it was emotionally difficult.

Most who promised to hand over power to the second-in-command would break their promises and pass it on to their children. Countless histories have proven this.

Duchess Nastasha's smile deepened.

So, I like it.

As the countless histories of foolish monarchies have shown, hereditary succession transcends rational judgment. Many great monarchs have handed power to incompetent offspring who ruin the state, turning their own achievements to dust.

If a peaceful and rational transfer of power could be achieved, which would not have been possible under monarchy, it would serve as a clear example of the rationality of a republic.

Of course, this would be a hereditary succession that scholars would detest...

Duchess Nastasha was not that romantic. It was better to establish a stable system than to experience the chaos of a foreign regime.

It's a good proposal.

Good, very good.

Yet there was one thing that weighed on her mind.

All these premises assume the empire's collapse.

Duchess Nastasha's inability to immediately grasp the implications of hereditary succession in the academy election stemmed from this. Such proposals would remain mere fantasies if the empire did not collapse.

What kind of certainty do they have to act on?

The empire was not currently robust, but it was not at the level of collapse. While the trend of military reduction continued and military strength had diminished, it was nowhere near the level that the United Kingdom of the Demon Realm could threaten.

The only thing a traitor could trust was the prophecy of the temple.

Is that so?

Did Marquis Pastel secure the Demon King or build a trustworthy connection?

I don't know how the Craft family became deeply involved with the Demon King, but this makes sense.

In this scenario, the Emperor had no choice but to make a blunder.

The Emperor judged that for the empire to collapse due to the Demon King, there must be internal dangers equivalent to a civil war that would damage the empire's national power.

The most likely candidate was the Craft family, which had grown powerful enough to threaten the throne. The once trustworthy Blossom had endured childbirth until January 1st to escape the tyrant's imperial decree, but after giving birth, her health rapidly declined, and she ultimately passed away, becoming the biggest variable.

The conclusion was the complete downfall of the Craft family.

In return, while the nobility's backlash intensified, it proved that the imperial family could indeed bring down the Crafts if they pushed too hard, making it effective in preventing civil war.

Afterward, the Emperor strengthened the trend of military reduction, weakening the nobility's private armies and consolidating the available resources. This was to be used immediately when internal enemies or causes became clear.

Then, upon secretly learning that the Demon King had been found in the Demon Realm, he selected a representative to maintain focus on internal enemies.

That representative was Craft.

A family that could not ally with the Demon Realm more than anyone else.

But had Marquis Pastel already established a connection with the Demon King?

Marquis Pastel accepted the Emperor's invitation with a brazen face and prepared a counterattack with the humiliation of the banquet, obtaining the position of Governor General of Sky Island.

The Governor General of Sky Island, a military strategic point connecting the empire and the Demon Realm.

Duchess Nastasha couldn't help but chuckle.

If it was merely Marquis Pastel's miscalculation.

"I didn't treat my guests well."

She had intended to show a suitable taste of reality to the child of a friend who recklessly stepped into central politics and advise them that it was better to stay in the periphery until they built their power, but she had misjudged the level.

Just imagining how much ash she had scattered by failing to fit into the intricately woven plot was terrifying.

—The level is different from what I expected, so I'll take my leave!

There was nothing to say.

"That's surprising. Was it that much?"

The demon looked astonished.

"It was that much."

Duchess Nastasha smiled and turned to the demon. Although it was an art auction that also served as a Republican Faction meeting, she glanced around to see if anyone was eavesdropping and said lightly.

"Princess Elicia proposed a gathering, right? Even if you meet Craft at the meeting, don't underestimate them."

"I'll keep that in mind."

Duchess Nastasha turned her gaze away. With her brown eyes, she looked at the cherry blossom tree painted by Blossom.

As the quiet atmosphere continued, the demon bowed their head and left.

Duchess Nastasha's smile faded. Her vision blurred, and her memories wandered into the past.

—Everyone says you've lost your dignity for the sake of money. Don't waste any more money because of me. Flowers can never see their own season again.

A weak voice covered the sickbed.

The smell of medicinal herbs stung her nose.

—Don't say that! I will definitely! Definitely...!

Petals fell, staining the lake.

Blood droplets formed on her clenched fist.

Monarchy must be abolished.

Absolutely.

136 - People are not flowers, but they are beautiful
"Run away! Run away!"

Pastel was flailing about on the deck of the airship bound for Sky Island. There wasn't any particular problem, she was just flailing her arms around in a panic.

"What are you doing?"

The Devil, with his hands in his pockets and standing on one leg, looked at her incredulously.

"We need to get away from the central political world as quickly as possible! It's a suffocating place that would crush an innocent person in power like me!"

The compatibility is so bad.

Pastel, after pondering with twice as many characters as her actual concerns, ran to the bow railing. It was the farthest position from the Empire on the airship.

White clouds and blue sky stretched out before her.

"I feel a little farther away now!"

She took a deep breath.

"The suffocation is clearing up too- cough! Cough!"

Pastel, having inhaled the cold air at high altitude, struggled. She staggered and slumped over the railing like laundry.

"Ugh! This pain! Could it be that the darkness of the central political world has already infiltrated my body?!"

Am I going to fall into corruption like this?

That's that's somehow somehow good but bad but bad but good...!

"As if that would happen."

The Devil approached, taking off his suit jacket. He unfolded it and draped it over her.

"Winter is coming. It's the changing of seasons, easy to catch a cold. We should go inside the cabin."

Pastel grabbed the jacket and sniffed it.

It smelled of soap.

She draped the jacket, which was large compared to her frame, over her shoulders like a cape. The suit sleeves swung loosely.

"Then should I ask my winter friend to approach carefully so I don't catch a cold?"

The Devil chuckled.

"Try it if you can."

"Ah! That look!"

The girl's finger pointed accusingly at the Devil.

"That evil look that's certain I can't do it!"

"It's not an evil look, this is just how I am."

"How can that be how you normally are! I'll change that evil look into a good one!"

Pastel gazed at the vast sky. She took a deep breath, preparing to shout.

Then she inhaled the cold air and coughed.

"Cough! Cough!"

Aaaah!

I forgot the air was cold!

"Cough!"

The suit jacket she was wearing shook with her coughs.

"Oh my. At this rate, your nose will turn red too."

The Devil pretended to take out a handkerchief.

"Ugh! Evil voice! Evil handkerchief! Evil! Evil! Everything's evil! I'll make it all kind!"

Pastel took a breath. This time she didn't inhale deeply, but puckered her lips and sucked in the air like drinking through a straw. Her chest expanded and her lungs filled up.

Preparation complete!

She raised both arms high.

"Winter friend! Come carefully so I don't catch a cold!"

Her shout echoed across the blue sky.

Her pink eyes sparkled and she gripped the railing as if her hands might fall off.

"Where's the answer?!"

Pastel scanned the distant sky and spotted something black floating on the wind.

It was the Devil's suit jacket.

"Huh?"

Pastel felt her shoulders.

It wasn't there.

"Huuuh?"

A perfect sleight of hand.

"What's with the 'huh'?"

The Devil, who had failed to catch the jacket, put his hand to his forehead. Now his white shirt was visible without the jacket.

Gasp.

This appearance wasn't that of an evil devil, but rather a tired office worker.

The title would be... Team Leader?

"Aaah! The Devil has become a Team Leader!"

Oh no!

"If this happens, who will guarantee the corruption of innocent Pastel?!"

That is! That is!

Pastel drew the demon sword hanging from her belt. Then she hesitated, carefully sheathed it, and instead drew the Emperor's sword next to it.

The Emperor's sword shone brilliantly.

"Power corruption...!"

I'm Governor General Pastel!

Oh yeah!

"Hiyah! Hiyah!"

Pastel created distance and performed a graceful sword dance. The girl's feet swept across the deck and the blade cut through the air. Naturally, the distance between them widened.

"Evil Devil! No, Demon King!"

She pointed the Emperor's sword at the distant Devil.

"Pastel, who carries out His Majesty the Emperor's orders, has arrived heere! No, has arrived here! Prepare yourself!"

"So I'm the Demon King now?"

"To deny your own identity! Surely you're not going to make the absurd claim that this loyal Pastel is the Demon King!"

"That statement is too obvious."

Pastel firmly rejected the fabrication.

"Behold! These eyes that know no lies!"

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"Hooh."

The Devil looked at her with interest.

"These do indeed look like eyes that know no lies."

Huh?

Am I a genius actor?

"Except for the fact that they're pink. If you add the surname Kraft next to your name, it's enough to arouse suspicion."

"Aaah! Ancestors...!"

To turn genius actor Pastel into fool actor Pastel with that evil karma!

"Despair!"

Pastel slumped to the ground. The deck floor was cold, like her future.

Her hands trembled.

"Devil. I was happy about the Governor General position at first, but thinking about it now, I don't know how to follow the Emperor's orders."

Should I put handcuffs on my own wrists?!

Pastel mimicked putting on handcuffs.

Clink clink.

"Aaah! Save me!"

The Devil looked at her incredulously.

"Why are you thinking about this so late?"

"How about this?! Your Majesty the Emperor! Upon investigation, the Demon King turned out to be a good person! Let's get along well!"

"As if he'd accept that."

"Aaah!"

Pastel clutched her head.

How to produce results?

Capturing the Demon King was obviously out of the question.

Then, perhaps capturing the Demon King's subordinates as an achievement...?

But but I'm the Demon King. If I capture the Demon King's subordinates and offer them to His Majesty the Emperor, I'd be sacrificing my own subordinates.

That's totally Kraft!

Pastel groaned. Then she sneakily looked up at the Devil. Her pink eyes sparkled brightly.

"Devil."

If it's the clever Devil, maybe he has a way?

"When position and duty conflict, there's a very simple solution."

"Wow! As expected of the Devil! What is it? What is it?"

"Give up one side. Since being the Demon King is an inevitable fate, you should give up the Governor General position."

Governor General Pastel.

↓
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Governor General (Not) Pastel.

Pastel's mouth fell open.

Shock.

"Devil! Having more characters doesn't always mean it's better!"

Governor General (Not) looks too weird!

"Speak honestly."

"I think I should keep the Governor General position!"

Now Sky Island is mine!

"What do you want me to do?"

The Devil looked exasperated.

Ugh.

"That's what I'm saying!"

Isn't there a way to achieve results without displeasing His Majesty the Emperor too much?

Pastel racked her brains, groaning.

"We should return to the cabin. Your nose is turning red."

Groaning in the cabin.

"It's potato soup with croutons. Though it looks ordinary, eating it on a cold day like today warms the body and is very good."

Groaning while eating soup.

"The bedding quality isn't bad. I was worried since it's a rented airship, but you should be able to get quite a good sleep. It's late, so you should go to sleep right away."

She groaned with wide-open eyes, the blanket pulled up to her chin.

Red eyes looked down at her calmly.

"Sleep. Or at least show the courtesy of closing your eyes. Are you declaring that you'll wander around once I leave?"

Pastel ignored him and just kept groaning.

Suddenly, a brilliant idea flashed through her mind. It was a great idea that would solve all problems.

But great ideas are busy friends, so it just passed by saying it had a prior engagement.

Great Idea: Bye~! I'm busy, so I'll be going!

Whoosh.

"Aaah!"

Pastel suddenly sat up.

"Idea friend!"

She reached out her hand, but nothing was there.

She couldn't even remember what the idea was!

"Come back!"

To reject popular Pastel and leave! How amazing was that prior engagement! It must have been an appointment with an incredibly powerful person or wealthy individual!

But!

Pastel keenly felt her lack of power and wealth.

She grabbed the Devil's white shirt beside her. Her pink eyes looked up at him pitifully.

"Devil. I can't live like this! In this state, I'll be so anxious that I'll wake up at dawn to make flour cookies for His Majesty the Emperor, and while operating the oven I'll fall asleep and accidentally start a fire!"

"Why is that so specific?"

The Devil was shocked.

Pastel looked up at him wistfully.

"It's time for a devil's contract. I'll give you the chance to dye me purple, so give me all the wealth and power in the world."

"How is dyeing your hair a fair exchange? You're presenting a fraudulent contract as if it were a good deal."

The Devil crossed his arms and pondered.

"But it's true that you seem unable to sleep due to anxiety, so let's think about it together. Hmm. It would be best to give up the Governor General position."

"Aaah!"

An absurd conclusion!

"I can't do that!"

Even the Devil doubts my rightful position!

In that case, I'll prove that I'm worthy of the Governor General position!

Governor General Pastel groaned.

Suddenly, a brilliant idea flashed through her mind.

Ah?!

Great Idea friend!

Did you come back?

Ordinary Idea: I'm an ordinary idea!

Oh.

I see!

Anyway, hello! What's your idea?

Ordinary Idea: Ahem. Listen up.

Heart pounding.

Ordinary Idea: How about capturing a suitable demon and calling them the Demon King's subordinate!

Huh.

Is this genius?

But but.

That's a little troubling.

It's like something a corrupt person in power would do to pad their achievements. Or maybe it's a thought that diligent Pastel would never even consider.

Ordinary Idea: Then I have an even better idea!

Wow! As expected of my friend! Tell me!

Ordinary Idea: How about capturing a suitably 'bad' demon and calling them the Demon King's subordinate!

Huuuh.

Is this genius?

137 - Ordinary Ideas are Good Friends
The Academy's docking bay, normally reserved for official business, was unusually crowded.

Sailors bustled around the docking bay, and Academy professors and administrative staff nervously prepared a welcoming ceremony.

Even more conspicuous than them were the groups of students blatantly gathered in the staff-only docking area, preparing for the welcome.

"Pastel! Pastel!"

"Hold on!"

Hearing the shouts, Leonard, the Head of the Disciplinary Department, stomped on a wooden crate to draw attention. Then, he pointed at the group of students.

"You guys! Your voices are too soft! One more time! Pastel! Pastel!"

"Pastel! Pastel!"

"That's it! One more time!"

"Pastel! Pastel!"

A student council member, separated from the student crowd, stared blankly at the scene.

Melissa muttered, "Did Pastel tell them to do this?"

"Yeah."

Alsier, who didn't know Pastel well, immediately agreed.

Ellie, who was checking the documents she had brought to see if anything was missing, glanced over and corrected, "Maybe."

It was an opinion that they weren't sure if Pastel had actually ordered it, but they suspected it.

"I don't think so...?"

Everyone's attention turned to Dustin, who was standing awkwardly near Ellie. Dustin flinched, but said what he had to say.

"They gathered because Pastel really likes it when they do this."

Melissa listened seriously and nodded.

"I think Pastel would like it. Should I join them a little?"

Alsier's silver eyes went blank for a moment. He imagined Melissa waving a welcome picket, which was unbecoming of a noble, and immediately agreed.

"Yeah."

"What do you mean, 'yeah'?"

A stack of documents lightly hit Alsier on the head. It was Ellie.

"Our student council isn't free enough to participate in such public opinion management. Besides, we're here to greet her because of the overdue approvals."

"So it is public opinion management."

"Of course."

"That's not it. It's voluntary."

Dustin protested, but no one believed him.

Instead, Ellie looked at the Pastel welcome picket in Dustin's hand and gave him a pitiful look.

Dustin flinched. His palm awkwardly covered the pink picket. Half of the "Pastel Heart Pitter-Patter~!" part was hidden.

"No, Leonard just gave it to me."

The pitiful look intensified.

"No."

While Dustin continued to receive the usual looks he always got, Melissa seriously observed the welcoming crowd.

Head of the Disciplinary Department Leonard was repeatedly explaining the welcoming procedure to be followed when Pastel's Airship arrived.

"If that's the case, is Leonard Tyler also doing this voluntarily?"

"Yeah."

Melissa was slightly shocked.

"I didn't see him that way. How did he become like that? My mother was right when she said that people fall apart when they become obsessed with power."

Dustin watched carefully and didn't dare to contradict her.

Ellie looked even more pitiful.

"What now?!"

"Just do your job properly."

"That board? May I have it?"

Melissa received the welcome picket. She was slightly embarrassed to hold it, as it was all pink and had embarrassing heart emoticons.

"I guess it's tailored to Pastel's taste? But I think there's a bit too much pink. Pastel likes white more than pink. That goes for her clothes and supplies too."

"She doesn't like pink as much as you think."

Ellie shook the stack of documents.

"Really?"

"You can tell just by looking at the office supplies she usually uses. They're all white."

"The fountain pen is black."

Alsier retorted.

"That's because I brought it to use, but I changed my mind and gave it to her as a gift."

Ellie became serious. She explained the results of her serious observation of her superior, Pastel, to her junior colleagues.

"It's not that she likes pink, but she decorates with pink because pink looks good on her. Her favorite things are in the office supplies, where she doesn't have to worry about what others think and can focus on her work."

"I see."

Melissa was impressed.

"So when you bring something to the student council room, you have to bring it in white."

"Ah, so that's how it works. Ordering to match the superior's taste."

"She doesn't say it, but she gives you hints. I placed a pink ceramic doll as a test, and Pastel stood in front of it for a while, making 'Oing Oing' sounds. Does anyone know what 'Oing Oing' means here?"

Ellie looked around at her junior colleagues. Alsier just had a blank expression, so she looked at Melissa.

New employee Melissa seriously considered it.

"It's distracting, so get rid of it...?"

"You're half right."

"Half?"

"The intention is right, but the interpretation needs more explanation."

Ellie explained with a serious expression.

"If Pastel had only said 'Oing' in front of the ceramic doll, it would probably have been a positive signal. But 'Oing Oing' has a different meaning. Because the number of syllables is doubled."

"The number of syllables is doubled."

Melissa was amazed.

Alsier, who had snapped out of his blank expression, stared alternately at Melissa and Ellie, who were having a serious conversation, before returning to his blank expression.

"Pastel might as well have said this when she saw the pink ceramic doll: 'It's distracting, so get rid of it. But it doesn't fit my image to say it, so figure it out on your own.'"

"Ah, I think I understand."

Melissa contemplated in a model student manner.

"Her hair color and appearance go well with pink, so she lives according to that image, but she seems to be somewhat stressed by it in terms of taste."

Her finger twirled her golden hair.

"I can relate. When I was little, my mother dressed me in a bee dress with wings on the back. Including the antenna headband. I still respect my mother, but that dress was really embarrassing-"

"Pfft."

Alsier, who had imagined it, made a snorting sound.

Melissa's smiling expression froze. Only her blue eyes turned to look at Alsier.

"Bellamonte, did you just laugh?"

Alsier pondered for a moment.

Then he replied, "Yeah."

Melissa looked dumbfounded.

"Bellamonte, have you always been well-dressed since you were born? Ah. I guess you always wear similar clothes because it's cold? Don't tell me you have multiple identical outfits in your closet?"

"Yeah."

"Oh, really...?"

"Yeah."

Melissa was speechless.

"I, I see. That explains it. I thought you kept wearing the same clothes without washing them."

"Huh?"

Alsier stared silently.

It was a look that asked what she usually thought of him, that she thought he kept wearing the same clothes without washing them, rather than thinking they were the same clothes.

Melissa was puzzled, thinking that if she mentioned that the backward North was so behind that they couldn't even wash their clothes, it would be too much of an insult, so she should pretend not to notice.

"What's wrong?"

Alsier only protested silently.

"Airship's coming."

Ellie looked up at the sky. An Airship that didn't belong to the Academy was flying in, descending in altitude.

The docking bay was prepared without confusion, as they had been informed in advance that the Airship had been rented. In fact, a privately rented Airship could never dock due to security principles, which was a violation of regulations, but none of the staff mentioned it.

Pink hair peeked out from the deck on the back of the whale-like Airship. The hair was clearly visible as it fluttered in the wind.

"She's here!"

Head of the Disciplinary Department Leonard acted immediately.

"Hold up the pickets!"

Pink, brilliant welcome pickets were raised in unison.

"When I say three, shout! One! Two! Three!"

Head of the Disciplinary Department Leonard raised his clenched fist.

"Pas-!"

"The Great Governor General Pastel!"

Whether the students had gathered or not, Principal Horace, who had completed the preparations for the Governor General, took out a megaphone and shouted abruptly.

The students who were about to shout were bewildered and swept away by the loud voice, and everyone's attention was drawn to him.

Well-dressed musicians emerged from behind Principal Horace. A magnificent instrumental performance began. It was an orchestra that the Academy's budget had been poured into without hesitation.

"All of us at the Academy firmly believe that the Great Governor General will one day rise to the position of Governor General of Sky Island!"

The faculty and staff applauded in unison. It was as if they had practiced somewhere.

Turning their heads to the railing of the Airship, they could see Governor General Pastel covering her mouth in emotion. The girl leaned against the railing and shouted with all her might.

"Thank you all! It's all thanks to you!"

It seemed that the Governor General's eyes could now only see the orchestra and Principal Horace.

"Kuaaa!"

Head of the Disciplinary Department Leonard ruffled his hair.

"Is that guy crazy with power?! There's a limit to sucking up! The position of Governor General was abolished a long time ago, what does he firmly believe in!"

Melissa was bewildered.

"Is it usually like this?"

The new employee hesitated and raised the welcome picket passively. It was a welcome that she knew was slightly unrefined, unbecoming of a noble, but it was far from the others' splendid preparations.

The gaze of the delighted Governor General Pastel immediately turned. Her eyes were fixed on Melissa and widened.

"Wow! Melissa too!"

The Governor General put her hands together in front of her mouth like a megaphone and shouted.

"You even made a picket?! Thank you!"

"Ah."

Melissa's expression brightened.

"Yes! Pastel! Ah. I wonder if she can hear me yet."

The blonde girl hurriedly waved her hand.

The Governor General also waved back.

"Kuaaa!"

Head of the Disciplinary Department Leonard was furious.

"That damn friend ranking...!"

It was the sorrow of someone who had made a bad first impression and couldn't even set foot in the student council.

138 - Friend Rankings Are Filled with Personal Feelings
"Is this all the urgent stuff?"

Pastel, having finished the overdue paperwork, sprawled on her desk. Her pink hair covered the surface.

"Haa! Leaving my post empty for too long isn't ideal. But His Majesty the Emperor's order to go to the Imperial Palace couldn't be helped!"

"Even if you leave your approval stamp, there will be matters that you need to approve yourself, given your position," Ellie said, tidying up the scattered documents caused by her superior's sprawl.

"That's right."

Pastel rubbed her cheek against the cool surface of the desk.

Cold yet refreshing.

"So, now that I've received the position of Governor General, I think I should reorganize the administration."

"You're going to create the Governor General's Office, right? I've already selected potential sites for the building, Melissa."

"Yes."

Melissa was about to bring the prepared report.

"No, no! Thanks for the effort, but we don't need a site."

Pastel hastily waved her hands.

"The Governor General's Office will only be created in name. Only on paper."

She flipped over a rejected document and began drawing an organizational chart on the back with a fountain pen.

"Right now, the Academy Headmaster manages the Sky Island Administration in a haphazard way because the Imperial Family abolished the Governor General's Office and then neglected to clean up the mess. But now, we'll create related titles and departments under the Governor General's Office, and then have Headmaster Horace concurrently hold the position, formally organizing the areas and authority neatly. The work and personnel won't change much!"

You could say it's becoming a bit closer to a modern bureaucracy.

Ellie examined the organizational chart.

"Like this? Isn't it worth trying a bold reform? Even though Sky Island is large, the residences are concentrated, so it might be worth strengthening centralization."

"Even so, this is risk-free in the long term. Ellie, you seem to be mistaken because I'm wielding power, but we haven't even been in office for a year. Solidifying the internal structure is more important."

"Ah. I see."

Melissa subtly approached, loitering like a new employee eavesdropping on a conversation between a superior and a senior colleague.

Then, she saw the organizational chart scribbled on the proposal where she had suggested that all students should exercise at dawn to improve learning efficiency, which Pastel had rejected with a smile and an X mark, and she became slightly dejected.

Pastel looked at Melissa.

"Hm? Is something wrong?"

"No... It's just that, as I listened, I didn't understand. You've become the Governor General, but you're just neatly organizing the existing tangled duties and doing things as before?"

"Yep, yep! You're quick to understand!"

"Shouldn't we build the Governor General's Office?"

Melissa had diligently selected sites while Pastel was away, and she seemed somewhat disappointed that it was becoming unnecessary.

"Authority and dignity aren't created by titles alone. Even if His Majesty's sword is with us, ideology can't shatter all ignorance. Sometimes, we need to express it with something visible."

Melissa pointed towards the capital.

"Just as the Imperial Palace must be splendid and magnificent to enhance the Imperial Family's dignity, a Governor General's Office building is necessary for the Governor General's dignity. Because there's no change as visibly certain as civil engineering."

Wow!

If the republican Pastel heard this, she'd think, "Are you suggesting we erect a Pastel statue, the popular Pastel?!" That's a good, no, a bad idea! A completely bad idea! But if someone else builds it for me, it would be a waste of money, so I might have to accept it against my will~!," an infuriating statement!

Infuriating!

Infuriating!

Pastel, expressing her anger by clenching both fists tightly, enthusiastically imagined a popular Pastel statue.

A sparkling Pastel statue.

The corners of her mouth loosened into a grin.

Since there was no answer, Ellie replied instead.

"I agree. But as Pastel said, we haven't even been in power for a year yet. The Academy, which is the core of power, isn't perfectly under control yet, so there's no need to unnecessarily give the impression that we're building the Governor General's Office to transfer power there."

"Ah, it's similar to how a royal commander in the noble alliance forces deliberately stays on-site to prevent command disputes. Thanks to Pastel residing in the Academy and showing her presence, there are no unsavory conflicts or resistance within the Academy."

"That's right. It's because our period in power isn't long enough to be able to relax about internal control without residing nearby."

"Yep, yep! That's it!"

Pastel, who vaguely affirmed Ellie's explanation to maintain the dignity of her senior colleague, stretched widely.

"Uwaaang!"

Her arms stretched out and then relaxed.

"Haa! That's refreshing."

She looked around at the stacks of approved documents.

"There aren't any more documents to approve, right?"

"No, there aren't."

"Nothing to report either?"

"No."

"Really? Alsier!"

The silver-haired girl, who was rejected from office work due to her poor handwriting and was watering the potted plants by the window, turned around.

"Hm?"

"Your leave of absence application hasn't been submitted?"

"Hm?"

"Leave application!"

"Hm?"

"Hm?"

Pastel and Alsier were both in a state of confusion.

Ueh.

"Is something wrong?"

Melissa wondered.

Oing.

According to what His Majesty the Emperor had heard, the eldest son of Duke Bellamonte had tragically died due to an assassination by radical Demons?

Naturally, Pastel had assumed that Alsier would have submitted her leave of absence application and be preparing to return to the Duke Bellamonte, but that wasn't the case.

Why is her reaction like this?

Melissa, who should have been informed of such serious news, also seemed to know nothing.

Then the cause is...

Pastel looked around the student council room. Her gaze went to Melissa, Ellie, and Alsier, and then she looked at Dustin, who was just there.

"Dustin! Get some water!"

"Huh?"

"The potted friend wants to drink more water! Get some water! And while you're at it, go up the back mountain and get some good river water from the top of the summit!"

"River water from the top of the summit...?"

"Hurry! Hurry!"

"What are you doing not going?"

When Ellie scolded him, Dustin moved in a daze.

"No, the top of the summit is, no."

The student council room door closed.

Pastel turned back to Alsier.

"Alsier! Your leave of absence application hasn't been submitted?"

The silver-haired girl tilted her head.

"Why the same words?"

Oing.

Pastel's expression became serious. She crossed her arms and pondered, then looked back and forth between Melissa and Ellie.

Her gaze stopped on Melissa.

"Melissa! You also go get river water from the top of the summit-"

"If you're going to have a secret conversation, please be direct."

Ellie tapped Pastel's pink crown with a stack of documents.

"Ouch!"

Pastel rubbed her crown. Her face instantly turned into a weeping expression.

Uwaaang!

I've been subjected to insubordination...!

I like doing it, but I don't like being subjected to it...!

Ellie looked at Alsier.

"It seems like something has happened that would warrant submitting a leave of absence application, what is it? If it's difficult to talk about, should we leave Pastel out?"

"Hm?"

Alsier thought about it and then had an expression of realization.

"It's okay to talk about it."

"Ah, really?"

Then Dustin left for nothing!

I hope the river water from the top of the summit is delicious!

Pastel cleared her throat.

"Ahem!"

She put on a serious expression.

"There's unfortunate news. Duke Bellamonte was attacked, and Alsier's brother? Rival? Anyway, that person passed away."

"Yeah."

A calm reaction.

"What?!"

Melissa was more surprised than the person involved.

"What kind of tragedy is that? More importantly, Bellamonte. You seemed to already know, but why didn't you tell us until now?"

"Hm?"

Alsier looked at her strangely.

"Why would I?"

"What? We're friends."

Alsier's expression became serious. She pondered during a silent moment, then slowly nodded.

"That's true."

"Did you just consider that?!"

Uwat.

"Wait! Wait!"

Pastel hurriedly stepped between them.

"No private conversations during work!"

When the conversation stopped, Pastel cleared her throat again.

"Ahem!"

What should I say.

"Anyway, that's what happened, so I thought you would have submitted a leave of absence application, but it wasn't there. What happened? Don't you have to go back to the Northern Mountains?"

Isn't it an urgent matter since it's a huge incident that also messes up the succession structure?

No, more than that, it's a matter of family dying.

Oing.

Come to think of it, he was a blood relative rival who tried to assassinate Alsier, so it might be a waste to call him family?

Alsier finally showed a different reaction. She hesitated and then muttered in a weak voice.

"I don't know. My sister sent a letter telling me to come back quickly, but..."

She had a somewhat tired expression.

Ah, that's right.

Come to think of it, she was being checked by her blood relatives and was eventually chased away from the Northern Mountains to the Academy, and even then, she was threatened with assassination.

Instead of feeling motivated, she probably wanted to get away from this matter altogether and feel mentally at ease.

Pastel took Alsier's hand.

The snow-like friend born in the Northern Mountains had a cool body temperature like her origin.

"You don't have to go if you don't want to! Forget about such troublesome things and have fun here! It's always fun when you play with me!"

Alsier stared blankly.

"Is that so...?"

"Of course!"

The pink-haired girl smiled brightly.

"Sit here! I'll make you some warm cocoa-"

"No. You have to go."

Melissa stopped Pastel's actions. Her blue eyes looked at Alsier resolutely.

"Everything you've worn and grown up with was thanks to the sacrifices of the people of the territory. Even if you get dirty in the mud and roll on mountain paths, it won't be more valuable than the drops of blood that fed you. Don't run away and prove your worth as a noble, Alsier Bellamonte."

Oh.

Alsier stared at Melissa silently for a while.

Then she gave a subtle smile.

"That's right."

It didn't take long for the girl to pack her bags and leave.

Evening shadows fell on the student council room.

Pastel leaned back in her chair.

She rested her chin on her hand and thought, then smiled softly.

"How scary~."

Author's Note

No update tomorrow

139 - I Guess I'm Not Like a Noble
The bedroom.

The Devil held up a portrait of Pastel, inspecting various spots on the wall. He would hold it up against one wall, then, with a dissatisfied expression, move it to another place.

"So, I held onto Alsier's hand tightly and comforted him. If it's hard, you don't have to go. Let's drink cocoa here together."

Next to the Devil, Pastel, dressed in pajamas, followed closely behind. The pom-pom of the sleep hat she had bought while shopping with the Demon was swaying.

"Then Melissa appeared and said with a tone as firm as a pumpkin, 'No! You have to go! It's, um, the duty of the nobility!' Oh my, shock."

Pastel covered her mouth, her expression one of surprise.

The Devil, indifferent, pushed the desk clock aside and placed the portrait against the wall.

"I was so shocked that it was the size of my forehead!"

Pastel spread her arms wide.

"It was like being struck by lightning from the sky, hitting a mouse!"

Nodding.

"So this is what it means to be a noble. Nobles who live off the blood of the people have the duty to demonstrate their worth by claiming their inheritance."

Shivering.

Pastel hugged herself.

"Pastel, who only thought about the revenge of her retainers, wasn't even a noble. Oh my, Melissa is so scary!"

Objectively speaking, pushing a friend into a pitfall is quite a thing to do.

The Bellamonte family might have a normal succession process, allowing for peace, unlike the Kraft family, which had the obligation of bloodshed among kin, but Melissa's persuasive tone was not saying to go peacefully; it was firmly stating that even if it meant death, you had a duty to go.

'Being bound by a noble mindset isn't always a good thing. Family education should be loosened a bit, but this is ambiguous.'

The Devil casually said as he took the portrait off the wall.

"Right! Right!"

Pastel's eyes sparkled.

"I hope Melissa learns the joy of corruption like I did!"

'Young Kraft, you need to know when to hold back.'

The Devil turned the desk clock around. A weary smile lingered at the corners of his mouth.

'The increasing scale of bribery is not a pleasant phenomenon.'

The Devil pointed to one side of the room. Boxes of gold and jewels were stacked neatly.

To commemorate the inauguration of the great Governor General Pastel, the Sky Island Upper Union had sent gifts purely and selflessly, without any ulterior motives. They were so selfless that they even wrote a note stating that this was not a bribe but a pure congratulatory gift.

"Such kind people…!"

Pastel covered her mouth, once again moved.

Then, with both hands on her hips, she turned to the Devil firmly.

"Demon, don't misunderstand the merchants! They just gave a commemorative gift believing in the fairness and goodness of Governor General Pastel! They believe that even after receiving this, the Governor General will conduct her duties fairly!"

That's how it is!

Yes, yes!

'Well, well. You speak well.'

Pastel dashed toward the pile of bribes that shimmered in golden light.

She quickly took off her sleep hat and placed it on the golden bird statue gifted by Count Mekenas of the Demon Realm Corporation. The pom-pom drooped.

The golden bird sleep hat…!

Oh my.

"Golden bird friend! I knew you would come to my house!"

You'd fit better in Pastel's flower garden than in the golden treasure trove filled with books made of human skin!

'How obvious was it that they gave it to you at once? If you keep this up, your reputation in society will be ruined. Though it might already be ruined. Hmm? If I remove this furniture and hang it, it might be okay.'

The Devil examined the glass tea cup display.

"The reputation is already bad. It was painfully felt in the capital! Ugh!"

Pastel clutched her head.

"How did my reputation in society end up like this?! I didn't do anything wrong!"

According to Melissa, the tradition in the capital's social scene was to officially enter society through a debutante ball, but it felt like she had gained notoriety before even doing that!

The Devil listened while checking the tea cup display. He looked at the floor and back of the furniture, then turned around.

'It shouldn't matter if I remove this furniture, right? And stop messing with your hair. If you keep doing that, you'll waste time fixing your hairstyle.'

"Spending time isn't my fault!"

Pastel, with her hair in disarray, pointed at random places.

"This world! This world is wrong! There's magic! Convenient magic!"

Her hands waved around.

"Magic poof! Hairstyle zap! Shalalala spin~! Poof! In one second, change into cherry blossom pastel! Isn't that what magic should do?!"

'Just because a fairy in a fairy tale waves a wand to change into a ball gown doesn't mean reality works that way. Magic is fundamentally borrowing the power of nature, so it's hard to apply it conveniently. More importantly, can I remove this furniture?'

"Ugh, that's ridiculous."

Pastel's expression turned shocked.

"Then did Melissa get shocked and think the fairy was fake while learning magic?"

Now that she thought about it, it didn't seem likely.

If Melissa, who listened well to her mother and loved fairy tales, had believed in the fairy, she would have thought, "The fairy must be a great sorceress. I should become a great sorceress like the fairy."

'More importantly, can I remove this furniture?'

The Devil tapped the tea cup display.

"I understand how Melissa feels. If I had believed in the fairy, I would have studied hard to become a great sorceress like her."

That's right, that's right.

"Of course, the mindset that firmly states that going to a pitfall is a duty is still scary. I wonder if Alsier will be okay."

Now that the bad brother who ordered the assassination was dead, it would be nice if the Bellamonte family could resolve things peacefully.

Pastel let out a deep sigh.

She picked up the golden bird sleep hat and put it back on her head.

Considering the difficult experiences in the capital and the bad reputation that might cause unnecessary conflicts, it was a good choice not to go together.

Melissa had explained that interfering in the succession issue of the once-royal Bellamonte family would be seen as foreign interference, easily provoking backlash from the retainers.

"Ugh, my head is spinning."

Pastel, who just liked her friends, didn't know about such things.

She spun her head around. The pom-pom of her sleep hat also spun.

The Devil crossed his arms and leaned against the tea display, staring blankly.

"Demon."

'Yes.'

The Devil finally seemed to speak as he uncrossed his arms.

"Just a glass of juice, please. Spinning my head makes me dizzy. I somehow want to eat a slice of cake too. It's not that I want to eat it right now, but I have that feeling."

The Devil pressed his forehead.

After a deep sigh, he hit the display.

When he sent a puzzled glance, he silently hit the display again and spent some time before pulling away from it, as if he had given up.

'Alright, I'll bring a drink. If you're not going to brush your teeth again, you can't have cake.'

"Ugh."

Bad Demon.

The Devil approached the door. When he opened it, a maid who was about to knock paused.

'What is it?'

It was news that a guest had arrived.

A mysterious guest had come in the middle of the night.

Could it be that a Demon assassin had come to kill Governor General Pastel, who was to receive the order to hunt down the Demon King?

Surprisingly, that was correct.

Ahhh!

Please save me!

The Demon assassin said.

"Sorry for coming at such a late hour."

The other party was none other than Ellie, a Demon spy with the same number of letters as the Demon assassin.

Oh my, I guessed it.

But even without the letter count, isn't it objectively the same meaning? A Demon assassin and a Demon spy essentially mean the same thing.

"They were indeed responsible for what happened."

Her voice was filled with anger, despite the despair.

"It wasn't just a misunderstanding."

Somewhere, the Governor General Pastel, who had done nothing, continued to be misunderstood, while somewhere else, someone bad was receiving justifiable suspicion, balancing the scales of truth.

"Anyway, we had planned to hold a meeting with the higher-ups regarding whether cooperating with Kraft was justified, but a more urgent matter has arisen. The Hawks will also send a representative to explain."

I see.

"Am I included in that meeting?"

"According to the original agenda, yes. Since the fake Demon King can't reveal himself, you had to persuade them directly. But now that a bigger issue has arisen, you'll only receive secondary attention if you go."

Ellie gulped down some water. An empty glass was roughly placed on the table.

"Regardless of the situation, it's good for us. Your agenda will likely pass with less resistance than before."

Oh yeah!

Pastel was happy, but then something came to mind.

"But if it's a meeting with the higher-ups, does that mean all the executives will be gathered?"

"Almost."

Heh.

"If I push, it will be a complete sweep, right?"

She felt a trembling gaze.

Ah, I just said it out loud.

140 - Popular people always need to watch their words
"Governor General, congratulations on your inauguration. I wanted to welcome you at the dock, but I couldn't go due to internal matters, so hearing about the welcome ceremony makes me quite regretful."

As Kraft entered the upper chamber, Grace, the head of the upper chamber, greeted him warmly.

"It's all thanks to you, Grace! Who do you think I owe my survival to~!"

Pastel chuckled.

"But has the concert at the dock spread all over? Ugh. Although President Horace did go a bit overboard with the welcome."

Pastel blushed, covering her cheeks.

It seems that even for the pure-hearted Pastel, feeling flustered at the formalities she was supposed to receive was unavoidable.

Grace covered her mouth with a fan and chuckled softly. She walked over to a table and pointed at a large sheet of paper that was spread out.

"The merger and acquisition of the failed upper chambers has been completed."

The changes in the ownership structure were neatly illustrated in a structural diagram. It was a visualization design that Pastel had personally created.

"Wow!"

Though she had been focused on the railway upper chamber and had paid less attention, the merged upper chambers were quite substantial. Thanks to the Imperial Bank shaking the credit of Sky Island, dozens of upper chambers that were collapsing in a chain reaction were reorganized and merged.

"Wow!"

Her pink eyes sparkled.

Everything that could be absorbed into Kraft's upper chamber was absorbed, while the larger or specialized upper chambers were separated to retain only the management rights, completing a massive merger and acquisition.

Without the budget, credit, and strong administrative measures of the Sky Island Administration, this would have been an impossible project for a private upper chamber.

More than anything, Pastel was pleased with the number written at the top of the ownership structure.

Pastel Lovecraft - 100%

Neat! Neat!

While there could be reasonable suspicion as to why the shares were pocketed by an individual despite the Sky Island budget being involved...

No problem at all!

Because Governor General Pastel and Sky Island are one and the same! Whether we live or die, we do it together!

"We're family~!"

Pastel danced, waving her arms joyfully.

"From today, family! From tomorrow, family~! A family better than blood!"

Grace pulled out a new document. It was a report detailing the asset value of the completed upper chamber.

"Excluding special cases like the Demon Realm Corporation, we've become the largest upper chamber in Sky Island."

"Wow! A record-breaking asset holder!"

Pastel cheered.

"Even if we’re just a big entity with all debts."

The asset value, subtracted by overwhelming debt, was in the negatives.

"Ugh, a record-breaking debtor."

Pastel's shoulders slumped.

The truth is, we should have gone bankrupt due to worsening credit.

The fact that we didn't collapse is thanks to the kind creditors who strongly trusted in the collusion of politics and business!

She clenched her fists.

I must repay that trust by living diligently!

"Still, it's impressive how far we've come. How many times have we borrowed funds to the credit limit and then converted everything into trade goods to engage in smuggling?"

Grace chuckled.

"Thanks to hiring personnel from the Knights Order, it's now stable enough that we can't really call it gambling anymore."

"All thanks to my foresight!"

Pastel pointed to herself proudly.

"That's true. You're indeed the Governor General. Managing the Knights Order while recycling personnel."

Oh?

It was a joke, but she believed it.

But since it wasn't a bad thing, Pastel pretended it was true.

"Ahem."

"However, there is now a problem."

Grace pulled out a stack of documents. This time, it was related to smuggling. She emphasized the section regarding the scale of trade.

"The scale has grown so large that it's becoming difficult to hide. Everyone implicitly knows, but it's different when it becomes overt. If we increase the scale any further, even the Demon Realm Corporation, which we've bribed to keep quiet, will inevitably start talking."

"So if we're going to go this far, are they suggesting we use the semi-public smuggling routes they created with bribes while paying a commission? Or are they going to crack down on us?"

"That's right."

Ugh.

Why do we have to pay a commission?

I prefer free stuff!

"That’s not a problem for Governor General Pastel!"

If it were during her time as just Pastel, she would have screamed, "Ah! Please save me! I don't want to pay commissions or taxes!" But Governor General Pastel was different.

"Look at this!"

Pastel drew the Emperor's sword from her waist. But realizing she had left it in her dormitory, she changed her words.

"Look at me! The loyal subject whom His Majesty the Emperor absolutely trusts!"

Just how much trust? Enough to grant her the authority to borrow the Demon Realm Corporation's soldiers and related matters in the mission to identify the Demon King.

A wicked thought crossed Pastel's mind.

Not just wicked, truly wicked.

What does it mean to have the authority to operate a private army of a certain organization?

Looking at the normalized academy, one could understand.

Our school is so beautiful!

I wish other places were like this!

Pastel, the student, had stumbled into success due to the chaos around her, but Governor General Pastel was not going to leave it to chance.

Long live His Majesty the Emperor!

Loyalty is flourishing!

"Command over private soldiers?"

Grace looked bewildered.

"I shouldn't be privy to such confidential matters, but what kind of difficult orders did you receive to obtain that?"

"You're right, it is confidential, so it's hard to say! But it's extremely, extremely important!"

The prophecy of the Demon King that could bring down the Empire is indeed very important.

Grace's expression turned worried.

"If that's the case, it would be best to focus on His Majesty the Emperor's orders. The fate of an upper chamber, no matter how large, is determined by the royal family's mood."

Gulp.

Hearing that sent a chill down her spine.

His Majesty the Emperor: "Huh? Why is this kid so incompetent? Ah! They're busy with business! Then, if the business disappears, they'll do well? I should help!"

Kraft upper chamber, forcibly dissolved by imperial decree.

Ahhh!

The tyranny of the powerful...!

Pastel turned pale.

"I can manage the upcoming smuggling ships and upper chamber matters well. Please focus on His Majesty's orders, as the throne can be quite capricious."

Capricious.

His Majesty the Emperor: "Not in a good mood? You’re dissolved."

So realistic!

Pastel's hands trembled.

"Then I'll focus on the railway business. It has some connection to the imperial decree."

"Is that so? Very well, Governor General. Regarding the railway..."

Grace rummaged through her drawer and looked over the schedule for the railway section.

"The fact that we obtained the railway construction rights through auction seems to have displeased our business partners, and they suddenly stopped cooperating, causing the railway project to halt. While you were in the capital, the student council received a message. They said it would be resolved, so prepare for a re-launch. Do you know the reason?"

Is it Ellie?

"I think I was supposed to have a meeting with those business partners. It must be about that."

A meeting with the pigeon faction of demons.

"Understood. Please take charge of this matter, Governor General."

Grace spoke calmly.

"As a merchant, I advise you to keep in mind that the royal family's mood greatly influences business. You must remember that."

Ugh.

Something feels off...!



You’re dissolved.

Wallet empty.

Gurgle, gurgle.

Sitting in the carriage, Pastel clenched her hands tightly. Her hands trembled violently.

So much so that Ellie, who was suspicious if it was an act, soon began to worry.

"No one will blame you. Your family's sins are not your sins, and we're gathered here for very good news. They say they've found the Demon King, and there aren't many demons who would complain about Kraft."

Even if it’s a fake Demon King, it’s not just us.

Tremble, tremble.

"Rather, the voices will rise when discussing the assassination of Bellamonte from the Hawks. Did they really do something to raise the Empire's vigilance at such an important moment of finding the Demon King?"

"That's not it."

While she was scared of the demons who might look down on her due to her family's past, that wasn't the point.

Pastel glanced at Ellie. The black-haired princess was dressed neatly in a semi-dress. She looked very sophisticated.

"Ellie."

"Speak."

"Are you perhaps, a moderately bad demon...?"

Ellie's expression turned full of question marks. After some thought, her brows furrowed.

"What do you mean?"

"Isn't that so?"

Ellie looked at her incredulously.

"I won't misunderstand you, but if you say that to other demons, be prepared to be scolded."

It seems Ellie is not a moderately bad demon.

Pastel groaned.

The carriage stopped, and they arrived at the meeting place. It wasn't some secretive, dark place; it was just a luxurious building that looked wealthy.

Pastel followed closely behind Ellie, hiding behind her as they entered.

The demons in the entrance and hallway greeted Princess Elicia with bright smiles.

"Princess! I knew you would succeed since the day you personally enrolled."

"I knew you would flip your stance once the results came out, despite everyone opposing you."

"Oh dear! You've caught me!"

The atmosphere was very cheerful, as if the discovery of the Demon King was indeed tremendous news.

However, the pink-haired girl hiding behind Ellie received only glances, but no real interest, which felt quite artificial. It was as if they didn't want to mention an awkward topic on a good day.

Thus, Pastel was somewhat relieved and could observe the demons as a bystander.

Moderately bad demons, moderately bad demons.

Everyone had bright expressions and very kind attitudes.

Not bad demons at all.

In fact, could it be that all demons are good demons?

Even upon arriving at the roundtable meeting place, the situation did not change.

Demons who were dressed a bit more formally and appeared seasoned greeted them very warmly.

"Princess Elicia, you did it in the end. I was so worried when you forgot your purse and went to take the entrance exam, but you found the Demon King. I believed in you."

"Believe? You were the ones who organized a search party when the princess ran away."

"Oh my!"

Moderately bad demons, moderately bad demons.

Pastel peeked around. As expected, the artificial indifference was setting in, so there were no significant gazes.

Moderately bad demons, moderately bad demons.

Everyone looks kind.

Maybe it’s not here.

But the change came at the roundtable.

"That said..."

While everyone was standing up and enjoying the atmosphere, a demon who had been sitting alone struck the table. With the noise, a faint crack appeared on the roundtable.

All eyes turned to him. But the demon glared back. His gaze landed on the pink-haired girl.

"It is something I cannot tolerate."

Gulp.

He said he cannot tolerate...!

141 - Everyone Thinks Differently
What should I do! What should I do!

It seems that the Demon cannot accept my existence!

Pastel felt a bit wronged, but considering the history of the Kraft family building a military academy in the sacred land of the Demon on Sky Island, it was somewhat understandable.

She didn't want to look too closely because it felt too unsettling, but she could imagine the wicked deeds they must have committed during the conquest of the Demon Realm. Civilian massacres were probably just the basics.

But on the other hand, she just felt wronged.

Ugh, I didn’t do anything.

No matter how kindly she lived, it felt useless because of her family's infamous reputation.

Is this the sin that Governor General Pastel has to bear? If she had just spent her time eating meals cooked by the Demon at home, she wouldn’t have to feel this way. There’s always a price to pay for power.

However, feeling wronged was one thing, and being born with the name Kraft and arguing against it was another, so Pastel just let out a frustrated scream.

Ugh!

What should I do! What should I do!

"What do you mean by that? You can't accept it?"

The Demon, who had been chatting amicably with Ellie, frowned.

The young Demon who ruined the atmosphere replied.

"Literally."

But both of them, except for me, were Demons, so the titles were too confusing.

How about we distinguish the man who cannot accept it with a different title?

So, I’ll call him… Mr. Penguin.

Mr. Penguin said.

"You all pretend not to know, but you know, don’t you? That Kraft shouldn’t be here."

A strange silence fell. One by one, gazes flickered toward Pastel and then quickly looked away. It seemed to show that the peace that had just existed was an implicit avoidance.

"I don’t want to oppose the Demon King’s first decision, but that doesn’t mean anyone will genuinely like this judgment deep down, right?"

Mr. Penguin surveyed the room.

"Or do you think I’ve developed an ungrateful heart because the Demon King hasn’t shown himself?"

He rubbed the surface of the round table that had split.

Ugh!

Mr. Penguin, what’s wrong!

Everything he said was so reasonable!

If Mr. Penguin had opened his beak and unleashed a breath of anger, many would have been ready to refute him.

But if he only speaks such cold logic, everyone freezes up!

What do I do about this atmosphere!

Pastel felt suffocated in the harsh environment of Antarctica. Come to think of it, cherry blossoms don’t grow in Antarctica.

Ellie looked bewildered. It seemed like a strange situation for someone she usually played chess with and was close to.

"Redmond, why are you suddenly like this? The Demon King’s absence is for safety reasons. I explained that there’s a plan to cooperate with Kraft."

Oh dear.

Mr. Penguin had a name too.

An unexpected fact.

Oh dear.

Pastel pondered.

But I think I prefer Penguin.

Waddle waddle, flap flap.

After careful consideration, Pastel decided to keep calling him Mr. Penguin.

Mr. Penguin said.

"No, Your Highness. It’s not sudden. We need to address the issues that need addressing. The fact that the Demon King is not here is also a reason we can address them. Perhaps it’s the Demon King’s arrangement to consider us."

Ugh, is that so?

What kind of blunder am I making?

Ellie frowned.

"Are you suggesting we question the Demon King’s judgment? As you said, it’s the first decision?"

If Ellie didn’t know that a fake Demon King was created to quickly resume the Demonic Railroad project, she would have nodded in agreement.

Pastel swallowed hard.

"Your Highness is right."

Mr. Penguin smiled.

"But what time is it now? Is it the time of the Great War? Even then, it would be the same. Those who have studied history or are interested know that our terrible defeat in the war was because we couldn’t stop the Demon King’s decision."

Ellie’s face stiffened.

"At that time, the head of the Kraft family openly provoked us. He said he would blow up the sacred land of Sky Island, which was preserved even for academic research, to expand the military academy. If you have any complaints, try to retake Sky Island within the time limit."

Oh dear.

"The Demon King said that even knowing it was wrong, he had to walk into the abyss. What happened afterward? We attempted to retake Sky Island, and after a great battle, the Demon King fell in battle, and we were essentially defeated. Of course, that was inevitable. We had to launch an operation at a place that Kraft had already prepared."

Pastel quietly shrank back.

She hadn’t even seen a pile of stones in the sacred land while attending the academy.

This meant that her ancestors had successfully set a trap but still chose to blow up the sacred land as a ceremony?

Ugh.

Pastel wanted to hide in a mouse hole in the corner of the room. Even so, she felt like her mouse friend would click its tongue and tell her to come out.

"What time is it now? The Great War is over, and we have learned many things. Don’t be bound by religion. Don’t obey authority. What is wrong is wrong."

Ellie crossed her arms.

"So you’re saying you want to oppose it?"

"Yes. There’s no place for Kraft here."

"Redmond, are you serious?"

"What cannot be accepted and what can be accepted must be distinguished."

A fist struck the round table, causing cracks and noise.

"We cannot allow a national economic project like the railroad construction to be monopolized by the Kraft family."

Ellie’s expression twisted in anger.

"So you’re saying you want to do this now—"

"I’m sorry!"

As the volume rose, Pastel squeezed her eyes shut and stepped forward.

Ellie! Mr. Penguin! You seem to be close, so please don’t fight because of me!

"It’s all my fault! I apologize!"

Pastel bowed deeply. Her pink hair fell and filled her view.

"Huh?"

Mr. Penguin looked bewildered. The tension in his clenched fist relaxed as he thought and then spoke.

"Even if the Marquis apologizes, it doesn’t erase what has happened."

Ugh!

Mr. Penguin…!

Pastel staggered forward and fell to her knees.

"Still, you know, so you can just go back…?"

"Mr. Penguin! I’m really sorry! I don’t know how to apologize for this feeling of regret! Please blame me for only being able to say I’m sorry!"

Pastel apologized with a tearful face. The fate that was determined the moment she was born felt sorrowful, and she couldn’t find a solution, which made her want to cry.

"I’m sorry! Mr. Penguin!"

She clung to Mr. Penguin’s legs, repeatedly saying she was sorry.

"I’m sorry! I’m sorry!"

"No, not to this extent."

Mr. Penguin looked flustered. Then he glanced around. Subtle gazes were directed at them.

"Please don’t do this."

He hurriedly tried to lift the girl.

"I’m sorry!"

The girl clung to his legs. When her body lifted but didn’t let go, she was finally released.

"Waaah! I’m sorry!"

Tears welled up on her tear-streaked face and fell.

"Really, please don’t do this."

Mr. Penguin was restless.

Even so, the looks seemed to say why he was making a child apologize to this extent.

One of them spoke up.

"Your words were reasonable, but isn’t it too much for a child who has done nothing wrong?"

"I didn’t want this."

Ellie slowly approached.

"That’s right. You probably just wanted to make her kneel and apologize for the sins and wrongs committed by her family in front of a public podium, declaring she would live her life in atonement."

Pastel’s pink eyes widened. In an instant, tears filled her eyes, and her sobs grew louder.

"Waaah! I’m sorry!"

Tears dripped down.

A clicking sound was heard.

"It’s too much for a child who isn’t even of age to bear the sins of her family. Moreover, she has suffered a tragedy without even benefiting from the Kraft family."

"That is—"

"Tsk tsk. You should distinguish between the situation and the circumstances when you speak. That’s just cruel."

Mr. Penguin was at a loss.

"Pastel, come here."

Ellie helped the girl up. She went to a corner, handed her a handkerchief, and patted her back.

"What a bad person. Bring me a cup of green tea."

Pastel calmed down a little while later.

Wiping her tears and sipping the green tea, the bitterness brought her back to her senses.

"Ugh, it’s not good."

Her slightly reddened nose scrunched up.

"Isn’t there any sugar?"

"Why would you put sugar in green tea?"

Ellie looked disgusted.

Is that so?

She subtly set the teacup down and looked around.

Mr. Penguin was surrounded by people, making excuses in real-time.

—What are you doing to a child? This is disgraceful for the Demons.

—That’s not what I wanted.

—You felt good when the child bowed to apologize? I didn’t see you like that.

—That’s not it.

—Stop making excuses and apologize as an adult. I’m getting embarrassed.

Pastel rubbed her eyes. Her reddened eyes were moist.

She had cried to the point of feeling embarrassed for being so sorrowful.

After everyone finished talking, Mr. Penguin walked over, looking weary. He hesitated with tired eyes and then spoke.

"I think my words were too harsh."

Gasp.

What a kind Demon.

Mr. Penguin turned around and sat back down at his place at the round table. Then he stared blankly at the ceiling with tired eyes.

The Demons gathered around Princess Elicia again, rejoicing at the news of the Demon King’s discovery and enjoying a cheerful atmosphere right before the meeting.

Wow!

Everyone here seems like good people!

There doesn’t seem to be any moderately bad Demons!

142 - It's Difficult to Find the Right Person
"Looks like they're not coming. Let's just start without them."

Ellie initiated the meeting when the Hawks representative, who was supposed to explain the assassination of Bellamonte's eldest son, didn't show up.

Pastel casually sat next to the princess. If it weren't for her pink hair, her brazen attitude would have made her seem like a Demon.

Gosh, but me standing out would be even more noticeable.

The meeting continued in a harmonious atmosphere, revisiting the news of the Demon King's discovery, which could be considered the main event.

"It's regrettable that the Demon King ultimately won't reveal themselves. They should show their face to us, unless they're the type who can't grasp the situation."

A certain Demon glanced at Mr. Penguin and expressed a similar disappointment to the slumped-over penguin.

Huh, is that so?

The Demon King flinched.

Instead of hiding the fact that she was born with suspicious pink hair, revealing her identity might be the proper etiquette towards her subordinates!

"As I mentioned, they plan to remain in seclusion for the time being for safety reasons. Since the Demon King isn't yet a fully mature adult, external activities must be avoided, and internal activities must also be approached with caution."

Right, right!

Aside from etiquette, this might be the right thing to do!

Pastel nodded vigorously.

Nod, nod! Nod, nod!

The incredibly conspicuous pink-haired girl nodded so much that everyone glanced at her before subtly looking away.

"Regardless of suspicion, it is a time to be cautious."

Mr. Penguin said, still slumped over.

"Before I arrived, Duchess Nastasha told me directly that the reason Kraft was appointed as Governor General was secretly to be tasked with finding the Demon King."

The averted gazes turned back to the girl who wanted to be left alone.

Agh!

Mr. Penguin! Stop talking!

Everyone else is avoiding mentioning me, so why are you the only one stirring me up, Mr. Penguin!

"The Governor General position isn't because of that; it's thanks to the factional strife in the central political world. Duchess Nastasha seems to have made an excessive guess about finding the Demon King."

Even Ellie, who had explained it that way, glanced at her meaningfully.

As if wondering, If there's a spy here to report the Demon King's identity, wouldn't she be the most suspicious?

Ellie, don't give me that look when you know I'm a fake Demon King!

Pastel had long forgotten that she had said, "Wow! If I report this, will they be wiped out?!" not long ago.

Her fingers fidgeted.

"Well, you see, I did receive an imperial order to find the Demon King..."

Ellie, who had been explaining, changed her expression to one of shock.

Huh? Is it true? What? Why didn't you tell me? That was the look on her face.

Oops.

Come to think of it, she forgot.

Or perhaps, since finding the Demon King was an imperial order, her subconscious automatically kept it a secret from the Demons?

Huh, maybe that's it!

Yes, yes!

Pastel just knew how to separate public and private matters!

Realizing her competence, Pastel regained her confidence. She stopped fidgeting her fingers and began to speak.

"It's not exactly a secret. If I borrow soldiers from Demon Realm Corporation, it'll all be known anyway."

It was a confidential matter, like a media embargo.

It was to maintain secrecy just long enough to strike before the Demon King could respond.

But then, what kind of person is Duchess Nastasha, who predicted or investigated this fact and gave a heads-up to a Demon Realm figure in advance?

A shady republican.

Agh.

"What is this!"

The conference hall instantly became noisy. The murmuring grew louder, and people exchanged glances. Someone called their subordinate and sent an urgent message.

"Ahaha."

Pastel laughed awkwardly at the more excessive-than-expected reaction.

"If I report you all, will you be wiped out?"

But that won't happen!

Ahaha!

The commotion subsided. Conversations and movements stopped, and only the sound of intakes of breath could be heard.

Phew, it seems everyone has calmed down!

Pastel felt proud of her eloquence. As expected, smooth mutual communication is best done by popular people like me.

"But I already know the Demon King's identity. Even before receiving the imperial order."

She pointed at herself.

"We're so close that we get confused looking at each other in the mirror."

She really did get confused.

Whenever she looked in the mirror, she had wild thoughts like, Huh, isn't she going to turn purple?

"Of course, you might suspect me. I'll acknowledge that as a rational, reasonable, and objective judgment."

Pastel pointed to Mr. Penguin, whose eyes had somehow become intense.

"But that's why you should believe me."

Her gesture gracefully returned to point at herself.

"Because I haven't reported you."

Her gesture pointed to the window.

"Because I haven't secretly brought in troops."

Her gesture pointed to her hair.

"And because I haven't hidden my true feelings."

Pastel smiled innocently.

"Please judge rationally, reasonably, and objectively. I, who knew about the opportunity to wipe you out but stood by, am on your side."

Yay.

I'm pretty good at sales.

There's no one who wouldn't be won over at this point!

Silence fell.

Ellie rubbed her face wearily. Her expression became complicated, and after making a very quick decision, she opened her mouth.

"That's right. I was going to mention the imperial order later, but Kraft ended up saying it."

Oops.

Ellie pretended to know something she didn't.

Pastel's heart fluttered, wondering how amazing this princess's improvisation would be.

"The Demon King had another purpose for this meeting. Since everyone suspects Kraft, it was to create an opportunity to dispel those suspicions, as she just said."

Ellie pointed at Pastel.

"It seems you're all feeling a fearful sense of déjà vu from Kraft's attitude right now, but you don't have to worry. It's all according to the Demon King's plan."

Ooh.

Is that so?

I came up with such a plan?!

Demon King Pastel, amazing.

Maybe purple is more competent than pink?

"I hope that through this opportunity, you'll dispel your suspicions and gain faith in the Demon King. Since the Demon King can't reveal themselves, they were worried that their aptitude for the Demon King's position would be questioned."

A murmur rippled through the conference hall.

—To worry about such things. Even if we had doubted their aptitude, those thoughts will be completely gone as of today.

—It's not that I thought so, but there were some foolish people who worried that the Demon King was being swayed by Kraft. But now there's no need to doubt!

—To come up with such a scheme even before becoming an adult. The future of the Demon Realm is bright! Hahaha!

Demon King Pastel is so smart!

She proved her aptitude without even showing her face!

Or is it that Ellie, who quickly made everything up on the spot, is amazing?!

At that moment, Mr. Penguin, who had somehow been playing alone, stepped forward.

"This is what I was worried about."

Agh!

Mr. Penguin!

Stop worrying!

"I feel enlightened to be able to see the Demon King's deep thoughts, and my heart is filled with pride for the bright future of the Demon Realm, but..."

Perhaps a little bothered by the criticism he had received earlier, Mr. Penguin's introduction was somewhat lengthy.

"This kind of unilateral decision-making by the Demon King is dangerous. The result isn't bad, but we can't judge based solely on the result. It's an undeniable fact that they overestimated Kraft and devised a risky plan."

Mr. Penguin passionately argued.

"What era is this? We must revisit the lessons of the Great War."

Ellie, who had been listening, sipped her green tea. She looked at Mr. Penguin with indifferent eyes and said bluntly.

"So, you're saying the Demon King is wrong? Even though the Demon King has gone this far, you're going to question their aptitude?"

Huh.

How dare you question the Supreme Being who has gone to such lengths.

Mr. Penguin was flustered.

"I'm not saying the Demon King is wrong. I acknowledge the Demon King's aptitude, but I oppose this method of decision-making. It's a systemic issue. The Demon King is excellent, but the decision-making system is flawed."

"Oh, my! Isn't that the same thing! You're saying that the Demon King shouldn't make unilateral decisions because they lack aptitude!"

A certain Demon stepped forward, enraged.

"I have never harbored such foolish thoughts, so I cannot agree at all! How dare you doubt the Demon King!"

"That's not it, please listen."

Mr. Penguin tried to explain in detail.

Ellie cut him off as if blocking him from the source.

"To doubt when the Demon King has gone this far. Redmond, I'm disappointed."

"Princess! Please listen for a moment. I have no wicked intentions at all."

Ellie ignored him and glanced around the conference hall.

"Surely there isn't anyone who agrees with that, right? If there is, I'll personally convey your position to the Demon King."

She declared that she would snitch to the Supreme Being.

Everyone suddenly became of one mind.

—No, who would agree with that?

—I may have been close to Redmond, but I didn't share such thoughts. Ahem! It seems I need to become a little less close at this opportunity!

—Redmond! How dare you doubt the Demon King! I strongly oppose that wrong attitude!

—That's right! That's wrong! Redmond should learn respect and courtesy first!

—That's right! That's right! Learn respect for the Supreme Being first! Pastel too!

Mr. Penguin was sweating.

"Well, that's what they say."

Ellie smiled contentedly.

"Still, it's a conference, so a mishap where one person has a different opinion is a healthy phenomenon. And if it's a wicked statement, there's no need to inform the Demon King if you correct it."

Mr. Penguin hung his head.

"I will correct it..."

His exhausted body settled into the chair.

Yay!

Pastel, who had been quietly staying still, sparkled.

I feel like I fit in well with this culture!

Is this a match made in heaven?!

Demon King might be my calling!

Author's Note

No update tomorrow

143 - I Think This Culture is Fun
The meeting quickly progressed and just as quickly came to an end.

The representative from the Hawks was supposed to arrive but didn’t show up, so the most heated topic of debate was Kraft's joining. However, Ellie had skillfully brushed it aside using the authority of the Demon King, leaving little to discuss.

That said, it was true that the presence of Pastel Lovecraft sitting at one end of the round table made it difficult to openly discuss confidential matters like the development of the Demon Realm or the trivial daily lives of the attendees.

It would have been appropriate for Ellie to ease the awkward and tense atmosphere, but she didn’t seem eager to have a heart-pounding experience later on while discussing secrets in front of Pastel.

Thanks to that, Pastel was finding herself in an increasingly heart-pounding situation.

There were no suitably bad demons around...

His Majesty the Emperor’s castle and pressure?

If I go to a meeting where demons gather, it’ll be resolved!

That positive thought was rapidly falling apart in real-time.

Ugh.

What to do! What to do!

I can’t see any wicked and bad demons that would be under the Demon King!

Even Mr. Penguin, who could be suspicious, was being ostracized by all the attendees and was in a droopy state!

Someone, cheer up!

I realized I shouldn’t be having such bad thoughts, but Pastel wished for a bad situation to arise.

What to do, what to do.

Whoosh! Boom! Whoosh! Boom!

It felt just like the heart of a student who hadn’t studied and was praying for the school to collapse in an earthquake and the exam to be canceled.

But the difference between that student and Pastel was that when Pastel sincerely wished for something, it generally came true.

As if in accordance with Pastel's wish, something flew and whooshed toward the wall of the meeting room. Then it exploded.

A vast flame from the explosion blew the wall away. The wind rushed in.

“Ugh!”

Pink hair fluttered wildly before settling down. Pink strands got into her mouth and made her gag.

Sunlight streamed in through the collapsed wall. A demon riding a bird landed, breaking through the debris.

“Did you enjoy your little playtime?”

Ahhh!

It was clearly a radical faction...!

A demon roughly cleared away the stone debris that had bounced onto the round table and stood up.

“Nathaniel! What is the meaning of this! This is Sky Island! Do you think this is a playground where your antics will be tolerated!”

Huff.

Nathaniel laughed mockingly.

“That’s your problem. I’m not bothered.”

Ahhh!

What a brazen statement!

What to do! What to do!

We were secretly having a confidential meeting in the middle of Sky Island, and that suitably bad demon just did something bad, and now the whole neighborhood will know!

Even though the atmosphere among the demons is moderate, Sky Island has been on high alert after experiencing several terror attacks!

An investigation network will be deployed immediately!

The Knights Order will be mobilized, and the news will reach the strictest highest authority!

Then, then...!

They’ll come for me, right?

Oh?

Not particularly bothered.

Knights Order: We have captured suspicious demons conducting a suspicious meeting!

Pastel: That’s nothing special.

Knights Order: Oh, really? I didn’t know.

Pastel calmed down.

Indeed, power is the best!

Nathaniel approached the round table. Disgusted by the dirty chair covered in dust and debris, he simply stood with his arms crossed.

He scanned the chaotic meeting room. His gaze briefly paused on Pastel before moving on.

“I heard there are traitors mourning the death of the Bellamonte heir here... Did I come to the right place?”

“This guy!”

Several attendees stood up in outrage.

Ellie raised a hand to lightly stop them. Her calm voice spread through the room.

“Then you’ve come to the wrong place. It would be best for you to leave.”

Nathaniel feigned surprise.

“Oh, Princess. I didn’t realize you were here. I didn’t know someone who should be focused on their studies was unnecessarily present.”

Pastel’s mouth dropped open.

This person is already picking fights with everyone after just a few minutes.

Is this what a suitably bad demon with a normal idea looks like?

My friend with a normal idea seems to have too high of standards. It won’t work for smoothly inflating achievements like that.

Mr. Penguin, who had been ostracized and gloomy until now, suddenly straightened his posture.

His gaze sharpened as he stared at the messenger from the Hawks.

“Nathaniel, focus on your mission. Your thoughts and feelings don’t matter. If you came as a messenger, fulfill your duty as one.”

Wow!

That’s a solid argument!

Mr. Penguin, who had only been making awkward comments, suddenly felt reassuring as an ally!

At this rate, we might even be able to do the waddling penguin dance together!

Nathaniel frowned. He glared at Mr. Penguin, then pulled out a piece of paper from his pocket and began to read it casually.

“The incident regarding the death of Bellamonte was not initiated by us; it was an accidental occurrence caused by demons associated with the Order.”

“Accidental? You expect us to believe that?!”

A demon slammed their hand on the round table.

Nathaniel shrugged.

“Then don’t believe it.”

“What?!”

The paper, which was likely longer than that, was passed around.

“Anyway, since it’s an unknown accidental incident, you can handle it. This is done, so now about the news of the Demon King’s discovery…”

Nathaniel looked at Ellie.

“We can’t trust you.”

Ellie narrowed her eyes.

“On what grounds?”

“We want to believe, but the timing suggests it’s a lie.”

His gaze turned to Pastel.

Ugh?

“That Kraft got the railroad construction rights right before the Demon King’s appearance, and that it’s a Demon King who is favorable to Kraft. How much time and resources have we spent looking for the Demon King? And now, when we have no results, it just happens to be now?”

Nathaniel scoffed. He scanned the meeting room, carefully observing everyone before shaking his head.

“From what I see, it seems like he’s not coming after all. How can we trust a Demon King whose appearance is suspicious and whose intentions are unclear?”

Ellie sighed.

“I think I may have been lacking in my explanation. For the safety of the Demon King…”

Nathaniel kicked a piece of stone debris. A shockwave rippled through the heavy rock. The stone flew out of the wall and struck a nearby stone building. A tremendous noise echoed. The wall crumbled down.

Ellie quietly pressed her forehead. She glanced back at Pastel, who was supposed to cover up the commotion, and flinched.

Pastel had turned serious.

If the messenger evolves into a terrorist, it would make Pastel Governor General extremely busy.

In fact, I might need to call the Knights Order that I had on standby.

Ellie hurriedly whispered.

“There are no people around. All the buildings nearby belong to us.”

“Oh, really?”

Pastel turned pink again.

Ugh.

Nathaniel, satisfied with the outcome, spotted a Sky Mackerel flying in from above. His hand reached out.

Oh?

Mackerel!

Pastel, who had never had a good encounter with the arch-enemy mackerel—well, it was fine at the dinner table, but still, it had never been good—felt a chill run down her spine.

As expected, the mackerel that flew over was carrying a leather bag on its body.

Ahhh! It’s a Message Fish!

It’s definitely not good news that a mackerel brings, not even a pigeon!

A note was pulled out from the bag.

“We won’t believe until the Demon King personally intervenes.”

Nathaniel read the note and shook it as if to show it off. The note was folded and tossed carelessly. It landed at Pastel’s spot.

Oh?

A note thrown down for me to read.

Pastel picked up the note and unfolded it.

It contained information about successfully terrorizing parts of the Demon Realm railroad and infrastructure that had fallen into Kraft’s hands.

Ahhh! My railroad...!

The sound of flapping wings was heard.

“We will do what we must.”

Before long, Nathaniel, mounted on the bird, grabbed the reins. The bird flapped its wings.

“So don’t cause any trouble! You traitors!”

Nathaniel instantly fled into the sky.

“Ahhh!”

Pastel clutched her head.

My railroad! My railroad!

The worst! The worst!

The absolute worst!

She dashed to the edge of the crumbled wall and shouted with all her might.

“This suitably bad demon...!”

As if to challenge, she pulled out a purple handkerchief and threw it. The rolled-up handkerchief flew into the sky and unfurled, fluttering down to the ground.

Ugh, my railroad.

Pastel staggered and sat down.

“Waaah! My railroad...!”

My choo-choo!

It’s the Demon!

That demon is a completely, utterly bad demon!

Thinking back, the Demon had been regarded as a traitor by the demons and hadn’t come along.

With no one to comfort her even if she cried, Pastel quickly calmed down and stood up. She wiped her tears with a newly pulled-out white handkerchief.

“My railroad...”

Ugh.

Ellie approached but paused. As Pastel quickly calmed down, she became flustered, thought for a moment, and turned her steps toward the edge of the wall. Her gaze was thrown and stopped at the handkerchief that had fallen on the road.

Ellie’s lips trembled slightly.

“What’s that?”

Thinking about it, there was someone to comfort her here. Pastel’s expression turned to a pout again.

“Ellie!”

She hugged Ellie tightly.

Comfort me!

“Why did you throw that?”

Are you more curious about that than me?

Phew.

Pastel sniffled.

She whispered slowly into Ellie’s ear.

“Princess, excessive curiosity is not good.”

Wouldn’t it be more comfortable for you if the popular Pastel asked for comfort rather than Governor Pastel warning you so directly?

Ellie’s body stiffened.

Her hand trembled as she gently stroked Pastel’s back.

Hooah.

This soft touch.

It feels different from the Demon!

144 - It's Something I Say Because We're Friends
Big trouble! Big trouble!

Pastel's life is in its greatest crisis!

It's not like moderately bad Demons, under the orders of an evil Demon King, terrorized the railroad of the virtuous Kraft Merchant Group, but that's not the problem right now!

After all, that only adds enormous opportunity costs and Pastel's heart-fluttering, sparkling experiences, and it's possible to overcome it somehow by cooperating with good Demons!

You could say the workload just increased?

Ugh! I don't want that either!

Anyway, that's how it is!

So, the problem that arose is a million times harder, ten million times more complicated, and a hundred million times blah blah blah!

Immediately...

Ellie is sulking.

Huh.

Ellie slammed her hand on the chaotic round table to gather attention. The declaration of the meeting's adjournment followed.

"Cooperate smoothly with Kraft to secure the railroad and ensure there are no disruptions to the development project. Everyone praises Demon's King's excellent insight and great qualities, but I'm aware that you're still wary of Kraft at heart. Still, put aside your doubts and let's all work together for the future of the Demon Realm. Dismissed."

The attendees rose from their seats and dispersed.

"Tch. Everything would be fine if those guys didn't cause so much trouble."

"Don't be too hard on fellow Demons. They just have different ideas."

"Yes, Princess."

Ellie, who had mediated the ill feelings, also rose from her seat.

Pastel whistled and followed Ellie. He subtly overtook Ellie, then waved his arms around, attracting attention, and even made a "poo poo poo~!" sound for no reason.

Meanwhile, Ellie didn't give a single glance to the overly conspicuous pink-haired girl. It was a completely conscious action. Or perhaps her sulking had reached its peak, and her subconscious was expressing itself.

Ugh!

She's really sulking!

The meeting had resumed after Nathaniel, the Demon King's wicked henchman, visited and left.

Since the railroad terror was related to the Kraft Merchant Group, Pastel actively participated and submitted opinions, unlike before, but something kept bothering him...

Ellie, who usually had a habit of subtly observing and paying close attention to Pastel, didn't give him a single glance.

Pastel, who had switched to work mode, also felt a chilling sign when the attention he usually felt as proof of his popularity disappeared.

It was like his halo had evaporated.

Oh dear.

Is Ellie sulking?

No way.

There's no way Ellie, who's usually completely cool, completely chic, and only works, would sulk~.

There's no way she'd sulk just because I threw a purple handkerchief~.

There's no way she'd sulk just because she asked what the handkerchief meant and I directly answered that she didn't need to know~.

Huh.

Looking back, she has every reason to sulk.

The popular Pastel said such cold words only to me?

That's a declaration of war.

No, no! But, but!

I think just implying that she didn't need to know was the best I could do as a friend!

Even though Pastel, who obtained the Sky Island Governor General position, is a friend, explaining all the confidential matters to the Princess of the Demon Realm United Kingdom is too much of a dereliction of duty...!

Objectively, giving such an implication is a very risky favor! The situation isn't complicated in the first place, so you can infer everything just by hearing the implication!

If I go any further than this!

Pastel: Handkerchief? The handkerchief is obviously an order for the Knights Order to mobilize! I said in the meeting just now that there are no hidden troops, but there actually are! As Governor General, if I find out about a meeting where dangerous figures will gather, it's common sense to prepare a surprise attack force!

Ellie: I see! I expected it!

Pastel: As expected of Ellie! I knew you'd know! Look! I have so many handkerchiefs in my pocket! They're so full! Pink! Red! Blue! They all have different meanings! Among them, purple is a corrupted color, so I decided on a scheming, secretive maneuver! I threw it not at a meeting place for good Demons, but at a fleeing Demon King's subordinate, so Ellie doesn't need to worry too much now!

Isn't this a bit too much of a betrayal of duty!

If you're going to explain this much to a friend, you should resign from the Governor General position!

What do you think power is that you're involving public affairs in private relationships!

Unacceptable!

But the popular Pastel is slightly acceptable, so an implication to a friend is...

Hehe.

So, so.

It's disconcerting that Ellie is sulking.

I did my best in our friendship.

You know that, right?

But, but.

On the other hand, I might understand.

Even if it's objective, people's hearts aren't divided like cutting a radish.

Pastel even prepared a handkerchief? I expected it, but when I actually experience it, I can't control my disappointment.

Or something like that.

Huh.

Pastel's chest throbbed.

This is a bit much.

He hovered next to Ellie, who was walking with a tap-tap sound.

"Ellie, are you sulking?"

"What?"

Ellie was flustered. She looked bewildered, as if she really hadn't expected it.

"No."

She answered like that and walked on nonchalantly. Her actions were natural, as if she really wasn't sulking.

But even when Pastel was loitering in front again and saying things like "lala-la, beep-boop," she didn't even glance at him, only muttering about the work she had to do while walking.

Here, the popular Pastel could diagnose Ellie more accurately than Ellie herself.

Ugh!

This is unconscious sulking!

She's focusing on the work that's piling up, but her heart is still disappointed, so it's being expressed subconsciously!

Even if she denies it, she's definitely sulking!

In Ellie's case, her heart will naturally be relieved as she does her work, and that's why Ellie is mistakenly aware that she's not sulking, but Pastel was bothered by it.

Something, something feels wrong.

Surely Pastel was a popular person who only brought healing to everyone from the beginning, but since when did he become a difficult person to be around?

I feel like I'm living my life very wrong. Is there something wrong with my usual actions or attitude?

Pastel groaned and pondered.

I don't know.

Ugh.

Is this a conflict between public and private matters?

This is the biggest crisis in the life of a popular person.

If this continues, I might have to give up the title of popular person.

I might have to consult with Devil.

"Contact Count McKennas and ask for cooperation. No, since we have to go to the Demon Realm anyway, it would be good to meet him. Pastel? Are you listening?"

"Huh? What did you say?"

Ellie sighed deeply. She was frustrated that he hadn't been listening even though she had bothered to speak.

But Pastel could tell. This was just the disappointment from earlier mixed in now.

Ugh, sulking Ellie is scary.

Pastel quickly answered.

"Yeah, yeah! I understand! Ellie is smart!"

Ellie looked at him suspiciously.

"What do you understand?"

Huh.

That's a difficult question.

Pastel quickly averted his gaze.

He saw a young man approaching from the other end of the hallway.

It was Mr. Penguin.

Oh, a penguin is walking!

Oing.

Thinking about it again, penguins originally walk!

Shocking.

"You haven't left yet. That's a relief."

Ellie frowned slightly.

"Redmond, today's meeting was too uncooperative. I told you before about cooperating with Kraft, so why were you like that?"

Mr. Penguin looked embarrassed.

"Everyone attended with the mindset of agreeing with whatever opinion the Princess, who has achieved the achievement of finding the Demon King, gave, so I just deliberately represented a different opinion."

"That seemed a bit excessive. It was easy for me, though."

"The times have changed, and everyone has changed..."

Mr. Penguin straightened his suit shirt with his hand and smiled bitterly.

"When legends and myths became reality, everyone lost their minds about what attitude to take. When you're lost, worship is an easy choice."

"I guess so."

Mr. Penguin looked at Pastel.

"Marquis Pastel, um. What title would you prefer?"

Huh, title?

Pastel thought for a moment, then his pink eyes sparkled. He raised one arm high.

"Please call me His Excellency the Great Governor General Pastel!"

"Just call him Marquis Pastel. He likes Pastel more than Kraft."

Mr. Penguin nodded.

"Marquis Pastel, I would like to apologize for what happened at the meeting and talk to you for a moment over there. What do you think?"

Tilt.

"Okay!"

Pastel followed Mr. Penguin closely. Ellie followed too, but she kept her distance, as if telling them to talk alone.

The hallway was cleared of Demons, and the messiness disappeared. Sunlight streamed through the lined-up windows, creating a regular pattern.

"As I told the Princess, most of what I said at the meeting wasn't my true feelings. I'm also human, so it's not like I don't have any resentment towards the Kraft family, but I'm able to distinguish between the past and the future."

"I see."

Pastel's heart became complicated.

So even this Mr. Penguin has some resentment towards me.

Since I heard it in a comfortable place away from the official setting, it stung my heart even more.

"What should I do to get along with everyone?"

Apologize in the middle of the Demon Realm Square, as Ellie jokingly said?

Ugh.

Mr. Penguin stopped walking and looked out the window. The surrounding guards checked the commotion caused by the extremist Demons and stopped a passing Demon for questioning.

"The golden time has passed."

Ugh.

"We're here. Let's talk there."

His gesture pointed to a secret room.

"There? Do you even need soundproofing?"

Ellie, who had been standing apart, looked puzzled.

"I'm embarrassed to apologize in front of the Princess."

"Sure."

Ellie chuckled.

Pastel entered the soundproof secret room alone with Mr. Penguin. When Mr. Penguin manipulated the door, a magic circle lit up the door and the soundproofing was completed.

What is he trying to talk about that he's hiding even from the Princess?

It didn't seem like a simple apology.

Something with a huge secret hidden.

No way, no way.

Is it an adult's way of apologizing?

Golden sparkle sparkle.

Huh.

The upright Governor General Pastel doesn't accept bribes!

Ugh.

If I didn't know, I'd have no choice but to accept it considering the effort you put in to prepare it, but I hope you won't do this again!

Pastel was ready to accept the apology.

Mr. Penguin moved his hand. It wasn't a check from his pocket, but he put his hand on his chest and bowed lightly.

"Let me formally introduce myself. I am Redmond, in charge of identifying the Demon King in the Demon Realm under the orders of His Majesty the Emperor."

Oh.

"From now on, please go through me to communicate with His Majesty."

Mr. Penguin smiled kindly.

Then his smile faded and his eyes turned suspicious.

"However, there is something that bothers me about your remarks at the meeting just now. You knew the Demon King's identity before His Majesty called for it. What's going on? An explanation is needed, Governor General Kraft."

Pastel could only react belatedly.

Ugh!

Long live His Majesty the Great Emperor who watches over everything!

Loyal Pastel has never harbored any disloyal thoughts!

Please believe me...!

145 - Long Live His Majesty the Emperor
Mr. Penguin, as expected!

As a subject of the Empire, it is only natural to honor and follow His Majesty the Emperor!

His Majesty's brilliance transcends the Empire, inspiring the Governor General of Sky Island and even reaching the Demon Realm to persuade Mr. Penguin!

Every hour, every second, Pastel thinks only of His Majesty the Emperor, and before this most rightful miracle, she cannot help but be moved once again!

So, you see!

"I find your sincerity questionable. I had considered the possibility that the Governor General might harbor resentment towards the royal family. However, given the circumstances of the past, I thought reconciliation would be difficult, which is why I extended a hand. If you had secretly built a friendship with the Demon King long ago, that would be a different story."

Ahh!

I didn't do anything wrong!

Pastel became like a white mouse in front of a cat. She had always been a mouse fond of money, so nothing much had changed.

"It's a misunderstanding! My heart has always been focused solely on the future of this Empire and the well-being of His Majesty the Emperor! In the past, present, and future!"

Mr. Penguin looked down at her with even more suspicion.

Oh no!

Perhaps she had been a bit too flattering!

What to do! What to do!

It was clear to anyone that this could only be seen as having impure intentions.

Knowing the identity of the Demon King and not reporting it when meeting His Majesty the Emperor!

How audacious of Pastel!

She should be turned into a cherry blossom bun!

Oh no!

I don't want to be a cherry blossom bun!

Please make me a cherry blossom salad instead!

At least match the word count...!

Pastel fell into a panic. Her head spun in a chaotic whirl.

Emergency escape! Emergency escape!

In the face of such firm suspicion, no excuse would hold any weight. Moreover, Mr. Penguin had learned of her identity by chance, making it all the more suspicious.

Ugh!

An excuse is originally about exploiting the gaps and blind spots in the opponent's logic.

In a situation like this, where gaps and blind spots have become irrelevant in the face of established facts...

You just need to break the opponent's premises!

Pastel put on a clever expression.

Now, this is real cleverness!

One! Two!

"In fact, the Demon King is a fake!"

Mr. Penguin paused.

"Excuse me...?"

Seeing that reaction, Pastel instantly became buoyant.

Hehe! Hehe! Hehe!

Pastel was very, very clever, so she would never fall for such a crisis!

"What do you mean by that?"

"It means exactly what it says. The Demon King that was supposedly discovered is actually a fake. It's just a creation of Ellie and me."

It's real!

Ellie believes it!

Pastel might not be so sure, but since the princess says so, it cannot be denied!

"Excuse me?"

Mr. Penguin looked bewildered.

Pastel casually crossed her arms and lifted her chin. She looked down at Mr. Penguin arrogantly.

"I'm disappointed. From your reaction, it seems you were unaware. Is the Empire's intelligence network this lacking? With such capabilities, how can you serve His Majesty and protect the Empire?"

Mr. Penguin was unsure whether this was a lie or not, but he couldn't refute it.

"Use your head, think!"

Pastel tapped her temple. Ellie looked at her with a disdainful expression, as if she were looking at Dustin.

"His Majesty has already hinted that there is a Demon spy. Although I don't know who it is, it is highly likely they attended the meeting, so I merely threw out a suitable bait."

Pastel sighed heavily.

"What are you doing reacting so immediately? After the meeting, you should have waited a sufficient amount of time and confirmed my attitude and position through an intermediary first. Then you could have interrogated or arrested me or done something. Otherwise, everything gets figured out like this."

She casually extended one finger.

"First, the fact that you came to me right after the meeting means there was no other intelligence network to cross-verify the betrayal."

Another finger extended.

"Second, this means that the only reliable intelligence network you currently have around the princess and the Governor General is likely just you."

A third finger extended.

"Third, despite that, you have sufficient standby troops to deal with Governor Kraft, who might rebel or flee."

Mr. Penguin was left speechless.

Pastel strolled around the room with her hands behind her back.

"I understand. Due to a lack of budget, you can't freely expand your intelligence network, so you have to take a gamble by testing the opponent directly with the troops you have as insurance. You have no choice if you want to fill your tight annual performance and protect your meager budget."

Mr. Penguin rubbed his face with one hand.

"Your speculation is excessive, Governor General."

"That may be so."

Pastel chuckled.

She merely turned her head to look at Mr. Penguin.

"To check if there are any mice, you first need to stir up the mouse holes. If you still haven't found the hidden Demon King, it's much better to announce that the Demon King is here and investigate the onlookers."

She smiled sweetly.

"The princess happened to be anxious about the railway development, so I encouraged her a bit to create a fake Demon King. The princess is in a position where she is burdened. If she gets caught, she can easily rationalize the catastrophe she has to bear as a sacrifice for the Demon Realm."

Mr. Penguin thought for a moment and then his expression hardened.

"I can't believe that. Such an excuse for evading a crisis could have been prepared by the Governor General long ago."

"That much is true."

Pastel walked towards the door.

Before opening it, she glanced back at Mr. Penguin.

"You know the princess isn't good at acting, right?"

A puzzled look came her way.

Without explaining, Pastel opened the door and peeked her upper body out, looking left and right.

On one side of the hallway, Ellie was standing, tapping the ground with her shoes. Ellie turned around.

"Are you done talking?"

Having come back from the dead, Pastel turned into a teary-eyed expression upon seeing her friend alive and well.

"Ellie!"

Hug me!

"What? Did Redmond not apologize and just bully you?"

"Yes, yes!"

He bullied me so much!

"Really?"

Ellie walked over. As she reached the door, Pastel pulled her in tightly and entered the room. The soundproof magic circle activated again.

"I'm sorry, Ellie!"

"Why all of a sudden?"

"Mr. Penguin completely and utterly wickedly interrogated poor Pastel, causing me to accidentally reveal that the Demon King is a fake!"

Ellie's jaw tightened.

Pastel couldn't see Ellie's expression since she was still holding her tightly, but a different kind of fear began to creep in.

She won't be angry, right?

"You..."

Ellie moved her hands and tried to break free from the hug. It was a sign that she wanted to see her face because she was angry.

Gulp.

She really seems angry...!

Ahh!

Pastel hugged her even tighter.

The scholarly entrant Ellie grunted and then gave up, whispering in Pastel's ear.

"Are you not letting go?"

A very chilling voice.

Pastel froze in place.

Ahaha.

She gently released the hug and took a few steps back.

Then, instead of the scary Ellie, she looked at Mr. Penguin, pointing at Ellie with a trembling finger.

Look, look at the angry Ellie.

The Demon King being a fake is real.

Please believe me!

If you don't believe this, I will really cry!

Mr. Penguin observed the princess and then his expression turned grim. He washed his face with both hands.

Ellie, who had not yet grasped the situation, opened her mouth in an angry voice.

"Pastel, how can you say such nonsense—"

"Your Highness."

As her words were cut off, Ellie flinched. The angry expression gradually faded, replaced by a look of growing horror.

Transforming from the one scolding to the one being scolded!

Pastel cheered!

"What were you thinking to say such ridiculous things?"

Mr. Penguin's cheeks trembled, indicating he was truly angry.

Yes, yes!

That's right!

Ellie is bad! Ellie, who was about to scold Pastel, is totally bad!

Scold her! Scold her!

Pastel stealthily stepped back and opened the door. She backed away with a "I don't know anything~" attitude and exited the room, closing the door tightly. Both the suspicious Mr. Penguin and the angry Ellie disappeared from her sight.

With a bright expression, Pastel raised her arms high.

"Yay! I'm alive!"

To survive such an extreme crisis!

Could it be that I am a super-genius?

Hehe! Hehe! Hehe!

Pastel skipped down the hallway, humming happily.

"I am the great Governor General Pastel~."

Clap clap!

"But it's too long to say, so just call me Marquis Pastel~."

She spun around!

Stopping abruptly, she pointed back at the room.

"Crisis! Response! Crisis! Response! Nothing can be an obstacle in front of the Empire's greatest strategist!"

Ahahaha!

Pastel dashed away.

She left the not-so-secret building where the secret meeting had taken place and hopped into the carriage.

"Let's go! Let's go! Run away!"

She shouted to the coachman and flopped onto the carriage sofa.

Ellie will probably calm down by tomorrow, right?

Still, since I'm a bit scared, I think I’ll pretend to be sick with the flu tomorrow and take a day off!

Governor Pastel is scheduled to cough-cough tomorrow!

Is this what it's like to be a powerful person who can refuse unwelcome visitors by claiming to be sick?

Phew~.

Pastel felt all her tension release. Her mind, which had been spinning tightly, became hazy and relaxed.

Ahh.

Mr. Penguin is a spy for His Majesty the Emperor?

He clearly hinted at having received information from Duchess Nastasha during the meeting, suggesting a close relationship.

A Demon secretly favored by the leader of the Republican Faction (a traitor wannabe).

But he was a spy for His Majesty the Emperor~.

Oh no.

Duchess Nastasha!

You are being read...!

Pastel trembled at the fear of the central political world.

She had never truly experienced it, yet here she was!

PinkPink Pastel should not be in a place like this!

She flung the carriage door open and shouted again.

"Let's go! Let's go! Run away!"

The coachman turned around, looking perplexed.

"Governor General, no one else has arrived yet. Are we really leaving like this?"

Oh wait.

Thinking about it, she had come with Ellie.

She couldn't leave Ellie (who was really angry) behind, so they had to go together.

Gulp.

The great Governor General Pastel soon faced Ellie.

Ellie was in a truly, truly angry state.

The word count has doubled...!

Ahh!

Save me!

146 - Twice as Scary Than Being Really Angry
Pastel, who had just been scolded by the truly, truly angry Ellie, rushed straight to her private dormitory while still experiencing a terrifying time alone with her.

"Waaah!"

Ellie is bad!

Totally bad!

If at that moment, at that timing, at that point, she had such behavior, such judgment, such thoughts, she should be praised!

Of course, Ellie didn't know that Mr. Penguin was a spy, and she thought that thoughtless Pastel had just blurted out the confidential information that the Demon King was fake!

Yet, while thinking that, she cast a suspicious glance at the schemer Kraft, wondering what kind of plot he was concocting and whether he had intentionally (gasp) revealed the confidential information!

—Could it be that he had some ulterior motive?

—No way!

—Huh...?

—No way!

It was true that she had intentionally said it to escape from Mr. Penguin's sinister web, but it wasn't because she had plotted anything!

What do you think, that I'm always scheming evil plots like Kraft!

...I am Kraft, though!

Anyway, Ellie, who was angry, is bad!

Bad! Bad! Totally bad!

"Waaah!"

Pastel dashed through the garden of her private dormitory. She burst through the front door and ran into the familiar kitchen.

"Waaah! Demon!"

As she flung open the kitchen door, she saw the empty interior.

Oh?

Her pink eyes scanned the inside.

No one was there.

She closed the door with a tap and ran to the study this time.

"Waaah! Demon!"

She burst through the door. The smell of books filled the air, and only the bookshelves were visible without a shadow of a person.

Oh?

No one was there.

Pastel blinked in confusion. As she waved her arms around and looked around, her eyes sparkled at the sound coming from the vegetable garden set up behind her private dormitory.

The vegetable garden!

She quickly turned around and ran.

"Waaah! Demon!"

She burst through the back door of the mansion.

A demon, dressed for garden chores, was suspiciously looking down at some roots.

Not giving her any attention, Pastel shouted again.

"Waaah! Demon!"

Up! Up!

『How many times are you going to say the same thing?』

"Why do you keep making me say the same thing!"

Just stay in the kitchen!

『That's absurd.』

The demon bent down and fiddled with the roots, which were surprisingly purple.

『Young Kraft, look at this. The chicory I planted yesterday has all turned purple.』

It was just as he said. Among the various vegetables planted in the magical garden, only the chicory line was entirely purple.

"Oh?"

Pastel's eyes widened.

"Did you finally realize the demonic corruption, Demon? Is it my turn next?"

Gasp, the horror of the cuckoo's call.

Then Pastel suddenly had a flash of insight.

"Huh? Could it be? I think I know! The chicory friend used to sneak into delicious salads and provide a strong bitterness, doing something wicked! Finally, it has revealed its true colors fitting for that wickedness!"

The girl's finger pointed accusingly at the chicory.

"Of course, it was purple! I knew from the beginning that you were a minion of the wicked Demon King! I, Governor General Pastel, will banish you from the vegetable garden!"

Absolutely banished!

『Oh.』

The demon was impressed.

『I didn't know chicory was a minion of the Demon King.』

"That's right!"

Pastel nodded vigorously.

"If it weren't a minion of the Demon King, it wouldn't be in a salad just tasting bitter! Especially with such a noticeable appearance!"

Pastel began to act out the wicked chicory.

"I only taste bitter! But you must eat it all without leaving any~! How shameless to confess like that!"

I can't forgive you!

『Oh.』

The demon scooped up a pile of dirt that had also turned purple next to the chicory and sniffed it.

『I thought someone had sprinkled disguise dye on the chicory field at night.』

Oh?

"Is there such a person? That's absurd."

Totally surprising.

『But it seems the culprit didn't know.』

The demon pulled up the purple chicory and, instead of discarding it, placed it in the vegetable basket.

Oh...?

『The dye from the Kraft family has been edible coloring for generations. There's no way those Krafts, who care about appearances, would put something harmful to their hair in it. So, this chicory is safe to eat.』

What?

The purple chicory piled up in the vegetable basket.

Gasp.

Her pink eyes trembled in shock.

No way.

The chicory evolved into a doubly wicked purple chicory.

『Today, chicory salad sounds good.』

Chicory salad.

Not just any salad, but a salad starring the wicked purple chicory...!

"Ugh!"

Pastel clutched her head.

"I think putting chicory in a salad is a disqualification for a chef...!"

『Vegetables are originally meant to be enjoyed for their bitterness. And the bitterness of chicory enhances the flavor profile, adding depth to what could be a monotonous taste.』

The demon casually approached the back door and continued on to the kitchen.

"No!"

Pastel clung to the demon's leg.

"I'm not the culprit, but out of respect for the culprit, please don't make chicory salad!"

『It'll probably taste better than you think. If you use a dressing focused on saltiness, the bitterness will definitely decrease.』

A glimmer of hope briefly appeared in her pink eyes.

"Then you won't use it?"

Is this where the demon's super ultra cooking skills come in?

The demon chuckled.

『Of course, I will use it.』

"Of course...!"

Pastel clung tightly to the leg. This attitude was already familiar to the demon, who dragged Pastel along as they walked.

"Demon! This isn't right! It's totally not right! I just got scolded by the truly, truly angry Ellie! At this timing, having the wicked purple chicory is absurd!"

『What did you do to make that princess angry?』

Ugh.

"There was an unavoidable measure. Mr. Penguin was actually a spy for His Majesty the Emperor. So, to make an emergency escape, I confessed that the Demon King was fake."

『Oh.』

The demon was impressed.

『You told me without any context, so I can't understand at all. Who is Mr. Penguin?』

"Mr. Penguin is Ellie's half-sidekick. An older brother she has known since childhood? Since she's a princess, she probably knows all the important figures, but that's what I heard."

I heard it from the truly, truly angry Ellie.

Now that I think about it, I can understand why she was truly, truly angry.

Getting caught by another demon about the Demon King's fabrication is a political blow, but getting caught by an older brother she has known since childhood is a mental blow.

『If a close aide was a spy, it makes sense for the princess to be shocked and angry.』

"That's not it. Ellie doesn't know. She's angry because I confessed about the Demon King's fabrication. I thought about telling her, but Ellie isn't very good at acting, so I decided against it."

『Hmm. I should remember this too. What is the name of that Mr. Penguin?』

"Red, Red Money...?"

No, that's not it.

Still hanging onto the demon's leg, Pastel pondered while being dragged along the floor. The hem of her white outfit swept the dust-free corridor.

"Red, Red Wine...?"

That's not it either.

Pastel recalled Mr. Penguin.

Not Mr. Penguin, but just a penguin popped into her head.

Penguin: Hello!

The penguin friend waved its arm in greeting.

Penguin: I like chicory!

What?

Pastel clung even tighter to the demon's leg, her outfit dragging on the floor.

"Anyway, Mr. Penguin is a penguin."

They arrived at the kitchen.

Phew.

Pastel hung on until she had passed about half of the kitchen floor, then gave up and sat down on a suitable chair.

Her chin rested on her hand, and her legs swung leisurely.

"Demon, demon. Am I living wrong these days?"

The demon turned its head while washing vegetables.

『There are many wrong parts. First, it would be best to stop that greedy criminal act. You shouldn't be starving for magic stones anymore, yet it seems to be getting worse.』

"Ellie was a bit sulky even before she got angry. I guess because I was trying to separate work and friendship, she inevitably felt hurt."

『Hmm.』

"Compared to the others, Ellie would feel it particularly strongly. During the railroad construction rights auction, I told her I would be honest with her so that the Kraft family wouldn't be a hindrance between us..."

Pastel switched her position, resting her chin on the other hand.

"But even so, from my position sitting in a high place, being completely honest would be a breach of duty, so I only showed hints that could be inferred, and that seemed to make her feel it even more."

Pastel flopped onto the table.

One cheek began to swell slightly.

"It's a bit unfair. Ellie used a conspicuous colored handkerchief so that I could guess. But then she rudely asked about it."

So, of course, as the governor, I had no choice but to draw a line.

"If I were really going to deceive Ellie, I wouldn't use a conspicuous colored handkerchief; I would use something like tying my hair back as a signal, which wouldn't get me caught. I didn't do that because I was worried Ellie would be creeped out."

Ugh.

Pastel half-lay on the table, flailing her arms.

"Power and popularity are contradictory!"

Powerful Pastel and popular Pastel have the same number of letters!

Gasp.

Unintentionally, they have the same number of letters.

The demon stopped washing the vegetables and pondered. With arms crossed, it spoke calmly.

『You are not doing anything wrong. Those who seek to protect power suffer, and those who record power ponder, but the answers are questions that cannot be recorded. There is no need to blame yourself for what is impossible.』

Pastel nodded vigorously.

"In this case, it would be right to quietly do what needs to be done, right?"

『Yes, you understand well.』

The demon smiled.

"Hehe."

Pastel rose from the table where she had been lying down. She stretched her arms.

"Whoa! Then from now on, I need to choose an airship to the Demon Realm. The wicked minions of the Demon King are committing terror on the Demonic Railroad!"

Totally wicked.

"I've secretly left it to Ellie, but I need to go back to the student council and work hard!"

I am a busy Pastel~.

There is no time to breathe~.

Pastel stood up from the chair, humming a tune.

『Hmm? The salad?』

The demon looked puzzled.

Pastel turned her upper body to look back.

"Demon, please eat a lot~."

Her pink tongue peeked out.

Ahaha!

Pastel dashed away.

Let's go to the Demon Realm!

To catch the wicked minions of the Demon King!

Yay~!

A word from the author (author's note)

There will be no serialization tomorrow.

147 - Salads Are Originally Delicious
Pastel was able to choose an airship to the Demon Realm after intense contemplation.

In truth, it wasn't that intense. This was because Chancellor Horace had diligently gathered the academy's budget to purchase a large warship suitable for the Governor General's protocol.

"Wow! A warship!"

Like a civilian airship, the massive white warship, modeled after a giant sky whale, filled the dock with its double hull height.

The size difference was so great that the civilian airship and the warship felt like a baby whale and its mother.

In addition to its grand size, there was a distinct difference from civilian airships. Originally, airships were made of wood, so their visible material was naturally wood. While the color could be vibrant due to dyeing, it was still wood.

However, this warship clearly had a hull that was not made of wood. There were no wood patterns, and it had a smooth, solid texture that felt familiar if one was used to metal.

Pastel stood at the edge of the dock and poked the side of the hull with her sword. The splendid sword of His Majesty the Emperor poked, and the hull was poked by the demon sword.

It made a ting sound.

Not a thud, but a ting?

Wow, ting friend!

"The wooden whale has evolved into an armored whale...!"

An armored whale?

Wow!

Armored, armored!

So cool!

Pastel slapped her smooth, cold cheek. The unique chill of metal made her feel the early winter cold.

"Wow! Wow!"

Icicles were about to form on her cheek!

"Hahaha!"

Chancellor Horace, pleased, slapped the warship with his palm.

"You can ride comfortably wherever you go!"

It was a statement that hovered somewhere between formal and informal, but that wasn't important. Pastel just wanted to be the junior of this wonderful senior.

"Senpai!"

She clasped her hands together and her eyes sparkled.

So touching.

It was an incredibly expensive warship, yet she could ride it without spending a single penny!

Is this what it feels like to have my own corporate vehicle?!

"How did you know I like this kind of thing!"

"Isn't it the duty of a senpai to take care of their junior?"

Chancellor Horace laughed leisurely. It was an act that seemed to flaunt his relationship with the Governor General to the staff present.

Pastel shouted enthusiastically.

"Juniors only live trusting their senpai!"

With this level of ability, it seemed appropriate to entrust the authority of the Governor General of the Sky Island and head to the Demon Realm!

According to that judgment, Pastel packed her things as soon as the schedule for the Demon Realm was set.

After handling urgent matters and consulting with Kraft, she finished the personnel distribution, and before she knew it, it was the departure day.

It was only natural that the Demon would go along.

And of course, Princess Ellie would go too.

Melissa...

"Do you want to join me on the business trip?"

"I've always wanted to visit the Demon Realm to broaden my horizons. If not during school days like now, I wouldn't have the time."

Then let's go together!

Leonard would surely take care of things.

Dustin was just Dustin!

Yes, yes!

Alsier had returned to the Duke's family, so she was ready to depart!

Then now.

"Departure! Departure!"

Pastel shouted from the deck of the warship.

The former Knights Order members and Kraft's crew moved busily. The white warship began to leave the dock, flapping its fins like wings.

Pastel rushed to the deck railing and waved her arms.

"Goodbye, friends! Even if you miss me, it's not a long separation, so don't cry!"

Friends who had come to see her off waved their arms in response.

One of them, Dustin, pointed at himself with a blank expression, as if to say, "Is it really just me?"

It wasn't particularly important.

Melissa seemed to think the same, holding onto the railing and gazing at the dock with a dreamy look. Her golden hair flowed with the wind.

"It's almost my first time leaving the Empire."

Her words paused before continuing.

"I feel a bit confused and excited. Is this what my mother meant by knightly service?"

Oh?

Pastel, still waving her arms, replied.

"The Sky Island isn't part of the Empire, right?"

"Well, that's true."

Melissa brushed her fingers against her ear. Her somewhat overly fluttering side hair was tidied up.

As she did this, Melissa lightly waved at the noble ladies who had come to see them off. It was a level of elegance that was worlds apart from Pastel's unrefined arm-waving.

Wow, such a noble move.

So vintage.

I should do that too!

Pastel first brushed her fingers against her ear.

Her fluttering pink hair gathered and was about to be tidied up, but the small braids tied with ribbons were disturbed. The ribbon strings tangled around her fingers, pulling and loosening.

Oh?

Pastel stared blankly at the white string in her hand. Suddenly, a gust of wind blew. Her loose hair whipped against her face.

"Whoa!"

Pastel, save me!

The pink thread entered her mouth.

"Ugh!"

Pastel flailed her arms in panic.

A crisis of a bird's nest!

Ahhh!

"Demon! Demon!"

Help me...!

Melissa, who had been next to her and had experienced getting hit by hair numerous times, had already stepped back, watching in disbelief.

"What are you doing...?"

The warship slowly drifted away from the dock. By the time people became dots and buildings felt smaller than clouds, the farewell greetings ended.

Phew.

"That was the biggest crisis of my popular life."

Pastel lowered her arms with a slightly drained expression. Melissa's magically tied hair ribbon swayed.

The bird's nest Pastel couldn't show to anyone almost became visible to everyone.

"I also worry about whether it's okay to show my unkempt appearance to the maids every morning. Even if it's right not to worry."

Melissa covered her mouth and chuckled.

"Why is it right not to worry?"

"Because it's their duty and also my duty. Refusing it out of embarrassment would be a bad thing, right?"

"Heh."

I have no idea what that means.

She walked towards the cabin, her footsteps echoing on the deck.

Pastel listened carefully, trying to find where the Demon was, and realized that he was in the conference room with Ellie, not the kitchen, so she headed that way.

Is the Demon with Ellie?

I have no idea what kind of combination this is.

I don't know the reason properly, but from the demon's perspective, the Demon is a traitor...

Ugh.

"The miniature train you prepared is cute. It brings back pleasant memories of when my mother taught me military science."

Melissa reached for the conference room door.

"Ah, wait a moment."

Pastel stopped her and grabbed the doorknob. She didn't open it but carefully pressed her ear against the door. Quiet sounds came from inside.

Melissa looked at her oddly.

"What are you doing?"

Pastel hurriedly adopted a shushing posture.

"I'm trying to observe how the two are doing."

"Observe, huh?"

Pastel listened intently.

Using the auditory visualization the Demon had taught her, she grasped the situation inside.

The Demon was sitting in a chair, reading a book.

Ellie was adjusting the miniature train on the table, not too far from him.

There was no conversation?

It was a meeting between the princess of the Demon Realm and the Archdemon, a traitor of the Demon Realm, yet there was no reaction.

But Ellie's action of adjusting the miniature seemed awkward, as if she was creating busywork to relieve the awkward atmosphere despite having nothing to do.

This could definitely be understood by sight.

Pastel adjusted her winter dress and crouched slightly. She checked if there was a keyhole in the door and cautiously peered inside.

As she twisted her body a little to see inside, she spotted a girl with black hair. She was fixated on the miniature with an undeniably awkward expression.

It was indeed awkward.

This time, looking at the Demon, he was just sitting in his chair, crossing his legs and reading a book.

The Demon seemed to be just there.

Ah, I see.

Is this the vibe of their relationship?

Satisfied, Pastel felt a strong gaze on the back of her head.

When she turned slightly, Melissa was looking at her with a sly expression, as if she were observing Kraft.

Oh?

Melissa spoke in a suitably lowered voice that matched the situation.

"I have a question. Can I ask?"

Pastel quickly shook her head.

No, no.

Melissa ignored the sly Kraft and asked.

"Does this happen often?"

No way.

That can't be!

Pastel wasn't like a friend trying to get the cheese from a safe!

There were times when she was curious about what they were talking about without her and stood outside the door just listening.

There were times when she created a situation to check if they were getting along well without her, pretending to go out and listening at the door.

It was a reasonable action for a popular person worried about her friends!

Groups gathered because of a popular person can easily develop subtle conflicts when that person is absent—"Don't fight over me!"—and if those conflicts aren't resolved in time, it could lead to a catastrophe that even the popular person can't fix!

Catastrophe! Catastrophe!

Phew.

The student council members, except for Melissa, were all gathered for power, so there was no way the organization would collapse due to bad conflicts, but the lack of harmony in the struggle for the second-in-command was a problem in itself.

There was a reason why Melissa always firmly held the number one spot in the friend rankings and why she consistently pushed Ellie as the unshakeable second-in-command.

Sigh.

Poor Pastel was just trying to live her life diligently today.

Doo doo doo~.

I'm working hard today~.

But she couldn't explain all this in this situation, and Pastel had no intention of doing so to Melissa, so she just made an aggrieved expression.

So unfair!

Believe me!

Melissa smiled gently.

"Is that so."

Her expression seemed to say it wasn't surprising since she knew very well that Melissa was Kraft.

She gestured towards the keyhole. It was a gesture telling her not to mind and to keep looking through the keyhole. Somehow, it also had a subtly lingering gaze towards Alsier.

Oh dear.

Not the kind of gaze I want!

What should I say...

Ah, the North is underdeveloped, so culturally, Bellamonte doesn't change clothes (or maybe not). I should understand as a friend.

And.

Ah, Kraft is inherently sly, so naturally, Pastel would do things like this. I should understand as a friend.

Ugh!

This is too much in its own way!

It feels like being confirmed as a suspect!

Feeling like a thief who is understood because of their lineage!

But being unfair is still unfair, and Pastel, who was doing her job, looked through the keyhole.

Just then, the Demon closed his book, crossed his arms, and fell into thought. Ellie flinched at the sound of the book and glanced back, which was a clear sign of conversation about to happen.

Oh? An interesting moment.

Thump thump, heart racing.

As her cheeks flushed, Melissa looked at her incredulously.

"What on earth is unfair?"

Oh no, asking that kind of question is troublesome.

148 - It's Not Always Like This
Flustered eavesdropping.

Pastel focused on secretly peeking into the conference room.

Ellie fidgeted with the train miniature, hesitating before cautiously addressing Demon.

"Hello, Archdemon."

Gasp.

Isn't "Hello" too awkward as a first word?

Moreover, she seemed to realize it was awkward even after saying it, fixing her gaze uncertainly on the train miniature.

Devil glanced at Ellie.

『Yes.』

Then, he simply sank back into thought.

Ellie looked up at Demon's voice, then became perplexed by the unresponsive reaction.

Uwaaa.

What is this awkward relationship?

Pastel felt a frustrating itch to move, flapping her arms slightly. She suddenly wanted to start a "make friends" project, just like she had made Melissa and Alsier friends.

But the age gap between Demon and Ellie is too big to call it "friends."

A "get along well~!" project would be better!

She took her eye away from the keyhole and turned to look at Melissa. She saw questioning blue eyes.

"Melissa, Melissa. The relationship between Demon and Ellie seems as awkward as your old relationship with Alsier. We need an expert's help."

"Is it that bad? What did you see?"

Melissa was slightly curious.

Pastel wriggled to the side as if telling her to look too. She pointed to the keyhole.

"I'll pass on that. It's not good to be interested in unsavory rumors."

A rejection without a second thought.

However, the way she was staring at the conference room door as if it were a glass window suggested that her curiosity wasn't completely gone.

Pastel stared at Melissa with a blank look.

Something, something.

Suddenly, she wanted to corrupt this model student.

Originally, Pastel, a 100% pure popular kid, would have avoided eavesdropping at the door, which could lead to unnecessary rumors, but now that she had become the powerful Pastel, it was as if a suitable reason had arisen. Shouldn't the model student Melissa also be corrupted to some extent to be consistent?

Besides, besides.

Currently, Pastel is half Demon King!

If she's Purple Purple, corrupting a model student is a duty she should definitely fulfill!

If Melissa could do bad things without hesitation during the Demon Realm schedule, it would be a very rewarding achievement in Pastel's life!

Pastel put on a serious expression.

"Melissa, I respect your opinion, but this is a very important issue that you need to know about."

"Yes? Is that so?"

Melissa was flustered.

Pastel's expression became 100% sincere.

"How can you talk about kindness and mention gentleness while turning a blind eye to the discord around you? Wounds come from ignorance, and conflicts arise from indifference."

So, spying on friends is a justifiable act!

"That's..."

Melissa was bewildered.

Her moral values, which she had believed in like common sense, seemed to waver rapidly as her friend (who was better at studying than her important) denied them.

Pastel's heart pounded.

Gasp.

A genius skill that can shake a model student with just a few words.

Could it be that Devil is my true calling?

Should I change my title with Demon?!

Melissa hesitated.

"But my mother told me not to. She said that someone who has to move the army shouldn't be swayed by trivial rumors."

Ugh.

Countess Camelot's home education is too thorough.

Little Devil Pastel faced her first obstacle in her Devil life.

But this level of obstacle is no problem for Purple Purple!

"Isn't that because you misunderstood your mother's teachings, Melissa? It was the same in the first semester. You pushed me away because you believed your mother, but when you went home during the vacation, she said that you were too mean to your classmates as they were."

"That's..."

The scale of ethics, which was weaker towards friends nearby than her mother far away, tilted with a click.

Gasp, I'm a super ultra genius.

More than that, isn't Melissa too weak?

She would have been in big trouble if she had made bad friends! It's a good thing she became friends with the kind Pastel!

Melissa hesitated again.

"Still..."

Pastel quickly pointed. She put on a 100% trustworthy and intelligent expression.

Starting an intelligent statement.

"The etiquette of the military and the etiquette of the masses are different. What is the difference between a tyrant in history books and a wise ruler in unofficial history if one does not distinguish between the military and the people, and divides righteousness and morality?"

Gasp.

I feel like I'm making a really intelligent statement right now!

But the problem is that even I, who am saying it, don't know what I'm talking about...!

Melissa pondered deeply.

"That's true. Extensive knowledge doesn't guarantee righteousness, and we can't believe that ignorance will judge the consequences. You might be right."

Huh?

If you suddenly react like you understood everything I said, then Pastel becomes a fool.

Melissa hesitated, then adjusted her mage robe and subtly sat down in front of the keyhole.

"The servant may not know, but Ellie is my friend, so she has some obligation to know vaguely, as you said."

The modifier is long, but it means she wants to peek.

"Yeah, yeah! That's right! You can't just not know what's going on with your friend!"

Uwang uwang.

She's working hard to rationalize it with words, but Melissa's expression is curious about what's going on inside.

The blonde girl trembled slightly, nervous about doing something bad, and carefully looked inside.

She immediately rationalized her bad desires after being poked once.

She felt a tingling sensation from the thrilling sense of betrayal.

Uhat.

Pastel grinned and wrapped her arms around herself. Her body twisted.

Something, something.

A great sense of accomplishment!

Proud.

Is this the feeling Demon has every day when he tells me to make my bed? Does it tingle when the other person is corrected with just a whisper?

Gasp.

Devil's whisper.

I can never fall for it!

I should never make my bed again!

Melissa, having crossed the line once, seemed less hesitant and gradually changed her posture, looking at the inside as a whole.

However, unlike her rejecting attitude, her actions and kneeling posture were very skilled, as if she had learned espionage techniques for infiltration or reconnaissance as the successor to the Southern Commander.

A pure face that actually knows how to do everything.

Euee, scary.

Melissa became increasingly embarrassed.

"There's nothing going on...?"

Huh?

Her pink eyes widened.

"Eh? Is that so?"

It seems like Melissa didn't need to cross the line.

I can't believe it! It was all for nothing!

But there's no quality assurance in reality, so it's not my fault!

Melissa turned around blankly.

A look that says the delivered product is too different from the description.

Pastel made an "eh?" expression.

"It was too awkward for them to talk to each other. To the point where they needed external help. I guess the conversation stopped in the meantime."

Just telling the truth.

"Oh, is that so? Well, we did talk too much among ourselves."

"Yeah, yeah."

Pastel nodded, then her eyes sparkled at the sound of someone inside the conference room.

"Eh! Wait, wait. Ellie is probably going to talk to Demon again. Hurry and look~!"

As she urged with both hands, Melissa looked into the keyhole.

This time, there was something to peek at, and Melissa was slightly excited.

"That's right. Ellie is looking at the servant's face. She looks like she's having a very hard time, just like you said, Pastel."

"I see! Keep giving me live updates!"

"Yes."

Pastel listened intently to the inside.

After waiting, Ellie began to speak hesitantly.

—The weather is nice today.

Ugh, she had to bring up the weather somehow.

Those two are really awkward.

"Ah. The servant raised his head. He's looking at the window. The weather is nice today."

Melissa gave a live report with slightly flushed cheeks. It seemed thrilling to be disobeying her mother in real time.

Pastel waited for Demon's next words.

Demon replied.

『Indeed.』

The conversation ended immediately.

"And, read the book again."

Ellie, whose conversation had been cut off, quietly touched the train miniature again. The sound of pages turning echoed.

Popular kid Pastel was suffocated with frustration.

No, no.

If you have a conversation like that...!

Pastel shook her arms.

Melissa adjusted her kneeling posture and looked back and forth between Demon and Ellie.

"It's too awkward, just like you said. But considering their dark past, I don't know if that relationship needs help-"

"Demon!"

Pastel burst open the door.

The table, filled with a Demon Realm map and a railway miniature placed on top of it, filled the conference room.

Demon, who was sitting in a chair, and Ellie, who was standing, looked up. Their eyes met the pink girl who had burst in with an excited expression, then turned to Melissa, who was in a more noticeable state for other reasons.

Melissa, who was clearly in a posture of looking through the keyhole, froze in place.

The girl's lips trembled under the focused gaze.

"This, this is..."

Her face flushed red.

Melissa fluttered her eyelashes with a slightly tearful expression. Her eyes darted around, then looked at Pastel as if looking for an ally to help her.

The reliable Pastel shouted with all her might.

"Demon! How can you have a conversation like that! If someone talks to you, you have to answer with a question to continue the conversation!"

Anyone would think you've been locked in a prison for 10 years without talking to anyone!

She pointed to Melissa.

"Melissa, who was peeking through the keyhole, said that the conversation was too awkward!"

Melissa was stunned.

"Yes? Yes?"

Pastel put on a serious expression.

"Yeah, yeah! It's just like your live report! This relationship needs the emergency measures of the popular kid Pastel!"

That's right, that's right!

Demon slammed the book shut.

『I was wondering what you were doing without opening the door.』

He got up from his chair and walked over calmly.

『Little Kraft.』

A poetry collection was subtly raised.

『Please don't do bad things.』

The top of her pink head was tapped.

"Ouch!"

Pastel covered the top of her head with a tearful expression.

Uaaa!

It's unfair!

Bad things!

I didn't do anything like that!

Melissa did the bad things...!

It's true...!

149 - I Think I've Found a Job That Suits Me
"It’s a pointless intervention. If our relationship is going to improve, it will do so on its own; if not, then it won’t."

"The Archdemon is right. I would have preferred to start the meeting right after our friends see us off, rather than worrying about trivial matters."

The unified rejection from the Demon and Ellie.

The "Let’s get along~" project was doomed before it even began.

Beep beep.

Pastel rested her chin on her hand while sitting. Her lips were pouted.

Melissa, who had been peeking, bowed her head in apology without any excuses, and as Ellie neatly organized the Demon Realm map, the atmosphere shifted to that of a meeting.

Ugh.

Stiff people who only work.

Pastel glanced down at the Demon Realm map in front of her. With the railroads and train miniatures placed on the map, it looked quite plausible.

"The black miniature represents what currently exists, while the gray one signifies plans that are not yet realized."

Ellie unfolded a folding stick and waved it around, pointing to the map as a whole.

Pastel picked up the train, which looked just like a toy—and indeed was a toy. When she placed it on the railroad and pushed it, it didn’t make a "choo-choo" sound, but the wheels rolled smoothly.

"Choo-choo~! Did Ellie prepare this train friend? It’s cuter than I expected!"

Yes, yes!

Above all, it’s clear that the substitute for my all-black preference is gray!

Ellie ignored her indifferently. The stick pointed here and there.

"As you can see, the railroad construction has been completed along the coastline. Despite the bankruptcy of the upper management, construction has continued somehow."

Beep beep.

Pastel noticeably pouted her lips. It was a gesture that said, "Look at me."

No one paid attention to the sulking Pastel.

The Demon, with arms crossed, was focused on the explanation while looking down at the miniature map, and Melissa, as a member of the student council, was already somewhat aware of it and was admiring the miniature model again.

"The engineering technology of the Demon Realm is truly exquisite. Holding military meetings with something like this would be really effective. Should I send a letter to my mother?"

Beep beep.

The future Southern Commander was muttering something terrifying. More than that, someone should pay attention to the fact that the good Pastel is sulking!

Ellie’s stick curved along the coastline.

"We currently have a connection between the ports, and the next plan is to expand the railroad network to the surrounding inland cities. As you can see, the railroad has been laid up to the major inland cities near the coast."

Ellie handed out statistical data.

"Although the trains are still slow, making transportation times long, we have already achieved the capacity for mass transport. We’ve confirmed that the supply of goods related to railroad transport has increased significantly, leading to a general drop in prices. It’s effective enough to be felt by the public."

"Interesting."

The Demon rubbed his chin.

"Why did the bankrupt upper management start construction from the port? It would have been more profitable and impactful to start from the capital."

Ellie sighed deeply.

"That was my overreach. Although the upper management was nominally a private entity, it was heavily influenced by our kingdom. So I participated in the construction plan."

Ellie splashed her face with water.

"I had planned to push through from the coastline to the capital all at once. The Construction Golem's Magic Stone Fuel is controlled by the Demon Realm Corporation, but it’s easier to smuggle around the port area. The plan was to create synergy by simultaneously smuggling fuel and laying the railroad, exploding the construction before the Empire could feel it."

"It was a plan focused on the overall speed of construction. Then the Imperial Bank caught on, and when the railroad was only laid along the coastline, they took advantage of the situation to declare bankruptcy, severely worsening profitability."

"Yes... I didn’t expect the Empire, which doesn’t even know what a railroad is, to react so aggressively. It was a judgment error on my part."

"That’s not true."

Pastel, who had been pouting, opened her mouth with a sulky expression, resting her chin on her hand.

"Your plan itself wasn’t bad. Not starting from the capital would have delayed the problem of the Imperial diplomats living there experiencing the railroad firsthand. If you had started from the capital, the Empire’s response would have been on a different level. It’s not a judgment error; it’s just that the plan had its pros and cons."

"That was one reason, but..."

Ellie smiled faintly.

"Thank you."

"Yes, yes."

I’m so kind for comforting my friend!

Having practiced kindness, Pastel’s sulking state was soon lifted. She adjusted her sitting posture.

"Let’s stop talking about things that only the Demon doesn’t know! It doesn’t matter if the Demon doesn’t know! Let’s talk about work!"

Ellie looked flustered. Her gaze darted to the Archdemon.

The Demon seemed incredulous.

"That’s too much, but there’s some truth to it. You don’t need to worry about it. I’ll understand it well enough. But I do have one question."

"Yes! Please ask!"

She pointed at Melissa, who had been quietly listening.

"Is it acceptable to discuss the national grand strategy of the Demon Realm in front of the Empire’s core military factions?"

Gasp, is the Demon a genius?

Melissa was a cunning spy!

What an unimaginable fact!

Seeing her infiltrate without any suspicion and gather secrets shows incredible skill!

All eyes turned to Melissa.

Even someone who looked like a professional spy, Melissa, was flustered.

"Isn’t that a question that’s already too late? We’ve already discussed the military utilization of the railroad several times with Alsier."

Melissa spoke as if recalling memories from tea time.

"If the mass transport of supplies and troops becomes easier, the influx of new troops recruited from the rear will overwhelm the troop losses occurring at the front, leading to a stalemate and potentially changing the paradigm of strategy."

She spoke in a calm voice, as if discussing the poetry book she read with a friend during tea time.

Ahh!

What terrifying talk is happening during tea time!

These oblivious military factions are scary!

Pastel shivered.

Gasp, could it be?

Was Melissa actually Melissa Kraft?

Hiding her sinister intentions, she infiltrated the student council to spy on the latest military technology of the Demon Realm!

To think she would pull off such an incredible feat alongside the clueless Alsier!

Naive Pastel has been caught!

Ahh!

Suddenly, she felt Ellie’s gaze.

When she turned around, Ellie was looking at her with a trusting expression.

Huh?

It was as if Ellie believed that she already knew about the spy Melissa’s existence, but that Melissa couldn’t overcome Pastel’s sinister schemes, so Pastel must have naturally prepared some countermeasures or safety devices.

Gasp.

Is that how it is?

Should it have been that way?

Am I being trusted too much?!

With no countermeasures in place, Pastel swallowed hard. Her trembling pink eyes looked at Melissa.

"My dear friend Melissa~."

"What’s wrong?"

Pastel approached with a flutter.

She placed her hands on Melissa’s shoulders and began to massage them.

Rub rub rub rub.

Then she gently clenched her fist and tapped Melissa’s shoulders, which were stiff from tension.

Pastel asked playfully, with a look that said, "I just purely like my friend without any calculations."

"Aren’t we best friends?"

I’ve never doubted our relationship!

Melissa tilted her head.

"That’s right?"

Wow!

She said yes!

Pastel cheered.

"I knew it!"

Indeed, the beam of friendship is great!

Crisis averted!

Hooray! Hooray!

Pastel jumped up and down in place.

"I’m friends with Melissa!"

Yay! Yay!

But then, she felt a somewhat subtle gaze.

It was Ellie.

Could it be that she’s not without countermeasures? A very reasonable suspicion crossed her mind, but perhaps she thought, "Surely Pastel wouldn’t be like that," and it quieted down.

Hehe.

Ellie, Ellie, don’t worry.

The beam of friendship is great!

Pastel returned to her seat, humming.

"Now that the Demon’s question has been resolved, let’s proceed!"

Ellie fiddled with her stick and pointed to the map.

"Anyway, what we need to do immediately is clear. Expanding the railroad network and preparing for railroad terrorism."

"That’s right! Didn’t the radical Demons damage the railroad?"

Ugh, the wicked minions of the Demon King.

"The railroad has already been almost fully restored. Since the railroad construction is linear, it’s very easy to automate with Construction Golems, so as long as there’s enough Magic Stone Fuel, it can be done quickly."

Heh.

"The problem is that the Magic Stone Fuel is controlled by the Demon Realm Corporation. Smuggling is good, but if possible..."

Ellie glanced over.

"It’s me! It’s me!"

Pastel raised her hand like a good child who hadn’t even considered smuggling.

"I’ll meet with Count McKenna and try to formalize a deal!"

Even if the Emperor’s personal troops granted by His Majesty the Emperor are laid out on the negotiation table instead of guns, just ignore it!

"Then we’re good on the Magic Stone Fuel. As for preparing for the Hawks, we can discuss it after we arrive at the palace and hear the latest reports."

"Yes, yes! I agree, I agree!"

The Airship heading to the Demon Realm arrived peacefully at the Demon Realm beach, as there were no pirates bold enough to touch a warship.

"Wow! The Demon Realm! The Demon Realm!"

Having disembarked, Pastel stepped onto the ground and cheered.

Melissa pulled out a schedule.

"We arrived more easily than expected. I hadn’t considered that the Chancellor would purchase a warship in the schedule."

They had been so early that the Kraft upper management’s Demon Realm branch hadn’t even come out to greet them.

"It’s correct to factor in potential troubles and schedule with some leeway! How much time do we have?"

"About three days."

"Then..."

As they looked around, a delicious smell wafted from the dock area.

Wow wow.

Pastel drooled and quickly wiped it away.

A sparkling idea filled her mind.

Indeed, at times like this...

Pastel raised her arms cheerfully.

"I want to conduct an unannounced inspection of the Demon Realm branch!"

Yay~!

"What?"

Power is tastier than delicious food!

The Governor General is visiting without notice~!

Oh yeah.

150 - You Should Always Allow Plenty of Time in Your Schedule
I’m here~.

"Governor General, you’ve come without notice~."

What are the odds that there are no suspicious double ledgers in a branch located far from the headquarters on a continental scale?

Huff.

Pastel is too innocent to know.

Our staff are all kind, so maybe there’s about a 50% chance of that!

Pastel skipped along happily. Her companions followed, along with the staff and former Knights Order members trailing behind.

The crowd filling the main street parted chaotically, creating space on either side. As the space increased faster than her walking pace, a clear view opened up. At the end of it stood the Kraft trading company's branch building in the Demon Realm.

"Wow~!"

For those who are quick-witted!

They say a word without legs travels a thousand miles; it seems the rumors will spread faster than I arrive!

"Hurry, hurry!"

Pastel hopped along.

Suddenly, a laborer nearby, burdened with goods, looked over and turned pale, then began to dash toward the branch building. Thanks to the parted crowd, the sight of him running alone was very clear.

Huff.

Someone’s behavior suddenly became suspicious…!

Pastel covered her mouth with both hands in surprise.

What to do! What to do!

"What to do! What to do!"

A former Knights Order member who was following her shot out like an arrow. The wind whipped around her as he sped past, hitting Pastel.

"Whoa!"

A Para-Knight Level sprint!

The frail Pastel staggered!

She spun around with the wind. Then, she stopped abruptly, placing her hand on her brow as if to scan the distance. She saw the laborer being swiftly caught and subdued.

Her pink eyes widened.

"Huff, I didn’t give any orders, yet he got caught."

So surprising.

The security here must be really good!

Pastel skipped back toward the branch building.

As she got closer, she noticed the flustered members of the trading company, and finally, the branch manager burst through the branch door, hurrying out to greet her. He looked completely flustered.

Oh dear.

"Lord Kraft? How did you arrive so early…?"

"It’s Kraft, but I’m Pastel~."

Pastel said, spreading her arms wide. The former Knights Order member and the trading company soldiers surrounded the branch, ensuring no one could escape.

"Your Excellency?!"

The branch manager was taken aback.

Hehe.

Pastel clasped her hands together with an apologetic expression.

"I ran into pirates on my way here! There might be another ambush targeting the great Governor General, so I’ll just take a moment to prepare!"

She felt a gaze from behind. It was Melissa and Ellie. Their eyes seemed to say that since the pirates had fled upon seeing the warship, what kind of pirates was she talking about?

Huff.

It seemed like I was the only one who encountered pirates.

In my dreams!

Shiver, shiver.

Pastel walked with big strides. She passed by the branch manager, who seemed to want to say something.

La la la la.

As she entered the building, the chilly early winter air dissipated, and a warm atmosphere enveloped her. She listened closely to the sounds within the building.

There were no sounds of anything being smuggled. No sounds of suspicious ledgers being burned. No sounds of secret escape routes being activated.

The branch manager hurried after her.

"I’ll take you to the reception room first. I heard late that you were coming, so both inside and outside are still in disarray."

"Huff, the reception room! Are the cookies in the reception room delicious?"

"Yes? Ah, they are. We have cookies prepared that should satisfy you, Your Excellency. However, it may take some time for the baker to arrive."

"Wow. But, Demon, you said not to eat anything given by others. You might get an upset stomach. Isn’t that a bit much? You think I can’t handle magic stone pepper? That’s too much."

"Yes?"

Pastel nodded to herself in agreement.

Then, recalling the architectural blueprints she had seen before, she made her way to the branch manager's office.

"Your Excellency?!"

The door to the branch manager's office burst open. A scene unfolded where work documents were left in disarray, not even organized. A secretary who was tidying up was startled by the sudden arrival of the Governor General.

Pastel took a deep breath. A strong scent of power filled the room.

A very familiar scent.

It was like the scent of Pastel, the Governor General, who was confident that even though His Majesty the Emperor was above her, she was the best on Sky Island, far away!

The owner of the Kraft trading company is the great Pastel, but since this is the Demon Realm, the king here is me! The same scent!

Pastel narrowed her eyes and scanned the suspicious parts of the branch manager's office.

First and foremost, the most suspicious thing is…

The secretary who remained in the branch manager's office, standing alone to tidy up the documents despite the sudden arrival of the Governor General!

Puh! Puh! Puh!

Detective Pastel's gaze cannot be avoided!

With a mindset of empathy, Pastel could deduce immediately.

If the branch manager were Pastel, he would have reviewed the double ledger before the Governor General arrived and would have been contemplating how to cover it up.

Then, if the Governor General unexpectedly arrived early, he would have welcomed her while stalling for time and instructed the secretary to quickly hide the double ledger.

A perfect deduction of empathy.

"Evidence captured!"

Pastel snatched the suspicious work documents the secretary was collecting.

This familiar weight!

It was definitely a double ledger.

Like a detective, she spread it out and looked at the documents with a sharp expression.


	Report on the status of lobbying and bribery.



Oh?

It contained details about bribing members of the Demon Realm United Kingdom and their aides to sway them to the side of the Kraft trading company. The main objective was to emphasize the public nature of the railway to receive subsidies from the United Kingdom.

However, recently, due to the radical faction of demons' railway terrorism, there was an added objective of using the United Kingdom's military for free while secretly privatizing it, and that was the main content of the report.

An ordinary document.

That meant my deduction was wrong.

The detective felt perplexed. She subtly returned the document to the secretary and crossed her arms, wearing a serious expression.

That my deduction was wrong…?

"Please wait. I’ll tidy it up soon."

"I’ll help."

"Thank you, Your Highness."

The branch manager, Ellie, and Melissa began to organize a pile of documents listing numerous bribes and bribery lists.

Pastel felt a chill at the branch manager's very calm face.

Huff, what is this sensation?

The sensation of a detective facing a perfect crime!

Thinking about it, there’s no way they would leave a double ledger out in the open. If it were Pastel, she would have hidden it away and memorized the contents in her head.

That’s right, that’s right!

Instead, she would have drawn attention to the suspicious secretary to reassure herself! Human psychology dictates that if you suspect something and then find out it’s not true, you’ll feel too guilty to suspect anything further!

Ahhh.

Chills.

I almost fell for it!

But the ever-alert detective Pastel sharply surveyed the branch manager's office. A bookshelf that filled one wall caught her eye.

Puh puh puh.

Found it right away.

No one in the world reads boring books in a workspace.

Then those bookshelves must be for decoration or for secret spaces.

Pastel hurried over and quickly examined the books. She found a suitable book at an appropriate height.

Due to the nature of the book, it would be difficult to clean it, so dust would inevitably settle on the top part that was left standing, but one book was slightly cleaner. A small difference, but a significant one that wouldn’t escape the eyes of an experienced veteran. Only a book that is frequently taken out and put back could maintain such cleanliness.

This is it!

"Evidence captured!"

Pastel swiftly pulled the book out.

With a clack, the book came out, and the gears behind the bookshelf began to turn. The surrounding books slid behind the shelf, revealing a safe.

An evil safe…!

Ahhh!

What kind of heinous double ledger must they have created to warrant a safe…!

Could it be that the Demon Realm branch had already gone bankrupt due to massive embezzlement and business failures, and they had been hiding it all this time?

Now the headquarters would have to bear the consequences!

A shadow fell over the pink girl.

Huff.

When she turned around, it was the branch manager holding a pile of documents.

Could it be an attempt at murder…!

The branch manager bowed his head.

"Thank you. To find it by eye, as I heard."

His hand reached out, and the safe's dial was manipulated. The empty safe opened. The pile of bribery documents filled the space. The safe closed, and the bookshelf returned to its original state.

The branch manager dusted off his hands.

"Everything is organized now."

As he said, the group was already seated on the sofa. The secretary served green tea.

"Thank you. The tea leaves are nice."

Melissa said with a smile, politely.

What is this?

Pastel’s expression turned serious. She scanned the branch manager's office once more with sharp eyes.

After a while, as she received the ledger, she became even more serious as she dug into the accounting issues and contradictions.

"There’s nothing unusual…?"

That can’t be.

In a branch located far from the continent, especially one where smuggling is the main business, there’s no double ledger or large-scale embezzlement to deceive the headquarters…?

There were some minor embezzlements at the employee level. But that was really just pocket money level embezzlement, and there was no significant embezzlement that should have been reflected in the ledger.

Why?

Why didn’t they do it?

My wallet is crying out in hunger!

As she was confused, Ellie, who had stayed up for two nights reviewing the ledgers with her, rubbed her eyes and muttered.

"Unlike humans, our demons are generally quite honest."

"Huff, really?"

Her pink eyes widened. The princess, who was both a close aide and the Emperor's spy, looked at her brother.

"Generally."

The princess covered her mouth and yawned softly.

"I think it seems that way because Ellie is like that. More importantly, Pastel, since the verification is done, how about enjoying some gourmet food tomorrow? We arrived early, but spending two days just looking at papers seems a bit off."

When Melissa said that, Pastel shook her head.

"No, no! That can’t be!"

She jumped up.

"Tomorrow, I will conduct a field inspection!"

Thrifty until the last day!

Surely there must be plenty of plump embezzlements at the scene!

If it were Pastel, she would have definitely done so…!

151 - I Think It's a Reasonable Doubt
The bright afternoon sun pleasantly illuminated the train station, where a salty breeze from the beach gently blew.

While the early winter wind might offer a chill that would make someone adjust their clothing, it did not apply to Walter, who was dozing off in his staff chair.

The esteemed gentlemen of the United Kingdom's parliament were busy bickering and fighting, and somehow, a perfectly functioning trading company went bankrupt and was renamed Kraft Trading Company. Yet, contrary to its infamous reputation, salaries were paid on time, and holidays were guaranteed, making the advanced welfare system quite appealing. Thus, the early winter wind was not cold at all; it was just perfect for a nap.

Once, the fear of railway terrorism had kept his mind sharp, but realizing there was no reason to terrorize this place, which only had a square metal shade with a stable and a staff chair, he found no reason to resist sleep any longer.

However, if Walter had known who the guest arriving shortly would be, the thought of napping would have vanished from his mind long ago.

As three horses galloped along the railway and reached the station, they slowly came to a stop. The sound of someone jumping down from the horse echoed.

"Beep beep. It's too much for the quality of the station to drop this much just because we ran a bit far."

"Is that so? I thought I put in quite a bit of effort."

A calm landing sound followed.

"The facilities look sturdy. There was no shoddy construction. Even though someone is sleeping over there, there is a resident staff member. Managing personnel may seem simple, but it’s a tricky task, yet the staff is at least properly stationed."

"No, no, no."

Shaking his head.

"If you're going to have a staff member stationed, you should assign at least two. Having just one is almost like not having anyone at all."

"That seems like an excessive demand. This place is not extending towards the continent but rather spreads out along the beach, so its business viability is relatively low. The train's business viability is not great either, so assigning a stable staff member to cover operational costs through station management and mail delivery is quite efficient."

"Heh. Since the Demon says so, it seems that way. After all, there's no need to be too bound by principles."

A leisurely step approached the staff chair.

"Hey, mister, sleeping mister."

Hearing the voice, Walter slowly woke up. In his blurry and hazy vision, cherry blossoms were blooming everywhere. As he gradually became more awake and aware, he realized it was a pink-haired girl.

"Hehe."

The pink eyes sent a gaze that subtly anticipated a reaction.

Walter, still half-asleep, thought blankly.

Pink...?

It was a color he was not at all familiar with, yet it stirred something in his mind. It felt like something he had heard somewhere before.

He had forgotten what his superior had explained, but he recalled hearing about the visit of the self-proclaimed great Governor General Kraft at a bar on his way home.

Pink?!

Though her outfit was simpler than the rumors suggested, her glamorous appearance and distinctive features matched the tales.

Walter snapped to attention at the crossroads of life and death, or rather, the crossroads of being fired. He stood up from his chair and instinctively improvised.

"Self-proclaimed great Governor General!"

As is often the case with reflexes, an unpleasant unconsciousness was reflected in his words.

"Self-proclaimed...?"

The pink eyes widened.

Both hands cutely covered her mouth.

"I was self-proclaimed."

Gulp.

Walter froze.

Various unpleasant futures flashed through his mind. Unfortunately, considering Kraft's infamy, the best future he could hope for was being fired, and the next was a severe beating.

Kraft, who had massacred civilians during the conquest of the Demon Realm and forced surrendered prisoners to torture fellow captives, made the prospect of a beating seem quite realistic.

Pastel maintained her cute pose with her hands covering her mouth, and when Walter remained frozen and unable to do anything, she muttered audibly.

"How about kneeling...?"

Walter immediately knelt.

Thud.

"I drank too much yesterday and ended up falling asleep! Please forgive me just this once!"

Pastel's expression turned to one of surprise.

"Gulp. If you suddenly kneel, Pastel will..."

The girl’s body twisted.

"Feel too good."

Her cheeks flushed.

"Hehe."

Walter seized the moment and shouted.

"I won't do this again! Never again!"

The pink eyes narrowed slightly, folding gently. Her eyelashes fluttered, and a subtly expectant gaze came his way.

"How about rubbing your hands together...?"

Walter immediately rubbed his hands together.

"Please forgive me just this once! Just once...!"

"Ugh."

The pink eyes seemed slightly dazed, and the girl's body twisted.

"Then, then..."

Her pink lips moved.

"Put your forehead on the ground—"

"How far are you going with this?"

The Demon pressed down on her pink crown with his palm.

"Ugh!"

Pastel shrank under the pressure. Her arms flailed.

"Demon! Demon! You're interrupting at an important time!"

"What’s so important about it?"

Ugh!

My thrilling moment!

Melissa approached the staff member.

"You can get up now. Whether you were negligent or not, you are not obligated to endure excessive reprimands in an employment relationship."

The staff member, dazed, glanced at the now utterly deflated Governor General Pastel and slowly stood up.

Ugh!

"Even Melissa...!"

Meanwhile, the heir of the Southern Commander would execute a soldier caught napping as an example! I can see it clearly without looking!

"Ugh!"

My few thrilling moments...!

Grabbing the Demon’s wrist, which pressed down on her crown, she lifted it.

"Demon! Please reward me! If you kneel and rub your hands together right now, Pastel's heart might soften!"

And if you touch your forehead to the ground, it might be very, very enjoyable!

The Demon looked incredulous.

"Young Kraft, do you think I would do that?"

"Yes!"

Pastel sent an expectant gaze.

Sparkling~!

The Demon spoke coldly.

"I won't."

"That can't be!"

Thud.

Despair.

Despair!

Huff.

The Demon doesn't understand my feelings.

And something bad is bound to happen.

Karma! Justice!

"Were there any abnormalities during work? Even minor issues not mentioned in the regular report are fine."

Regardless of whether her friend was collapsing in despair, Melissa held onto the staff member and did her job.

"Since it's true that you took a nap, please answer honestly. Shall we say it's a chance to make amends?"

The staff member hesitated.

"I don't write the report; my superior writes it for me, so I don't know what exactly is included. I can't write long texts."

"Oh. Then I'll read the report to you, so please check if anything is missing. Just a moment."

Melissa approached her own words and rummaged through her bag.

Pastel, feeling ignored by both Melissa and the Demon, puffed up her cheeks and simply stood up. The Demon dusted off the hem of her skirt, which was covered in dirt.

"Just because you’re paying attention now doesn’t mean that the sulking Pastel will turn back into a non-sulking Pastel."

"I don't care."

"Phew."

Pouting, she skipped over to Melissa.

"I'm glad I came all the way out here, right?"

Melissa pulled out the regular report she had brought. The papers were flipped.

"Indeed. It says here that you are not illiterate, but meeting you in person reveals that you are practically illiterate."

Pastel sighed heavily.

"This is why documentation is difficult. Sky Island has an academy and a high level of education, so reforms in documentation were relatively easy, but coming to the Demon Realm, where the education level is inconsistent, has led to a decline in the reliability of written reports."

"The literacy rate is the problem."

"Yes, yes. Since individuals cannot be self-sufficient, confusion and disruptions arise. Universal education is necessary."

Melissa paused. After a moment of silent contemplation, she turned her gaze back to the report.

"Is that so."

Confirming that this was the report from the station, Melissa returned to the staff member, reading one line at a time to verify the accuracy of the report.

The staff member consistently reacted with no incorrect parts, but once the report ended, he finally looked bewildered.

"An important report is missing."

Phew.

Something is missing~.

Was it a report of embezzlement?

As the staff member began to explain, a noise was heard from a distance.

Black smoke billowing from a chimney and the breath of a steam engine shaking the railway. The sound of a horn filled the beach.

Huh?

Pastel's eyes widened.

Was it train operation time?

That didn't seem right.

The Black Train was racing swiftly toward them.

Pastel felt an immense sense of discomfort at the sight.

Of course, the train owned by Kraft Trading Company was roughly comparable to the speed of a person running. It was not at all the speed of a bicycle that could blow the wind like that train.

"That's it!"

The staff member pointed at the remarkably advanced train.

"I don't know what they're doing, but they're using our railway without permission!"

What did you say?!

The train arrived at the station. But just like a thief wouldn’t stop by the police station, it sped past without slowing down.

A line of connected freight cars filled their view. The cargo volume was comparable to that of Kraft's first train transport. The only difference was that it was a million times faster than Kraft's train.

Similar transport volume with vastly superior service quality.

But they weren’t paying for the railway construction costs.

"Ugh!"

Amidst the noise of the train, Pastel screamed.

"It's business theft...!"

Immediately pursue!

152 - Even Thieves Have Their Own Ways
Suffling, shuffling.

Pastel fiddled with the luggage bag slung over the saddle. The strap came undone, and a white Magic Stone broom came into her hand.

She raised the broom high.

"Broomie friend~!"

Faster than a bicycle!

Reliable!

She stuck it between her legs. As she focused her mind on the Magic Stone inside the broom, the broom floated up.

She pointed at the Black Train, which had gotten quite far ahead in the meantime.

"I don't know what kind of wicked trick you used to have better technology than our merchant group, but it's not nearly enough speed to escape the grasp of this great Governor General Pastel!"

Pastel gripped the broom tightly.

"Iyaaaap-!"

With a shout, the broom started to fly slowly, puttering along.

Huh, it seems a bit slow.

"Broomie friend, cheer up! You can do it!"

She adapted to the broom, which she hadn't ridden in a long time, and gradually accelerated. Her pink hair was pushed back by the air and fluttered more and more.

"Alright! Pursuit! Pursuit!"

The wind wrapped around her body.

"Pastel! You dropped your sword!"

Melissa shouted from behind.

Huh?

When she looked back, the thrown Demon Sword was spinning as it flew towards her. The sharp blade gleamed.

"Uwaaack!"

If you throw a sword like this...!

I'll become Pastel, assassinated by her best friend!

Pastel flailed her arms. Then, by chance, she perfectly caught the sword. Her expression turned blank.

Huh?

She stared blankly at the Demon Sword in her hand.

Actually, I had good athletic skills.

Hehe.

She waved her arm at Melissa.

"Thanks!"

But why did you give me the sword?

Does it mean I'll have a use for it?

Heok.

Pastel froze slightly.

Am I going to fight bad people now?

No, no, I was going to fight (argue), but I wasn't going to fight (life-or-death)!

Life-or-death is a bit...

When she looked down at Melissa on the ground, Melissa smiled kindly and waved her arm before starting to talk to an employee. It seemed she was leaving the train chase and battle to Pastel and would investigate the situation herself.

Eueh.

Pastel suddenly wanted to investigate the situation diligently. It would be so great if Melissa could chase the train instead.

But Melissa didn't seem to have any intention of doing that.

She glanced down at Devil on the ground.

Devil shook his fist to cheer her on, then led Pastel's horse friend, whom she had carelessly left unattended except for the broom, to the stable.

Uwaaa.

It's nice that he's helping my horse friend that I didn't take care of, but that's not what I was hoping for.

Pastel looked back at the train, which had gotten quite far away, and hesitated.

They're bad people who are stealing someone else's business, but do I really need to fight them physically?

Originally, the business world is gentlemanly. Unlike the back alleys where guns are pointed and knives are drawn as soon as you speak, it's a place where you coldly calculate profits and losses and decide the other party's destruction, whether they beg or not.

Heok, now that I think about it, it's even scarier.

An atmosphere where they'll coldly calculate profits and losses and point a gun!

Uwaaa.

Pastel became very reluctant to go and fidgeted, then came up with a plausible safety measure. She looked down at Devil.

"Devil! Please throw me His Majesty the Emperor's sword! Ah. Gently! Throw it gently!"

Just as Devil was about to enter the stable, he looked up and reached into the luggage bag. A splendid sword was taken out and thrown into the sky. Unlike when Melissa threw it, the sword flew without spinning. The handle was facing forward so it would be easy to catch.

"Uwang."

Pastel wasn't scared and easily caught it.

Is this the difference in skill between a mage and a swordsman? I've come to respect Devil.

She strapped the Demon Sword around her waist and held His Majesty the Emperor's sword in her hand. The tip of the sword pointed at the train, which had gotten far away.

"I've heard that there are impure elements cooperating with the Demon King here! The citizens are to cooperate obediently with Governor General's investigation!"

Pastel became elated, backed by the power of His Majesty the Emperor.

She suddenly felt a sense of duty to confiscate that train for investigation and thoroughly examine the internal technology.

Heok, that's right.

Since it's a very important matter with a high possibility of being the Demon King's subordinate, if they possess suspicious technology, it must be thoroughly examined!

Loyalty to follow the imperial order grew stronger.

"Pursuit! Pursuit!"

The white broom accelerated.



"Pink, right?"

An Order member said, looking pale.

"Why is Kraft, who should still be at the port, here? Haven't we been exposed?!"

"Shut your mouth! I'm thinking!"

The team leader frowned and pondered.

It was a foregone conclusion that Governor General Kraft would visit the Demon Realm. The Order had decided to respond accordingly.

However, they hadn't anticipated that the Governor General would move to the Demon Realm almost immediately without even establishing a Governor General's office on Sky Island—shouldn't they at least build the Governor General's office building before coming!—so the response was somewhat delayed.

During the insufficient time between the urgent message from Sky Island and the arrival of the Governor General's Airship in the Demon Realm, they had erased the Order's traces from places where the Governor General's gaze might reach, but it couldn't be done properly in time.

So they were hurriedly collecting the cargo they hadn't managed to clear and running the train, but...

As if waiting for it, Governor General Kraft was waiting at the station. It was a simple entourage with no troops visible, but you can't believe what you see.

"What do we do?! Do we fight?! I heard that Para-Knight Level is the minimum, and they're hiding their true level!"

"I told you to shut your mouth!"

The team leader snapped irritably and looked at one side of the Engineer's cab.

A plain wooden box locked with a padlock was visible. It looked ordinary, but the inside was densely filled with various sealing magic circles.

Artificial Spirit only, they just need to not let the Governor General find out about the existence of the Artificial Spirit.

The countless cargoes filling the cargo hold were highly likely to have some of the Order's facilities traced back if they were taken away, but they weren't that important. From the Order's perspective, where transactions with the Evil God were important, such damage was a trivial matter.

The Evil God wanted to arrive in this world, and the Order, which had something it wanted, had to fulfill the request.

The team leader himself didn't know the specific details well, but the Artificial Spirit was an important element in that plan.

The Artificial Spirits, created with the power of souls extracted from the Evil God's transmitter, could strengthen the location signal that was insufficient with the transmitter alone. It would allow the Evil God to clearly know the location of this world.

"It's flying! It's faster than us!"

One of the Order members, who had been looking at the rear through the Engineer's cab window, shouted.

The Order member, who had been pale since earlier, was horrified when he heard it.

"Do we fight?! Do we fight?! Are we fighting?!"

The Order member grabbed a gun.

"Pretend we don't know! We're good people..."

The team leader hurriedly hid the wooden box in his arms. Then, he was startled to see the Order member run to the window and pull out the gun.

"You bastard! What are you doing!"

She's the daughter of the High Priest, don't do anything crazy!

The team leader's punch hit the Order member who was about to shoot the gun.

"Ack! Why are you hitting me!"

The fallen Order member protested. The team leader's chest was boiling at these useless actions, but he struggled to hold it in.

This low-ranking guy doesn't know that Governor General Kraft is the daughter of the High Priest and the instruction to accept Governor General Kraft if she comes to defect, so he's not guilty.

The Order member rubbed his mouth.

"Ugh, my lip is torn. Why are you hitting me! If you have a complaint, you should say it with words!"

"What do you mean he's not guilty!"

The Order member was kicked.

"Ack!"

"Team leader! Hold it in!"

Another Order member hurriedly stopped him.

"Let go! Let go...!"



Thump-thump, thump-thump.

Pastel gripped the broom tightly and calmed her pounding heart.

W-was that a gun just now?

As she approached the Engineer's cab, she clearly saw a gun peeking out from the window without glass.

It disappeared in an instant, but definitely!

Uwaaa.

If they had shot a gun, I might have had to shout, "Hormone friends, save me!"

Uwaaa.

There must be really bad people there. Completely, completely bad people who carry guns.

But since it disappeared in an instant, maybe they're not as completely, completely bad? People who don't aim a gun at someone without thinking.

No, no. The very act of carrying a gun is really, really completely, completely bad. And I have to meet those people.

Uwaaa.

Pastel stuck to the side of the train and flew aimlessly. She was approaching the Engineer's cab, but at the speed of a turtle. Since a turtle friend is faster than a rabbit friend, it could be said to be a great speed.

As she approached the Engineer's cab, she slowly raised His Majesty the Emperor's sword. She only stuck the blade out so that the sword could be seen well from inside the Engineer's cab.

"Receive the strict order of H-His Majesty the Emperor!"

Pastel shouted and then paused, wondering if this was right.

Then, realizing that the explanation was insufficient, she shouted.

"This is His Majesty the Emperor's sword!"

If you shoot, you're opposing His Majesty the Emperor!

If you shoot, you're really, really bad people...!

Surprisingly, the effect was good. The train began to slow down without any armed resistance and then stopped.

Heok.

This is the majesty of His Majesty the Emperor, amazing!

Pastel, backed by power, became elated. With a confident expression, she looked like she knew this would happen.

She leisurely flew and landed in the Engineer's cab, where the door was open.

Pastel put on the most arrogant expression befitting a messenger of His Majesty the Emperor and looked around the Engineer's cab.

She saw the Engineer and a few other people in a state of tension.

Are these the people who stole my business?

Purupuru.

It's not up to my level, who has received the strict order of His Majesty the Emperor, but since they dared to touch my business, I'll have to deal with them. Or not.

The Engineer stepped forward. And he hunched over and opened his mouth in the most polite manner possible.

"What brings you here?"

"Euhm, euhm."

Pastel arrogantly put her hands behind her back.

"I heard that this train is using Kraft Merchant Group's railroad without permission. I can't say the reason because it's confidential, but going against Kraft Merchant Group's displeasure can be said to be hindering His Majesty the Emperor's order!"

Obstructing official duties!

Uh-huh!

The Engineer became dazed.

"Unauthorized use?"

Then he exchanged glances with the other people. They shook their heads, indicating that they didn't know anything at all.

They reacted as if they had heard unexpected words. They looked as if they had been caught for a different reason but had realized that it was a reason they had never expected.

Huh?

The Engineer hurriedly rummaged through his pockets and looked at another person.

"Hey, where did you put the contract?"

Another person rummaged through the Engineer's cab drawer and brought the contract. The Engineer checked it and handed it to Pastel.

"As you can see, we have permission to operate the train. We've already paid the contract fee."

When she looked at it, it was true. It was a very expensive contract fee, and the person in charge of this area had even stamped the contract.

"How could we operate the train without permission in the first place? Our train strictly departed from Kraft Merchant Group's station and operated to here. It's usually at Kraft's terminal station."

Oh-rah-rah.

But I've never heard of it, and the Demon Realm branch doesn't know either.

But the area manager knows well enough to manipulate the lower-level reports, and he even wrote the contract himself. He received a large contract fee, of course.

Oh-ee-ing.

Pastel tilted her head.

As she silently met the Engineer's gaze, the Engineer's complexion slowly turned pale, as if he had realized something.

"Could it be..."

Pastel nodded and said matter-of-factly.

"The person in charge who wrote this contract is only responsible for the maintenance of the area and does not have the authority to manage the rental and operation of the railroad. Therefore, he does not have the authority to contract the railroad rental, and this contract is also invalid. I'm sorry, but I hope you understand that this matter is unrelated to the headquarters."

The Engineer was shocked and took the contract as if snatching it away. Then he looked at it intently with trembling hands, and his face turned red.

"That ba...!"

Another employee looked dazed. He approached Pastel and asked as if he couldn't accept the situation.

"Are we being scammed?"

Pastel nodded matter-of-factly.

"Yes. I'm sorry, but I hope you understand that this matter is unrelated to the headquarters."

I need to realize that there was no major embezzlement in the Demon Realm branch and reflect on my past confusion.

The Demon Realm branch was committing fraud, not embezzlement!

Heok, is this the Demon Realm?

How scary~.

The somewhat calmed Engineer said in a weak voice.

"What happens now?"

"First of all, it's true that you used our railroad without permission, so I think you'll have to come with us. However, since you're the victims, we'll do our best to resolve the situation."

"I understand..."

Pastel took the Engineer and employees who had been scammed back to the Demon Realm branch.

Heeuk, poor victims.

I'm also responsible as the owner of the merchant group, so I'll do my best to help you!

153 - I Think It's an Individual Employee's Misconduct
Pastel sat across from the branch manager of Kraft's Demon Realm division.

"I trusted our members. No matter how far we are from Sky Island, our honest members would never do anything wrong."

That's right!

"I'm very glad to know that after these three days of verification, it truly is the case."

Indeed, Kraft's guild was as honest as its owner!

The branch manager smiled.

"Everyone will feel proud that you show such trust."

"However, we need to rebuild our staff management and training. Simply transplanting the system from the Sky Island headquarters doesn't quite fit the Demon Realm environment."

The branch manager looked puzzled.

"We're conducting the handover systematically. What exactly made you feel that way?"

"I'd say we need training and investment to improve employee capabilities. While it's unavoidable that the illiteracy rate among new employees is high, it's a problem if employees continue to be unable to read."

Uh-huh.

"As you know, our guild aims for systematic operation through documentation. Just as the constitution establishes principles, laws set directions, and judgments distinguish between inside and outside, the guild should operate not by relying on individual improvisation but through principles and results built on countless cases."

In short.

"We strive for all employees to become interchangeable entities."

A modern system that guarantees minimal capability, no matter who sits in that position.

"Interchangeable entities…."

The branch manager muttered blankly. Then his posture straightened, and he appeared more disciplined.

Pastel chuckled.

"So, we need a lot of training and investment to enhance employee capabilities. For anyone to achieve minimal competency, every employee must at least be able to read and have the cognitive ability to make sound judgments."

She pointed somewhere.

"I rode along the Beach Railroad today, and I found someone who was illiterate! That can't be allowed! From today, the Demon Realm branch should focus resources on employee training! We should even create a dedicated department to systematize the in-house training system!"

The branch manager quickly replied.

"I will keep that in mind, Governor General."

Uh-huh!

"And I discovered that trouble arose because the minimum standard of being able to read was not met. The area supervisor manipulated the reports of illiterate employees and defrauded innocent merchants…."

Pastel took her time finishing the conversation with the branch manager. She left the branch manager's office and walked down the hallway.

Phew.

I can't believe the illiteracy rate is this high. I'm glad I could resolve it before it turned into a major issue.

It seems that Grace, the guild leader, finds it difficult to manage the Demon Realm branch in detail since she resides in Sky Island. However, the documentation approach is a product of modernization, so it can't be left to the Demon Realm branch to handle on its own.

"Brrr brrr~."

Pastel headed towards one side of the Demon Realm branch. It was a place prepared for the train to arrive. Innocent victims who had been defrauded were currently waiting.

Upon arrival, the innocent victims were huddled in front of the half-seized train, covered with blankets.

Whispering.

"What are we going to do, Team Leader? It's not like we're going to die fighting; we never imagined it would get this tangled up!"

"How would I know! Who's the fool that fell for this ridiculous scam contract?!"

"That would be you, Team Leader."

"You pathetic fool!"

"Exactly!"

Ugh.

That lousy area supervisor!

How could they deceive us into renting the railroad and then just run off with the deposit!

Feeling heavy-hearted, Pastel let her imagination run wild.

Surely, those people are passionate about train technology, enough to create trains with incredible capabilities.

—We will one day cover the entire Demon Realm with the roaring heat of steam engines!

—That's our Team Leader! I will follow you for life!

But the train business is undeniably an area that requires large-scale capital. As a poor engineer, it's beyond what they can touch.

—What? You say we can't get a business loan? If you see our train, you'll change your mind!

—No, do you know how much it costs to lay down a railroad? I have no interest in your pathetic technology, so don't be a nuisance and get out!

—Just give us one chance! Just one time…!

—Get out!

A situation where dreams were blocked by reality. Yet, selling their precious train technology and leaving it in someone else's hands was something their pride wouldn't allow.

—Team Leader, what are we going to do? The landlord says we have to either clear out those junkers or pay more rent! I told you we should set up outside the city if we were thinking about rent!

—Are you saying this is my fault?! You were the one who agreed that being in the city was the right choice to find investors!

They grabbed each other by the collar, and the necktie they had painstakingly purchased became a mess.

Whose fault is it? Well, that doesn't matter. We just wanted to vent our frustrations and despair on someone close.

The team was divided, and instead of the heat of coal in the steam engine, cold dust settled in. The necktie lay crumpled on the sofa, and the wrinkled clothes reeked of alcohol.

We knew.

This place was a swamp, and all we could do was sink day by day, dying slowly. It was a pit that couldn't go lower or higher.

But was that just our illusion?

The Devil had arrived.

—I heard there are great engineers here.

—Yes?

—Aren't you the engineers who solved unsolvable problems and developed the fastest trains?

They say the Devil speaks sweetly.

—You lacked business insight. With this level of speed, you can immediately engage in a viable transportation business. I will lend you the railroad. You just operate the train.

—No, thank you. What kind of absurd proposal is this? We've already failed. We're failures. Please don't disturb us while we drink; just leave.

—No. I won't leave. Are you going to fail like this? The future is ready. All you need is the will to pursue it.

In truth, yes. They just needed someone to push them. They were waiting for someone to reach out a hand and tell them they hadn't failed yet, to go together.

They couldn't leave or give up on their dreams because they loved what they loved too much, so they could only sink into the swamp.

—Just come up with the deposit for the railroad rental.

It was easier than expected.

—Huh? What kind of train did you make to get such a contract? Let me see.

When they brought the preliminary contract, the banker's attitude changed.

—This speed! With this, it must be viable for business! Amazing! I will approve the loan immediately!

When they showed the train, the loan amount changed, and the deposit was secured.

—I will lend you the railroad as per the contract. It will take some time, so please prepare your business while I get ready.

The first thing I did was wash the necktie.

I lathered it with soap and soaked the crumpled necktie in water, rubbing it. The old stains came out, and the smell of alcohol disappeared. It had been so dirty that it seemed irreparable, but once I touched it, it quickly became clean.

But did you know?

If you iron a wet cloth, it gets wrinkled?

I didn't know.

So, I could only laugh at the wrinkled necktie. I had to wash it again, but why did I feel such joy? Do you know? I don't.

Everything went smoothly.

Our team acted as if there had never been any conflict or division, like it was all in the past or the future.

The train was prepared, clients were secured, and morning broke.

The train puffed black smoke from its chimney, and its sturdy wheels rolled along the tracks. Countless goods received from clients followed behind.

Everything went smoothly.

We could even share trivial conversations about developing an air purifier for the engine room while inhaling the murky air of coal smoke.

Until the train was forcibly stopped and the truth was revealed.

—Stop the operation! Who do you think you are to use the railroad without permission!

—Yes? We already have a rental contract. We have the contract here.

—That can't be! Show me the contract. Hmm? This is invalid. The person who wrote this contract is only responsible for maintaining the area and does not have the authority to decide on the rental and operation of the railroad. Therefore, you have no authority to contract the railroad rental, and this contract is also invalid.

It was a scam.

—But we already paid the deposit!

—That doesn't matter.

—Then what about our deposit…!

—Oh, really, it doesn't matter! You operated the train without permission, so let's go!

—Wait! At least let us finish transporting the goods! If we can't transport them on time, there will be penalties…!

—That's your problem! Take them away!

Yeah, that was a long story.

Our train stopped.

It would be hard to get it rolling again.

What angers me the most is not that our future has vanished or that we will ultimately remain failures.

The scammer, without knowing or caring about the technical achievements or potential of the steam engine we created, scammed us for a few measly coins.

They erased the future where new technologies would be announced, markets would be activated, new competitors would emerge, and people who would share what we love and love what we love would come into existence, all for a few measly coins.

That was so infuriating.

I was so furious…

One thing the scammer said was right.

We shouldn't have gone out.

We should have been proud.

In the moment when the banker didn't even glance at our dreams, we should have stood our ground and proven ourselves right there. We should have bet everything we had.

You saw it too. That we could have done it. That it would have been enough to show it proudly. That we should have been confident in front of our dreams, not intimidated by the unfamiliar atmosphere, awkward neckties, and condescending gazes.

Oh dear.

This is where my story ends.

Are you loving what you love without regrets?

I hope so.

Goodbye.

"Ugh."

Pastel became emotionally sensitive in her brain's fantasies.

"Yes! I will proudly love money and power from now on…!"

So touching.

"What?"

The engineer and the team members, who had been the objects of her fantasies, looked on in shock.

Pastel took the engineer's hand firmly.

"You've worked so hard! That passion! That skill! That patent! Kraft's guild will take responsibility for all of it!"

To propose a technology deal while postponing the punishment for the unauthorized use of the railroad!

I feel so good!

A quick-witted guild member rushed to bring the relevant contracts.

When the engineer received the contract, he looked dumbfounded, and another team member spoke up.

"So, are you saying that Kraft's guild will take responsibility and compensate us for the contract scam we fell victim to?"

Pastel's expression turned businesslike in an instant.

"Oh, please understand that this has nothing to do with the headquarters. Please discuss the scam contract with the parties involved in the scam."

Their gazes pierced through her.

After saying what she had to say, Pastel wiped her eyes, now emotionally sensitive again.

Sniff sniff.

It was such a sad story.

154 - Bburubburubbu Bbururubbuya
"Isn't it your responsibility to resolve this since your employee scammed us?"

A member of the Order pressed.

"Excuse me?"

Governor General Pastel flinched, stammering, "That’s just an individual’s misconduct! The headquarters is not at fault! Please resolve this with the party involved!"

Meanwhile, the team leader stared intently at the patent contract.

What is going on?

I don’t understand the Governor General's intentions.

Another member of the Order approached and whispered.

"What is that Governor up to?"

The team leader, cautious enough that a regular person wouldn’t hear, whispered back.

"I have no idea. Why are they giving this to us? Are they genuinely trying to conduct a patent transaction?"

Or is there some sinister scheme involved? It seems like our identity as members of the Order hasn’t been discovered, but I wonder if we might get tangled up for some other reason.

"Have we even applied for the patent?"

"Do you think we have?"

The Order is not some legitimate business.

Pastel, trembling under the pressure of the questioning Order member, suddenly flinched.

Turning sharply to look this way, they had a puzzled expression. Then, a completely wicked thought seemed to cross their mind, and they exclaimed, "Ah!" before shaking their head vigorously.

Governor General Pastel resumed trembling as if nothing had happened.

"Ah! Please don’t! We are not at fault! But I will consider the circumstances, so please calm down."

The whispering Order member looked dazed.

"What was that just now?"

"Can they hear our voices?"

"In this tone on this street? They can’t be human if they can!"

The team leader nodded, thinking about the ant-like voices from a distance.

"Well, they do say geniuses have chaotic thoughts, so maybe that’s it."

"Team Leader."

A junior member of the Order, with chapped lips, hesitantly approached. This was the one who had almost caused an incident by aiming a gun at Pastel on the train and then got hit by the team leader.

"Uh, right. Are your lips okay? I was a bit harsh earlier, even if we were in a hurry."

"That’s true. I’ll accept your apology, but I hope you won’t do that again next time."

This kid.

"More importantly."

The junior member rubbed their chapped lips with their tongue, adopting a serious expression.

"I think we’ve fallen into a trap set by our Kraft Governor."

"Uh-huh."

The team leader’s expression turned skeptical.

The junior member spoke passionately.

"Look at our situation. We’re trapped in Kraft’s territory. It may not be visible right now, but they’ve surely surrounded us with troops."

The team leader glanced around. The train and tracks were visible, surrounded by walls and buildings.

Even though it’s a wide open space, it looks like we’re trapped at the station. Although the tracks are on the outskirts, we’ve entered the station, which is part of the territory.

They could surround us, but...

"Why?"

"What do you mean?"

"Why would the Governor do that?"

"Huh?"

"If they were going to surround us with troops, they would have done it earlier. The Governor was already here before we arrived at the coastal station. If they were going to do it, they would have done it then."

Back then, I was anxious about being discovered as members of the Order, but considering the Governor’s actions afterward, it seems more likely that it was a coincidence.

The junior member hesitated, then thought for a moment before countering.

"No, that’s not it. It’s better for them to have us in this environment if they want to capture us, so they led us here."

Huh? Is that so?

The team leader’s expression changed at the surprisingly rational statement.

"That could be possible. If capturing us is the goal, they would change locations while pretending."

His hand unconsciously fidgeted around the edges of the wooden box he was hiding.

If the Governor had heard that this was an artificial spirit, they might want to capture the carrier to obtain additional information.

"Exactly! If it was according to the Governor’s plan, we shouldn’t have come here in the first place! It’s like sticking our heads into a tiger’s mouth!"

"Is that so?"

The team leader crossed his arms and hummed thoughtfully.

"But it’s been a while since we arrived here, and the Governor hasn’t called for troops, so it seems like it might not be the case."

If it’s not, then moving on our part could be a bigger problem.

If the Governor is mistaking us for innocent engineers and their party, it would be best to play along and slip away.

"I understand your opinion, so you stay quiet. I’ll check slowly."

Even though the junior member almost caused an incident earlier, it seems they provided a sharp opinion this time.

The team leader now kept a close watch on Governor General Pastel, who was retreating with a pained expression under the pressure of the Order member’s complaints.

The junior member suddenly scrunched their face.

"Are you trying to steal my credit right now? I could have taken down the careless Governor, but you interfered and fell into a trap, so now you want to make up for it by taking my credit?"

"What?"

The team leader was taken aback, speechless.

"If you had just run away holding the wooden box, it would have been fine, but you had to act and hide it, and now look where we are. So are you trying to take my credit now to make up for your responsibility?"

"Hey, how does that even work?"

The team leader tried to explain his position and duties.

"Ouch!"

In the distance, Governor General Pastel suddenly fell over.

"Shouldn’t the Order take responsibility? Are you okay?!"

"Ugh, I’m fine."

Governor General Pastel staggered to their feet. They brushed off the hem of their white clothing and checked their pink hair, horrified.

"Ugh, my hair is dirty too. Just a moment, I’ll shake it out and tie it back."

The small braids that had been tied up came undone. The Governor shook their hair and began tying the left small braid first.

The team leader watched the Governor and, seeing nothing wrong, turned back to the junior member of the Order.

"I can understand what misunderstanding you might have had, but what do you mean it’s my fault? That was the best I could do at the time, and now you’re spouting nonsense."

"Are you trying to evade responsibility right now?"

The argument continued.

As their faces turned red and the argument was about to escalate into a fistfight, a group came rushing into the station and open space.

"Everyone, stop!"

They were members of the former Knights Order, clearly identifiable by their knight armor.

"With the recent terror threats, why have you entered without permission?!"

The team leader flinched.

"What’s going on?"

"Aren’t we supposed to run away?!"

"You stay quiet for a moment."

The team leader physically restrained the junior member of the Order and hurriedly checked on Governor General Pastel.

"Uh-oh."

Governor General Pastel’s eyes were wide with surprise.

"Everyone, what’s going on here?"

The former Knights member saluted with a stern face.

"With the current atmosphere of terror from the radical faction, it is inappropriate for you, Governor, to recklessly bring in outsiders."

"Excuse me? Ugh, does that mean we have to undergo a body search? It would be dangerous if someone brought explosives. Ugh."

"Yes, a body search. That’s correct."

The former Knights member looked over at them.

"We will conduct a body search on everyone. Normally, outsiders must undergo this every time they enter, so please cooperate smoothly."

The team leader became increasingly confused.

What the...



The engineer and their party whispered among themselves and complied with the body search.

The engineer stepped forward with a tense expression.

"We have no intention of terrorism."

"Yes, it will be over quickly."

The former Knights member examined the engineer’s body over their clothes. Although it seemed casual, it was not simple since a Para-Knight Level was checking with their senses.

"Wow."

So this is how the Knights conduct body searches.

Pastel curiously peered around the diligent former Knights members following the guidelines.

"What’s in this wooden box? It’s a good size for holding explosives."

The former Knights member pulled the wooden box from the engineer’s possession. The lock on the box rattled.

The engineer, with a tense expression, calmly replied.

"It’s a customer’s valuable item. Normally, it should have been transported with the cargo."

Gasp, a valuable item.

The former Knights member looked back at Pastel.

Pastel approached eagerly, hiding behind the Para-Knight and peeking out.

"What is it? What kind of valuable item is it?"

I’m curious.

The engineer looked flustered. As they pondered what the valuable item was, Pastel answered instead.

"Could it be that it’s so valuable that even the engineer doesn’t know? We sometimes have customers who don’t tell us what the items are."

"That’s right. I don’t know. That’s why it needs to be handled more carefully."

"Gasp, then we can’t just leave it like this!"

"Excuse me?"

"It’s not our responsibility, but since you were scammed due to an employee’s misconduct, we will specially consider it and have the Kraft Order deliver the valuable item!"

We are the responsible Kraft Order!

Yes, yes!

The engineer, flustered, waved their hands.

"You don’t need to do that."

"It’s okay! Our Order started the delivery business with the good intention of delivering necessary items to those who lack them, so we can’t just overlook this situation!"

Pastel took the wooden box from the former Knights member.

"I’ll move it to a special box for valuable items! We’ll double wrap it in a box!"

So professional.

"Continue with the body search!"

"Excuse me?! No, you don’t need to do that..."

Pastel hurriedly walked away, humming a cheerful tune.

Today, Pastel is doing good deeds again~.

Beep beep, ba-da-ba~.

Suddenly, the wooden box shook.

Huh?

Pastel stopped and looked down at the wooden box. The lock rattled wildly and vibrated.

Oh dear.

The surface of the wooden box that was securing the lock shattered, and the lid flew open violently, releasing a Dark Aura.

"Uwaah!"

From within the aura, a small, round, black shape emerged. The small, murky mass charged straight through Pastel.

"Ah!"

Pastel screamed and collapsed.

Save Pastel...!

Feeling the spot where they were pierced in the chest, they hesitated.

"Huh, it doesn’t feel like anything."

I thought something very serious was happening, but it wasn’t.

Screams erupted behind them.

Looking back, the Dark Aura that had passed through Pastel was now piercing through the bodies of the engineer and their party, as if seeking revenge on those who had trapped it.

The engineer screamed. The clothes covering their body rotted away, revealing their skin. The cracked and darkened skin began to necrotize and decay.

Ugh?

The engineer’s party scratched at their bodies, screaming in succession as they collapsed. In agony, their limbs twisted, their skin burst, and blood splattered.

Ugh?

After completing its revenge, the Dark Aura paused as it was about to attack the former Knights members. When it stopped its charge, it became clear that there was a small shape that was not quite human within the aura.

The shape, flustered, flew over.

After staring blankly for a moment, a voice came through.

—Why are you okay...?

A piercing scream echoed. The engineer’s body, decaying and rotting, could no longer withstand it and burst apart. Blood splattered, and chunks of flesh covered the ground.

Ugh.

Pastel felt a screw come loose in their head.

Not quite human, but a small being with limbs.

"Gasp, is that a Fairy?"

Silence fell.

The dazed Fairy turned around. The chunks of flesh, soaked in red blood, turned black and began to rot.

The Fairy looked at Pastel. Then, looking up at the sky and back again, they rolled their eyes and covered their mouth with their small hands.

—That’s right!

The Fairy had a surprised expression.

Wow, it’s a Fairy!

155 - What Does the Fairy Eat to Live?
Pastel opened her eyes wide in bed.

"Huh?"

Drool dripped down the side of her mouth.

I was definitely face-to-face with the Fairy, so why am I suddenly in bed?

As she pressed down on the bed with her hands, she felt the softness of the special bed for Governor General Pastel.

Wow, it’s really a bed.

She wiped her mouth with her sleeve and propped herself up, her messy hair falling over her shoulders.

Ugh.

"I guess it was a dream. Well, there aren't any fairies in reality."

Realizing it right away, I must be smart.

—It’s not a dream!

"Whoa!"

Pastel jumped in surprise and turned her head to the bedside table.

The Fairy, radiating a dark aura, was sitting in a flower pot, staring at her. The pink flower in the pot was rotting into a purplish hue and dropped off.

"Whoa, Fairy?"

It wasn’t a dream!

—That’s right! I’m a fairy!

The Fairy crossed her arms and nodded.

Nod, nod.

—I’m a righteous fairy who brings good fortune to the kind and misfortune to the wicked!

The Fairy cast her gaze at Pastel.

—From what I see, you’ve been chosen! You’ve been chosen to save the fate of the fairy world!

"Really?!"

So that’s what it was?!

Well, it did feel a bit strange!

I was born PinkPink, but the situation I found myself in since I regained consciousness was anything but PinkPink, and even now, the things I have to do aren’t PinkPink at all!

But it was all just a buildup to save the fairy world!

Shocking.

Pastel gained another realization.

No wonder! No wonder!

Money and power are nice, but I thought my innate appearance was too mismatched!

But in reality, it was a divine revelation to pursue the PinkPink money and power of the fairy world!

Pastel clasped her hands together and sent a sparkling gaze.

"What should I do?"

Should I launch a market economy attack on the pure fairy world?

Should I incite inflation in the fairy world using exchange rate differences and product disparities?

No, no!

Should I take on the evil suit-wearing financiers targeting the pure fairy world with my PinkPink charm?!

Take that!

Feel the strike of PinkPink Pastel……!

Introducing foreign exchange management laws! Hot money control! Investment inflow restrictions! Capital gains tax increases! Remittance purpose restrictions! Currency swaps! Interest rate cuts! Treasury bond purchases!

The Fairy looked pleased.

—Hmm! You communicate well, don’t you? You have a very important mission!

"Please tell me!"

Pastel raised one hand high.

"I, Pastel, will dedicate myself to the stability of the fairy world!"

I’ll become a founding hero!

—What you need to do urgently is…….

The Fairy said with a serious expression.

Thump, thump.

—You need to prepare a place for me to stay!

Wow, that’s too realistic.

The Fairy had been homeless.

No wonder her name was Fairy.

"Don’t worry! There are plenty of places around me for you to stay! Feel free to stay anywhere!"

Relative-rich Pastel!

The Fairy smiled brightly.

—Oh, really?

"Yes!"

Pastel nodded. Then she hesitated, thinking that if she was going to bring someone in, wouldn’t she need the Demon’s permission?

『Have you awakened?』

Just then, the Demon entered the room.

"Ah! Demon! You came at the right time! The Fairy is……!"

Pastel pointed to the flower pot where the Fairy had been sitting, only to be startled by the empty air.

Huh?

There was no dark aura, nor even a shadow of the Fairy. Her finger, having lost its target, awkwardly waved in the air before drooping down.

"Where did the Fairy go?"

『Fairy? Have you been reading fairy tales?』

The Demon sat on the bed. He reached out and checked Pastel’s forehead temperature.

『Are you alright? Hah. I let you wander alone, and you fainted right away. I think I was more at ease when you were bound to the Demon Sword.』

Pastel’s pink eyes widened.

"I fainted?!"

『Would you think you wouldn’t have?』

The Demon looked incredulous.

『What happened? Everyone except you was dead at the scene. If even a former Knight Order member at Para-Knight Level died, something serious must have happened.』

Huh?

"Really? What happened?"

『That’s why I’m asking you. I conducted an investigation, but there were no traces of battle or remnants of magic. It’s almost a mystery.』

What is this?

Is this incident where even the Archdemon doesn’t know what happened?

Pastel pondered over her memories.

She clearly remembered that after realizing the Engineer and his group had transformed from innocent victims to suspicious victims, she had called some former Knight Order members to search their bodies.

Then a wooden box appeared.

The Fairy popped up!

—Whoa, is that the Fairy?!

—That’s right!

She had shown her detective skills by quickly deducing the Fairy’s identity.

And then.

A red scene flashed through her mind.

"Ugh."

Pastel felt a sharp pain in her head.

"I feel like something happened, but this seems to be in the realm of hormonal friends."

It seemed like a memory too difficult to recall with a clear mind.

『Hmm.』

The Demon crossed his arms and pondered.

『Yeah, stability is needed. Let’s skip this topic. I’ll bring warm milk. Even if you don’t feel sick, lie down.』

"Yes!"

The Demon left the room.

Pastel jumped up from the bed. She looked around and cupped her hands around her mouth like a megaphone.

"Fairy! Where are you!"

The fact that the Fairy disappeared as soon as the Demon arrived was like a fantasy, just like the fairy world.

Huh?

Could it be that I hit my head while fainting?

Was the Fairy an illusion created by my smart brain friend?

Wow, realistically thinking, there’s no way a fairy world could exist.

Pastel wouldn’t shout about introducing foreign exchange management laws! Hot money control! Investment inflow restrictions! And so on.

In reality, everything was just an illusion of mental weakness.

"Fresh seaweed……."

If it’s fresh seaweed, I need to lie in bed until it becomes dried seaweed.

Pastel decided to obediently lie in bed as the Demon said.

She opened the blanket.

The Fairy peeked her head out from inside.

—You must not tell anyone about my existence!

"Whoa!"

Pastel jumped in surprise.

"You were hiding here, Fairy?!"

—More importantly, you must never let anyone know about my existence!

The Fairy said firmly.

—If my existence is revealed, there will be pursuit from bad people!

"Really?"

Thinking about it, the Fairy had been trapped in the suspicious Engineer’s wooden box, and the illegal train was transporting cargo somewhere. The fact that the Fairy was imprisoned meant it was a large organization.

So, the incident where everyone died while I fainted was an assassination by a suspicious organization to eliminate evidence?

Since their own low-ranking members like the Engineer had their identities exposed, it might be a cold strategy to kill them on the spot to cut off the tail rather than let them be tracked.

But killing the Governor General who received the Emperor’s sword wouldn’t come without significant backlash, so they made sure I fainted so I wouldn’t see anything?

That sounds plausible.

How dare that suspicious organization toy with the great Governor General Pastel…….

Pastel pondered and stopped thinking, as all she could think of was the Order when it came to suspicious organizations.

Anyway, it must be the Order’s doing!

Boo! Evil Order……!

"I understand! I won’t tell anyone about the Fairy’s existence!"

Pastel pretended to zip her mouth.

After all, popular people tend to keep their mouths shut!

"But do you know what happened while I was fainted? The people we needed to capture died in the meantime."

The Fairy stared blankly.

Then she smiled and shouted.

—I don’t know! I ran away before something happened and came back after it was all over! Isn’t it the work of bad people?!

Even the Fairy acknowledges that there are bad people!

"They’re totally bad people! For the stability of the fairy world, I will take revenge!"

Bad Order!

I’ll rush to the Demon Realm capital and bring the forces of the United Kingdom and the private soldiers of the Demon Realm Corporation!

All troops! Attack the Order!

I don’t know where they are, but!

『What are you mumbling about?』

The Demon entered the room holding a steaming cup of milk.

"Whoa!"

Quickly looking around, the Fairy had long since disappeared.

The Fairy’s quick reflexes!

Phew!

Pastel sighed in relief and shot a glare at the Demon.

"Demon! How can you just come into my room like that? I have a right to my privacy too!"

『What?』

The Demon looked very perplexed.

He seemed so flustered that his emotions didn’t immediately convert into words. After handing the milk cup to Pastel, he spoke a moment later.

『If we’re going to talk about it, I have a lot more to say. If you really want, you can do the laundry yourself.』

Pastel gulped down the milk in one go. The warm sweetness flowed through her body. She chewed on the magic stone powder that crunched like sugar and swallowed it.

Then she pointed a finger at the Demon.

"That’s that, and this is this! A room is a personal space, and I have the right to my personal time! Do you know how long I’ve been a kid?! It’s already well into the second semester, and in just a few months, I’ll be 15 years old!"

Pastel shouted, tidying up the blanket. The evidence of the Fairy’s presence was eliminated. Her heart raced.

She felt like a bad kid hiding something from her guardian.

The Demon rubbed his face with one hand. His expression remained perplexed for a while.

His mouth opened and closed before he finally managed to speak.

『Alright, I understand. I’ll consider it.』

Consider it?

"I’m not asking you to consider it; I’m asking you to guarantee my privacy! It’s because of this that I’m saying all this!"

Pastel pressed on with momentum.

The Demon’s expression turned one of suffocation. He retrieved the empty milk cup and tapped it unnecessarily.

『Alright, fine. Well, um.』

The Demon glanced back at the door for no reason. Then he looked at Pastel and awkwardly turned back to the door.

『Should I knock and then come in?』

Pastel’s pink eyes sharpened.

"Knocking is basic manners! And you shouldn’t just come into my room without my permission!"

The Demon’s fingers fiddled with his mouth.

『Right, I see. That’s correct.』

The Demon mumbled as if he had just realized something.

Then he trembled slightly with his fingertips and turned his body.

『I understand. Just rest for now.』

It seemed like he was trying to escape from the awkward situation.

The Demon left, and the door closed. There was an additional sound of locking, as if respecting her privacy had taken effect.

Pastel stared at the door for a moment with a fierce expression. Then her face gradually brightened.

Her arms shot up in the air.

"Oh yeah! I’ve defeated the evil Archdemon!"

Pastel is amazing!

She quickly looked around.

"Fairy! Fairy!"

She lifted the blanket and looked under the bed.

"Fairy! Fairy!"

She tried to open the drawer by the bedside. The Fairy peeked her head out from under the pillow.

—Good job! That’s how you do it!

Aha!

I’m so capable!

"High five!"

Pastel extended her palm towards the Fairy’s palm. A small clap echoed.

Yay!

156 - I Have Privacy Too
"Is there something good happening?"

Melissa, sitting in the front seat of the train, glanced over while sorting through documents and asked.

Oh?

Pastel stopped writing with his fountain pen, which had been directing the consolation measures for the deceased former Knights Order members and instructing to fill their vacancies with other former members.

"I'm really sorry that it doesn't match the situation, but yes!"

Pastel chuckled.

"I feel like my soul is being filled, so I'm happy! With the current state, money and power might not matter?"

"Really?"

Melissa looked surprised.

"Aside from the condolences, that's quite a pleasant surprise. I believed that one day you would break free from your impure greed and find your dignity."

"Eh? If you flatter me like that, I might suddenly want to evolve into Super Ultra Governor General Pastel!"

"What is that? I think I spoke too soon. I'll take that back."

"Ah? Then Pastel will feel sad!"

Pastel made a pouty face while doodling with the fountain pen. The document was completed.

He stretched and handed it over to the very busy Ellie, who was sitting next to him, while yawning.

"Ugh! Hah! Melissa, have you ever experienced something like a fairy tale? Like meeting a fairy?"

"A fairy tale experience?"

Melissa tickled her cheek with the quill and recalled her memories.

"I have. Definitely."

"Oh? You do?"

Wow!

Is this a fantasy world?

I thought Melissa was so innocent that she believed in fairy tale books, but maybe she actually has experiences that formed her confirmation bias?!

Well, I met a fairy too!

"Tell me! Tell me! I'm curious!"

"My mother said that in our territory, there is a legend passed down through generations."

Wow! Wow! A legend!

Her pink eyes sparkled.

Seeing the positive reaction, Melissa felt a bit shy.

"It's not about dragons or anything like that."

"That's okay! That's okay! Even if it's not a glowing dragon, tell me!"

Melissa cleared her throat.

"The legend says that if a talented child listens well to their parents and works diligently, the biggest apple tree in the territory will give them a gift."

"Wow?"

Pastel's mouth dropped open in surprise and then froze. Only her pink eyes rolled around.

Isn't that just a lie parents tell to make their kids behave?

The premise of the legend is way too convenient for the parents!

If you listen well to your parents, you'll get a gift!

Moreover, if any child could receive it, the number of gifts to prepare would be overwhelming, so they specifically avoided trouble by saying it was a talented child!

Melissa covered her mouth and chuckled.

"You might not believe it, but it's true. I received a gift too. On the day I could draw 16 strokes, I ran to the biggest apple tree, and there was a gift waiting for me. It was this."

A wand was pulled out from her wizard robe. Her fingers brushed against the wooden surface.

"It's a branch from the apple tree. The apple scent is gone now, but it used to smell for a while."

Wow, wow.

Pastel was in shock and conflicted.

Should I tell this innocent friend the truth?

Or should I respect the efforts of Camelot's Duke, who worked tirelessly to protect his child's innocence?

The thought of creating a legend to encourage good behavior and then seeing his daughter shine with belief, leading him to hurriedly order an apple tree magic wand and wait for the right timing, tugged at her heart.

This is like the Santa Claus dilemma...!

Pastel, unsure, clapped her hands.

"Melissa, that's amazing! I want something like that too!"

"Since you're not a resident of our territory, that would be difficult. But if you visit the territory again, I'll introduce you to the biggest apple tree."

"Okay, okay!"

Pastel nodded vigorously.

I guess meeting a fairy makes me special.

Wow.

She quickly turned her head to the side. Ellie was squinting at the personnel changes of the former Knights Order.

"Have you ever experienced something like a fairy tale, Ellie?"

Pastel began to ask the people around her to bask in her superiority.

Ellie turned her eyes toward her while keeping her head fixed on the documents.

"Could you lower your voice? It's distracting."

Huh?

She’s been working overtime for two days, and now her subordinate, who has been leaving on time for those two days, is trying to make small talk, which is annoying.

Oh, Ellie has been working overtime for three days, so that example might be a bit off!

Ahh.

Pastel obediently turned her head and placed her hands demurely on her thighs. She maintained a quiet and composed demeanor, more so than anyone else in the world.

"I'm sorry."

Melissa, who had joined in the chatter, flustered and looked for something to do. Of course, there wasn't much a low-ranking member could do regarding important matters like personnel changes, so she was just flustered.

The train shook as it ran along the tracks. Even though there were orders to analyze the suspicious train of the suspicious engineer crew to acquire their suspicious technology, they couldn't apply it immediately to the train, so it was running at the speed of a person, let alone a bicycle.

However, running day and night without rest was still faster than riding a horse. Since riding was difficult for commoners, there was a certain demand for passenger transport in addition to freight transport.

Of course, it was slower than changing horses midway or taking an airship, so Pastel still had to send urgent news to the capital of the Demon Realm by means other than the train, as the technology was still far from being able to cover operational costs with just civilian business.

What could be expected was the suspicious technology of the suspicious engineer crew.

The Order, which was thought to be specialized in producing magic stone drugs or poison gas, easily surpassed Kraft's technology. Even though it was a joint technology of the Sky Island and the Demon Realm United Kingdom!

Ah, it feels like facing a lifelong nemesis.

Since it's the workplace of a father who left home, it feels like a lifelong nemesis too.

—Look here, look here.

Oh?

Pastel heard the very small whisper of the fairy and looked around. She couldn't see even a fingertip of the fairy in the passenger car.

—It's outside!

Upon listening closely, she realized it was coming from outside. Logically, it would be normal for something to be inside the passenger car, so she checked there first.

"Wait, let me open the window! It feels stuffy!"

Pastel flung the window open. The wind rushed in with a whoosh. Her pink hair fluttered.

"Wow! So refreshing!"

It was so refreshing that it was almost cold!

Pastel leaned her head out the window, with the sound of papers fluttering in the background.

"Fairy!"

Where are you?

—Shh.

The fairy, perched on top of the passenger car, hurriedly placed a finger to her lips.

Oh right!

The fairy's existence is a secret!

Pastel placed her finger to her lips as well.

"Shh!"

—No, shh.

Oh.

The fairy looked at Pastel, speechless.

Then, realizing that the original purpose was more important, she continued to whisper.

—I’m not used to hiding yet, so I think I showed myself to others while being outside the passenger car. What should I do about the witnesses?

"What?"

A small finger pointed toward the vast open field.

A group was riding horses, approaching while pointing toward the scarlet sunset. The masks wrapped around their mouths and the rifles in their hands were noticeable.

"Ahhh!"

It's obviously a train robbery gang...!

The fairy wrapped her arms around herself and trembled.

—I’m a righteous fairy, so I don’t know how to deal with the witnesses! What should I do?

Oh dear.

"Fairy, can you do anything?"

Like Super Ultra Fairy Magic?

—I’m kind, so I don’t know how to fight...

The fairy smiled brightly.

—I can grant wishes!

A dark aura flickered.

—What wish do you want?

Granting wishes?

Wow! That’s totally a fairy-like ability!

Of course, she’s a fairy!

Pastel's heart raced.

This is like a story where a good person living a good life in a village is praying for salvation when a bad gang shows up, and the deity answers!

"I want..."

What should I say?

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"I want the world's greatest money and power...!"

Pastel shouted out her desires.

And then immediately felt a gasp.

This is way too out of the blue!

Totally unrelated to the situation!

Moreover, it's not even a good wish to ask of the fairy!

Ahhh!

So embarrassing!

I feel like hiding in a mouse hole...!

"Not that!"

Pastel quickly recited a sincere prayer, trying to shake off her embarrassment. Her eyes closed, and her hands clasped together.

"Please let the robbers leave without fighting!"

The fairy nodded.

—Money and power? Got it! I’ll try!

Huh?

The fairy clasped her hands and closed her eyes.

—God, please give this girl the world's greatest money and power.

Granting wishes was subcontracted work.

The fairy, attempting to make the wish with a somewhat half-hearted voice, opened her eyes without a 0.01-second delay and said,

—Oh no! Such an excessive wish for a mere fairy, huh?

Her gaze turned toward the vast open field.

The horse-riding robbers were slowly approaching at a speed a million times faster than the slow train.

Then, the leading horse stumbled. The leader wobbled and fell off. The following robbers panicked and pulled the reins. A cloud of dust rose. The gallop came to a halt.

Oh?

The robbers hurriedly jumped off their horses. They helped the injured leader and shouted as they hurriedly placed him on a horse and turned the reins. The gang quickly fled back the way they came.

Oh wow.

This is!

Pastel quickly turned to the fairy.

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"Did you just pretend to joke and grant my wish?!"

You have wit too!

Fairy, you’re amazing!

—Oh?

The fairy looked flustered.

—Oh, oh! That’s right! I did it! I’m a fairy, after all!

The fairy puffed out her chest. An arrogant posture was taken.

—I’m a fairy who can do this much, so it’s better for you to follow my words from now on!

"Wow! I’ll remember that!"

Fairy, you’re incredible!

157 - With the Fairy Lamp, Anything is Possible
If I'm with the Fairy who grants wishes, I can accomplish anything!

Oh my.

The Fairy who grants wishes?

Gasp, I know this fairy tale.

What should I say, what should I say...

Fairy lamp! No, magic lamp?

Anyway, it's a lamp that grants your wishes!

The prince, who was chased away after a cowardly power struggle, accidentally finds a magic lamp in the desert and returns to the capital, defeating his competitors with bizarre schemes and seizing power!

Gasp, this can't be! This can't be!

It's exactly what I want!

The Demon couldn't make a contract like a demon, but the Fairy is different!

Could it be that the Fairy and I are fated to be together?

But the Fairy said that the world's greatest wealth and power are beyond her capabilities, so I feel a bit disappointed. It seems like we're a little lacking in that fated connection.

Ugh.

I'm sorry, Fairy. I know you're disappointed. But the seat next to a popular person can't just be given to anyone! You're not just anyone, Fairy, you're someone I want to be close to for a thousand years!

"I think Pastel is feeling overly good today. I wonder if something good has happened?"

Melissa whispered to Ellie.

But the keen-eared Pastel heard everything and perked up her ears while walking ahead.

"Something good."

Ellie pondered seriously.

Then, as a senior who had learned from many experiences, she earnestly advised her junior.

"It's not good to be too perceptive. Even if you're curious, pretend you don't know. Pastel herself said that if you gaze into the abyss, the abyss gazes back at you."

Gasp, if someone heard that, they might think that Governor General Pastel was secretly plotting something wicked and feeling high after succeeding.

"Is that so?"

Melissa tilted her head. Then, thinking about it, she approached with the confidence of being ranked number one among friends.

"Pastel. You've been looking happy for the past few days. Is there something good going on?"

"I don't know!"

Ever since meeting the Fairy, it's been strangely like I've taken medicine!

But wait, wasn't popular Pastel always in a good mood?

So feeling good isn't something special.

Wow, this seems to be the answer~!

Pastel hummed as she walked.

The end of the Airship corridor came into view. Although they had boarded the train as per the existing schedule for a business check, there was a suspicious group that had committed a massacre in front of the Governor General, so they had quickly moved by Airship.

They were slowly approaching the capital of the Demon Realm United Kingdom. Due to security issues, the dock was on the outskirts of the capital, so they had to go a bit further.

"I think I know why you're feeling good, Pastel."

Melissa approached with her hands behind her back and smiled.

"Oh really?"

You know a reason I don't even know!

"It's because of Bellamonte, right? I instructed that when the greeting letter arrives at Sky Island, it should be transported to the capital of the Demon Realm in advance, so it should be around the time Bellamonte's letter is arriving. Right? Popular Pastel?"

Pastel's eyes widened.

Alsier!

I had forgotten about her existence.

Gasp.

Since Alsier had returned to the northern duke's family due to succession issues, Pastel, who tends to forget when she's not around, had completely forgotten about her.

Oh my.

But, but.

Since Alsier originally had little presence, even if she hadn't left, I would have likely forgotten about her anyway!

So it's not particularly that I forgot!

Yes, yes!

"Is that right?"

Melissa looked at her. Her eyes sparkled with curiosity about the answer.

"Gasp."

Pastel covered her mouth and showed a surprised expression.

"How did you know!"

Popular Pastel was excited because she was looking forward to Alsier's letter~!

"Just as I thought."

Melissa, who got the answer right, felt proud.

"I'm looking forward to what kind of letter it will be. I'm worried about how the succession dispute has progressed. Hmm. I did push her a bit, though."

While Melissa was worried, she also had a slightly guilty expression. Even though she had given very noble advice about the duties of nobility, it seemed she felt a bit uneasy about sending her friend into a dangerous situation.

Melissa is so kind~.

"Alsier will do well! Of course, she will, because Alsier is a friend of both me and Melissa! There’s no way she would die from a misstep on the stairs!"

"That's unexpected. I thought you would be more worried, Pastel."

Melissa turned to look out the window of the Airship corridor. White feather clouds drifted across the blue sky.

"Well, if you trust Alsier, then that makes sense. Pastel, you're learning something again today."

"Yes, yes!"

Pastel looked out the window following Melissa. For a moment, the buildings of the Demon Realm came into view below.

"Wow! We’ve arrived! We’ve arrived! It’s the United Kingdom!"

"The border was crossed a while ago."

Ellie, who had been quiet, corrected her.

"Ugh! Ellie, you broke the mood!"

Pastel exclaimed and dashed down the corridor.

"We’ve arrived! We’ve arrived!"

Swish, swish.

She reached the end of the corridor and forcefully opened the deck door. She felt the piercing sunlight.

As she opened her eyes against the glare, the first thing she noticed was the Demon leaning against the railing, looking down at the ground.

"Demon! Have we arrived?!"

The Demon turned his head. The expression that had been lost in the past faded, and it seemed he was contemplating what to feed this PinkPink for lunch.

『Ah, you’ve returned.』

As expected of the capital of the kingdom, countless Airships resembling whales flew in the surrounding sky. Their enormous fins flapped.

"Wow, wow!"

It seemed like a warship, and she observed the Archdemon through a telescope while wandering around the vicinity. When Ellie waved her hand casually, the soldier at the railing saluted and changed course.

"Wow, wow!"

Pastel ran to the railing. Her view opened up, and she could see the ground at a glance.

Tall buildings that seemed to be ten stories high covered the land. The first skyscrapers looked down upon the sky, blocking the sunlight and creating a skyline. The magic circles on the building walls glowed.

Turning her gaze to the side, factory chimneys lined up as if covering the horizon. Black smoke formed clouds. An Airship filled with cargo flew through the smoke clouds.

A high-quality planned city presented by divided development areas and aligned straight roads.

"Ugh?"

Pastel blinked slowly.

This world is different.

Ellie approached the railing. Ellie's hand reached out and pulled out the fountain pen that had been tucked into Pastel's chest pocket.

The fountain pen pointed toward the horizon.

"Now we are an empire."

With a proud smile and a voice full of pride.

It was an undeniable sense of self-esteem.

The quietly following future Southern Commander smiled awkwardly. His blue eyes turned as if thinking, then shifted to show interest in Alsier's letter.

The Airship flew through the city's black sky. The smoke clouds covered the deck. The blue sky was nowhere to be found.

Ellie awkwardly retrieved the fountain pen.

"The air isn't good, though."

"Wow! Cough! Cough!"

Pastel's nose tingled, and her eyes stung.

"I feel like my lifespan is being cut down in real-time!"

I feel like I need to wish for immortality from the Fairy right away!

『It would be better to return to the cabin.』

The Demon nudged her.

"Demon! Please make a contract for immortality!"

『What are you suddenly talking about? More importantly, don’t rub your eyes because they hurt. It will only make them hurt more.』

"Ah! Really!"

Pastel, while rubbing her eyes, became even more distressed. Her hands trembled, and tears streamed down.

Ugh!

"Demon! Demon! Immortality!"

『So what are you suddenly talking about?』

As Pastel flustered and fled inside, Ellie felt very embarrassed by her friend's intense reaction.

"The air is indeed not good..."

The fountain pen that hadn't been returned was awkwardly rubbed.

"I think it's unique and good. Rather than good or bad, it's a cultural difference."

Melissa comforted her.

"Is that so?"

Ellie, who had slightly flushed, turned back and stared blankly. Melissa was diligently covering her nose with a handkerchief.

Melissa, feeling shy, corrected herself.

"The air is indeed not good."

"Yes."



"Wow! Demon Realm chicken skewers! As the great Governor General who rules Sky Island, I will compare how different it is from the number one chicken skewer on Sky Island today!"

Pastel sat on a bench behind the post office, holding chicken skewers in both hands.

Melissa looked at her with a subtle expression.

"Isn't that title obtained because the number one establishment on Sky Island offered you a lifetime supply of chicken skewers as a bribe?"

Pastel pretended not to hear.

The Governor General is hard of hearing~!

"I'll give it a try!"

Magic stone pepper, pepper.

"Yum!"

Pastel's pink eyes widened.

Oh my.

This is!

This is...!

Pastel hurriedly chewed the chicken and swallowed.

And shouted.

"Cough!"

A cough filled with the smell of smoke.

I don't know about the taste, but the air is bad...!

Pastel had just arrived in the United Kingdom, but suddenly she wanted to stay in the hotel instead of sightseeing in the city.

Melissa was looking around excitedly like a girl visiting the city for the first time, and Ellie couldn't contain her excitement like a girl showing the city for the first time, but for Governor General Pastel, ten-story buildings and industrial factories didn't spark much curiosity.

The back door of the post office opened, and Ellie came out.

As expected of the capital of the Demon Realm, the objective gaze toward the pink-haired girl wasn't very pleasant, so Ellie went instead to receive Alsier's letter.

"I received one letter."

"Yes, yes!"

Pastel shook her legs as she received the letter.

"Alsier's thrilling letter!"

The envelope was torn open, and the letter was pulled out. Melissa, who was about to mention the wax seal, gave up and looked at the letter paper together.

"Let's see."

On the single sheet of letter paper, there was a short message fitting the number of pages.

"Craft, I need your advice. How should I win in the blood feud?"

Oh my.

Craft, whose blood relatives are the rules of succession, became a bit flustered.

Flustered.

158 - It's an Unknown Realm That Hasn't Been Experienced
"Beep, beep, beep."

Pastel crossed her arms and groaned.

Alsier asking for advice? She felt a strong sense of duty to give proper counsel.

But still...

Pastel poked her cheek with her finger.

Even though it's a tradition in the Kraft family to compete for succession, I've never actually engaged in fratricide or bloodshed (though Dad might think otherwise).

Alsier must have known that when she asked.

Glancing over at Melissa, who was diligently writing a reply on the bench floor, Pastel noticed that her fountain pen seemed a bit awkward, as her writing speed wasn't very fast, but the concern in her heart was palpable.

"What advice will you give, Melissa?"

Upon hearing the question, Melissa paused her fountain pen. She moved it as if rubbing her cheek with a quill, then realized it was a fountain pen and stopped to respond.

"I won't give any advice."

Huh?

"Bellamonte probably knows what to do and what needs to be done. Even if Bellamonte is usually clueless, she can make that kind of judgment easily."

The fountain pen began to write again.

"Moreover, the competition for succession can change rapidly at any moment, so asking for vague advice through a letter is just a way to vent frustration. What Bellamonte needs right now is emotional support."

"I see."

A smart analysis.

It does seem like adding too many words to someone else's family matters isn't a good thing.

If my friends were to ask how to treat my dad, I wouldn't feel great about it either.

After some thought, Pastel wrote a very short message.

This is about all I can say.

Then Ellie clapped her hands.

"Finish the letter and send it off. It's not something you can write in a moment!"

"Ah, yes. I got ahead of myself. I'm sorry."

Melissa hurriedly organized the stationery.

"I've written everything! Just send it right away!"

Pastel handed Ellie the letter with just a few words written on it.

"Already? I know we don't need to be formal since we're friends, but..."

As Ellie was about to fold the letter, she suddenly paused upon reading the very short content.

"Kill them all."

The black eyes trembled.

"Wasn't it a bit too soon to write that? Pastel, please put some effort into comforting her. Bellamonte is probably struggling without any friends."

Melissa, slightly sulking, scolded her.

"Huh? Now that I think about it, Alsier probably doesn't have any friends back home."

An unexpected realization.

Pastel groaned.

"But I wrote the best advice I could. I understand your point, Melissa, but I think what she needs right now is cold, hard advice."

Melissa hesitated.

"Now that you mention it, it does seem that way. In dangerous situations, someone needs to give advice as a third party. The person involved tends to have a narrow perspective."

"Exactly. Family can lose their objective viewpoint, and then they miss a lot."

"That's true. If there's someone in the family with a wicked heart, it becomes very dangerous."

"Yes, yes! It would be great if everyone could be happy together, but realistically, that's difficult! You're smart too, Melissa!"

Melissa smiled.

"Thank you. I'm curious about what you wrote. Ellie, will you show me the letter?"

As her hand reached out, Ellie flinched and trembled. She quickly folded the letter and mumbled awkwardly.

"Curiosity isn't good. I-I'll go send the letter."

Ellie left.

Melissa tilted her head.

"What's up with her?"

Pastel followed suit and tilted her head.

"I don't know. Maybe she went to the bathroom?"

Oh, it seems like it might be the bathroom!

While waiting for Ellie to return, Pastel prepared the carriage.

It wasn't a magnificent carriage from a grand industrial city; it was just a regular carriage. There were gears and mechanical devices hanging from the horse's harness, and there were auxiliary wheels on the hooves, but it was unclear if it performed well.

It seemed like something transitional from before the advent of cars?

When Ellie returned, the group split into two carriages.

However, since they were supposed to be heading to the palace, Ellie would usually ride along and explain the itinerary again. But for some reason, when Ellie returned, she stealthily climbed into Melissa's carriage.

Thanks to that, Pastel ended up riding with the Demon.

No, let me correct that.

Pastel kicked the Demon out and boarded alone.

"Demon! Suddenly, I'm not feeling well!"

As she watched the Demon trying to sit down, the girl's cheeks puffed up slightly.

"Just looking at you, it seems like you're the cause! Being in the same space feels a bit off, you know? Anyway, please get out!"

Her finger pointed to the carriage door.

『What?』

The Demon looked dumbfounded.

『What kind of ridiculous reason is that?』

Ignoring her, the Demon tried to sit on the carriage sofa.

"Ah!"

The girl trembled in shock.

"The Demon’s butt touched my carriage! That's a place I lie down when I'm bored! My head touches it! My head! What are you doing sitting there!"

『No.』

The Demon was at a loss for words.

"Get out! Get out of my cozy space! Get out! Get out!"

As she flailed her arms, the Demon opened and closed his mouth several times. Then, with a confused expression, he complied and left the carriage. It was as if he was fleeing from an incomprehensible situation.

"You idiot Demon!"

Pastel slammed the carriage door shut with a pout.

After a moment, her expression gradually softened as she looked inside the carriage.

"Fairy."

Her voice whispered softly.

Hehe.

Pastel called upon the Fairy, who grants wishes instead of the incapable Demon!

The inside of the carriage was silent, with no response.

Oh, is she not here?

That could be.

―Did you find me?!

The cushion of the sofa the Demon was about to sit on suddenly flipped up. The hidden Fairy emerged, radiating a Dark Aura.

"Wow! Fairy, you were there?!"

Good thing the Demon’s butt didn’t touch!

―I'm a hide-and-seek master!

The Fairy perched on the sofa cushion and boasted softly.

"Wow! That's amazing! So cool!"

Suddenly, there was a knock on the carriage door.

『What's going on? Is someone there?』

Huh?

A disturbance interrupted her conversation with the Fairy.

Pastel quickly became sulky.

"Ugh, seriously. Demon! Don't interrupt my personal time! I don't need you right now! Go away!"

『No.』

"Go away!"

『No, what.』

The Demon raised his voice, which had suddenly become much more verbose, and then left.

Phew.

"The soundproofing isn't great."

Pastel pressed the soundproofing magic circle in the corner of the carriage. Adjusting it to maximum effect, the carriage set off.

She turned to the Fairy.

"Ah, I'm sorry, Fairy. My house's Demon is a bit clueless."

―It's okay! I'm nice enough not to get mad over such trivial things!

The Fairy smiled brightly.

Wow! As expected of the Fairy!

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"Fairy, fairy. Then you'll grant my new wish, right?"

A wish saved up while tossing and turning at night! This time, I'll use it especially for Alsier!

The Fairy's expression turned slightly ambiguous. But perhaps she misread it, as when Pastel closed her eyes and opened them again, the Fairy was still smiling brightly.

―Of course! I'm a good Fairy, so I'll grant the requests of good girls as much as I can!

As expected, the good Fairy!

I believed in you!

It's not like I wished for something again and worried that the Fairy would say no, like stacking up debts with the landlord and only now asking!

The Fairy wasn't feeling indebted to the landlord who provided a place to stay while being chased by the Order!

―But!

The Fairy suddenly became serious. She straightened her finger and spoke firmly.

―Just like last time, I can't grant wishes for the world's greatest wealth and power! Touching the entire world is beyond my capabilities! Wishes beyond my capabilities are impossible!

Ugh.

A line has been drawn.

Well...

Asking for a fortune of a billion gold pieces for rent is indeed too much.

Pastel snapped back to reality from being a wicked landlord to a good landlord.

―Now tell me! What wish do you want?

Her pink eyes sparkled.

The popular Pastel shouted for Alsier.

"Please grant me immortality!"

The Fairy was taken aback. She stared at her silently.

Oh no.

I messed up!

I should have wished for immortality after my body had fully grown...!

No, no, that's not it!

It's for Alsier! Alsier!

Doo doo doo doo~!

Dear beloved listeners!

We will take a moment to correct a transmission error during the broadcast!

Doo doo doo doo~!

Having rebooted, Pastel shouted again.

I should have wished for Alsier!

Oh no, that's right.

This is my true intention.

Ugh.

Pastel felt sad.

I'm sorry, Alsier. If I become immortal, I'll do my best to help you.

Pastel squeezed her eyes shut.

"I'm ready to become immortal! Please do it!"

I'm sorry, Alsier!

I'll become immortal and help you!

―No, I can't allow that.

The Fairy looked incredulous.

―What kind of ridiculous wish are you making? Even a good Fairy has limitations on what she can do.

Oh? Is that how it is?

Is the Fairy unable to do it?

Underqualified?

Pastel's gaze began to change.

It was similar to the disappointed look she had when she learned that the Demon couldn't fulfill a contract.

She felt as if the Fairy was suddenly unnecessary.

It felt like she should keep the cooking Demon instead of a tenant who couldn't pay rent.

The Fairy flinched.

Flustered, she spoke hesitantly.

―But somehow, it feels like it might be possible, or maybe not, but it seems like it could be possible, or maybe not.

"Huh."

Pastel covered her mouth with both hands.

"Are you saying it's possible?!"

―Ah~!

The Fairy gazed into the distance.

―If my heart is happy and my condition is perfect, in the optimal environment and the best place...

The Fairy's expression became somewhat sluggish.

―But today...

Her neck was tapped.

―The weather isn't good, and I haven't slept well. There's a bit of a smell of smoke...

"Are you saying it's possible?!"

Her pink eyes sparkled.

The Fairy, with her mouth agape, stared silently in the same position she had while tapping her neck.

The pink eyes continued to sparkle.

The Fairy gradually averted her gaze.

Then, with a voice that sounded like a researcher under pressure, she said,

―Yes, I need more budget and time.

Huh.

Such a realistic problem...!

159 - It Seems You Shouldn't Be Greedy with Wishes
Pastel put her hands together, closed her eyes tightly, and made a quiet wish.

"Please don't let Alsier's heart be hurt too much."

Not getting hurt at all was too unrealistic.

It was a reverent attitude, unlike the wish for immortality she had blurted out, blinded by desire.

—God, please ensure that the heart of this girl's friend is not greatly wounded.

The Fairy, matching the mood, reverently performed a subcontract of a subcontract to grant the wish.

It was a sincerity quite different from the perfunctory attitude she had shown last time.

This was the guilt of a tenant.

Mmm-hmm.

Pastel finished wishing and opened her eyes.

She saw the Fairy slumped on the carriage cushion.

—Haa.

Huh?

"Fairy? Are you sick?"

—No. I'm just tired because this wish consumed a lot of my power, whether it was possible with my capabilities or not. I'll be fine if I rest.

Heok, so she wasn't an infinite power source.

The Fairy waved her arm weakly. The Dark Aura that used to flutter around was also slightly weaker, showing how little strength she had.

—Still, I think there might be a problem with how excessively my power is draining.

"Huh?!"

That can't be!

The Fairy, who hadn't yet granted her the world's greatest wealth, power, or immortality, already had health problems?!

"Fairy! Don't die!"

Pastel became tearful, feeling sorry for the Fairy.

Uaaaah!

—I won't die. It feels like someone is sticking a needle in me and sucking out my soul's power.

"Really? Isn't that a serious problem?!"

Pastel, with a complexion that was glossier, smoother, and more vibrant than before she met the Fairy, was surprised, her soul slightly fulfilled after munching on meat pudding in the mansion and Magic Stones on Sky Island, even though it had felt empty before.

The Fairy looked at Pastel and her eyes widened as if she realized something.

—Could the cause be...

The Fairy muttered.

—The Order?

"It's the Order!"

Bad Order!

Pastel punched the air.

Yap! Yap!

"Bad Order! Bad Order!"

—I don't really know what kind of group it is, but if your guess is right, its name must be the Order.

The Fairy lay on the cushion, listless.

—They must have used some kind of trick. They imprisoned me in a tree, so there must have been a safety device for when I escaped. If I escape the Order's control, my power will continue to be drained like this.

Uaaaah.

How could they put such an evil device on a kind Fairy?

The Fairy glanced sideways.

—Our Artificial Spirit, no, Fairy, is actually created by extracting the soul's power from the Great Fairy.

Eueh?

—I don't know where the main body, no, no, the Great Fairy is, but logically, she must be trapped in the Order. Then, maybe the Order is encouraging the Great Fairy to recover her power. That's why I feel like I have a needle stuck in me. Yes, that's right.

The Fairy seemed convinced by her own clever reasoning, with an expression that seemed to say, "This must be it."

Pastel was impressed.

The Fairy seemed to have made a few slip-ups while explaining, but she could understand that there were stumbles in the process of translating the Fairy world's language into the human world's language.

If it's this detailed, it means the Fairy world really exists!

Wow! What an amazing discovery!

"Then, then! To save the Fairy world, we have to save the Great Fairy who is trapped in the Order?"

The Fairy thought for a moment, as if weighing the pros and cons, and then readily agreed.

—That's right! You, the chosen one, must save the Great Fairy who is probably trapped!

Heok, that's what it was!

Pastel realized her mission.

The reason I was born PinkPink was to experience the grand epic of rescuing the Great Fairy to save the Fairy world!

No wonder! No wonder!

Honestly, if my appearance wasn't PinkPink, I would have been corrupted by power and lived luxuriously a long time ago, but strangely, I'm PinkPink!

When will I become VioletViolet and corrupted? Demon doesn't seem to have any thoughts? I've been thinking that lately, but that was the wrong thought!

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"What kind of person is the Great Fairy we're going to save?"

—Huh? Uh...

The Fairy looked unsure.

—I haven't met the Great Fairy either. I've heard that she's a being sent by the God, or rather, not the God that the Great Temple talks about, but more like an ancient god? Fairy God? Yeah. I know that Fairy God sent her to arrive in this world. She's not originally from this world.

Huh.

I'm not from this world either!

Such a common ground?

I really seem to have been born for the Fairy world!

Pastel's sense of mission was overflowing!

"I'll really, really work hard! For the beautiful Fairy world!"

Aja aja!



Pastel arrived in front of the royal palace of the Demon Realm United Kingdom.

Unlike the downtown area with high-rise buildings, the vast plains, the white palace, and the surrounding green trees were charming.

"Originally, there were a few high-rise buildings around, but the development of firearms was quite threatening, so they were all removed as a precaution against snipers."

Ellie explained roughly.

"Heeh."

Turning her head, she saw the royal procession that had come to greet her. The king at the head smiled and welcomed her.

"Governor General Kraft, you've come a long way."

Hehe.

I'm not the one going into the royal palace to greet them, they're coming out to greet me.

What should I say?

It's a ceremony that makes me feel the superior-inferior relationship between the Empire and the United Kingdom, so I'm sorry, but as the person involved, I feel good.

But, but, the other person is Ellie's father, so if I do this to my friend's father, I feel, heok, a sense of depravity.

After exchanging greetings, Pastel walked with the king.

"I invested in laying railroads for the development of the Demon Realm, but it's a pity that many Demons dislike it."

Pastel abruptly started to hold him accountable.

Being a friend's father is one thing, but work is work.

"Haha."

The king laughed good-naturedly. His black eyes, like Ellie's, leisurely looked around the palace garden.

"Isn't that something the Prime Minister should take care of? I'm just a loafer living in the palace, so I don't know much about it."

Huh.

Not avoiding responsibility, but saying he has no authority?

Pastel was taken aback. She glanced back at Ellie, who was following behind.

Ellie, embarrassed but reluctant, explained as a princess.

"It's true, even if the Governor General doubts it. His Majesty hasn't been involved in state affairs for a long time, so please discuss that with the Prime Minister."

"Eueh? Really?"

The parliament wasn't just there for show? The king doesn't secretly manipulate things from behind through clandestine meetings or secret decisions?

"Yeah, really. That's why I called important people, including you, to a meeting. Everyone understood and moved on at that time, so there's no need to persuade the Prime Minister. The Prime Minister was also at the meeting. It's our mistake that we couldn't stop the extremists' terrorism, but it couldn't be helped."

Eueh-eh.

Ellie's father was unemployed.

"If you really want to consult with the royal family, consult with me. There are many opinions that the royal family should take the lead responsibly because there is a prophecy, so I'm acting on their behalf."

Ellie glared at her father.

"Haha. Our family just happened to sit in an empty seat, so it wouldn't do for us to act arbitrarily."

Ellie's father laughed good-naturedly.

The royal family of the United Kingdom is not from the lineage of the previous Demon King.

When the previous Demon King was caught in Kraft's evil scheme and died, and great chaos and power struggles broke out in the Demon Realm, the royal family's ancestor, as the second-in-command, took over the situation and temporarily acted as the Demon King, and that continued on and on.

It's somewhat right, but he seems too unmotivated.

"Then, do you not know any information about the Order residing in the Demon Realm?"

"Please discuss it with the Prime Minister, haha."

"Eueh-eh."

Pastel completed her meeting with the king.

After that, she met with the Prime Minister, whom she had seen at the secret Sky Island meeting, and heard about how the extremists were, the agreement was over, so in principle there would be no railroad terrorism, and so on.

"In principle?"

"Ahem."

The Prime Minister cleared his throat.

"If the Hawks members act secretly and then pretend not to know, there's nothing we can do."

Ppuu?

What does that mean?

A faction that is openly a supporter of terrorism is sitting in parliament, but the monarch, no, the Prime Minister, can't do anything?

Pastel was impressed by the United Kingdom's haphazard and bizarre political system.

Is this a constitutional monarchy-based parliamentary cabinet system?

Even if it's the latest political system that has no precedent in this world, and it's experiencing trial and error, this is too much.

Eueh.

Is this what Duchess Nastasha of the Republican Faction, who dreams of overthrowing the Empire, is dreaming of?

Governor General Pastel, a verified loyalist of His Majesty the Emperor, cannot understand.

"Well, that's that. I sent an urgent message saying that I was attacked by a suspicious group suspected to be the Order, so what happened to that? Have you finished investigating exactly what kind of group it is?"

"Ahem."

The Prime Minister cleared his throat again.

Ppu?

"The Hawks faction manages the intelligence network. I hope the Governor General understands."

Ppuu?

Ppuuu?

What is he saying?

Pastel was becoming increasingly tearful. She quietly looked at Ellie, who was watching her, and turned to her.

"Princess."

Princess Ellie flinched.

"Why is this country's work like this?"

If it were the student council, everyone would be fired.

Princess Ellie swallowed hard.

She looked back and forth between the Prime Minister and Pastel, conflicted, and then opened her mouth, having made up her mind.

"I know the Governor General won't understand. But we're doing our best—"

"Yes, I understand."

Pastel stood up from her seat.

"I enjoyed the tea. I'm busy, so I'll be going now."

She turned around and left the Prime Minister's office.

As she left the Prime Minister's residence, Princess Ellie hurriedly followed her.

"Pastel! Wait a minute! Listen to my explanation!"

When her arm was grabbed, Pastel slightly narrowed her brow.

She turned to look at the princess.

"Princess, what is this commotion? Please respect each other."

Princess Ellie froze.

Pastel removed the hand that was grabbing her. She rubbed the back of her neck and turned around.

It seems there are many bad Demons in this country who follow the evil Demon King.

Huddle huddle.

His Majesty the Emperor, with his foresight, ordered a search for the Demon King, so as a loyalist, I must do my best.

First...

Should I meet with Inspector General Leonard, who should have arrived by now?

Ah, that's right.

Pastel stopped walking. Looking back, Ellie was staring blankly, frozen.

"Ellie, you don't need to come to work for a while."

Ellie turned pale.

Pastel turned around.

I'll be busy for a while.

Her pink hair fluttered.

160 - Because There is an Entrance, I Understand
Pastel walked down the corridor of a luxury hotel. She was alone, without the Demon or Melissa.

"Bu-bu-bu~."

Evil energy~.

It's so purple~.

The entire floor, rented out, was quiet and empty.

Pastel twirled her keychain with her fingers. Upon arriving at the door, she inserted the key and turned it.

As she pushed the door open, a grand and ornate room came into view. The sound of conversation drifted softly.

Towards the terrace?

"What kind of suffering is this just because I ruined the first impression? Some people leisurely travel by train while I’m here sweating it out, gathering information first. Hey, you better line up properly too. Got it?"

"Oh! That sounds right, Captain! I’ll just take a note of Pastel without challenging her to a duel!"

"Who are you teasing right now?! Wow, me. Hey, listen up."

Pastel tiptoed closer, peeking her head out to eavesdrop on the terrace.

"Who’s the person in front of you? Huh? Who do you need to line up for? Huh? Tell me!"

Leonard, leaning against the railing with a wine glass in hand, pointed at his friend.

"That would be…."

The friend from the Inspection Department pondered.

"His Excellency, the Great Governor Pastel?"

Gasp, how touching!

Incentive a million times over!

"This guy?!"

Leonard clutched the back of his neck.

"But Captain!"

Another friend raised his hand high.

"His Excellency, the Governor Pastel is a cool title, and I feel proud to serve under it, but being under a Captain without flair is just lame!"

"Ugh! You guys! From now on, don’t call me Captain! I don’t deserve it!"

Wow.

Pastel clasped her hands and shouted.

"Got it! Not Captain, Leonard!"

"What?! Who just said that! Which punk is it?! Is the Inspection Department Chief that easy to mess with?!"

Leonard glared around. Then he spotted His Excellency, the Governor Pastel, peeking at the terrace and flinched.

"Hehe."

Pastel cheerfully waved her hands and stepped onto the terrace.

"Hello! Friends! Long time no see! Did you feel lonely while I was gone? I wasn’t lonely, but I missed you all!"

The friends cheered.

One of them quickly shouted.

"Pastel! Not Captain Leonard was trying to privatize the organization!"

Quick reporting.

"Hey, hey!"

Leonard was astonished.

"What?!"

Pastel covered her mouth in surprise.

No way! No way!

Privatizing the organization!

All organizations on Sky Island exist to serve His Excellency, the Great Governor Pastel, and yet such a bad deed!

Shock.

Shock!

Pastel's expression turned sorrowful.

"Sniff, I’m okay. Even if Not Captain Leonard is aiming for rebellion and pursuing privatization, Pastel isn’t sad!"

Pastel shouted bravely.

"Pastel believes in the friendship with her friends!"

Then she placed the briefcase she had brought onto the table. As the bag opened, shiny gold coins revealed themselves.

"Gold coins, friends!"

Pastel lifted the bag of gold coins as if placing it on her head.

"Gold coins, friends also believe in friendship!"

Yay!

The pile of gold coins sparkled.

"Wow! Pastel! The Great Governor!"

The friends cheered with a different meaning than before.

"Good friends! Let’s show our friendship! Everyone line up!"

The gold coins were distributed.

To the friend who had insisted the most that they should line up for His Excellency, the Governor Pastel.

She pulled out a handful of coins.

"Incentive a million times over!"

"Wow!"

To the friend who had reported the quickest.

"Incentive a hundred thousand times over!"

"Wow!"

Once everything was distributed, the briefcase snapped shut.

"Ugh!"

Leonard, who had tried to line up and received nothing, tore at his hair.

"Is this unpaid work…?!"

"Beep beep~!"

She wiggled her fingers side to side.

"Privatization of the organization is not a virtue of public officials."

"Hey! They were originally my subordinates?!"

Leonard protested justly.

His pink eyes widened.

"Gasp."

That is!

That is…!

A finger pointed at Leonard.

"Calling friends subordinates!"

Ding ding ding!

"Failed the character test!"

Failed the promotion criteria!

Everyone failed~!

"Ugh!"

Leonard ruffled his hair.

"Hahaha!"

Pastel laughed, patting Leonard's back.

It's the daily life of purple~.



"Why did you come so late?"

The lively atmosphere had calmed down. The burly Leonard sat on the sofa, crossing his legs.

"There was an accident as per the letter. I probably fainted because a group from the Order committed a massacre right in front of me."

Leonard looked incredulous.

"If that happened, wouldn’t you think of taking the Airship instead of sticking to the original schedule and taking the train?"

"Business inspections are important too. The train's viability is still a concern."

Feeling unjustly scolded, Pastel pouted and stirred her teaspoon. Sugar piled high in her green tea.

Leonard turned away with an expression that suggested he had seen something he shouldn’t have.

"Well, that’s your business. But it seems like you came to me before finishing your schedule. Did something happen?"

"Wow, sharp-eyed Leonard! That’s why I like you!"

Leonard glanced at her, then clicked his tongue and turned away again.

"Right, right! There’s a problem!"

Pastel raised her glass with a bright expression. She was about to drink when the piled sugar caught her eye.

Will I not throw up if I drink this as is?

After pondering, she set the glass down. She took out the Magic Stone Pepper Mill and sprinkled some Magic Stone powder.

White and black powders floated in the tea.

Leonard’s expression turned even more disgusted.

Pastel stirred with her teaspoon.

"What should I start with?"

She explained the unhelpful political situation in the United Kingdom of the Magic and Princess Ellie’s delicate position.

Leonard’s eyebrows twitched.

"Oh, that. It’s a mess here. Our Sky Island is better. What kind of nonsensical republicanism is this?"

Leonard's finger tapped the table. He seemed to be recalling the situation he had grasped upon arriving first.

"But that’s probably partly due to your family. The dove faction did reach an agreement at the last secret meeting, but that’s not something to be openly discussed in the assembly. The existence of the Demon King is confidential."

"Oh, is that so?"

They had decided to consider Kraft as an ally based on the Demon King's assurance, but it might be difficult to clarify their position in the assembly, where public opinion was focused.

"The prophecy of the Demon King's appearance is known to the public, so the Hawks are in a stronger position. It’s a political situation where hardline statements gain strength, but hiding the fact of contact with the Demon King while excessively hinting at cooperation with Kraft is…."

"A serious political risk."

"Exactly. If public sentiment completely turns and the Hawks take over the assembly, it’ll be a bigger problem than now."

I see.

Pastel gulped down her sweetened green tea. Despite adding a lot of sugar, a bitter taste filled her mouth.

Originally, the radical faction should have understood the situation and subtly refrained from mentioning the confidential topic that could be shared regarding the existence of the Demon King.

But the moderate faction, knowing they couldn’t mention the confidentiality, was probably pressing and exploiting weaknesses instead.

The dilemma of national secrets and public politics…

It would be easy if the moderate faction just publicly declared that the Demon King ordered cooperation with Kraft, and they would follow, but that would give the empire a justification to respond aggressively.

Pastel smiled brightly.

"I understand! I might have been a bit excessive towards Ellie!"

As a princess, she would be caught between the kingdom and her friends, making her position painful, but forcing her to choose between a traitor and a betrayer was truly too much for a friend.

Pastel pondered gently.

"In that situation, I should use a more moderate justification."

She had planned to mobilize the Demon Realm Corporation's soldiers under the pretext of capturing the appropriately bad demons, but she would need to find a justification with less public backlash.

Finishing her sweetened green tea, she stood up.

"Did you bring the appropriately bad demons? Let’s take a look."

Leonard looked at her strangely but obediently guided her.

They arrived at the soundproof door in a corner of the hotel.

A former knight, no, just a knight, saluted like a doorman.

"Your Excellency! All clear!"

"Thank you for your hard work."

As the door opened, the room inside was dark.

It was so dark that Pastel flinched slightly. But being the Great Governor, she pretended to be fine and boldly stepped inside.

A faint smell of blood lingered.

It was a sticky scent that wouldn’t wash away.

Huh?

Pastel looked around in confusion.

The lights illuminated. A demon was tied to a central pillar.

Having come to the secret meeting place and committed a bombing, the radical faction messenger, who had tried to provoke by saying they couldn’t believe in the existence of the Demon King and that they had terrorized the Kraft railway, had been caught by the Knights.

A typical example of a moderately bad demon following the evil Demon King…!

With a gag in its mouth, its fierce gaze glared at her. Blood trickled down its chin.

Blood?

Oh no…?!

"Torture?!"

Pastel trembled.

She quickly turned to Leonard.

"Leonard, were you that bad of a person?!"

In an instant, Leonard was demoted from friend to just a bad person.

"Who are you teasing?"

Leonard looked incredulous.

"If I had tortured him earlier, it would have been easier to work!"

"How dare…!"

The demon spat out the gag that had actually been loose. Its furious gaze flickered.

"How dare you feed this noble Nathaniel Priestly nothing but raw mackerel three times a day…! I will never forgive you!"

It was a cry mixed with tears.

Mackerel blood dripped down its chin. The smell, whether it was blood or just fishy, was one that didn’t need to be distinguished.

In the corner of the room, a raw mackerel flaunted its presence, flopping around.

Flop flop.

Mackerel mackerel.

"Gasp!"

Pastel covered her mouth with both hands.

Three meals of mackerel!

This demon!

This demon person!

Living well and thriving…!

"Ugh!"

Pastel wiped her forehead unnecessarily.

"I thought it was torture!"

Thank goodness it wasn’t!

Author's Note: No serialization tonight.

161 - But I Can't Eat Raw Mackerel
So far, the story~!

In their journey to capture the evil Demon King, Pastel and her companions have finally arrived in the Demon Realm!

However, the bizarre political situation in the Demon Realm United Kingdom has left them dazed, and finally, Ellie undergoes a transformation into the Demon Princess, leading to an extreme crisis...!

But the great Governor General Pastel has a trump card left!

That is, she has captured the radical Demon who terrorized the previous conference, the self-proclaimed noble Nathaniel Priestly!

Will the great Governor General Pastel be able to extract evidence from Nathaniel to punish the radicals...?

Yes, yes!

It's possible! Possible!

Pastel pointed at Nathaniel, who was tightly bound to a pillar.

"Quickly confess the connection between the radicals and the Order! You committed a tremendous diplomatic offense by committing a massacre in front of me, who was sent by His Majesty the Emperor! I already know all about your planned crimes with the Order! You don't have to say anything; I know everything anyway!"

It's true!

I don't even know what I know, but it's true!

Nathaniel's eyes sparkled.

"What nonsense about a massacre! And who do you think would tell you what you want to hear? I have nothing to say to someone like Kraft! Go get your information from the traitors!"

It was a patriotic cry against the evil foreign powers.

But it wasn't entirely an incorrect analogy.

Ugh!

Impossible! Interrogation impossible!

The resolute patriotism that doesn't waver even under the great Governor General's questioning!

"Why! Just tell me! Tell me!"

Pastel, who was at a loss, began to throw a tantrum.

After all, the Demon usually gave in when treated this way.

But perhaps Nathaniel was on a different level, as he merely scoffed.

"Is that what you call interrogation?"

Ugh, the tantrum isn't working.

Shock.

Pastel held her head and staggered.

Leonard, flustered, supported her.

"Hey, what's wrong?"

"I can't do this. The opponent is too resolute. At this point..."

She had no choice but to resort to evil methods.

Pastel closed her eyes and then opened them. Her playful pink eyes turned serious as they glared at Nathaniel.

"Are you forgetting your current situation? If you don't cooperate, you'll face severe consequences."

"What?"

A member of the Knights Order, who had been watching from behind, brought various tools and sharp objects whose purpose was unclear.

Nathaniel's pupils widened at the sight.

"You can't be...!"

"That's right!"

Pastel became buoyant.

She pointed at him.

"If you don't cooperate in time, I will attack the economic vulnerability of the United Kingdom's exchange rate! If you are truly a patriot, you can't accept such an economic crisis!"

It had long been confirmed that a primitive stock market existed in the United Kingdom!

Exploiting the immature system to create an economic crisis would be a piece of cake for the capable Governor General!

If Ellie were here, it would be a threat she couldn't even mention out of guilt, but since she was banned from coming to work, it was all good!

Silence fell.

Leonard and the Knights Order member, who had been preparing something, stopped and stared blankly.

"W-What? Economic vulnerability...?"

Nathaniel's eyes widened.

Hehe.

"Yes! I've already figured out that the major trading companies between the United Kingdom and the Demon Realm are taking on significant debt for high-efficiency growth! I've even thought of how to torment you with my brilliant Kraft intelligence!"

Ahaha!

Economic plunder! Economic plunder!

Pastel was going to become rich~!

"If you are a true patriot, you wouldn't know how to respond to such a threat, would you?! Hurry up and surrender and confess the evidence! Then I won't have any reason to risk an economic attack!"

Pastel became twice as buoyant.

Nathaniel, speechless and flustered, hesitated.

"The exchange rate, what...?"

Ugh.

Pastel's mouth dropped open.

An unexpected obstacle.

As Nathaniel pondered, he seemed to recall something and smirked.

"I understand what you're trying to do! You're trying to intimidate me with some high-level words I don't know?! But it won't work on Nathaniel Priestly of the noble Priestly family! Go ahead and try that economic attack! People eat bread to live, so what crisis can come from playing with gold coins they can't even eat!"

"Whaaat?!"

Ugh!

What an ignorant statement...!

This person doesn't understand...!

Pastel held her head in despair and shook it wildly. Her pink pigtails flailed as they slapped Leonard, who was beside her.

Impossible! Interrogation impossible!

Interrogation is too difficult for the great Governor General Pastel!

"Haha! I got it right! The Kraft family is nothing special!"

Nathaniel became buoyant.

Ugh!

Pastel's defeat...!

Pastel slumped down.

Thud.

Leonard looked at her in disbelief.

"What are you doing?"



On the hotel terrace.

Pastel groaned as she scooped ice cream from a glass with a spoon.

"Patriots are so scary."

Even though she had captured someone who knew the radicals' secrets, she couldn't extract any useful information.

"What's so hard about it? Just torture him."

Leonard, who had been resting his chin and watching her eat, clicked his tongue.

Ugh.

Pastel trembled in shock.

"Leonard, were you a bad person?"

"No, hey. What are you doing just leaving him lively after catching him?"

Pastel took a big spoonful of magic stone-infused milk ice cream and exclaimed, "Wow~!" as she put it in her mouth.

Then she mumbled while chewing.

"Leonard, were you a bad person?"

Leonard raised an eyebrow.

"If you really don't want it to be known that you ordered it, just say I did it without permission."

"Leonard, were you a bad person—"

Pastel shivered as the cold ice cream made her teeth ache.

"Ugh."

Winter ice cream is so cold.

Friend-friend approached eagerly.

"Pastel! Here's cocoa!"

A steaming cup of cocoa was placed down, with magic stone powder sparkling on top.

"Thank you, friend-friend!"

Phew! Phew!

Slurp, slurp.

"Ahh."

Pastel set the cocoa down.

She took a big scoop of ice cream with her spoon. Her mouth opened wide.

"Wow~!"

Nom.

Mumble, mumble.

Then her pink eyes looked at Leonard.

What were they talking about?

Oh, right!

"Leonard, were you a bad person—"

"I get it, so stop talking."

"Okay, okay."

Pastel finished her ice cream, leaving the glass spotless.

She set down the spoon and was about to bring up a topic when she noticed Leonard's untouched ice cream and her pink eyes sparkled.

"Oh! Aren't you eating?"

"You eat it."

"Thanks!"

Pastel eagerly took the ice cream she received and sprinkled magic stone powder on it, munching away.

The glass was soon empty.

Pastel, feeling regret, put the spoon in her mouth, and her words mumbled through it.

"I'm just saying this so you don't misunderstand, but I'm not hinting that you should act without permission. Torture just feels a bit... off."

The spoon wobbled.

"I'd say it's very bad for my delicate sensibilities."

Okay, okay.

Leonard frowned and crossed his arms.

"Are you really going to get upset over something like this?"

Hehe.

But some things just can't be helped.

"But the great Governor General Pastel has her own plans, so it's okay! I already have a way to make that Demon open up!"

The spoon made a clear sound as it was placed on the glass.

"Everyone, disperse! The great Governor General needs some alone time right now!"

"If you need me, call."

"Okay, okay!"

Leonard and friend-friend left the terrace.

Pastel casually looked around the terrace to confirm that everyone had left.

No one was there!

She also checked to see if anyone was observing from the outdoor area below.

Just a few passersby, nothing unusual!

"Hehe."

Surely Leonard and friend-friend thought she would come up with a brilliant solution!

But Pastel knew.

Intelligence is something needed by the unlucky.

For the lucky Pastel, it was unnecessary.

She cupped her hands like a megaphone and quietly shouted.

"Fairy~!"

The black aura shimmered in the decorative pot. The Fairy, who had been hiding behind the pot, peeked out.

—Did you call?

"Fairy! I called you! I called you!"

The Fairy perched on the pot, her expression filled with arrogance.

—I already know what you want. I can grant you that much. Feel free to make any wish to this Fairy.

The Fairy crossed her legs and leaned against the bonsai tree.

As her small body touched the little bonsai tree, it twisted grotesquely, making a sound as its surface dried up and cracked.

—However, I can't keep indulging your childish whims, so I might need a small price from now on. Just a little.

Rotten leaves fell around the Fairy.

—But I'm a kind Fairy, so it should be a very trivial price!

The Fairy smiled sweetly.

"Huh?"

Pastel thought the Fairy was saying something earnestly, but there was something else that caught her eye.

She pointed at the decayed bonsai tree.

"It's a pot from the hotel..."

If it gets damaged, she would have to compensate.

—Huh?

The Fairy turned to look at the bonsai tree behind her. All the leaves had fallen off, and the tree had twisted grotesquely.

—S-Sorry. Is this expensive?

The Fairy looked at the tree in a panic. Her small hands fiddled with the rotten wood for a while before stopping.

—What should I do...? It's dead.

The bonsai tree (expensive) is dead.

"Ugh! I heard that it's worth the price of a whole country house!"

—Really?!

The Fairy was shocked at the price, which was more than her own worth.

Pastel, with a tearful expression, approached the bonsai tree. As she carefully touched the branch, which had lost all its leaves, it snapped weakly.

Ugh, it's over.

The compensation would be a million times more expensive than the hotel stay.

Her pink eyes, devoid of spirit, looked down at the Fairy.

"Fairy, is there any way to resurrect a plant friend as a wish?"

—Resurrecting the dead is usually very difficult, and there isn't much difference between animals and plants...

Ugh.

The shriveled Fairy averted her gaze.

Pastel's head drooped.

"I'm fine. These things can happen in life. I'll compensate with the money I have."

Her allowance, which was emptied from snack munching (managed by the Demon), was about to become even emptier starting today.

—Ah...

The Fairy broke out in a cold sweat without saying a word.

Since it wasn't intentional, Pastel decided to change the subject for the Fairy's sake.

"By the way, what were you talking about? I feel like you mentioned something about the price of a wish."

The Fairy's eyes rolled for a moment.

Then she suddenly looked bewildered.

—Huh? What price?

She was taken aback, wide-eyed.

—The kind Fairy doesn't expect a price for granting wishes?! Did you misunderstand?

"Ah, really?!"

It seemed like she had misunderstood!

After all, a kind Fairy wouldn't ask for a price!

Hooray!

Long live the Fairy!

162 - Originally, Relationships Change According to Debt
Hehe.

What wish should I make?

Of course, challenging the world's greatest wealth and power once again...!

Wait, thinking about it, that's not it.

Right now, it's more important to get the Demon I captured to speak!

Pastel tapped her cheeks. She felt her quick and constructive thinking returning.

—Have you thought of your wish?

The Fairy perched on the flower pot swung her legs.

"Yes!"

Pastel clenched her hands tightly.

"I wish for everything I want to wish for at this moment with unlimited wish rights!"

Huh?

Now that she said it, it seemed unrelated to the Demon?

No, no!

Thinking again, she could just wish for everything she wanted!

Give me this and that!

Wow, I'm super ultra smart.

—Uh? Uh? It's not exactly unlimited...

The Fairy looked flustered. Then her eyes spun around, and she suddenly had a confident expression.

—There's a condition for wishes that I forgot to mention!

"What?"

—You don't think that if you just casually make a wish, I'll grant it all, do you?

Shock.

"That wasn't the case?! You said that as long as there's a budget and time, immortality is possible!"

—No way!

The Fairy crossed her arms and became serious.

—The heart of the one who prays is important for wishes! No matter how great I am as a Fairy, if your desire is lacking, it will inevitably fail!

That made some sense.

If you're going to make a wish, it's basic knowledge to pray sincerely every dawn.

It's a different level of sincerity compared to just calling the Fairy and casually wishing.

But, but.

The smartest Pastel could also think of the dark truth.

"Fairy, aren't you just making up conditions right now?"

The pink eyes glared suspiciously.

"You think that since I'm going to make a huge wish, if it's a wish that's hard to grant, you'll just make an excuse that my sincerity was lacking after I casually wished for it, right?"

A completely smart observation.

Silence fell.

The Fairy maintained a serious expression and was silent for a moment.

Then she shook her head as if it was something she had never heard before.

—No way? I'm right!

The pink eyes widened.

Oh, maybe not.

It seemed she had thought wrong.

"Ugh. I get it. I guess sincerity is indeed necessary. I'll pray with all my heart!"

—You understood well! Now go ahead!

Pastel closed her eyes tightly and clasped her hands.

Sincere prayer...!

"Please make that Demon speak. Make him acknowledge the truth of being connected to the Order without any room for denial. And give me a chance to deal with the radicals. It would also be great if you could give me a chance to wipe out the Order at the same time. But if you grant each one individually, it would be cumbersome for me, so I would appreciate it if you could do it all at once as a one-stop service."

And then.

As the world's greatest wealth and power came to mind, she snapped back to reality and finished her wish.

When she opened her eyes, the Fairy looked dumbfounded.

—You're full of desires.

"That can't be!"

—Well, whatever. I don't know about the one-stop service, but the rest doesn't seem impossible! I'll try wishing one by one.

Her heart raced.

The Fairy closed her eyes and clasped her hands.

—God. Please make the Demon Nathaniel speak—

Before she could finish, a bolt of lightning struck from a clear sky.

Huh?

—What?

The Fairy looked bewildered.

Pastel rushed to the terrace railing and looked down at the ground.

An unfortunate old man passing by had been struck by lightning and collapsed. Smoke was rising from his suit.

"Ah?! Are you okay?!"

Pastel was about to jump down but hesitated. The height was quite dizzying.

Then she spotted the hotel’s exterior decoration and quickly descended by stepping on it. Her feet touched the ground.

"Phew!"

These days, she had forgotten to let others do the fighting, but she had good athletic skills!

Pastel ran over.

"Are you okay?!"

As she supported him, the surprisingly intact old man groaned in a voice that sounded like he could faint at any moment.

"I can't even tell the Order to stop involving the missing young master Nathaniel and end up collapsing like this..."

Fainting.

Oh my.

The pink eyes widened.

"Fairy, you're amazing!"

I'm going to live with the Fairy for the rest of my life!

Looking around to see if there were any passersby, the Fairy was flustered.

—Uh? Uh? I haven't wished yet?

Huh?

"Didn't the Fairy grant it?"

Thinking about it, the Fairy hadn't even finished her sentence.

"Huh?"

Then why did this old man get struck by lightning?

The Fairy tilted her head.

—Something's strange? I didn't get to make my wish, but I feel like the God has responded. As if someone else made a wish instead of me.

Oh?

The Fairy's eyes suddenly widened.

—Could it be this is!

Her gaze turned to Pastel.

The Fairy was shocked.

—Did my unconscious make a wish?!

Oh my, so that was it!

—To grant your wish without being conscious of it! This is a level that can only be achieved when the power of my soul is significantly stronger?!

The Fairy looked at her trembling hands with a shocked expression.

—Can I do something like this?

The Fairy swallowed hard.

—Could it be that I'm a real wish-granting Fairy...?

Wow!

The pink eyes sparkled.

The Fairy suddenly started to show off.

Her shoulders puffed up.

With an arrogant expression, she pointed her finger.

—Since I'm such a great Fairy, you better listen to me from now on!

"Yes!"

The Fairy is amazing!



Pastel moved the fainted old man to the hotel room. The Knights Order member looked flustered but checked the old man's health.

"It seems he just fainted. It's amazing that this Para-Knight fainted so cleanly without any injuries. How did this happen?"

"A bolt from a clear sky struck him."

"What?"

Then a sudden hunger hit her, and she munched on a whole Magic Stone.

Leonard approached her.

"Who is that?"

Munch munch gulp.

"I don't know!"

A look of disbelief.

Hehe.

"But it was a plan in the great mind of Governor General Pastel!"

It's true!

Pastel received earplugs from the Knights member. With a wicked expression, she went "Hehe~!" and poked them into the old man's ears.

After making the old man sit up, she headed to a corner room.

When she opened the door, a mackerel smell wafted out. The patriot Nathaniel, who never opened his mouth, was tied to a pillar.

He glared fiercely.

"I have nothing to say to someone like Kraft, so give up!"

"Hahaha! Is that so?"

Pastel became confident.

She cleared the table and carefully laid the old man down with a soft blanket.

Nathaniel's eyes widened.

"What! Why is the old man here?!"

"Hehe!"

Pastel just laughed wickedly.

"You! What have you done to our old man! He's usually very healthy, so what kind of cruel thing did you do to make him look like that...!"

She placed her palm to her ear.

"Curious? Curious?"

Her pink lips whispered wickedly.

"Something happened."

Nathaniel's eyes bulged.

"Something happened...!"

Imaginations unfolded in his eyes.

"You! I won't forgive you!"

Nathaniel struggled violently.

But unlike his fierce words, his strength seemed lacking, as the ropes didn't budge.

"Hahaha!"

Pastel felt a thrill of power.

This seems to suit me unexpectedly.

"Is it okay to speak so insolently?"

The corners of her mouth lifted, and a smile came naturally.

She pointed at the old man.

"Then you might end up like this."

Nathaniel's eyes bulged.

"Like this...!"

Pastel leisurely walked around the room with her hands behind her back. The pink eyes showed indifference as if she had no interest in a lowly creature like him.

"Now confess. The game is over."

"You...!"



Pastel sat on the sofa, crossing her legs.

The unbound Nathaniel glared at her with his arms crossed.

"Your sins will one day be punished by the Demon King."

"Well, I don't think the Demon King you found has the right to say that."

With a flick of her finger, a Knights member placed a confession document on the table. Pastel pressed down on the document and slid it toward Nathaniel.

"There's nothing much. I've already figured out that you have ties to the Order. In fact, coming to the conference hall riding the Order's Giant Bird was undeniable evidence."

Nathaniel scoffed.

"That's our family's bird."

"Huh, what nonsense."

Pastel shook her head.

"The Order committed a massacre right in front of my eyes, as the plenipotentiary ambassador and diplomat who received the Emperor's sword. You just need to take responsibility for being Hawks connected to the Order. You're not going to start a war with the Empire right now, are you?"

Nathaniel, whose mouth had been tightly shut, stared at the confession document. Then a forced smirk appeared on his face.

"I don't want to."

"Huh."

Nathaniel swallowed and looked back at the old man lying on the sofa. Then he tightly closed his eyes and glared at Pastel.

"Go ahead and threaten me! If the council falls into the hands of traitors, I'd rather die here! The old man would want that too!"

Ahhh!

This conversation isn't getting through!

Someone change this good vs. evil dynamic!

Pastel was confused, thinking that this Demon was a bad collaborator with the Order and a terrorist, yet somehow they seemed to be on the side of justice.

She screamed.

"Just admit that you're the bad guy! A massacre happened in front of a weak girl, and she almost died!"

And that girl is me...!

"I won't! You think I'd do something good for you after treating the old man like that? You deserve divine punishment!!"

Ugh!

"If you keep this up, I'll really, really, really transform into Craft Mode! I'll become a truly, truly, truly evil mastermind!"

"I don't care!"

Nathaniel flipped her off.

Ugh?!

This is the first time I've ever been insulted...!

Ugh!

"I'm a Demon!"

That person is a bad person!

Please punish him!

Pastel, who had left the Demon behind to play, was on the verge of tears.

"Guh."

A groan came from the sofa.

The chaos stopped.

The old man pressed his temple and exhaled, then sat up. His gaze landed on the striking pink girl.

"Oh, I see you saved me. I remember just before I fainted from being struck by lightning. Thank you."

The old man bowed his head.

"Ah, yes!"

Pastel bowed her head in return.

"Thank you too!"

"What? Who saved me?"

Nathaniel looked suddenly flustered.

The old man flinched and turned around.

"Young master?! You were here! Where have you been all this time?! Were you at the underground gambling den again?! Do you have any idea how much I've searched for you?!"

"No, I..."

Nathaniel hesitated.

"More importantly, what do you mean I was saved?"

Huh?

Huh huh.

"Oh my."

Having finished her thoughts with "Huh huh," Pastel covered her mouth with both hands. She looked surprised.

"You two know each other?!"

I had no idea!

The old man calmed down somewhat.

"Ahem! I apologize."

His gaze landed on the pink hair.

"Are you perhaps the Governor General Kraft who visited this time?"

"Yes!"

The old man bowed his head.

"I don't know how you came to be acquainted with our young master, but if he has been rude, I apologize on his behalf."

"No, old man! What did I do?!"

"Oh, it's okay!"

Pastel waved her hand with a smile.

"Rather, you must have been very worried about young master Nathaniel being missing, right?"

Ugh.

She felt quite sorry.

But don't worry!

It can be resolved from now on!

"This is also fate, so I might as well tell you the top-secret mission that young master Nathaniel had to act missing for!"

"What acting?"

Nathaniel looked bewildered.

Oh my, what incredible acting skills to keep the secret mission hidden until the end!

Pastel put on a serious expression like a commander of a secret operation.

"In fact, young master Nathaniel received a joint secret operation order from Princess Ellie to eradicate the roots of the Order that is trying to invade the Demon Realm! He was building relationships while contacting the Order! And as the situation gradually matured and it was time to start the secret operation, he had to act missing to match the timing of my visit!"

"Is that true?!"

The old man's eyes widened.

"Of course! As a patriot, it's only natural to eradicate the dark forces that undermine the United Kingdom! The time spent at the gambling den was merely an act for alibi and proper reputation management! There's no way he just went to the gambling den!"

Oh my, so that was it.

"Young master...!"

Tears welled up in the old man's eyes.

"Huh? Huh?"

Nathaniel's hand was grabbed.

"I see! The fact that you pawned the mansion at the gambling den and lost everything was all for the sake of managing your reputation for the mission! I didn't know that, and I just scolded you...!"

Tears fell.

"Not just talking about patriotism while going to parties, but you were working for the country under Princess Elicia!"

A gaze filled with emotion turned to Nathaniel.

"Blame me for not believing you! Young master, you've grown so wonderfully that I could die without regrets now!"

"Huh?"

Nathaniel looked flustered.

His head turned awkwardly.

An awkward gaze landed on Pastel.

Pastel just smiled sheepishly.

Pawning the mansion, hanging out with bad people, and even being a messenger for the radicals, then being locked up and making the housekeeper shed blood tears.

VS

It turned out it was all an act for the country, becoming a secret agent.

Nathaniel broke out in a cold sweat.

Hehe.

Not knowing what to choose, the innocent Pastel was confused.

"Young master...?"

Nathaniel smiled hurriedly.

"Oh! Of course!"

His thumb shot up.

"I was a secret agent!"

Wow, so that was it!

Author's Note (Author's Afterword)

There will be no serialization tomorrow.

163 - The Spy is Totally Awesome
"You were the princess's secret agent! Young master...! You've really grown up wonderfully! The late head of the family and lady must be at ease now!"

The old man wiped away his tears.

Nathaniel felt a weight on his shoulders and let out an awkward, hearty laugh.

"Hahaha! What do you think of me, old man? Even if I look like this, I'm the head of the noble Priestly family! There's no way I'm a gambler!"

"That's right! That's right!"

Pastel cheered, "There's no way the head of the noble Priestly family would just be going in and out of a gambling house!"

"Absolutely! Our young master is not that kind of person!"

"That's right! That's right! He wouldn't put his mansion up as collateral for a round of gambling!"

Nathaniel rolled his eyes while keeping his smiling expression, giving a fierce glare.

It was as if he were saying, "Stop egging him on, you bad little brat."

Huff.

But Pastel was too innocent to know what "bad little brat" meant, so she just brushed it off.

It seemed like a compliment!

The important thing is that Nathaniel was our spy!

How amazing!

The competence of Governor General Pastel, who had hidden someone whose name she didn't even know as a spy among the radical factions of the United Kingdom and the Order!

Totally super, super ultra!

In fact, it was expected competence!

Sky Island had to pay attention to the geopolitical situation of the Demon Realm, so it was only natural to have agents planted!

There might be differences in degree, but having spies was a given!

Huff, thinking about it, it was such an obvious outcome.

The Academy, which was the administrative body of Sky Island, had reduced its intelligence agency after the disbandment of the Governor General's office, and then, thinking it was a waste of budget, had eliminated it altogether. The Knights Order of Sky Island was only half-baked, as it was originally the Imperial Knights Order, merely taking information from the Empire's intelligence agency, so it didn't matter that the intelligence infrastructure of Sky Island was at rock bottom.

It also didn't matter that thanks to Princess Ellie, who had boldly enrolled in the Academy and was conducting spy activities, Pastel had felt the lack of an intelligence network and hastily created a supervisory department.

Although she had created an intelligence agency with Leonard, who was morally low but competent and seemed to like her, it was also not important that the age of the friends she could trust enough to use as agents was too low, making smooth operational activities difficult.

While preparing for a visit to the Demon Realm, she had thought, "Ah! The Governor General! The Governor General! How embarrassing it is to have such a weak intelligence network in the Demon Realm...! Wasn't it a potential enemy country!" but that past was no more!

Because there was a wonderful secret agent here!

Nathaniel and the old butler shared a moment of reunion.

The butler, who had been taking care of the young head of the family who had lost his parents and had been wandering due to gambling, must have had a lot of mental anguish, as it had been longer than expected.

The excellent secret agent Nathaniel made a breathless expression of a liar and sent a pleading look, but there was no bad person here to intrude on their private time.

While waiting for the reunion to end, Pastel took a nap and ate cookies, completing her important tasks.

"Huff, this cookie is!"

Her finger pointed at the chocolate embedded in the cookie.

One! Two! Three! Four!

"There are four chocolates!"

What a scoop...!

A scoop! A scoop!

Having completed her important tasks, Pastel sat in front of Nathaniel.

Nathaniel was sprawled on the sofa, looking exhausted. His forearm covered his face.

"I didn't think the old man would be this happy..."

His voice was muffled.

Pastel hurriedly mumbled with her chubby cheeks. The cookie crumbs on her pink lips wiggled.

Nathaniel turned his head and looked at her, narrowing his eyes.

"Are you happy because you succeeded in fishing?"

Pastel hurriedly mumbled.

The cookie was swallowed with a gulp.

"Yes!"

I'm happy!

"Wow, what a bold little scammer."

Nathaniel covered his face with one hand. He sat up from his lying position.

"I'm saying this just in case you misunderstand, but I only said that in front of the old man. Do you think I would cooperate with Kraft? That's something to hope for only from a traitor."

Huff, is that so?

Was that the case?

Was innocent Pastel too naïve to think she had successfully persuaded him?

Nathaniel rubbed his face, a look of displeasure crossing his features.

"What do you mean by saying you saved the old man? When I asked him, he said he didn't know exactly."

"Well, you see. The butler was walking and got struck by lightning and collapsed. I happened to see it from the hotel terrace, so I rushed down to save him!"

Nathaniel let out a hollow laugh.

"And then you moved the fainted old man to a confinement room and threatened me? Pressuring him with all sorts of things?"

"I carried him to the hotel and even put earplugs in his ears!"

That wasn't a lie!

Pastel made a peace sign with her fingers.

Nathaniel crossed his legs. He leaned back on the sofa and stared silently for a while.

Ugh, the reaction was not great.

This seems to have fallen through.

The resentment towards the Kraft family was stronger than expected.

What on earth did the ancestors do?

It hadn't felt as intense on Sky Island, but coming to the Demon Realm's mainland, the worst reputation was clearly felt.

If this continues, she would have to contact Mr. Penguin, Ellie's close brother and a spy for the Empire, to borrow the Empire's intelligence network.

Ugh.

It was too scary to give the initiative to the frightening Mr. Penguin.

Nathaniel changed his posture and sat up properly. He rubbed his face and then stopped as if to cover it.

A moment of silence passed.

Through the gaps in his covered palm, his voice leaked out.

"Thank you. Even if the old man is in good health, at his age, if he had collapsed on the street for a long time, it would have been a problem. I'll help you within reasonable limits."

Pastel's pink eyes widened.

When there was no response, Nathaniel felt embarrassed. He turned his head and looked around the hotel room, then fidgeted with the hem of his shirt.

"It's a bit hot in here. Even in winter, the heating shouldn't be like this. If you have more to say, do it on the terrace."

Nathaniel stood up and looked around the room in confusion.

"The terrace, where is it?"

Pastel giggled.

"Over there!"

Pointing to the terrace, which was clearly visible behind Nathaniel without needing to search for it.

"Oh, behind."

Nathaniel turned around, feeling embarrassed.

Pastel stood up and hurriedly followed. Her pink eyes sparkled.

"Weren't you supposed to dislike Kraft?"

Nathaniel hesitated. His ears turned slightly red, but he shook it off with a hand. His pace quickened.

As the terrace wind brushed by, his voice was faintly heard.

"But I'm the head of the family."

Nathaniel didn't explain any further.

But Pastel couldn't help but stop with the same smiling expression.

Her pink hair fluttered.

A soft smile slowly formed.

"That's right!"



Thump thump, thud thud.

Pastel's legs shook in accordance with her mood.

In the front seat of the terrace, Nathaniel held a spoon and stared at the milk ice cream. When the spoon plunged into the milk ice cream, instead of piercing it, it merely scratched the surface, leaving marks.

"No, it's frozen solid."

Nathaniel looked incredulous.

"Hahaha!"

Pastel, who had playfully teased her friend, just laughed happily.

The spoon, which had given up on eating, was carelessly placed down.

"You want too much. Make it clear whether you want the Hawks or the Order. Are you saying you want to push the Hawks out of the council or expel the Order from the Demon Realm?"

Ah, that's right!

I was working!

Pastel hummed and swayed her upper body from side to side. Her pink hair fluttered.

"You don't have to tell me if you don't want to! I'll just find someone else!"

Then the awkward parts of this relationship would be resolved!

Nathaniel's expression turned strange.

"What? Why are you suddenly like this?"

His suspicious gaze scrutinized the girl. The girl with pink hair just smiled innocently.

Nathaniel felt uneasy.

"If you're not going to choose, I'll just guide you to the overlapping rendezvous point."

"Guide? Are you going to guide me all day long?!"

Pastel's pink eyes sparkled.

"I don't know if it will be all day, but I will spend some time."

"Wow! Wow!"

Pastel blushed and suddenly leaned in closer.

"Where?! Where?!"

Nathaniel flinched and stepped back.

After a moment of embarrassment, realizing that the topic was in his territory, he calmed down.

"The underground gambling house."

A sly smile appeared.

"You, earlier, you embarrassed yourself in front of the old man, right? But among those words, there was some truth. I wasn't just idling around. I met someone at the rendezvous point."

Oh?

Pastel's pink eyes widened.

An underground gambling house.

A gambling date?

A secret date at the gambling house...?

Huff.

Huff.

Pastel lost track of time and suddenly realized it was time to leave.

As she arrived in front of the pink hotel, not the purple hotel, she snapped back to reality.

She dashed and opened the room door.

"Demon! Demon!"

The Demon was examining the blueprints of the planned city and urban planning documents spread out on the table.

"You cursed me, but in the end, half of my claims have been realized—"

"Demon!"

The Demon narrowed his brow slightly, as if he had been concentrating.

"It's a bit late. With that hair of yours, it seems unsafe to be wandering around, so hurry back next time."

The Demon took a sip of the cold green tea.

"Why didn't you tell me you were going out in the first place? Did you do something bad again?"

"That's not important!"

The girl shouted with all her might, her cheeks flushed.

"I think I might have a crush on someone!"

I like bad people!

People who should be locked up in prison!

But for me, someone with a story and a warm heart...!

"What?"

The cup slipped from his fingers and crashed to the ground. The sound of shattering echoed, and the tea spilled onto the floor.

164 - There Are Questions, But They Probably Aren't Important
『Hoo.』

Demon pressed around his eyes.

『Sit down for now.』

His finger pointed to a chair.

"Heok."

PinkPink's pink eyes widened.

"Demon, some advice on my love life?!"

Advice from a man who failed in his unrequited love to the daughter of the woman he loved is somewhat subtle, but still worth listening to!

『What is it? Your eyes look a bit reluctant.』

Huh?

Pastel wasn't thinking anything.

But she felt extremely guilty, so she sat quietly in the chair.

Demon rubbed his chin and paced back and forth.

『I thought this day would come someday. But I never thought it would be now.』

"I knew it would be now!"

Pastel raised one arm high.

『What did you know?』

Demon was dumbfounded.

"It's only natural that PinkPink would face a trial of love someday!"

Pastel waved her arms around.

"Shoong shoong! Pang pang! Jjara jjang jjang! Jjara bbanjjak! Twinkle twinkle!"

Her pink eyes sparkled.

That was it!

Demon rubbed his chin.

『I don't know what you're talking about.』

Eueh?

Pastel slightly puffed out her cheeks and lowered her arms.

"That's why Demon is having an unrequited love."

It's like you don't know anything about love?

『Oh my?』

Pastel wore a smug expression.

"Unfortunately, I'm expected to have a 100% success rate with confessions, so my position is a little different! You could say the level is different! If I were in Mom's generation, I would have given Demon special love advice!"

Like, it's easier to just give up on a femme fatale like Mom!

『You're full of confidence.』

Demon shook his head. Then he walked back and forth in front of Pastel.

『But you should rethink it. At your age, you're still immature in your emotions, so it's common to mistake one emotion for another. Especially love, it's easy to come across stories about it compared to other emotions, so when you're confused about what your feelings are, you tend to think of love first.』

Oh la la.

That's somewhat plausible.

Oh la la la.

Nathaniel's situation, wandering as the head of the family after his parents died young, might have seemed similar to her own, causing a rush of various emotions.

Kind Pastel didn't go near gambling dens, but she was diligently immersed in similar smuggling.

And just like Nathaniel wasn't fascinated by the Order or radical groups, the first thing she said after meeting Demon was, "Is a contract with the Devil possible?!"

If Demon had been a truly bad person, her life could have been sparkling~ with possibilities.

Could it be.

That she just felt a sense of camaraderie and goodwill, like meeting someone from her hometown overseas?

Oiiing…….

Pastel became somewhat calmer.

Then, she felt a strange sense of resistance to the fact that Demon was the one who told her that her feelings weren't love.

Her lips pouted.

"No way! I'm good at distinguishing emotions! I know that my feelings for Demon are admiration! And and! And, anyway, I'm good at it!"

From the start!

"There's no way the popular Pastel can't distinguish love! If I couldn't distinguish that, I wouldn't be qualified to be popular!"

If I couldn't, it would be a complete mess!

Demon spread his palms as if telling her to calm down.

『It may be difficult to accept. But basically, the ability to analyze the emotions of others and the ability to understand your own emotions are separate.』

"Bbu bbu bbu!"

No matter how you look at it, Demon is jealous!

So so!

Because he failed in his unrequited love, but Pastel is expected to succeed!

Or or!

Because he was in a Pastel-exclusive situation, but he's anxious because a rival has appeared!

Her heart thumped.

Heok, that seems right!

Pastel jumped up.

"Even if Demon says that, you can't restrain me! I'm not going to fall for the suspicious intentions of a Demon who can't even make a contract with the Devil! If you want to maintain your guardian monopoly, you should at least make a contract with the Devil!"

Her pink tongue peeked out.

"Beee!"

Demon looked bewildered.

『Calm down first. Why are you suddenly so excited? Put your hand on your chest and breathe slowly-』

"I don't want to! I've been good and obedient until now, but I'm not going to be obedient anymore! Pastel is independent from today! Independent!"

Demon looked momentarily flustered.

『No, when have you ever been obedient-』

"Waa! Independence!"

Pastel ran out of the room.

"Independence! Independence! Pastel is becoming a free spirit from today!"

She ran down the hallway of the hotel she had rented out entirely.

"Freedom! Freedom!"

One of the doors opened. Melissa, wearing only a wizard's robe lightly over her hotel gown, leaned out.

"Is something the matter? It's a bit noisy."

"Melissa!"

Pastel ran over quickly.

"Listen! Listen! A really, really, really bad story!"

She arrived right in front of her, panting.

"Yes? Come in. There's no need to make a fuss in the hallway."

She followed Melissa inside.

As she sat on the sofa, Melissa slowly prepared a tea set.

"I was about to read a book and go to sleep, so please excuse the dim lighting."

As she said, the lighting was generally subdued.

As the teapot was tilted, tea was poured. It swirled inside the teacup, spreading the scent of green tea.

Being with her calm friend, Pastel was able to calm down quickly.

"Hooah, the scent of bad green tea."

"If it doesn't suit your taste, try enjoying the aroma. Tea enjoyed in its place of origin is special."

The teapot was placed demurely.

Melissa smiled gently.

"What happened? Judging by your condition, Pastel, it doesn't seem like a very serious problem."

"Eueh? Is that so?"

"Yes."

Pastel tilted her head.

"Is it? No, it's serious."

"Then it might be."

"Melissa, you have no backbone."

"Is that so?"

Melissa smiled and smelled the tea.

Pastel grabbed a teaspoon and started adding sugar.

One spoonful, two spoonfuls, three spoonfuls.

Her lips twitched and then closed tightly.

"You don't have to tell me if it's difficult to talk about."

"It's not that, but what should I say. My thoughts are getting complicated right now."

The teaspoon swirled the tea. Sugar granules created a vortex.

Pastel stared intently at the sugar vortex.

Melissa looked slightly flustered.

"Was it really a serious problem? I made a reckless guess. I'm sorry."

Oiiing.

"What are you guessing from?"

"Your attitude, I suppose. It's somewhat rude, and it's wrong, though."

"Heok, why are you so accurate? It wasn't in the hallway, but it was right until just now. But it's not going to be now!"

"Yes? What is that?"

Melissa, I'm scared.

Shiver shiver.

Pastel blew on the tea and sipped it.

Eueh, it's bitter.

Whether it's from the place of origin or not, it's still bad, so she just put it down.

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"Melissa! I think I have a crush on someone, what should I do?! Propose yap yap?!"

Melissa looked surprised.

"Congratulations! I didn't think you would ever have a crush on someone, Pastel! This is perfect timing!"

Melissa turned around. As she said she was going to read a book before going to sleep, a book was placed on the rocking chair.

She went and brought it, and Melissa proudly showed her a picture book with a bright smile.

"I was reading a related book too. I think I have something to tell you."

Woah, a picture book.

"You asked me what free love was last time, right?"

I asked people around me what that love was because I felt a little miserable hearing that I was lower priority than a mom who went back to her dad.

Heok, a slightly embarrassing past!

"At that time, I explained arranged marriages well, but I was worried that I didn't properly explain free love. I thought you were more interested in that."

Melissa proudly held up a picture book with a huge picture of a rabbit on the cover.

"So I've been steadily looking for and reading them."

"Woah woah."

Pastel's heart warmed.

Warm warm.

But from one side of her heart, questions popped up and she couldn't help but ask.

"Why a picture book?"

"Is something wrong? I've heard of vulgar romance novels circulating in society, but I've never seen them, so I couldn't really gauge them. So I asked Bellamonte, and he said that picture books were a more appropriate choice."

Melissa looked proud.

Alsier……!

You knew and you answered like that……!

How could you do that to the pure Melissa!

Anger! Anger! Anger!

"If it's the vulgar North with a vulgar culture, there must be many vulgar romance novels, so I thought Bellamonte would have read them, but it was an appropriate judgment."

Melissa, you're too much……!

You guys are close, right?!

"Look."

Melissa, slightly excited, opened the picture book with flushed cheeks. She must be very excited to share her tastes with her friend.

A picture of two rabbits with their arms crossed was pointed to.

"Free love is about building emotions through something called dating. If you want to have free love, Pastel, you have to go on a date, not propose."

"Woah, an amazing fact."

Pastel learned something she never knew.

Knowledge +1

"Right?"

Melissa looked proud.

"Come to think of it, I think I have a date scheduled!"

I'm supposed to receive guidance on the meeting place at the underground gambling den!

"Really? That's great! Then it's stage 2!"

Melissa flipped through the picture book.

"If you've made a date."

A picture of a rabbit couple going to meet an adult rabbit was pointed to.

"All you have to do is get permission from your parents! All you have to do is get permission from the Archdemon, Pastel."

Eueh.

Eueheh.

Adult-friendly picture book!

"Can't I not get permission?"

"You have to."

Melissa had a firm expression.

"Why?!"

Melissa's expression turned intelligent.

"Smooth dating requires adequate cash. Since your parents are managing your assets, their cooperation is essential. You can pay for it yourself, but in the long run, financial problems will eventually arise. If financial problems get entangled in dating, love will become corrupted and mixed with self-interest. Then how is that different from an arranged marriage."

Et.

Pastel, whose cash wallet is being managed by Demon, had pink eyes spinning.

"Besides, if you date without experience, the chances of failing to have a fun date increase. You might make a tight schedule that hurts your legs because you don't know the other person and you don't know yourself, and you're just rushing ahead with your heart. Until you gain experience, asking your parents, who are seniors in life, for advice is a very excellent choice. Especially at first."

Something something plausible.

Why is the lie written so well?

Pastel gave the rabbit picture book a fearful look.

"But, but I just fought with Demon."

Melissa smiled.

Ah, is it okay not to get permission because it's an exceptional situation?

Her blue eyes became firm.

"Still."

So firm!

165 - I Don't Know Either
The United Kingdom's planned city had a bright exterior with smoke billowing from its chimneys, but like every light, it had its shadows.

Slavery had long been abolished due to the council's rational decision that taxes couldn't be collected from slaves but could be from citizens. However, the sprawling underground, difficult to manage, inevitably became a breeding ground for crime.

Today, as always, someone descended the underground stairs, like rats overturning a trash can.

Among them were a man in a suit and a purple-haired girl.

"I'm Pastel~!"

Pastel, disguised with Kraft family's special dye and makeup techniques, clung tightly to Demon's arm, trembling.

"Eeeh, the atmosphere here is a bit much."

The underground passage, barely lit by scattered magical lights, smelled musty and damp. It was the stench of vomit with no ventilation.

"Eeeh."

As they walked, a Demon in tattered clothes, leaning against the wall, stared at them with glazed eyes. It didn't seem like a friendly gaze.

"Eeeh."

It might be a bit prejudiced, but Pastel felt that if she had come alone without Demon, there would have been trouble.

"Demon, you know I like you, right?"

Pastel rubbed her cheek against Demon's arm, clinging tightly.

『Goodness, I wish you had that attitude all the time.』

Demon said, glaring at the Demon with glazed eyes, who then lowered his head.

『But contrary to your expectations, this doesn't seem like a date at all. It's just to guide us to a meeting point. Aren't you mistaken about something?』

"Of course not! My smart brain can deduce the intention! As you said, if you lack experience, it's easy to misjudge emotions! Meeting alone in a heart-pounding place makes you mistake it for love! It's a strategy to captivate an innocent girl!"

"Nathaniel is so smart!"

"Demon is coming too, so it's not exactly alone!"

『Young Kraft, if you say that yourself, you're not innocent. But if that's really the intention, it's outrageous. What's a grown adult trying to do to a child?』

"Boo! Boo! I'm a young lady right now! Don't be so petty, butler!"

Because of the location, her disguise and makeup were a bit more mature.

Roughly.

From middle schooler to high schooler!

"Gasp, doesn't this make me an adult?"

"I'm all grown up!"

Pastel realized the imbalance of being all grown up but still clinging to her butler's arm because she was a bit scared.

"Considering all the affection I've received, I specially indulged you to ease the disappointment of my independence! But I should stop now! Because I'm all grown up!"

Pastel detached herself from Demon's arm and stood confidently alone. She took a deep breath. It smelled musty, which wasn't particularly pleasant.

But adults aren't scared of things like this!

That's right!

A suspicious shadow brushed past her feet.

"Kyaa!"

Pastel screamed and clung to Demon's arm again.

A mouse scurried past.

"Phew, it was just a mouse friend."

Pastel wiped away a cold sweat.

"Almost assassinated."

Come to think of it, even adults should cling to their guards!

"Gasp, I'm so smart."

『Goodness.』

Pastel felt slightly embarrassed.

"Poo poo. It's not my fault, it's because the underground friend has a big family."

『Do you really have to use the word "friend" in the underground?』

Her purple contact lenses sparkled.

"Ah! I also felt that the nuance was a bit subtle just now!"

Hehe.

"It's a bit strange to call them friends in a crime-ridden underground that I just met, not like the kind sewer friends of Sky Island!"

Pastel clapped her hands together.

"Anyway, anyway! Why is there an underground in a planned city?"

Why bother creating an underground space with poor security in a place that's booming with industrialization?

『Hmm.』

Demon stroked his chin.

『I've been too busy looking at the surface city to check the reason for the underground, but I have a guess. But I don't think you need to know.』

"Eeeh. What is it, what is it? Just tell me!"

『Never mind.』

After walking for a while, they entered a more organized and relatively clean underground area.

Demons in reasonably neat attire were walking around, and occasionally there were even people in suits. It was a distinctly different atmosphere. The smell of dirty money lingered.

"Wow."

The scent of corruption!

Pastel's cheeks flushed at the unfamiliar scent.

As she excitedly looked around, she saw Nathaniel leaning against the wall, clicking a pocket watch.

"Ah, I forgot he existed!"

"Nathaniel! Over here! Over here!"

Pastel waved her arms, delighted.

Demon frowned.

『Is that the guy? His body isn't trained and he's so weak, he's likely to fall while walking.』

"Eeeh? Demon is suddenly giving such harsh criticism?!"

Nathaniel, slightly confused by Pastel's purple disguise, approached with a sullen expression.

"What were you doing that made you so late-"

Then he flinched, seeing Demon's very displeased expression, and hesitated.

"A, Archdemon? Or are you Archdemon? No, that's not it. So, the traitor of the Demon Realm, ahem. What should I call you?"

This was the attitude of someone facing an opponent they had only seen in history books and not knowing what to do!

Demon seemed twice as displeased with Nathaniel's uncool behavior. Demon firmly defined the attitude Nathaniel should have.

『Don't call me at all.』

Nathaniel was stunned.

He stammered, unsure of how to respond, and then, perhaps deciding to escape the situation, turned to Pastel.

Pastel smiled brightly.

"Nathaniel, long time no see!"

"We met yesterday?"

"It feels like meeting a hometown friend overseas!"

"What's that supposed to mean?"

Nathaniel looked bewildered and turned around.

"We're late, so we don't have much time. Let's move. We need to go deeper to get to the casino we were planning to go to. This is where commoners play."

"Okay!"

Pastel trotted along, opening her mouth cheerfully.

"But! But! Why is there an underground in the capital? Isn't this a planned city?"

Nathaniel was dumbfounded.

He stared at her for a moment with a look that said, "How can a Kraft ask such a question so shamelessly?" Then, displeased, he explained.

"It was created with the intention of restoring something similar to the ruined Sky Island sanctuary in the capital. The intention was good, but when vested interests got involved, the council fought and couldn't come to a decision, so it was left abandoned. Now, the cost of cleaning up the crime is too high, so everyone in the council is silent and doesn't even mention it. Or what did the princess say? I don't know, I don't care."

Gasp.

The ruins of the Sky Island sanctuary = sewer friends

The family that gobbled up the Demon sanctuary, leaving only the sewers = Kraft.

The person who shamelessly asked the question = Pastel Lovecraft

Aaaah!

I'm sorry!

Demon clicked his tongue.

『No consideration at all. His mind is as weak as his frail body. A typical example of an untrained mind.』

Oops.

Hehe.

Pastel looked at Demon coyly.

"So, Demon was being considerate of me?"

Hehehe.

Demon didn't bother to answer.

"Puru pu~!"



"What's your name?"

"Natalie Wingate Piasley! I'm an adult!"

Finger V!

The gruff guard looked at her suspiciously.

"Gasp, did he notice it's a fake name?!"

"I'm a good Pastel who can't lie...!"

"She thinks she's an adult."

Nathaniel, leaning on one leg with his hands in his pockets, vaguely pointed with his thumb.

"I see."

The guard nodded in understanding and stepped aside from the door.

"Even if you bring your parents, there are no refunds, so enjoy yourselves."

As he said that, his gaze was directed not at Pastel but at Demon, who was behind her like a butler, treating her completely like a child.

"Eeeh?!"

"That's not the treatment I wanted...!"

『Very well.』

"Don't humor her!"

Despite experiencing a very unfair situation, they were able to enter the casino safely.

Sleek tables displayed cards and cash chips. A well-dressed dealer casually chatted with customers. Chandeliers sparkled with golden light.

"Wow wow!"

Pastel gasped, excited.

Gambling! Gambling! Gambling!

So purple!

"I'll start with poker-!"

As she tried to run off, the back of her neck was suddenly grabbed.

"Ehyak!"

『What are you trying to do, gambling on your own?』

Demon turned to Nathaniel.

『Where is the destination? Shouldn't you have quickly guided her before she ran off?』

Nathaniel flinched.

"Ah, we need to go to the VIP area."

He pointed in a direction and walked ahead, then turned back, looking aggrieved.

"But we have to do it anyway because of the entry requirements. You can only go there based on the amount you spend."

『Is that what you call a reason?』

Demon clicked his tongue.

『Well, I knew that, so I brought money.』

A bag of gold coins was taken out.

"Huh? Then why to me...?"

『Don't just stand there blankly, go exchange it for money or chips.』

Demon ignored Nathaniel's aggrieved expression and looked around the casino. He seemed to have found the game he wanted, and as he walked, he tapped Pastel's head.

『You just watch.』

Huh?

"Demon is going to play?!"

『Yes.』

Wow wow!

Demon arrived at a table where the dealer was shuffling cards without any customers. He sat down and crossed his legs.

『Blackjack is the game with the highest probability of a player winning against the dealer.』

His finger twitched.

『Dealer, cards.』

Woooow!

Such a pro!

I want to be like Demon, who is good at gambling, in the future...!

166 - I, Who Am Smart, Will Be Able to Win Money
Three cards were laid out in front of the Demon. It was a simultaneous play of three games.

"17, 14, 9."

Without conversation, light gestures continued. Cards were added or stopped, and chips exchanged hands based on the results.

While dozens of games were played at other tables, hundreds of rounds quickly followed without delay.

In blackjack, the number of chips exchanged in a single game was not large. As a result, a significant amount did not accumulate, but enough was gathered for someone to have a meal worth the value of a magic stone.

"What’s going on? Why aren’t you losing any money? Isn’t it normal to lose money in a gambling house? How are you doing that? Is it some trick only a traitor from the Demon Realm can pull off?"

Nathaniel, who had a hobby of losing money, was taken aback.

"Ha! Ha! Ha!"

Pastel wore a clever expression.

"Don’t you know, Nathaniel? That’s card counting! You memorize all the cards as they are revealed and calculate the probabilities! People with smart heads like the Demon or me don’t lose money!"

Wow! I just said something really smart! Once the Demon’s game is over, I could bet my entire fortune on a game of poker! If I win just once, my fortune will double!

"What are you talking about?"

Nathaniel looked incredulous.

"Those are six decks of cards being reused, and they shuffle the cards after each round. How can you count cards? Besides, I don’t know, but I heard there’s some difficult magic involved."

Huh?

What’s going on?

Tilting her head, Pastel walked over to the Demon.

"Demon, how do you win?"

Whispering.

If you share the secret, I could become the richest person in the world!

Thanks to the Fairy, I might even be able to restore the Demon’s position, which has been pushed back!

『Stay. It’s not about winning. It’s about surviving by luck. In blackjack, the risk of losing per round isn’t high, so if luck holds out, the chips will circulate. Since the goal is to fill the VIP usage amount anyway, it’s a good thing.』

Huh? That doesn’t seem right? No matter how I look at it, it seems like I’m winning a little bit? It’s possible to buy a meal for Pastel, who only accepts expensive dining?

The Demon turned to Nathaniel.

『What’s the standard amount for VIP? This seems sufficient.』

"I’m not sure. The amount is circulating, so it’s hard to tell."

『A weakling who’s no help from start to finish.』

"Excuse me?"

『Dealer, what’s my current usage amount?』

The dealer, who had been observing the Demon with uncertainty, quickly calculated and replied.

"You only need to play twenty more rounds to meet the requirement. Are you trying to access the VIP area?"

『That’s right.』

"There are indeed those who aim for access rights rather than the game. I’ll speed things up for you."

『Thank you.』

Having heard the reason, the dealer stopped observing for tricks and increased the pace of play.

As the games progressed, the chips held by the Demon gradually decreased, and by the time twenty rounds were completed, he returned exactly to the amount he originally brought.

Huh?

『Has luck run out?』

The Demon, having completed exactly twenty rounds, said with indifference.

Huh?

The dealer smiled brightly.

"That’s unfortunate. But it seems you’ve met the required amount."

『That’s a relief. Let’s end it here.』

The Demon dusted off his hands and left.

Pastel’s eyes widened as she looked at the chips that had returned to the original amount.

Ah?!

"If only we had stopped earlier, I would have won!"

She grabbed her head and shook it. Her twin tails flapped and slapped the Demon.

『Don’t talk like a gambling addict. The participants are designed to lose by probability from the start. There’s nothing more wasteful than betting your life on a predetermined probability.』

"But no! No! You were doing so well until just now! The stakes were low, so the amount didn’t accumulate easily, but you completely dominated the game! If you played all day, you could become rich!"

Rich! Rich!

The Demon is rich!

I’m just a freeloader!

Double the riches!

『You’ve been saying the same thing all day.』

The Demon sighed deeply.

Pastel turned sharply to Nathaniel.

"You saw it too, right?! Super super ultra skill! No matter how you look at it, it was skill, right?!"

Nathaniel raised his eyebrows and pondered.

"That’s true? I’ve been in and out of here without seeing anything like this. Plus, there was a vibe at the end that suggested the dealer was in cahoots with him?"

"Right?! Right?! The dealer sensed that the opponent was doing something, but didn’t know what, and since the amount wasn’t particularly large, it seemed like he was turning a blind eye?! At the end, it felt like the Demon was intentionally losing, so he was just letting it go!"

If I just know the secret, I could also become rich……!

A clicking sound was heard.

The Demon’s red eyes glared at Nathaniel.

It was a gaze that looked upon a being who was weak in body, weak in spirit, lacking in thought, and oblivious.

『You’re no help. Instead of standing around talking, go get the VIP access pass. Didn’t you say you had no time? Why are you so relaxed? Did you come here to play?』

"Excuse me?"

Caught off guard by the unreasonable pressure, Nathaniel was bewildered, then went to get the access pass. No, he turned back before going.

"But we have to go together anyway……?"

『Then instead of standing around talking, guide me.』

Nathaniel’s expression turned aggrieved.

The VIP area had a separate entrance deep within the gambling house. Guards armed with swords and guns stood watch, creating a tense atmosphere.

The guard checked the access.

"You’ve met the usage amount. Welcome to the VIP list. But are you trying to enter with that person?"

He pointed at Pastel.

『That’s right. I’m just a servant accompanying her, and she is the representative.』

Pfft.

The Demon just called me "young lady"~.

Pastel covered her flushed cheeks and twisted her body.

Hehe.

Pretending not to notice, he must have thought that all along! No wonder he does all the laundry and cooking for me!

The guard looked troubled.

"Then the young lady must also meet the usage amount to enter. It’s calculated per person."

The Demon narrowed his eyes and looked at Nathaniel.

"What? What nonsense is that! If the user meets the criteria, the owner should be able to enter too!"

Startled, Nathaniel protested.

"Recently, we’ve been on alert due to Governor Kraft’s visit to the capital, so some regulations have changed. There’s a high potential for abuse, so from now on, proxies are not allowed."

"What kind of nonsense is that?! The user is the owner’s hands and feet, so why distinguish between them?!"

"Because those hands and feet could be armed with guns and swords. If the young lady wants to enter, she’ll have to meet the criteria separately."

Having been locked up for a while as a secret agent, Nathaniel was dumbfounded.

Ugh.

"Nathaniel, I’m fine! Let’s just play a game!"

Yay~!

Now there’s a reason the Demon can’t be stopped~!

The Demon looked displeased.

Nathaniel ruffled his hair.

"There’s no time left to meet the amount. I could stay up all night, though."

"And."

The guard suddenly spoke.

"There are additional regulations that apply to minors."

"Huh?"

He pointed to a notice hanging on the wall.

No entry for minors after midnight.

"The VIP area is an exception, but it applies without exception in the general area, so please keep that in mind. It won’t matter if you bring your family name."

Ugh!

Such strict regulations……!

"Why is there such a thing?!"

"Some members of parliament complained that their children weren’t coming home late. But the VIP area is an exception, so please take that into account."

"Ugh!"

Pastel trembled.

That’s too much! Too much!

Minors should have the freedom to gamble all night!

"Oh? If that’s the case, I really won’t have time to meet the amount? Hey, guard! What kind of regulation is that?! I’m Nathaniel from the Priesley family! Someone like me should be adjusted flexibly!"

Nathaniel wielded his power.

"I see. I already know. Because you’re a VIP."

"What?!"

But since it was of no use, the Demon seemed somehow pleased.

『Oh, that’s good. It seems that only I and this guy can enter. You should go home.』

It was an attitude that suggested he had allowed Nathaniel to enter the gambling house just to do this.

Ugh!

I don’t want to!

I want to gamble all night!

"Is there some troublesome issue?"

A gambler leading a group in the VIP area approached. He scanned Pastel’s group and smiled.

"If it’s a lack of amount, a few big games should do the trick. Why not play with us?"

Huh?

"Big games?"

"I was going to play a round of poker with my group, and there happens to be an open seat."

"Wow! I’ve played poker a bit!"

"Great! Want to join?"

The gambler grinned.

"I want to! I want to!"

Such nice people!

Pastel sat down at the table, gathering her credit and cash assets. Documents listing Demon Realm real estate transformed into chips.

"Big spender! Let’s match our chips!"

The gambler looked delighted. Then he exchanged meaningful glances with his group, as if to say they should match the young lady’s big chips.

Such nice people!

Chips piled up on the table, and the game began.

One round, two rounds, three rounds, four rounds.

Boo boo boo~!

"Ugh, I’m done for."

One of the gamblers threw down his cards.

"That young lady seems to have a good hand again?"

"Not really. I’ll raise the bet!"

More chips were placed. Pastel couldn’t help but smile widely.

With her violet lens eyes, she glanced down at her pile. The chips had noticeably increased.

Before she knew it, it was almost 1.5 times.

Her smile widened.

Her available assets were 1.5 times!

Wow, I must be a gambling genius!

Totally a genius!

I could even take the Demon as my mentor!

Boo roo boo.

"No! Why isn’t this sticking?!"

Another gambler threw down his cards.

Huh?

If they drop out now, the chips I could win will decrease.

Pastel’s expression turned anxious. She subtly glanced at the remaining opponent.

The gambler seemed to have a poor hand, frowning at his cards. Then he glanced at Pastel.

"Sounds like bluffing? Your hand can’t be good all the time."

Wow.

How did you know?

Pastel feigned surprise.

The gambler’s eyes sparkled as he smiled.

"You can’t just go all in. All in."

All his chips were pushed to the center of the table.

Wow.

Pastel’s eyes measured her chips against the pile on the table.

They were roughly similar.

If I win, my available assets will triple……!

Her eyes spun.

"I guessed it! You should fold now!"

The gambler stood up to take his betting chips.

"Wait!"

Pastel quickly stopped him.

"I’m going all in too!"

She pushed all her chips to the center.

The chips piled up like a mountain.

Hehe.

Her smile widened.

I’m smart, so I’ll just take this and leave~!

"Hurry and reveal your cards!"

Pastel pointed confidently.

The gambler smiled.

Huh?

He exchanged meaningful glances with his group before revealing his cards.

Pastel carefully checked the two cards of her opponent. After checking the dealer’s five cards, she pondered what combination could be formed.

Heart A

Heart 2

Heart 3

Heart 4

Heart 5

Huh?

Straight flush

Probability 0.0014%

Oh wow?!

Pastel jumped up.

"Ah! This is cheating!"

The gambler grinned.

"You were lucky!"

That’s impossible! How could that come up by luck!

This is cheating! Cheating!

I was set up!

No wonder they kept letting me win at first!

As soon as I went all in, they started cheating!

This is a scheme! It’s definitely a scheme!

"There’s no reversal of wins and losses! Give me the chips!"

"Ahhh!"

Pastel shook her head. Her twin tails flapped.

"Dealer! This is cheating! Totally cheating! Cheating!"

"We only mediate; we do not interfere with the outcome."

The dealer replied nonchalantly.

That’s impossible!

"How could that come up by luck!"

"We only mediate; we do not interfere with the outcome."

That’s impossible!

This is really cheating……!

"Ahhh!"

Despairing, Pastel didn’t reveal her cards, and the dealer reached out.

The cards were flipped over and came into view.

Heart K

Heart J

Combined with the dealer’s cards.

Heart A

Heart K

Heart Q

Heart J

Heart 10

Huh?

Royal straight flush

Probability 0.00015%

Oh wow.

But I was luckier~!

"What?"

The gambler’s eyes widened as he tried to take the chips.

"How could that come up……!"

The chairs rattled violently.

"Hey, you cheater!"

The gambler’s group stood up in excitement.

Ahhh!

Pastel trembled.

I was just lucky……!

"This is invalid! Invalid! Dealer!"

"We only mediate; we do not interfere with the outcome."

The dealer replied nonchalantly.

Pastel trembled.

"There’s no reversal of wins and losses!"

"You should know your limits, you cheater……!"

Ahhh!

Why are you doing this to me!

Such bad people!

167 - They Say Gambling is Bad
"Great Governor General Pastel~!

You’re good at games! Good at gambling! And smart too~!

Satisfied with the entry criteria, Pastel hummed and walked confidently. The borrowed shoes from Melissa stomped on the red carpet of the VIP area.

"Stomp! Stomp!"

The Demon looked on suspiciously.

『What did you do in that closed room that made the con artists protest and scream in reverse?』

"Hehe! I counted cards with my smart head!"

With one swipe of the card, you can call the Fairy!

With two swipes, the poker hand sparkles!

With three swipes, the wallet gets fat!

Wow, this is card counting!

I’m totally smart!

The Demon looked even more suspicious. It seemed that rather than joy, doubt arose when a kid who was smart but didn’t want to study brought home good grades.

『Don’t learn from bad deeds. Still, you did well since you didn’t get scammed by those con artists.』

The pink eyes sparkled.

"Right! Right! I did really well!"

Pastel super-duper ultra!

"Yay! Yay! I got a compliment!"

I should live like this from now on!

Pastel hopped around.

『Sigh.』

"How did you do it?! I’ve been in and out of here countless times, and I’ve never won money from the decent folks in the VIP area!"

Nathaniel asked excitedly. He looked like a gambling addict staring at a cheat code. And since he was indeed a gambling addict, it wasn’t just a metaphor.

"Huh?"

Pastel laughed, dragging out her words.

"You don’t know that, Nathaniel? Card counting! Only smart people can do it!"

"Card counting! Ah! That’s it! There’s a secret! I knew it!"

Nathaniel shook his fist.

"It’s not about luck or probability; it’s all about secrets! There’s a way to win without losing, but it takes time and experience to learn, which is why I’ve lost so far! It’s all just tuition fees, and in the end, I’ll recover everything! No matter what the butler says, I’m not that wrong! I’m just a bit slow at learning!"

The Demon, watching this, seemed to have lost all sense of reason and spun around in disbelief. Spinning. Coming closer, he whispered.

『What’s so good about a guy like that?』

The Demon genuinely seemed curious.

Pastel’s eyes widened. She maintained that state for a moment without answering, then murmured in a curious voice.

"A wandering self…?"

The red eyes looked incredulous.

Pastel just giggled.

She had dressed up for a date today, but she had forgotten about Nathaniel’s presence earlier, so she wasn’t quite sure.

But she definitely felt a sense of camaraderie? Normally, she wouldn’t have felt like entering the gambling hall, which was a bit off for PinkPink, but even though she had disguised herself as a purple, she had followed along smoothly.

As Pastel was thinking, she suddenly poked the Demon in the side. Mischief danced at the corners of her mouth.

"Demon, when you ask me such questions, it feels like you’re indirectly checking why my mom chose you over my dad."

Is it a bit pathetic for a man who still has feelings for a married woman?

A little bit, a lot!

『You’re talking nonsense.』

The Demon rubbed his forehead.

But perhaps feeling a mental blow, his pace slowed, and his face turned slightly vacant.

Wow.

Pastel felt a jolt of guilt.

I defeated the Archdemon!

I’ve become an exorcist!

"Wow! I’m an exorcist!"

Genius! Youngest! Record-breaking! All those good titles!

Bouncing, she arrived at the VIP area.

The existing area was already operated for nobles and wealthy people, so it wasn’t lacking in splendor, but this place was on a different level.

The splendor felt restrained yet dignified. Gold was something everyone had, and it seemed to say that the distinction of nobility lay in decorum.

Melissa would nod in approval. But knowing it was a gambling hall, she would probably shake her head.

"Wow, black red black red."

The colors available only in business mode were everywhere!

Pastel felt deflated.

It seemed like a place where a newly rich Pastel Lovecraft shouldn’t be, having met His Majesty the Emperor by chance.

Ahh.

Thinking about it, I’m from the founding family of the Kraft clan. Not just a newly rich, but a lineage with a deep history.

Pastel rolled her pink eyes and gradually felt revitalized. Suddenly, it felt like she was in a place that should feel familiar.

Her expression subtly turned arrogant.

"I’ve finally come to a place worthy of my dignity! It’s been a long time of oppression!"

Wow.

"What are you doing?"

Nathaniel waved his hand and pointed around.

"The VIP area doesn’t differ much in game layout, but the big difference is that there’s a private room for each person. Usually, it’s used as a waiting room for attendants, but it can be used differently."

One of those was a contact point for the radical faction or the Order.

Originally, even if you knew a contact point, it was tricky to access due to the encrypted communication system and the constantly changing locations. But thanks to Nathaniel, who pretended to be a gambling addict but was actually a secret agent of the princess, I was able to easily overcome the obstacles.

He’s definitely a secret agent!

He looked like a gambling addict and said some very gambling-addict-like things earlier, but it was all just an act!

"I don’t see the Order. What’s going on?"

The disappointing part was that the vicious Order, which had committed a massacre at the train station right in front of Governor General Pastel, seemed to have vanished without a trace.

"Ugh. They’re quick to catch on."

As a daughter, I’m not sure if I should be happy that my dad is good at handling things.

Honestly, I decided to skip the Order, which had been a bit uncomfortable, and head towards the radical faction’s contact point.

I was planning to create a connection with the radical faction and, with Nathaniel’s help, steal the evidence from within.

Nathaniel could do it alone, but he wasn’t very cooperative, and objectively, his skills weren’t reliable, so a solo mission had a higher risk of being discovered.

I stopped in front of one of the private rooms, sparsely lined in the corridor with a red carpet. A luxurious golden nameplate caught my eye.

Pastel swallowed hard.

"What should I do now? Knock three times and then twice in rhythm? Or slide a paper with a password under the door?"

It felt adventurous.

Nathaniel rubbed his nose awkwardly.

"Usually, it’s left open, so you can just walk in."

"Huh?"

"It’s an open corridor, so doing it that way would actually draw attention."

That’s true.

The pink eyes sparkled.

"Wow, Nathaniel, you were totally professional just now!"

This is the aura of a secret agent!

Nathaniel’s expression turned somewhat proud. He looked like he was glad he frequented the gambling hall.

Wow, that’s not the kind of compliment I meant.

"Thanks to you, I’ve been stuck here, so I don’t know who the contact person is, so just stay quiet, and I’ll handle it."

"Yes! Demon, please wait outside for a moment!"

『Sure.』

Nathaniel opened the door. The spacious private room was practically a hotel.

A man sitting on the sofa reading a newspaper looked up.

"Head of the Priesley family? I heard you were missing, but you seem fine. Where have you been?"

"I stepped in it."

Nathaniel grimaced.

Oh dear.

What’s with the reaction? Is that person a bad guy?

"To refer to someone as feces is too much."

A finger pointed at Pastel.

"Anyway, I came to introduce a human who wants to join our faction."

The newspaper folded. The man neatly refolded the newspaper into another layer. He placed it on the table and finally turned his gaze to Pastel.

The special purple dye and makeup techniques of the Kraft clan didn’t seem to give him the impression that she was Governor General Pastel.

"Welcome. There’s a misunderstanding that we reject all humans, but it’s merely a misunderstanding. We like rational and reasonable humans, and we especially like external sponsors. Are you the daughter of the target faction?"

Pastel felt like a job applicant at an interview.

Pass! Pass! Pass!

What’s important for passing…!

With excitement, her arms shot up.

"Long live the great Demon King!"

Flattery! It’s flattery! Flattery is the best!

"The emperor of the empire, who is merely a commoner, is an absolute monarch that cannot be approached! Long live! Long live!"

Nathaniel and the man were taken aback.

"Long live the great Demon King!"

Pastel ran around the room with her arms raised. Her expression was one that only a true loyal subject could make, a hundred times sincere.

The first to regain composure was the man.

"You’ve brought a truly remarkable sponsor in many ways."

"Uh, um."

"I’ll prepare the membership process. Is there anything else you need?"

"Nothing…"

Just as Nathaniel was about to answer that there was nothing, he caught Pastel’s curious gaze and remembered something else he needed to do.

"I heard that Governor General Kraft was attacked by the Order, and there are rumors that we are the cause. Is that true?"

The man cleared his throat.

"That part has been a headache for us as well. It’s not something we did, but the Governor keeps insisting. Why is he blaming us for negotiations with the Order?"

"Huh? Really?"

Nathaniel turned around.

Pastel signaled with her eyes, "Say it!"

I know as a victim that this is indeed the radical faction’s fault! Those who were wronged were clearly killed in front of me by the Order! The Fairy can testify!

"I understand. Still, I want to confirm, so please send the relevant information to my mansion."

"Understood."

The man lightly jotted down the task.

"However, since there’s a recommendation from the head of the family, we’ll skip the ideological verification, but since you’re human, we still need to follow the procedures, so we’ll need to move to another room for a moment. Miss, please follow me."

"Yes! Long live the Demon King!"

Pastel followed the man closely. They entered a soundproofed private room. The soundproofing magic circle activated.

"The emperor of the empire is indeed just a commoner. You know quite well for a human."

"That’s right! That’s right!"

Pastel’s cheeks flushed.

"To betray the family of the girl I had a crush on and bring about their downfall! To strip the wealth of the fallen family and stuff it into the royal treasury!"

A finger pointed in the direction where the palace would be.

"To act like that just because you were rejected is so petty! That’s why you proposed publicly in front of the subjects during the founding ceremony and got rejected! Isn’t it the founding ceremony? Anyway, bang bang! Achieving a dark history! Accumulating history!"

Mom’s excellent choice, acknowledged! I acknowledge it!

"Long live the great Demon King!"

Pastel bounced around.

The man looked bewildered.

He seemed speechless for a moment, then brought his hand to his face. The skin seemed to peel away like a mask.

Huh?

As the face revealed itself, Mr. Penguin tidied his hair. Mr. Penguin smiled with a neat face.

"Governor, I didn’t expect to meet you here."

Mr. Penguin looked a bit embarrassed.

"As you guessed last time, we are indeed short on budget, so I’ve been running around."

Mr. Penguin.

He’s Ellie’s older brother, whom she has known since childhood, and a loyal member of the moderate faction.

But it turned out he was a spy of the empire hidden by the great Emperor to assassinate the Demon King.

But today, it seemed he was also infiltrating the radical faction.

Huh?

―To betray the family of the girl I had a crush on…….

Oh dear.

―To act like that just because you were rejected is so petty! That’s why you proposed publicly in front of the subjects during the founding ceremony and got rejected! Isn’t it the founding ceremony? Anyway, bang bang! Achieving a dark history! Accumulating history!

A deep sense of loyalty welled up in Pastel’s heart.

Her arms shot up like lightning.

"Long live the great Emperor who oversees everything!"

Good Pastel has always been following along!

168 - Penguins Waddle
Embarrassing, embarrassing.

"Hahaha! How should I put it? I guess it turned out this way because I tried my best to act! My loyalty to His Majesty the Emperor remains unchanged, but I suppose I need to make an exception for the disguise during my mission!"

Pastel twisted her body awkwardly and laughed.

"I understand that feeling. Regardless of loyalty to the Empire, one must appropriately handle the ideological verification that arises during a mission. We are well aware of the difficulties of having a mismatch between one's heart and words. Especially since the Governor General is not specialized in fieldwork, it must be even harder for him."

Mr. Penguin nodded, acknowledging their mutual embarrassment.

Oh yeah!

Survived the suspicion of being a traitor!

"That's right! That's exactly what I'm saying! Even while I was speaking just now, my soul was writhing in pain!"

While acting, it turned into method acting, and I ended up mocking His Majesty the Emperor excessively!

"And."

Mr. Penguin smiled.

"The fact that the Governor General has personal grievances is something that His Majesty the Emperor is also aware of. When trying to act well, one must sometimes utilize their true feelings."

Whoa!

This person is not agreeing at all!

I heard a warning that clearly says, "I know you want to rebel against the royal family!"

Loyal Pastel is absolutely not a bad person who thinks it's very disgraceful that His Majesty the Emperor is still unable to forget his deceased first love and is clinging to it in a pitiful manner!

I absolutely do not think that the Demon, who is living a miserable life while taking care of the daughter of his first love, is a million times better!

Mr. Penguin checked the door and re-evaluated the soundproofing. He turned his body while examining the magic circle.

"This is perfect. During our last meeting, the Demon King informed us that Princess Elicia was a fake created by the Governor General, and you left the scene immediately, so the situation couldn't be properly sorted out."

A letter was taken out from his pocket.

"I have been conveying the news of the fake Demon King to His Majesty and have received new orders. I think it's time to inform you."

Ugh.

Good Pastel is very pleased and happy with the current ambiguous state of His Majesty the Emperor's orders, despite having the black mark of His Majesty the Emperor.

"His Majesty has partially agreed with the strategy of luring out the real Demon King or his subordinates, who might be hiding somewhere, by creating a fake Demon King."

Partially.

"However, even if there is a real Demon King, His Majesty believes that he wouldn't come out rashly, so he deemed it a regrettable scheme in terms of cost-effectiveness."

Oh?

Pastel's pink eyes rolled in confusion.

"That's not it. It seems Mr. Penguin, or rather Mr. Redmond, misunderstood and inadequately conveyed the message."

"Excuse me?"

"I said that in order to catch the hidden rat, I need to stir up the rat hole."

"That's correct."

"But if you take that to mean that I plan to appear as the Demon King to confuse the real one and force him to reveal himself, that would be a shallow interpretation."

"Excuse me?"

Mr. Penguin looked bewildered.

Phew.

I'm actually the one who's more bewildered.

Pastel looked at Mr. Penguin with slight suspicion.

Is this person trying to sow discord between loyal Pastel and His Majesty the Emperor by pretending not to know the basics?

Ugh.

As Governor General Pastel, I am very dissatisfied.

"It would be nice to clarify, but if the Demon King is smart, he wouldn't do that, and then it would inevitably become a regrettable scheme in terms of opportunity cost, according to His Majesty's evaluation. There's nothing to lose, though."

"That is indeed the case. The Governor General has assessed that it would be better to pursue a different scheme. Money is not an issue, but investing the time and manpower required for this scheme elsewhere would be more effective."

Phew.

"However, that's a rather simplistic way of thinking. His Majesty would not think that way, so we can only conclude that Mr. Redmond conveyed it incorrectly."

"Excuse me?"

Mr. Penguin was dumbfounded.

Phew.

How can this person pretend not to know such basic areas? Is he really trying to sow discord?

"If the real Demon King appears and hastily reveals himself as the real one, it doesn't matter for this scheme."

Governor General Pastel became dissatisfied as Mr. Penguin, acting like an intelligence agency, was being unnecessarily obstinate.

"According to the prophecy of the Grand Temple, the Empire will fall with the appearance of the Demon King."

"That's correct."

"But the world does not collapse due to a single individual. Although it is called the Demon King, ultimately, it is about power, and the most likely candidate would be the Demon Realm United Kingdom."

"That is also correct. However, His Majesty believes that considering the current military power and geographical distance of the United Kingdom, a traitor within the Empire is deemed more dangerous."

Is that so?

Pastel tilted her head.

It seems like the perspective is a bit off.

"The Empire cannot fall due to military power."

His Majesty the Emperor seems to think that the trials mentioned in the prophecy are military challenges to the throne.

Even though the Demon King is the face of history, the real cause would be the military power of the imperial nobles who covet the throne.

If they cooperate with the throne as a price and are betrayed by the Demon King, and the Demon King becomes the ultimate victor, it would align with the prophecy.

But is that really the case?

A world hegemon does not fall so easily.

The Empire has achieved continental unification by defeating all kingdoms on the continent, and afterward, it waged a great war against the external forces of the Demon Realm and emerged victorious.

There will not be a stronger national legitimacy until the space age begins.

"The Empire is a hegemonic nation that will never exist in history again. It didn't simply unify through military power, betrayal, and schemes; it achieved a legitimate unification by subduing each kingdom one by one with strength."

You can see this clearly by looking at the usual attitude of Alsier Bellamonte, a former royal. Although she doesn't particularly like the royal family, she acknowledges that this country is indeed an empire and has no major complaints about being from a duke family.

What was the reason for the bad relationship between Alsier and Camelot?

It was because she felt resentful about being in the northern frontier and wanting to enter central politics, but there were no positions available, leading to competition between them.

In other words, even though she is a former royal and still holds the capital of the kingdom as her territory, she wanted to enter central politics and wield power like ordinary imperial nobles rather than preparing for rebellion by building military power.

The Empire achieved unification through procedures that everyone could recognize. The status of the duke family, which is part of the unified empire, is higher than that of the former royals.

Moreover, they have also experienced unification of continental forces through wars against the external forces of the Demon Realm.

If the Empire were to weaken and somehow have the opportunity to occupy the capital and sit on the throne, what the Bellamonte family desires would not be the revival of the former kingdom.

They would likely want to maintain the existing territory while obtaining the throne of the unified empire, rather than declaring the revival of the kingdom and going through countless challenges and territorial divisions. That would be far easier.

In the end, even if the imperial nobles betray and covet the throne, it would not be the Empire that falls but the royal family. It is not uncommon for the royal bloodline to change while the country remains intact. It is not said that the country has fallen because of that.

Of course, the Demon King, who was cooperating with the promise of giving the throne, could betray the traitors and destroy the Empire...

But...

I wonder if that is possible now?

If there were no prophecy, it might somehow work out, but given that the prophecy has already spread all over the place, I don't know if that will happen. Only the appearance of the Demon King has been publicly announced, but the fall of the Empire has not been disclosed to the public, yet all powerful nobles must know.

Thanks to the previous tyrant who stained the entire territory with blood by massacring 100,000 newborns, even a passing puppy friend would sense that something is off, so how many high-ranking nobles would be unaware?

There is a prophecy that the Demon King will betray you, and becoming a traitor who attempts to destroy the unified Empire that will never exist again is foolishness. Or, even if one possesses a sufficiently powerful force to determine the fall of the Empire, they would be a fool who cannot calculate profit and loss, entering into an unpredictable and unmanageable civil war after achieving the unprecedented achievement of being a traitor.

VS

Maintaining a strong force while attempting to twist the prophecy in line with the efforts of the Empire and the Grand Temple. Then, living well for generations and subtly aiming for the throne of the unified Empire.

Ugh, the balance is terrible.

Which noble would choose the former?

Of course, a noble who does not listen to the advice of greedy, foolish subordinates who quickly calculate profit and loss, and yet somehow maintains a strong force, and has no subordinates with rational thoughts like, "I would rather betray if it means destroying the unified Empire that will never exist again!" is possible.

But how could such a person maintain a strong force?

Phew.

No matter how I think about it, it doesn't seem like the Empire will fall due to the military power within it. Perhaps only the royal bloodline would change.

Oh?

Pastel paused as she thought this far. A chilling shiver of survival instinct ran through her.

I was having a very republican citizen-like wicked thought just now!

In a monarchy, the monarch is the state!

The change of the royal bloodline is almost equivalent to the fall of the Empire!

I don't think the prophecy given by the gods would agree with the forced logic of monarchy, but loyal Pastel could actively agree with the logic that the royal family is the Empire.

Logic shift! Logic shift!

The wicked thoughts of republicanism were cast aside, and the true mindset of monarchy peeked into her mind.

Glancing at Mr. Penguin, who was lost in thought, she adjusted the thread of logic.

"There is no way a royal family with legitimacy that has never existed in history could collapse. Even if some great nobles betray and wield military power alongside the Demon King, civil war is inevitable, and they cannot overpower the inherent military power that the Empire possesses."

In the current state where the concept of total war has not been established, the gap between the Empire's peacetime strength and the potential strength that could arise during a civil war is enormous.

There is no way a mere great noble could handle the total war that would occur when everyone gathers under the name of the unified Empire, regardless of status.

Unless it were before the development of firearms, in a world where a wizard could die in a single shot.

"But if we change the premise, it would be different. If there is little justification for a civil war, or if there arises a sufficiently just and intense disagreement that could split the Empire in half..."

If the Empire's inherent military power could turn against the Empire itself.

It is not easy for those who love the unified Empire to aim their weapons at it.

But there may come a time in history when it becomes possible. The moment when a powerful force acts.

History calls this force ideology.

And the latest ideology at this point is...

Republicanism.

The Republican faction of the Empire, led by Duke Nastasha Redgrade, is the political system that dreams of and has already been realized by the Demon Realm United Kingdom.

"The creation of the fake Demon King is not primarily aimed at finding the hidden Demon King. It is about seizing the command of the republican ideology held by the United Kingdom under the pretext of the Demon King."

Isn't it common sense to consider ideology in grand strategy?

If you don't know as an intelligence agency, wouldn't it be better to learn history, whether it's World War I, World War II, or the Cold War?

Oh?

Thinking about it, this isn't Earth, and I haven't experienced world wars or the Cold War.

Oh wow, it wasn't common sense yet!

Pastel jumped in surprise like a rabbit and looked at Mr. Penguin.

"Excuse me?"

He had a dumbfounded expression.

Ahhh!

I've become that strange person who talks about things only I know...!

Disqualified from popularity...!

169 - Sometimes I Forget About Those Around Me
"Thus, national power can be broadly classified into hard power and soft power."

"Please continue."

Mr. Penguin began to take notes in his notebook.

"Hard power refers to the ability to conduct warfare. Soft power refers to academia, art, and information."

Pastel received a sheet of paper. The fountain pen that Ellie had gifted him was swirling.

"In other words, hard power is physical military strength, while soft power is mental diplomatic strength. You could also understand hard power as physical diplomacy and soft power as mental military strength without much issue. Another way to express it is that hard power is short-term national strength, while soft power is long-term national strength, but there's no need to delve that deep right now."

"Soft power feels like the power of culture."

Mr. Penguin twirled the fountain pen.

"You mentioned that information is included; could you specify what you mean?"

"Espionage. Soft power, simplified, is national charm, making it easier to sway people. Therefore, it is very strong in espionage."

When a Soviet spy suddenly approached a bureaucrat from an enemy nation with no ties to the Soviet Union, saying, 'I know you secretly admire communism. If there's an opportunity to serve the persecuted proletariat, would you join?' it seems like some kind of hypnotic spell, with a high success rate.

The same goes for the American version of democracy.

"The achievement of unifying the world and maintaining stability for a long time is an irreplaceable absolute soft power. While the unified empire may not convert into diplomatic power, conversely, all that power can be transformed into patriotism."

The world is not so easy that it would allow a mere internal traitor or an external force like a Demon King to bring about the empire's downfall.

If one dreams of rebellion, they should pray not to be killed by those around them first. A chef who was chatting and laughing until yesterday could suddenly be consumed by patriotism and poison today's dish. At the very least, even if this happens occasionally, there are plenty of people who would report to the royal family.

If it's not an internal traitor but an evil Demon King, it would be even harder. They would have to endure enough hardship to achieve forced unification against a united Earth Alliance standing against an alien invasion.

Ah.

"Elang Vital, or rather, the active participation of nobles and subjects who have changed will surpass the military power of the empire currently manifested. The idea that the empire would fall due to the betrayal of internal nobles is simply nonsensical."

Mr. Penguin was jotting something down in his notebook, then crossed it out.

"You're saying that the voluntary participation of subjects who admire His Majesty the Emperor will be strong enough that there's no need to worry about betrayal."

Phew.

That was flattened out with such a monarchist, pre-modern way of thinking.

With the advent of firearms, the minimum time required for military training has decreased, and with the spread of education, a smooth supply of literate officers has become possible. With the development of transportation, participation from all citizens of the territory becomes easier, and if there is a media to inform the entire nation and encourage participation, the explosive participation of citizens can be immediately converted into military strength...

Ugh, it's too complicated to explain.

Considering the empire's development, I think it's roughly possible. The bureaucracy is insufficient, so mobilizing hundreds of thousands of troops within a few months is still not feasible, but that's not a big issue since it's on equal terms with the Demon King or traitors.

Moreover, at least the Sky Island, the empire's frontline, can mobilize up to a hundred thousand troops thanks to the great Governor General Pastel, who had already implanted a modern bureaucracy. Once the ongoing railway construction on Sky Island is completed, immediate mobilization will be almost possible.

It will become possible to immediately respond to the invasion of the evil Demon King and dispatch troops!

Wow.

Loyal Pastel is competent!

I’m working hard like this, Your Majesty the Emperor!

Loyal Pastel felt proud.

"That's right! The brilliant achievements accomplished by you, Your Majesty, and the previous fervent emperors cannot be rivaled by insignificant nobles! All subjects who admire His Majesty the Emperor will fight with their lives!"

"I wholeheartedly agree."

Mr. Penguin nodded.

"I didn't understand what the Governor General was saying, but now I do. The Demon King wields the ideology of republicanism to blind the subjects and divide the empire, ultimately leading to its downfall."

"Exactly! Exactly! The only force capable of dividing the empire against the soft power of the unified empire is republicanism!"

Pastel's expression turned serious.

"The real issue isn't the internal traitors; it's the United Kingdom, which has seized the soft power of republicanism that is the true rival! We cannot be complacent, relying solely on visible physical military strength! That's not all there is!"

Pastel wore the expression of a loyal subject.

"I fully understand that Your Majesty is concerned about the betrayal of the nobles, but you must not become fixated on that. As a loyal subject, I advise you that the main cause will ultimately be the United Kingdom. The empire's resources should not be used to check the great nobles but should be directed against the United Kingdom."

The pink eyes became serious.

"If it weren't for the prophecy of the Great Shrine, the empire would likely have fallen as foretold. But could it really have happened due to the common cause of noble betrayal that anyone could check? Perhaps it is due to an unexpected cause that the empire will fall?"

The girl's hand waved.

"Think about it. Even without the prophecy, Your Majesty would have prepared for the betrayal of the nobles. You would have certainly prepared for the emergence of the Demon King, just as previous fervent emperors did."

Her finger pointed to the sky beyond the ceiling.

"Then why did the deity choose to deliver a prophecy? Isn't it because the existing methods and thoughts could not prevent it?"

Mr. Penguin's mouth slightly opened.

"That's true. The emergence of the noble betrayal or the Demon King is something that Your Majesty would have continuously monitored even without a prophecy."

"But the main cause is clearly the United Kingdom, which lacked military strength compared to the empire. They are seizing the republican ideology to stand against the unified empire."

"That makes sense."

Mr. Penguin's expression changed to one of realization.

"I was wondering why the Governor General met with Duke Redgrave and examined the Republican Faction."

Huh?

Huh?!

Pastel's eyes widened.

What?! What?!

How do you know?!

I was just invited to Duchess Nastasha's mansion and visited secretly once!

"I knew that Duke Redgrave harbored ill feelings toward the royal family. However, the Republican Faction was focused on political activities and did not invest much in training soldiers, so Your Majesty didn't pay much attention. But from the perspective of the soft power you just mentioned, the story changes."

Mr. Penguin put away his notebook. A smile appeared on the man's face.

"The Republican Faction is a traitorous army."

Eh.

"I will convey the Governor General's advice that we should not judge solely based on visible military strength to Your Majesty, under my name."

Mr. Penguin placed his hand on his chest and bowed his head.

Eh.

The Republican Faction, which had been quietly observing the prophecy, is suddenly going to be intensely monitored.

The Republican Faction, which had been quietly staying put without training troops, is now going to be intensely monitored starting today, while the militarily strong northern Bellamonte and southern Camelot are being concentratedly checked by being barred from entering central politics and having their heirs sent to the remote Sky Island Academy.

Cause: That pink-haired girl.

I shouldn't have trusted the pink-haired girl in the first place...!

Gasp.

Kraft has done something he shouldn't have done!

Kraft has done something he shouldn't have done as a Republican!

Oh?

Thinking about it, I'm not a Republican.

Originally, the Kraft family is Royalist.

Oh, wait.

The pink eyes rolled around.

I'm a little sorry, but isn't this a problem that Duchess Nastasha should solve?

After all, there's a high possibility that someone has already thought of such basic reasoning at some point. So wouldn't it have been something that would have happened anyway?

In the first place...

Isn't it wrong to create a group with a name as sinister as the Republican Faction?

Isn't it more justifiable for the openly disloyal Republican Faction to be justly monitored than for the innocent Melissa or Alsier, who have no interest in the throne and are unrelated to the prophecy, to be unjustly checked?

Gasp, that sounds right.

"It will take time for the rapid airships to come and go, so it seems the Governor General can proceed with the schemes at his discretion until Your Majesty issues another command."

"Ah! Yes!"

Oh yeah.

While there are black marks from His Majesty the Emperor, His Majesty's orders are currently ambiguous~.

"By the way, what brings you to the meeting place of the Hawks? Did you come to meet that Presley family head, or do you usually enjoy gambling?"

"It seems that the radicals colluded with the wicked Order to attack me, but I can't find the evidence. I'm planning to disguise myself and look for it myself."

Mr. Penguin nodded.

"In that case, you don't need to do that. As the Governor General said, it would be necessary to check the United Kingdom more strongly. I will assist you."

Ugh.

I didn't want to owe anything to the scary Mr. Penguin, so I was planning to do it alone, but it ended up like this.

Pastel discussed with Mr. Penguin how to deal with the radical factions of the United Kingdom.

The clock ticked.

After a while, Pastel emerged from the secret room.

"Haah."

He wiped his forehead, which was not even sweating, for no reason.

So tired.

But so proud!

I feel like I worked really hard today!

The corners of his mouth curled up.

Today's diary~!

Today, I met the scary Mr. Penguin.

Something was lacking, so when I explained, he immediately understood!

So rational and smart!

And, and.

I also conveyed my advice to His Majesty the Emperor.

I exposed the sinister schemes of the Republican Faction and completely blocked the realization of the prophecy!

Gasp, an unprecedented achievement.

Loyal Pastel Lovecraft.

Once again, I devoted myself to His Majesty the Emperor today.

Wow.

170 - The Loyal Subject is Proud Again Today
"What’s up? You said it was just a formality, so why do you look so exhausted? Did that guy interrogate you under the guise of ideological verification or something?"

Nathaniel approached.

"Ah?"

Pastel's pink eyes widened. She covered her mouth with both hands.

"Are you worried about me?"

Does he like me?

Well, it’s hard not to like someone as popular as Pastel!

It can’t be helped!

Nathaniel looked bewildered.

"Do you think I’m worried about you because of what you did to me? I’m just wondering if that guy disregarded my dignity."

Oh?

What bad thing did I do to Nathaniel?

Memory, memory.

Think, think.

Nothing comes to mind!

After all, Nathaniel is a secret agent who infiltrated the Radical Faction on Ellie’s orders. There’s no way Pastel, Ellie’s friend, could have done something bad!

"Now that the membership is over, we’re done for today, right? Let’s go. Since we’re here, we should play a game of poker. Was it called card counting? I should give it a try. Now that the noble Nathaniel of the Presley family knows the technique, there’s no way I’ll lose!"

Nathaniel licked his lips and rubbed his hands together.

Ah! That’s right!

Now that work is done, it’s time to have fun!

Pastel checked her winter dress. It was neat and pretty, with Melissa’s advice included. She quickly brushed off the dirt stuck to the hem.

She had been so focused on work that she almost forgot she came here for a date!

If work is done, then of course it’s time for a date!

She stealthily moved closer to Nathaniel.

"Nathaniel."

Nathaniel flinched and took half a step back.

"What’s up with your voice?"

It looked like a kidnapper was startled when pretending to be friendly.

Pastel, who had never acted that way, felt very wronged. Her cheeks puffed up involuntarily, and she pressed her finger to her lips before asking.

"Do you like dating, by any chance?"

Nathaniel looked astonished.

"Why would I dislike it?"

"Ah! Really?! Really?!"

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"Wow! I like it too!"

Pastel raised her arms and jumped up and down.

It feels like we’re totally on the same wavelength!

A match made in heaven, right?!

Nathaniel frowned slightly.

"But it’s been a while since my fiancée came to find me, so I haven’t been able to date for quite some time."

Oh?

Pastel froze in mid-jump. She rolled her pink eyes and repeated the word she just heard.

Fiancée.

Gasp.

Her pink eyes trembled sweetly.

"Nathaniel, do you have a fiancée?"

Why?!

"Of course I do. How old do you think I am?"

Nathaniel looked incredulous.

"Normally, I should have been married by now. It’s been postponed because she said she wouldn’t marry until she quits gambling. Well, whatever."

The current gambling addict Nathaniel looked awkward.

"But since I’m the head of the Presley family, it wouldn’t be good for either of us to break off the engagement now, so I’m keeping it going. It should work out somehow."

"Why?! Why an engagement?!"

Aaaah!

Despair!

Despair!

Pastel clutched her head. Her pink pigtails flailed as she hit Nathaniel.

"Ugh! What’s going on?!"

This is something I’ve only heard about in legends…!

0 confessions, 1 rejection!

Waaah!

My pink pink love life…!

Pastel had never planned on experiencing a romantic failure in her life, but she had just achieved that record.

Even though she hadn’t confessed, it was true that she had been rejected, and Pastel felt sad. Tears welled up in her eyes.

"Devil!"

Please punish this bad person who seduced someone while having a fiancée!

Just as Pastel was about to shout that, she suddenly realized something and paused.

In fact, no tears were coming out, and she wasn’t particularly sad.

"Oh?"

Her pink eyes widened.

It doesn’t feel as bad as I thought.

Thinking about it, it makes sense that Nathaniel, the head of a family and already an adult, would have a fiancée.

Pastel felt flustered.

Oh dear.

This was an emotion that shouldn’t have arisen if it wasn’t romantic in the first place.

If this is the case, then what the Demon said becomes true.

It turns out that popular Pastel is confused because she can’t even define her own feelings properly, just as she was warned.

This is totally disqualifying for a popular person.

Pastel felt a slight cold sweat. She quickly tidied up her hair, which had become messy from clutching it.

The girl’s expression turned serious.

"What would you think if I said I liked you?"

"What?"

Nathaniel almost cursed but stopped himself.

"What kind of taste is that?"

Hmm.

"Well, that’s true, right?"

"Well, that’s true?! What kind of rudeness is that?!"

Nathaniel jumped up in excitement.

But Pastel, who had no time to care about that, trembled with shallow breaths. Her pink eyes peeked at the door where the Demon might be in the hallway before returning.

After a moment, as Nathaniel calmed down from his excitement, the girl asked in a trembling voice.

"What if, then? What if I admire the guardian who takes care of me? Not by blood!"

The last part is important!

Asterisks, asterisks!

"What’s with you since earlier?"

Nathaniel frowned. Still, as if he wanted to answer the benefactor who had helped his butler, he pondered for a moment.

"Is he some kind of great power? You admire him so much."

Is the Demon a great power?

"Not really. He’s my sword master."

"Sword? You use a sword? Isn’t it easier to just call a knight? Why would you fight with such a frail body?"

Oh dear.

Thinking about it, that’s true.

In these days when knights can be moved with a flick of a finger, why would I…?

Oh dear.

"Then why am I admiring him?"

If we’re being technical, it’s because of the impressive title of Archdemon…?

But honestly, seeing the Demon in an apron whipping cream every morning doesn’t really feel like he’s an Archdemon.

"Why are you asking me for a reason? There must be a reason."

Nathaniel looked incredulous.

Then, as if he had thought of something, he grinned as if he had found a weakness.

"Oh, no way? I get it! That Governor General, or whatever, I never thought you’d have such childish feelings!"

"Huh?"

"It’s not admiration at all!"

Nathaniel displayed an adult’s reasoning.

"It’s common for a guardian you’re close to to turn into a romantic interest! But if there’s no blood relation, it’s only natural for your heart to be drawn to them!"

The girl’s mouth dropped open.

Huh?

Huh?!



The sound of a typewriter echoed in the small room.

With each keystroke, the keys moved to print ink letters. As the mechanical sound changed the lines, black ink filled the white paper.

Redmond, who was being called Mr. Penguin for no reason, was writing a report to submit to the Empire.

The report reflected the efforts invested by the Empire, thoroughly analyzing and organizing the secrets of the United Kingdom.

—Congratulations on your top completion. You will now infiltrate the depths of the United Kingdom under the name Redmond. Approach Princess Elicia as if by chance, build a personal connection, and become her confidant.

—Yes.

Calculated approaches and prepared lies.

When tall buildings were erected around the palace without permission, the United Kingdom, with its pathetic hierarchy that only worried about sniping, found it easy for a young common boy to accidentally encounter a younger princess.

Countless infiltration operations had failed until now, but ultimately, Redmond’s approach, which struck at the essential weakness of the Republic, succeeded brilliantly.

The Republican system, buried in absurd pride for being a high-ranking class that listens to capable commoners, is inherently weak in espionage.

"Is it the power of culture?"

As Kraft, the Governor General, said, if this is a war of systems between monarchy and republic, it would serve as a case proving the superiority of monarchy.

Ultimately, the Republic, with its internal contradictions, would collapse in espionage, leaving only the monarchy to survive.

The typewriter struck a period.

The completed report was in hand.

It thoroughly analyzed how much of a military threat the railway, which the United Kingdom was investing all its efforts into, could pose to the Empire.

In front of the Governor General, who was subtly probing whether he was still a Republican, he pretended not to understand the ideological verification, but the military explosiveness of education, media, and transportation was thoroughly analyzed.

Plans to forcibly block railway construction without spending a dime, based on treaties from the Great War, and even methods to induce bankruptcy for the United Kingdom, which had recklessly invested its finances, were organized.

The report was placed aside.

"Is it the power of culture?"

Then this would be the superiority of the Republic.

Redmond began writing a new report.

—Why do you disregard status? If the hierarchy collapses, wouldn’t the princess have been in danger of being sniped? In another country, royalty wouldn’t dare do that out of fear.

—Risk and return. Instead, we’ve gained a talent pool that disregards status. While the Empire is tied to the population of noble and merchant families, we built schools. When many can speak and express themselves, cannibalistic customs were abandoned, and the steam engine pulsed with life.

The typewriter echoed.

"Is it the power of culture?"

Manipulation, reduction, expansion, bias.

Just as the report on Governor Kraft had been manipulated, this report was also manipulated.

The United Kingdom’s grand strategy is utopian.

The military value of the train is limited.

Parliamentary infighting makes it difficult to project national power abroad.

When analyzed comprehensively, it fails to resolve the fundamental contradictions of a republic that cannot consolidate national power.

What the United Kingdom can do is, as Governor Kraft advised, rely on the Empire’s Republicans to create chaos within the Empire.

The completed report was placed aside.

A new report began to be written.

The traitor of the Empire they were worried about is expected to be a Republican.

Since they cannot reduce resources monitoring the high nobility, it seems they will have to redirect the intelligence resources intended for Sky Island and the United Kingdom back to the Republicans.

Redmond carefully manipulated Governor Kraft’s advice.

He reduces the risks of the United Kingdom and focuses on the Republicans to incite internal discord within the Empire.

He makes it so that the intelligence resources intended for Sky Island and the United Kingdom are redirected to the Empire’s interior, broadening Governor Kraft’s maneuvering space while maintaining Redmond’s monopoly over the overseas intelligence network.

Governor Kraft, though he still doesn’t know why he must gain the Emperor’s trust at the cost of sacrificing the Republicans…

I will bet on your ambition.

For this beloved nation.

—Equality, wasn’t that the reason?

—Rights are valuable only when fought for, not granted by others. Just like when a building piled high with gold can aim at the princess’s life. Look, the merchants who tasted power have started ambitious investments in the military industry, which they had previously ignored due to high investment risks. All of this will make us leap forward.

That smile was beautiful.

The boy decided to walk the path of a double agent without coercion, persuasion, or threats.

As the Governor said, if this is a war of systems between monarchy and republic…

This will be a case proving the superiority of the Republic.

I will make it so with my own hands.

The typewriter echoed.

The keys struck a period.

171 - Mr. Penguin is a Busy Person
The hotel's morning kitchen is bustling.

Chefs got up before dawn to prepare the buffet, and assistant staff came in even earlier to prepare the ingredients.

With the increasing number of wealthy businessmen and intensifying competition among hotels, there wouldn't be a hotel in the United Kingdom's capital that isn't busy preparing breakfast at this point.

But this place was different.

The hotel where Pastel, the Governor General, who has peculiar tastes and vomits blood if she eats the wrong thing, was staying was filled only with the sound of whipping cream, without any commotion or noise.

Devil, wearing an apron, was diligently whipping the cream. He was whipping so skillfully that his hands were a blur, yet not a single drop of cream splattered out of the bowl.

Pastel sat on a chair, swinging her legs and watching him. Her pink eyes gazed languidly at Devil's back.

『I'm worried sick. You finished all your work, yet you're still hanging around the gambling den, betting on Sky Mackerel races. You're only getting worse.』

"I'm not doing anything bad. And, and I think it's okay since I broke even with a 7x payout in the end. Nathaniel lost everything. Governor General Pastel made a complete recovery."

『Oh, really? A complete recovery, you say.』

Devil shook his head and lifted the whisk. The cream, now firm and full of air, formed a sharp peak.

"But Demon, how did you end up liking Mom?"

Pastel maintained a nonchalant attitude, as if the question held no particular meaning. Her legs under the table, hidden from Devil, swung wildly.

『Haa.』

Devil put down the finished whipped cream. His pink eyes turned back.

『Must you bring up that topic? Your mother broke her promise and locked me back in prison. There's nothing to like.』

"Is it the pink hair you're into?"

Pastel casually ran her fingers through her hair. Her pink locks flowed through her fingers.

『Why are you so curious?』

"Just because."

Just because, just because.

Devil crossed his arms. His brow furrowed, and he looked up at the ceiling as if pondering.

『A preference, huh. If I had to choose, it would be blonde.』

"What?!"

Her pink eyes widened.

"Why?!"

Pastel slammed her hands on the table and jumped up.

"You were into Melissa?!"

A noble blonde aristocrat!

I have none of what she has!

A complete rival!

Devil looked dumbfounded.

『What are you talking about? There's a huge age gap.』

"Speaking of which, there was a huge age gap between you and Mom too! A really, really huge one! When you became an adult, Mom wasn't even born, she didn't even have a soul fragment yet!"

No, since you were sealed in the Demon Sword before Mom was even born, doesn't that mean you were watching her since she was a baby?!

That's even more unconscionable than the age gap!

The 400-year-old Devil flinched. He swept back his bangs and picked up the bowl of whipped cream, examining it.

『Hmm. Should I mix in some Magic Stone?』

"It stings, doesn't it?! It stings?!"

Just admit you like younger women!

And pink hair too!

Devil, unable to deny it, slyly added.

『The Crown Prince and your father did use that as an excuse to keep me in check.』

Gasp.

His Majesty the Emperor and Dad's dark past revealed.

Too afraid to face an elder head-on, they resorted to age-shaming.

Wanting to hear more, Pastel quietly sat back down.

But Devil had no intention of saying more, and turned the Magic Stone Pepper Mill.

『According to the Old Testament, God had golden hair like sunlight.』

Black powder was sprinkled over the white cream.

『Now that I'm a Demon, there's no reason to follow such standards.』

His red eyes looked down at the whipped cream.

『Maybe you're right, and I do like pink. If not, I should have been scammed by Kraft and his cronies less.』

"Hee."

Her legs swung rapidly.

Pastel's expression turned serious.

"Then aren't I in a completely dangerous situation? I'm 100% suited to Devil's tastes, and I'm in the perfect position to abuse my status as a ward."

Gasp.

Her arms wrapped around her body.

"I'm Devil's ideal type!"

『Oh, really?』

Devil scoffed.

"What's with that reaction?!"

『What kind of reaction do you want? More importantly, when is the evidence to shake the Hawks coming? I even went to the gambling den for that.』

"Mr. Penguin is probably keeping an eye on it! More importantly, what's with that reaction?!"

I'm going to sulk if you don't answer!

Devil shrugged.

『Why are you asking such questions? Did that Nathaniel fellow say something strange? I don't like anything about him, from his skinny arms to everything else.』

Ah?

"Nathaniel gave me life advice. Something, something very important, I guess. But actually, I'm not sure yet, and I'm dumbfounded, and it's like... Gasp, that's right! Why did I ask questions like an unpopular person? What's going on."

Realizing it belatedly, Pastel jumped up from her seat. Her finger pointed at Devil.

"Just you wait!"

The girl quickly ran out of the kitchen.

Left alone, Devil was perplexed.

『What am I supposed to wait for?』

After pondering the reason, he gave up and continued whipping the cream.

『Is she finally hitting puberty? I'm going to have a hard time.』



Pastel arrived in her private room.

She wandered aimlessly around the room, crossed her arms, then uncrossed them, and wandered aimlessly again.

Is it love?

If it weren't for Nathaniel's case, I'd be like, Gasp, it's love! Happy, happy, pink, pink! and celebrate, but I'm not sure.

"In times like these, I need a third party's objective perspective!"

Who should I consult?

Ellie, who would analyze it reliably, is a princess who can't help but be swayed by national interests, so I temporarily kicked her out of the hotel, and Melissa, who is usually smart, learned about love from fairy tales, so she's a burden.

Oh, fairy tales?

Something suddenly flashed in Pastel's mind.

When it comes to love, Fairy is the expert!

I have a reliable Fairy!

She put her hands to her mouth.

"Fairy!"

Usually, it was "Grant my wish, Fairy!", but this time it was different.

"Give me love advice, Fairy!"

She looked around the room. She checked under the pillows, under the bed, and behind the flowerpots.

—Did you find me?

A sound came from the bookshelf, which was more of a decoration. A thick book slid out, and a small Fairy appeared from the gap.

Oh.

That's where I hid the cookies to eat at night without Devil knowing!

Fairy was munching on a cookie that was almost too big for her small body.

Ugh!

My cookies...!

Pastel felt like she was living with a mouse friend. However, it would be very rude to call Fairy a mouse friend, so she held back.

I'm so nice...

—I saw you eating some jewels, so I tried them, and they're really good for my body?

Fairy bit into a Magic Stone fragment that was embedded like a raisin. As the fragment broke, Dark Aura was absorbed into Fairy's body.

—I've been granting so many wishes that I've been losing energy and feeling tired, but eating this makes me feel recharged!

"Uh? Really?"

Fairy's tastes seem similar to mine.

—Yeah! From now on, you must offer me these jewels! Then I can grant you any light wish!

Wow.

Granting wishes by offering Magic Stone, which is as expensive as gold!

Oh.

Pastel wasn't sure if it was worth it.

Wouldn't you be able to achieve most things if you spent that much gold in the first place?

But the kind Pastel would never calculate the cost-effectiveness of her friendship with Fairy, so it was a meaningless worry.

Wow.

"Actually, I have a problem! Not a wish, but a light love consultation!"

—Love consultation? That's this Fairy's specialty! Tell me everything!

Fairy boasted.

Pastel, about to have her first love consultation, became excited.

"There's someone I like, no, no! Someone I'm not sure if I like! I feel safe when I'm with them, and it's fun to talk to them, and I want to tease them for no reason when I see them... Gasp, I think I do like them!"

What should I do?!

Fairy covered her mouth, which was covered in cookie crumbs, and was amazed.

—That's great! Do you want to make that person yours?

I wonder?

"Is it essential to monopolize love?!"

I can't share with Mom!

—That's great!

Fairy clapped her hands. She looked very happy.

—As I said before, fairies are created by extracting the power of the soul from the Great Fairy! The complete power is divided, so each of us has a separate area of expertise! There have been many cases where your wishes weren't in my area of expertise, so it was burdensome, but this time it's perfect for my aptitude!

"Wow! Really?"

Yay!

I'm a consultation genius!

—Yes! Love is my specialty!

Wow.

You're a real Fairy!

—I'll grant your wish! Look forward to it this time! This is an area that I've kept secret even when the Order questioned me, but I'm granting it to you especially because you're the owner of the house!

"What? It wasn't a wish, it was a consultation-"

Fairy piously put her hands together.

—God, please let this girl's love be fulfilled.

The Dark Aura surrounding Fairy fluctuated. The magic lights in the room flickered, and black sparks flew in the air.

Oh dear.

Oh dear, oh dear.

I feel like I did something wrong...!

Pastel didn't know what was going on, but the atmosphere seemed evil, so she just trembled.

The black sparks gathered and clumped together strangely. When it reached the critical point, smoke burst out with light. A piece of paper fluttered down from within.

It was an amulet.

Fairy held up the amulet.

—Love Charm~!

The heart-filled design was eye-catching.

Wow, a Love Charm.

"Phew!"

Pastel wiped away the cold sweat.

It wasn't a big deal after all~!

Fairy explained triumphantly.

—If you stick this on the other person, they will fall in love with you!

Oh.

That's complete mind control.

Ugh!

It was a big deal after all...!

172 - Is it Criminal but Not Actually a Crime?
Do you have someone you like?

Not sure what to do?

Here’s an item just for you!

―Love Charm~!

Just stick this on, and your target will be a slave to love!

P.S.: It’s a real slave.

Ahhh!

Fairy, you’re moving too fast!

This is an item meant for Pastel, who has put in a lot of effort to seduce the Demon but realizes she can never surpass her deceased mother, and now has dead eyes!

If it’s given before she even does anything, what will Pastel do……?!

“Fairy! I’m not yet PurplePurple!”

Pastel trembled.

The charm in the Fairy's hand trembled too. The heart design wobbled.

―Huh? What does PurplePurple mean?

“Evil! Bad! Greedy! All the bad things! Guilt, bam bam!”

A trembling hand pointed at the charm.

“Mind control is totally evil and criminal, and PinkPink can’t do that with a clear mind!”

The Fairy's eyes widened.

―I see! I guess this does seem bad! It’s not something a good Fairy like me should be doing! I pulled it out thinking it would be an easy and quick fix, but I didn’t think that far!

“Exactly! Exactly! This isn’t something the Fairy should grant as a wish! There’s a huge potential for misuse, and it’s a massive social issue!”

Totally serious!

―I made this after a long time, fitting my aptitude…….

Her fingers crinkled the charm unnecessarily.

―If you just stick this on, all your dating worries would be resolved in one shot…….

The Fairy looked disappointed.

Then she shook off her disappointment and smiled brightly.

―But it is a bad thing! A good Fairy like me doesn’t normally make such bad things, you know? I just momentarily forgot and made it! I’ll eat something this dangerous right away to get rid of it!

“Exactly! Exactly! Get rid of it!

It’s an evil item that should disappear from the world!

―Got it! Aah~!

The Fairy opened her small mouth.

The charm was about to reach her lips when it suddenly stopped.

―Huh?

The girl’s finger was already holding the end of the charm.

The Fairy’s gaze turned to Pastel. The girl had turned her head away, eyes tightly shut, as if she didn’t want to see the evil and terrible item any longer.

The Fairy pulled on the charm.

The finger held firm, defending the charm. It crumpled under the pressure.

A bewildered gaze was directed at the girl. She trembled and struggled to speak.

“Fairy, did you get rid of it……?”

The Fairy looked at the finger tightly gripping the charm.

Then her expression turned to one of surprise.

―Now that I think about it, if I eat paper, won’t I get a stomachache?!

The pink eyes widened and looked around.

“Gasp, that’s right! That really would happen!”

Today’s astonishing fact.

Paper gives you a stomachache if you eat it!

“And besides! If you try to get rid of an evil charm without preparation, won’t there be a huge problem?! Boom! Bang! Boom! At the very least, it would negatively affect the Fairy’s health!”

Gasp, that sounds right!

―My health?! That can’t happen?! It’s more important than all of humanity!

The Fairy covered her mouth in shock.

“To get rid of an evil item at the cost of the Fairy’s health! That kind of dilemma isn’t a choice for a righteous party like us!”

Pastel took on a righteous expression befitting the protagonist.

“I think this evil charm can just be neatly sealed in my pocket for the time being!”

A genius solution that makes no one sad!

“This evil charm!”

The heart charm was raised high.

“I’ll seal you……!”

Hah!

With a shout, the charm slipped into her pocket.

In the midst of tremendous tension, her delicate hand swiftly closed the pocket.

Sealing complete.

“Phew.”

To discover a third option in a dilemma where someone has to be sacrificed.

“It was a tough but fulfilling adventure.”

She wiped her forehead for no reason.

Perhaps because she was sweating, Pastel felt like a worker who had accidentally won the lottery and now had a solid bank account.

The corners of her mouth slowly lifted.

Solid~!



The fairy tale book was turned.

“And so, the witch who abused the Love Potion died painfully, revealing her ugly inner self. She was boiled in a cauldron with her insides torn and limbs broken.”

Under the gentle light, Melissa read the fairy tale in a light outfit.

“True love and a kind and righteous heart finally triumphed. These are valuable hearts that are not swayed by the Love Potion.”

The fairy tale book was closed.

“The story ends here. It’s very enjoyable to read with a friend. Shall we have more times like this in the future, Pastel?”

Pastel burst into tears.

“The witch is so pitiful!”

Waaah!

Melissa was flustered.

“Why are you empathizing with the witch? She’s clearly the villain.”

“The witch has her own circumstances!”

“Everyone has their own circumstances. Sin is sin, and punishment is punishment, and a person is a person. This witch has only her ugly aspects written down, stripped of any relatable parts for the reader.”

“Speaking from a context only you know isn’t persuasive!”

Pastel wiped the tears streaming down her cheeks with the back of her hand.

“Why, why is this fairy tale so cruel! If it’s for children, then leave out the cruel parts like boiling in a cauldron!”

Melissa was flustered.

“Isn’t this normal? Most fairy tales are like this. If it’s too flowery, it loses its charm, and no one reads it.”

The fairy tale book was hurriedly opened again.

“I skipped some parts, but there were things you might like, Pastel.”

Her finger pointed at a sentence.

“After their adventure, the rabbit hero and the saint lived happily, having 700 children throughout their lives.”

700 children.

Because they’re rabbits.

“That’s weird in its own way……!”

Pastel clutched her head. Her pink pigtails flailed about in a frenzy.

Melissa leaned back, skillfully avoiding the hair. The fairy tale book was closed.

The magical girl tilted her head.

“Do you have any worries? You’re bringing up the topic of love again. Wasn’t yesterday’s date not that great?”

“Huh? Can you tell? It’s not because of Nathaniel, but I’m really troubled about what to do right now.”

Pastel rubbed her cheeks.

Melissa set the fairy tale book aside. Her graceful gesture touched her chest.

“If there was something unsatisfactory, please consult me. I’ve heard that it’s hard to distinguish excitement from discomfort on a first date. It’s important to set boundaries from the start in a relationship.”

“That’s not it. I don’t care about Nathaniel anymore. More than that, I think I might have someone I like.”

Hehe.

Pastel twisted her body, her cheeks turning rosy.

Melissa’s face filled with question marks. Then, as if she understood what was being said a beat late, her expression changed.

She looked at her friend, who had just said she liked someone yesterday and was now saying she liked someone else today.

Gasp, that’s not it, but it is.

Ahhh!

Pastel suddenly felt wronged.

It’s true! It is!

But still, it’s not……!

“Love for popular people is inherently fickle!”

“Your excuse is pathetic.”

Ugh.

Pastel hung her head low.

“That excuse was a bit pathetic…….”

“Yes.”

Melissa was firm.

Pfft.

“But since no one got hurt, I think it’s fine.”

“That’s true.”

“Right!”

Pastel lifted her face with a bright expression. Her pink eyes sparkled.

“So anyway, I’m thinking of confessing to the Demon. What’s the best way to do it?!”

“What?! The target is the Archdemon?!”

Melissa was genuinely startled.

“Ah, I let it slip.”

She had intended to keep it a secret until the confession attack.

But since it’s not Ellie, who can’t act, but Melissa, it might be okay?

“I realized yesterday that I like the Demon, who cooks for me and does my laundry every day!”

I’d love it if he did it for a lifetime!

Wow.

“That’s a very unfortunate reason to tell the Archdemon.”

Melissa looked incredulous.

“It’s very rude for someone who is still a successor to give advice to the head of a family, but I think you should make your own bed in the morning.”

Pastel pretended not to hear.

Instead, she interlocked her fingers and placed them on the table. Then she struck a dramatic pose and dimmed the magical lights a bit to create a shadowy atmosphere, putting on a serious expression.

“I’m going to prepare a grand operation to make the Demon fall for me in one shot.”

Having already gained experience from 0 confessions and 1 date, she wasn’t feeling pressured to just dive in.

“I’m not an amateur who gets swept away by emotions and starts asking about ideal types right away!”

“That sounds specific. Have you already asked about ideal types?”

Pastel went silent for a moment, then added slyly.

“The Demon seems to like blondes. But I think pink hair might fit the cut-off line too?!”

“Congratulations.”

Melissa clapped her hands softly with a smile.

“Yay! Yay!”

Pastel jumped up and started humming as she walked around.

“I have~! Pink hair~!”

Pink hair swayed (the Demon brushes it day and night while yawning).

Merit 1 point!

“Should I just confess now?! If the popular Pastel gets an extra 1 point of merit, wouldn’t that make the success rate 100%?!”

I have to do it right away!

“Demon!”

Pastel jumped up.

As she was about to dash out, Melissa hurriedly opened her mouth in a fluster.

“He probably won’t be here right now. He visits the palace around this time these days.”

Huh?

“Who is he meeting?”

Could it be a flowing blonde?

Gasp.

“A woman?”

“Well, she is a woman……? Ellie is giving a policy briefing—”

“Ahhh!”

Ellie!

Pastel screamed.

“No way!”

The Demon can’t possibly have a preference for black hair!

I’ll confirm it with my own eyes!

“Waaah!”

Pastel ran towards the terrace in the direction of the palace.

She hesitated to leap down to the ground because of the height, then stopped.

Her pink eyes rolled.

She took out her Magic Stone knife, but since she hadn’t been given expensive Magic Stone food lately, the fuel was running low, so she tapped it lightly before putting it back.

Pastel turned around obediently and stepped out onto the terrace. She opened the guest room door and safely went down the hotel stairs.

Clang clang clang.

Going down the stairs.

And after exiting the hotel, she ran again toward the palace.

“Waaah! Demon!”

He can’t possibly have a preference for black hair……!

173 - Safety First Always
Humans cannot use magic.

When a wizard waves their staff with mysterious incantations, magic appears with a poof! Those who do not understand it well, like Pastel, might be deceived and revere the wizard, but magic is not the wizard's own power.

A wizard is more like a prayer performer who invokes spells. Magic is merely the act of nature's beings listening to prayers and granting them in return.

It is not much different from an artificial spirit, which calls out to the divine, "Oh God! Oh God!" and makes wishes. If the results are good, the spirit takes pride in it.

However, unlike the embarrassing situation of the wizard, the story is different for the priest.

The chosen priestly class, who have been granted divine power directly by the deity, wielded that power in a literal sense.

With a mere gesture, incurable diseases were healed, and the dry earth was drenched with rain. Miracles could always be performed, with clouds parting and sunlight shining down from above.

So much so that they could mistake themselves for gods.

Worship and corruption.

After a long series of plots and betrayals, those who completely possessed the divine power of the naive deity were called demons.

When the theft of divine power became so excessive that it led to the death of the deity and created a vacancy without revelations, that being was called an archdemon.

In truth, they claimed innocence, insisting that the deity had simply handed it over, but they eventually could not withstand a century-long pursuit and assassination across the continent and fled to the Demon Realm.

However, shortly after, the deity, thought to be dead, returned intact, reorganizing doctrines and ushering in a new era, making the infamy of the deity slayer quite ambiguous. The deity had seemingly forgotten the existence of the archdemon, and since no revelations or corrections were made regarding the archdemon, they remained an archdemon.

In fact, the infamy persisted because of not insignificant crimes, such as holding a knife to the emperor's neck and preparing a Sky Whale to the Demon Realm.

The Crown Prince, watching with a pounding heart, wondered when the emperor's neck would be severed, but the fact that the imperial budget wobbled in an attempt to save the Sky Whale was significant.

Of course, even though the archdemon participated in the Order's subjugation led by Blossom Craft, gaining great merit and once again acquiring a complex reputation and treatment.

Unlike the tumultuous records of mainstream history, the evaluation of the archdemon in the Demon Realm was quite different.

Originally, the Demon Realm was a place for fugitives.

Having settled during a time when power was everything, the archdemon wielded their overflowing divine power and settled very well. After a long struggle of over a hundred years, they established a sphere of influence throughout the Demon Realm and even threatened the authority of the Demon King by literally wielding divine power.

The archdemon was nothing less than a living myth of an immigrant born in the empire. Their position was solid, whether in a good or bad sense. This glory and power seemed destined to continue forever.

Until a certain family, innocent, kind, and with a hobby of charity, began to poke around in the Demon Realm.

Several hundred years after the archdemon settled.

Cannibalistic barbarism had not faded at all. The situation where power was everything had not changed either. As a former priest, there could hardly be a situation more unsatisfactory than this.

When the empire began to eye the Demon Realm and the Demon King declared a trade blockade in an attempt to cut off all sources.

The proposal from the pink-haired individual to introduce the empire's new technologies and completely reform the evil customs to create a world where people could live comfortably resonated with the archdemon. After all, they were originally from the empire and liked imperial culture.

In fact, there was no other choice.

Magic stones are ores that only exist in the Demon Realm. Bringing in the rapidly developing Magic Stone Engineering from the empire would be easier than swimming while standing on the ground. It would be foolish not to invest.

The archdemon honed smuggling techniques and aggressively smuggled imperial goods. When one sphere of influence acted while ignoring policies, the trade blockade crumbled in an instant.

The pink-haired individual, playing above the head of a smuggling novice, gave a thumbs up.

Then they smuggled a large quantity of the empire's new technology—cold weapons (Bellamont Steel, which is of excellent quality! A complete new technology!)—and incited a civil war.

"Craft...!"

In an instant, the archdemon was branded a traitor to the Demon Realm and had to end the civil war with their own hands.

However, they ultimately became the fatal cause of defeat in the great war, and the archdemon could only find themselves being hunted even in the Demon Realm.

What followed was a story that was long if long and short if short.

Before the fleeing archdemon stood another innocent, kind, and not quite charitable pink-haired individual, who apologized for the betrayal of the lord.

Having worked hard to assist in the empire's endeavors, they expressed their sincere intention to repay the lord's betrayal. They partially restored the archdemon's delicate honor and promoted harmony with the temple, eliminating pursuits and assassinations.

The archdemon could not help but reflect on the realization learned during their priesthood: lineage and the individual are different. The problem was the treacherous lord, not the name Craft.

When the archdemon was caught off guard, the pink-haired individual sealed them from behind and, having received recognition for that merit, thought they would become the new lord.

Betrayal is more about the follow-up than the success itself.

The pink-haired individual, who neatly sealed the archdemon, who had become a significant source of anxiety after a clean betrayal, was more than qualified to be the next lord.

"Craft...!"

And some time later.

Before the still-imprisoned archdemon, Blossom Craft appeared.

This time, the pink-haired individual was neither innocent nor kind, and not quite charitable. They had a genuine appearance without any pretense.

The girl, not yet of age, asked for help to become the lord, claiming she would reform the evil family.

As a former priest, the righteous request of the young girl was something the archdemon could not ignore, especially considering they had been betrayed by that evil family twice and had resolved to one day overturn it.

While helping with all their heart and finishing various tasks, there were issues like the pink-haired individual betraying their promise and locking them back in prison, but those were minor problems.

"Craft...!"

At this point, one might wonder if the problem lay with the archdemon, who kept being deceived by the pink-haired individual.

Ellie thought so too.

Had it not been for the pink-haired individual's schemes, the archdemon's reform proposal for the Demon Realm would have been realized, and as a reformist who sought to restore their honor, the archdemon believed that the issues were more about execution than direction.

The archdemon was a rare reformist in the old Demon Realm, where only power was flaunted, so it was impossible not to feel some fondness.

After all, those who tread paths no one has taken are bound to be clumsy. The bad ones are the pink-haired individuals.

"The coal supply chain is a weak link. Compared to the magic stone mines, there are far too few quality coal mines, so we are importing Bellamont coal."

Ellie personally briefed the archdemon on the policies.

Drawings of trains and skyscrapers covered the table. Though it was entirely different from the archdemon's Magic Stone Engineering reform proposal, it was a new generation's achievement in its own right.

A proud feeling lifted the corners of her mouth.

The demon narrowed their eyes and rubbed their chin.

"At present, it is not a major issue, but when national development intensifies and demand increases, imperial interference will be inevitable."

"Yes. So we are conducting hybrid research with the Magic Stone Engineering department."

"Pure engineering is not heavily scrutinized since the empire is uncertain about its potential, but Magic Stone Engineering is different."

"That's right."

Nothing is as threatening as the origin of magic stones obtaining Magic Stone Engineering.

"Research-grade magic stones and talent control are extremely strict, making research itself difficult."

Seeing the reformist senior understand immediately, Ellie smiled.

The pointer tapped one side of the report.

"So, I'm pinning my hopes on the train that Pastel seized."

It was about the train and engineer crew they encountered in the port city. The crew, who were likely members of the Order, had all died in what was presumed to be a massacre to silence them, but the train, with its abnormally high technology, remained.

"Currently, such speed is absolutely impossible with pure engineering. I can guarantee that on the honor of the kingdom. I couldn't see the upper report because I was kicked out of the hotel, but it must be hybrid."

If not, it would mean that the Order had surpassed the technology of the United Kingdom, which was a bit hard to believe. After all, it was not a group that had been investing in pure engineering.

"It's definitely hybrid!"

A cheerful voice rang out suddenly.

Turning her head, she saw Pastel Governor General's head peeking through the door.

The pink eyes quickly scanned the demon and Ellie.

"They say the ratio is overwhelmingly 70 to 30 in favor of Magic Stone Engineering. The upper technical team said that if they receive help from the royal family, they could increase the speed even more."

"Oh, interesting. What specifically does that entail?"

"I don't think the demon needs to know!"

"What?"

It was good news, but for some reason, Ellie felt a chill run down her spine. The scrutinizing gaze was unsettling.

But perhaps it was an illusion, as the pink-haired girl soon smiled brightly. Small footsteps entered the room.

"I didn't know Ellie was planning this! I'll tell the upper management to share the train data with the royal family! We can do joint research!"

Pastel's finger poked Ellie's side.

"The patent rights will be negotiated by the practical team!"

"Really? If you do that, it would be great for me."

The mention of practical team negotiations essentially meant that Ellie, who had originally been a key member of Pastel's practical team, could intervene at her discretion.

A fierce patent negotiation unfolded between Princess Elicia, the royal representative, and Ellie Aide, the representative of the governor's office.

Having been kicked out of the hotel and secretly worried that Pastel might be angry, Ellie felt relieved.

It didn't seem like the very rational Pastel would hold a grudge for acting briefly in the interest of the nation, but that lingering anxiety was alleviated.

Still, she needed to be cautious next time.

Walking the tightrope between a cool-headed friend and national interests was not good for the heart.

"Yes, yes! Ellie seems to be a workaholic, needing work to unnecessarily brief the demon! I'll give you some work!"

Pastel pointed at herself.

"A good boss who doesn't let her subordinates become unemployed!"

Wow.

An effect sound came from the girl's mouth.

Ellie tilted her head.

Is that really a good boss?

But she felt good because it was what she had hoped for.

"Thank you."

"Yes, yes!"

Pastel nodded vigorously.

"I'm super kind!"

The pink pigtails fluttered.

174 - I Am the Kindest in Our Family
"I'm really glad that the awkward relationship between the Demon and Ellie has improved without me even realizing it!"

Wow!

"It would have been nice if it happened under the matchmaking of the popular Pastel!"

Pastel clapped her hands.

『If the relationship gets better, it gets better, and if it gets worse, it gets worse; there's no need to meddle in it.』

"Eh? You’re not feeling burdened by my suggestion, are you, Demon? Could it be that you were someone who found it hard to make friends? I guess being locked up in prison could make that happen!"

Pupu~.

『Oh, look at you. You’re saying anything just because I’m not scolding you harshly.』

The Demon pressed down on Pastel's pink hair. The neatly arranged hair was flattened.

"Ah! Demon! You're ruining my hairstyle! This is a real blow!"

『I did your hair this morning, so what does it matter? At least say that after you’ve done it yourself.』

"I can’t believe this!"

Ellie, who had been silent, seemed to notice the subtle nuance and looked puzzled. Just as she was about to ask something, Melissa, who had been worried that she might have made a big mistake, quickly approached and whispered.

Whisper, whisper.

Oh?

The popular Pastel wasn't a bad friend who eavesdropped on her friend's whispers, but since this was an exception, she perked up her ears despite her hairstyle being ruined.

"What did you say?"

"Pastel likes that person. I mentioned that the Archdemon was visiting here, you know? I don’t think Pastel would do anything bad to her friend, but I think it’s best for Ellie to stay quiet right now. She looked very calm, but when she came, she shouted about the Demon’s preference for black hair."

"Does that mean...?"

"Yes."

Ellie's mouth opened and closed silently. Her fingers trembled with embarrassment as they fiddled with her black side hair.

Then, as if retracing her words, she rolled her eyes and felt a bit relieved.

"I was just discussing land development purely."

"Then that's a relief."

Wow, that's a relief.

"To begin with, there's no way I could see someone older than my parents as a romantic interest. Moreover, if the Archdemon marries a princess, there will be plenty of traditionalists who will rise up against it. The royal family is challenging the authority of the Demon King by borrowing the authority of the Archdemon."

"That's true."

Wow, that's so right.

Pastel was immediately convinced.

Emotionally, there was no way she could like someone from the previous generation, and rationally, she wouldn't choose a relationship that would only lead to troublesome issues.

Ellie, you're so smart!

The immediate response raised reasonable doubts that she must have considered it at least once in her heart, but as a princess, it was natural to gauge a political marriage with a key figure!

The popular Pastel is not someone who harbors resentment towards rational decision-making~!

『What are you thinking about? Focus on getting scolded when you’re being scolded.』

The Demon attempted to mess up Pastel's hair even more. The pink locks were tousled.

"Ah! Demon! This is crossing the line! You're really crossing the line! Don't ruin my pretty hair!"

Pastel quickly moved away, trying to fix her hair with a pout. It was half a bird's nest now, making it difficult to restore with just her hands.

Ugh.

The appearance level 99 Pastel has fallen to appearance level 98...

Normally, asking for a restyle would have been the end of it, but since there was someone to show it to, her feelings were different from usual.

Something feels off, and something feels wrong, and something is annoying, but ugh, it's not that I'm annoyed!

Good Pastel doesn't get annoyed!

Anyway, something feels off.

Melissa approached, fluttering her wizard robe. She blocked the space between the Demon and Pastel.

"It's true that the Archdemon goes through a lot of trouble to set up your appearance. But that said, we are not children forever, so please respect that."

Her blue eyes looked at the Demon with a slightly reproachful gaze.

The Demon was taken aback.

『Is my reaction more than usual?』

It was common for the Demon to ruin Pastel's hairstyle while pretending to scold her and then fix it.

Melissa shook her head firmly.

"The accumulation of time cannot be defined by the word 'usual.'"

Wow, Melissa sounds profound.

"That's right! That's right!"

Pastel clung to Melissa's back like a mouse hiding behind a beast, sending her a glare.

"That's so bad! What should I say, what should I say!"

"It means that touching the carefully arranged appearance makes one feel bad, even if that person is the one who arranged it."

"Exactly! That's what I'm saying!"

The red eyes silently looked incredulous.

The blue eyes stared firmly back.

"It's true that the Archdemon worked hard to create your appearance. But the value placed on it comes from you, Pastel. Please respect the feelings and values you have chosen for yourself."

The pink head nodded quickly.

"Exactly! That's what I'm saying!"

The Demon, feeling perplexed, crossed his arms and thought. He rubbed his chin and sighed, vaguely nodding as if he didn't quite understand the situation.

『I see. I think I may have gone too far. I apologize.』

Oh yeah!

I win!

Even though the Demon scolded me, it’s the Demon who ends up apologizing~!

Pastel stuck out her tongue at the Demon. The pink tongue wiggled.

Pupu~!

I won!

I won~!

『Hmph.』

The Demon looked dumbfounded.



"That said, I think you should do it yourself, Pastel. At least, how about making your bed in the morning by yourself?"

The maid's skilled hands brushed through the pink hair.

"Ugh."

Pastel pretended not to hear.

"Don't just brush it off lightly. Isn't it embarrassing for someone who likes you to see you in an unkempt state?"

"I think you should show your true self the more you like someone!"

Uh-huh!

Melissa looked incredulous. After pondering how to deal with this undignified friend, she seemed to think it was inappropriate to say anything to the head of a family and gave up.

Instead, Ellie, who was giving orders to the maid from the side, spoke up.

"You shouldn't show too much of your true self. People take a well-groomed appearance for granted, so showing an unkempt state is no different from carrying an unnecessary penalty. Pastel, you’re pretty anyway, so it might not matter much, but that doesn't mean you should endure unnecessary evaluation losses."

Ugh, when you say something so logical, it leaves me speechless.

So Pastel decided to pretend she didn't hear.

Wow.

"Ellie! Ellie! I'm going to confess to the Demon, how can I make it super ultra awesome?!"

"Are you going to do it already? Well."

Ellie pondered for a moment.

Then, as if something struck her, she twirled a strand of hair with her finger.

"You can do it at your own discretion, but judging by the Archdemon's reaction earlier, I’m not sure how it will turn out."

Oh?

"Why? What do you mean?"

"Because he treats you like a child. Even if you confess, he might take it as a joke or brush it off."

Eh?

Pastel was stunned.

"That could be true."

Melissa agreed.

"If there was even a slight chance of being seen as a romantic interest, there’s no way you could do something embarrassing like making your bed instead of your morning blanket. This is a different classification in his heart."

Melissa hesitated for a moment.

"As a ward."

Ugh.

Could it be that, just like Pastel separates her friend ranking from her family ranking, the Demon also separates her from her mother?

"I can't believe it! I'm also a pink-haired person like my mom!"

Pastel grabbed her head and shook it. Her pink hair swayed wildly. The maid was startled and got hit by the hair.

"Just come over if you're pink-haired...!"

Quick-witted Melissa and Ellie stepped back and apologized to the maid before discussing the situation.

"Is this going to be a confession? I don't think so. The Archdemon, contrary to his reputation, has a strong sense of morality, so it would be difficult for him to accept Pastel's confession, even if he likes her."

"That could be a problem. Developing a romantic relationship with someone you were protecting raises moral issues. Moreover, if that person is the child of someone he used to like, it’s very dishonorable."

No way!

Ugh.

Ugh!

Pastel flailed her fists. Then an incredible thought struck her, and her pink eyes sparkled.

"Anyway, the Demon has no honor left to lose, so isn't it okay?!"

Isn't it a problem if the whole neighborhood knows about my unrequited love and it can't get any worse?

Ugh, that's so right.

Incredulous gazes were directed at her.

Ugh, that's so wrong.

Puu...

Pastel slumped down.

"Guys, tell me an optimistic plan instead of a negative situation."

Melissa felt sorry.

"I think my words were a bit harsh. There must be good news somewhere. Hang in there."

Somewhere.

Melissa didn’t openly express it, but it seemed she didn’t want to actively support this dishonorable relationship.

Ellie gestured to the maid, who began brushing Pastel's pink hair again.

"If you think about it, there might be a way. I hate to say this, but the Archdemon is someone who easily falls for Kraft, so he might be able to be swayed in a different way."

Oh!

That's Ellie for you!

"What kind of way?! What kind of way?!"

Pastel's pink eyes sparkled with anticipation.

Ellie looked flustered.

"I'll have to think about it."

Ugh.

That's the same as saying she doesn't know.

Pastel slumped down again.

"Okay, if you think of something, please let me know."

"I will."

In the interrupted conversation, only the sound of brushing echoed.

The clock ticked.

At some point, a knock was heard. It was a frequent visit that was just a courtesy knock, and the door opened without the princess's permission.

Mr. Penguin entered.

"Redmond? What brings you here?"

"Do you think I would come to see the princess only when something happens?"

Ellie chuckled.

"So what brings you here?"

"I just wanted to mention that the Governor General has come to visit."

Mr. Penguin slightly lifted his briefcase as if to show it. His gaze turned toward Pastel.

"I have verified the document you handed over."

Eh?

I never gave you anything like that.

"The Hawks requested the Order to assassinate the Governor General, and it turns out that it is indeed true."

Whoa?

175 - Stay Brave Even When Scared
Hawks' assassination plot!

Ahhh!

"Please save me!"

Pastel trembled.

How could I be facing an assassination crisis when I haven't done anything wrong? This is the worst fear of my life!

But, but.

If I think about it carefully, using my clever intellect, it seems that the Hawks haven't done anything, and it’s Mr. Penguin, the spy, who has been manipulating the data.

No matter how much the Hawks make extreme statements, would they really try to kill the Governor General, who carries His Majesty the Emperor's sword at his waist?

I am His Majesty the Emperor's plenipotentiary.

I am no different from His Majesty the Emperor.

Long live Emperor Pastel!

May you reign forever!

Huff.

Anyway, I don't think the Hawks would really plan such a terrifying assassination with the Order, so it seems that Mr. Penguin is mercilessly framing the innocent Hawks.

Ahhh.

A professional with no blood or tears.

Pastel, who has both blood and tears, could only tremble at the thought of killing the innocent Hawks.

So, I just trembled.

"Ahhh! Please save me!"

Tremble, tremble.

Ellie, sitting next to the table, looked at the assassination plan with a darkened expression.

"Isn't this fake?"

The hand holding the documents trembled slightly.

Even if it’s not self-proclaimed His Majesty the Emperor, killing the Governor General, who has been granted full authority and visited the Demon Realm, is not a trivial matter.

The Emperor's sword is a delegation of authority, and killing a plenipotentiary is a challenge to imperial power. While it’s not quite on the level of an assassination plot against the Emperor, it certainly scratches the pride.

Even in peaceful times, there are many potential problems. With the appearance of the Demon King (even if he’s a fake, he’s not really a fake), the atmosphere has become tense.

To put it bluntly, it was a good pretext for war.

The Emperor, who is preoccupied with traitors within the Empire, would not make a blunder like going to war with the United Kingdom, but it’s easy to induce a war atmosphere.

If the United Kingdom, which is currently borrowing heavily and focusing on national development, suddenly faces a war crisis, the market will tighten, cash flow will freeze, and it will be only a matter of time before one by one, they start to go bankrupt.

From the Emperor's perspective, it would be a good excuse to quietly ruin the United Kingdom at its weakest point with the strongest justification.

Mr. Penguin's expression darkened.

"This document has been verified. When Governor Pastel handed it over, I didn't want to believe it either, but upon checking, it turned out to be true."

Ahhh.

I never handed it over, but somehow it feels like I might have.

Pastel tried to recall the memory.

—Huff, Mr. Penguin! Penguin, waddling Penguin! This is my assassination plan! Ahhh! Save me!

—Really?! Let’s verify it!

—How about forcibly dissolving the parliament instead of verification?!

—Oh, that’s not allowed.

Ahhh!

Thinking back, I feel like I might have handed over the data to waddling Penguin, but I also feel like I didn’t, and it feels like I did!

Huff, then doesn’t that mean it’s almost right?

Pastel, trembling, took out a white handkerchief. On it, he wrote a letter with a fountain pen.

"Alsier, I now understand your feelings when you faced an assassination crisis. Breathing itself was such a terrifying thing. I don’t think I can sleep alone tonight. Should I take my pillow and go to the Demon’s room to feel better?"

Oh?

Oh, oh?

The pink eyes rolled for a moment.

The fountain pen scribbled quickly with a different tension than before.

"That seems right!"

I’m a total genius!

Ellie, who had been skimming through the documents multiple times, stole a glance at the handkerchief letter. Her expression turned grim.

"I'm sorry."

Huh?

When I turned around, her face was filled with an unexpected guilt. It seems she was feeling complicated emotions since it’s not just a diplomatic issue but also a friend facing an assassination threat.

Huh.

Pastel's conscience twitched.

But this is fake.

The pink eyes glanced at the accomplice.

Mr. Penguin wiped his face and looked gloomy.

"It’s fortunate that the Governor showed us great kindness by informing us first. I can’t even imagine what would have happened if this document had gone straight to the royal family."

Ahhh.

Mr. Penguin has no conscience!

The innocent Princess Elicia, who infiltrated the academy under a fake identity to make friends, ended up confusing her real identity with her fake one, and now she’s more worried about her friends than national interests, yet instead of correcting that, Mr. Penguin is actually encouraging it!

Mr. Penguin is totally suited to being a wicked spy!

Shock.

Chilling shock.

But since Pastel was also the same in not informing Ellie, who can’t act, that Mr. Penguin is the Emperor's spy, he just stayed silent.

Moreover, it was the same for Pastel, who had tied her up as a member of the student council while declaring, "But we’re friends!" to the naive girl who was confused about her identity, so he just stayed quiet.

Huff, I feel like Pastel's bad intentions have just been revealed late, but it must be a misunderstanding.

Yes, yes!

"Right. If it had gone to the royal family, I wouldn’t want to imagine it."

Ellie leaned back in her chair, covering her eyes with her arm. Then her body tilted to the side and weakly leaned on Pastel's shoulder.

"Thank you. It must have been a big risk for you."

She looked up with a wistful gaze.

Pastel's conscience suddenly hurt. His expression became awkward.

"It’s nothing! It’s an easy task for me! Ahaha! Hahaha!"

Ellie shook her head. Her black hair swayed over her shoulder.

"I know how difficult that choice must have been. I can’t even imagine how important it is for you not to get caught by the Emperor, who brought down the Kraft family."

Ellie hesitated for a moment, opening her mouth and then closing it.

Then she spoke slowly.

"I’ve been a bit suspicious that you seem to enjoy my reactions since you’ve been acting strangely towards me in various ways. Seeing how you often do that with the Archdemon, it seems you have a sadistic hobby typical of the Krafts. So I started to wonder if this is a proper friendship..."

Huff.

Ellie gave a faint apologetic smile.

"I lacked faith."

Her soft voice echoed quietly.

"I’m disqualified as a friend."

The pink eyes met Pastel's gaze.

Ah, is that the reason?

It seemed that Ellie, usually so composed, felt excessive guilt because she thought it was wrong to doubt her kind friend.

Pastel was very happy.

"That can’t be! Ellie has always been a special friend who is managed separately! It will always be that way!"

Ellie, who was pondering over the words, looked up blankly.

"If you suddenly say it so openly, it makes me suspicious again. Is it my overreaction?"

"Yes, yes! Of course!"

Ellie, who always had a wall built in her heart, finally unlocked it.

Now, she can come and go in Ellie’s heart anytime!

But unlike the good news, since the assassination plot is fake, Pastel felt like crying inside.

It felt like getting a super ultra cool building only to find out it’s a 100% concrete building with no rebar.

Concrete friend: I love earthquakes!

Earthquake friend: I love earthquakes too!

Ahhh!

Don’t do that, you guys!

Huff.

I’ve become a bad person who deceives friends.

Achieving the worst accomplishment in life...

Mr. Penguin organized the messy documents. Melissa, who had been quietly observing the documents, finally pulled her hands away.

Ellie suddenly stared at Melissa.

Melissa looked puzzled.

"Why are you looking at me?"

"Aren’t you a friend too?"

Ellie, perhaps caught up in the atmosphere, asked a sentimental question she had been thinking about.

"Huh?"

Melissa tilted her head.

"You’ve been in a position where you haven’t really involved yourself in political discussions, so I was just wondering."

Oh?

Melissa blushed and rubbed her cheeks.

"Did it feel like eavesdropping? I didn’t think of that, I’m sorry."

She rested her chin on her finger as if thinking.

"My mother told me not to speak on things I can’t take responsibility for. As a mere heir, the topic feels a bit heavy for me to comment on."

Melissa smiled gently.

She pointed at each of them with her hand.

"Pastel is the Governor, and Ellie is the princess, but I’m just a mere heir. The weight is different."

Yes, yes!

"That’s right! We’re all friends together!"

Even if something seems suspicious, Ellie must be in a state where her mind is softened, as she mentioned her true feelings without doing the necessary background checks first.

"Ah."

Ellie seemed to realize her misjudgment late and lightly bit her lip.

Then, perhaps realizing she was still leaning on Pastel's shoulder, she flinched slightly.

Hehe.

The pink eyes sparkled~.

Ellie, feeling embarrassed, averted her gaze and straightened her body.

"Anyway, thank you for informing us of the Hawks' irreversible judgment. This means we can take preemptive action faster than the royal family can notice, right?"

"Yes, yes!"

If His Majesty the Emperor acts first, that would be a bigger problem.

With the softness of the moment, Ellie, who had become more rational than ever, held the expected list in her hand.

It was a list of individuals suspected of having contacted the Order. While it mainly consisted of radicals, there were also a few moderates mixed in for objectivity.

Since the moderates were included just for show, they could be excluded from the suspects and the investigation could begin.

"What will you do?"

Thump, thump.

Ellie's gaze scanned the list.

After confirming all the individuals, she opened her mouth.

"Execute them all."

Huh?

Execute them all?

All the suspects?

Huh?

"If you’re going to do it, you should have done it properly, and if you got caught, you should have escaped properly. If you lined up wrong, you should have lined up correctly."

The documents were carelessly placed down.

"Since ancient times, incompetence has been a capital offense."

Princess Ellie was refreshing.

Like an Antarctic person.

Mr. Penguin, frozen.

Pastel's mind, which had briefly wandered off, slowly returned.

The pink eyes widened.

"Ahhh! Wait a minute! Wait a minute!"

Is this the Demon Realm's sentiment?

It would be troublesome if we suddenly returned to the age of barbarism...!

176 - Even with a lot to do, I'm cool
Cultural shock.

Cultural shock.

Ellie said that it’s a tradition in the Demon Realm for factions that line up incorrectly to be annihilated. It wouldn’t be a big problem even if everyone were executed.

Huh, why is the culture like this here?

No wonder I felt like I understood why the moderate Demon faction members were all praising the Demon King during the last secret meeting on Sky Island. It must be because lining up under the safe Demon King is the best option.

Moreover, I could also understand why the Assembly could suddenly be established in the United Kingdom, where the royal family exists openly. While the vacancy of the Demon King's throne weakens the authority and justification of the royal family, the members of the Assembly can be replaced even if they are executed as a group.

A weak monarchy, where factions fight but ultimately compromise behind the scenes and benefit their families for generations, does not fit the traditions of the Demon Realm.

It’s a good outcome, but the reasons are not good at all.

Ugh.

Nathaniel’s constant introduction as the noble member of the Presley family was honestly impressive, but now I felt I could acknowledge it as somewhat impressive.

Isn’t it a remarkable achievement to maintain a family intact in a Demon Realm where annihilation is tradition?

Ugh.

But this is just a tradition of the Demon Realm.

Pastel, who was supposed to faint from anxiety if the list that Mr. Penguin had framed were to be annihilated, was horrified and firmly opposed.

“Annihilation isn’t politically beautiful in the first place!”

If it could be solved so easily, why would everyone engage in politics?

Setting aside moral considerations, annihilation is a significant loss in terms of cost-benefit analysis.

In fact, if we look closely, the mental shock that would make me faint is not as significant as the practical loss. Just as immorality doesn’t guarantee profit, morality doesn’t guarantee profit either.

The bigger issue is that it requires taking on risks that don’t need to be taken.

To put it bluntly, if someone with a grudge from the annihilation commits terrorism against the innocent Kraft Corporation’s railway, who will compensate for that?

If that someone is highly capable and doesn’t stop at a one-time act of terrorism but instead carries out organized and planned terrorism, the scale of damage would be unimaginable.

“Ugh! Just imagining it makes my heart…!”

Fortunately, Ellie was smart, so she quickly retracted her statement.

It was just a comment made without much thought in a private space, so it probably wasn’t her true intention.

“How much do you want?”

It seemed Ellie was considering the level of punishment that the victim, Pastel, desired.

Huh?

Was that the execution of all suspects?

What did she think of me usually?

Pastel became very curious but didn’t bother to ask.

“More than that, we need to establish a justification first!”

Ellie, who didn’t know that her close aide, who had been friendly since childhood, was actually a spy, needed to approach the assassination plan delicately since it was clearly a false accusation.

Pastel bit her small tongue and stirred her fountain pen.

“Let’s distinguish between confidential justification and external justification.”

Confidential justification is a strong reason to pressure the Hawks by secretly contacting them. It refers to the assassination plan.

External justification is a plausible reason to announce to the public, like corruption investigations or the suppression of the Order.

If the assassination plan were openly announced, the Empire would react, and the public would rebel. In that case, what the Hawks would be left with wouldn’t be a moderate agreement that politically marks them as losers but rather more radical statements and actions.

If we are to reach an agreement, we must first create an escape route for the other party.

“Let’s have a secret meeting with the Hawks and convey the situation honestly. It’s not a meeting between competing factions but rather a meeting of those who think of national interests within the same Assembly. If this is announced, the Hawks will be in crisis, and the United Kingdom will be shaken.”

It may seem like goodwill, but it’s obviously not just that; it’s more about using overwhelming justification to control them.

If the leadership of the Hawks rebels, it would be possible to incite a coup within the party by contacting those within the Hawks who resonate with this overwhelming justification.

Whether the coup succeeds or fails, dealing with a divided opponent is easy.

“Then, at the Assembly level, we’ll form a joint investigation team to investigate those who plotted the assassination of the Governor General and punish them according to the law.”

The key point here is that the justification for the joint investigation team, which the public will also know about, is not for the attempted assassination of the Governor General.

The investigation team will be formed for reasons like corruption investigations or the suppression of the Order, and those who plotted the assassination will be punished for such charges.

Since it’s not a false accusation but real crimes being punished, Pastel wouldn’t be anxious and could be at ease!

Wow.

Ellie pressed her lips with her fountain pen.

“It’s true that the Hawks did wrong, so let’s reach an agreement with the leadership in advance and include a few who have been a nuisance.”

“Right, right!”

If we just pick a few Hawks who have been innocently quiet and conduct a real corruption investigation, there will be enough charges to put them in prison!

No one in this world is without a speck of dust!

Even if it’s not the power of annihilation, the Hawks will be sufficiently intimidated so they can’t obstruct the great path of Governor Pastel!

If the Doves can’t even manage this, I think we should forcibly dissolve the Assembly and change to a system under Princess Ellie.

Ellie twisted her side hair.

“After the measures are taken, we’ll notify the Empire through a confidential communication network? Something like we’ve resolved it ourselves and carried out the punishment, so don’t question us.”

“Yeah! That’s it!”

If we go this far and still get questioned externally, it would truly be internal interference.

Of course, the public might attempt intense questioning through a network they don’t know about and demand compensation, but as long as the public doesn’t know, it’s fine.

“Got it. It’s something we usually do. We should be able to proceed without any trouble.”

Ellie had Mr. Penguin take notes.

Huh?

Is this something they usually do?

But since she immediately mentioned the execution of all suspects, did Ellie’s judgment momentarily cloud due to the fact that her friend was under assassination threat?

Hehe.

Pastel sent a sparkling gaze.

“Sparkling~.”

Since she learned about Ellie’s unspoken affection, it felt like a good day.

However, there’s a part of this operation that doesn’t match the good day.

The document containing the assassination plan of the Governor General was a fake prepared by Mr. Penguin.

The Hawks aren’t fools, so they’ll need to conduct verification investigations and find the culprits, but this is actually a manipulated document.

If we pressure the Hawks and form a joint investigation team, it would be strange if it turns out to be false.

Since it’s a private space and private time, I could retract it anyway, so I mentioned it, but how far is this manipulated document?

Is it a document that’s okay to form a joint investigation team? Is it manipulated to the extent that plausible evidence of manipulation can be found during the investigation?

Pastel glanced at Mr. Penguin. Mr. Penguin, who had been diligently taking notes instead of Princess Elicia, suddenly met her gaze.

Then he smiled brightly.

“I hope that this chaotic Assembly can be organized through this matter.”

It seems there’s no problem.

How far did they manipulate it that there’s no issue in forming an investigation team? It doesn’t seem like they just manipulated the document to make it plausible.

Since he has a position within the Hawks, he must have done something, right?

Ugh.

Mr. Penguin is scary.

I would find out how far he manipulated it soon.

After discussions that seemed to be colluding, the Assembly announced in the newspaper that they had reached a bipartisan agreement to eradicate corruption.

Thanks to the Hawks cooperating willingly, perhaps because they were already doomed, they gained the external justification of having made a noble sacrifice for the nation and prepared for a future resurgence.

On the day when the entire Demon Realm was intoxicated with the sentiment that this is a true country capable of self-purification that the Empire cannot achieve! You can’t eradicate corruption, can you?! as beer mugs shook.

Pastel, who had been rolling around in bed, received the interim results of the investigation team that had already been formed, contrary to the newspaper announcement.

Her pink eyes dully read the document.

Investigation results.

Arrest of 47 individuals who had plotted the assassination of the Governor General.

“Huh?”

It was written that a person disguised by Mr. Penguin had led the assassination of the Governor General in collaboration with certain factions of the Order and had ultimately fled.

“Huh?”

There was also content stating that they discovered the involvement of a knight-level individual and that they had interrogated the target, who confessed.

“Huh?”

It was clearly a fake document manipulated by Mr. Penguin, but upon investigation, it was all coming out one after another.

“Wow!”

It was a sweet potato!

Pastel clapped her hands.

“Mr. Penguin is totally elite! To manipulate the documents and prepare the assassination plan in such a short time and make it a fait accompli!”

A true spy!

Super super elite!

Clap clap clap!

Clap clap clap.

Clap clap.

“If you accept it like that, you’re a fool…!”

Ugh!

Pastel held her head.

What is this?! What is this?!

Even if they tried to make the assassination plan a fait accompli, it couldn’t possibly happen this quickly, right?

There must have been a real assassination plan.

It wasn’t a false accusation…!

Ugh!

“I didn’t do anything wrong!”

Pastel trembled.

The assassination plan is one thing, but what’s scarier is Mr. Penguin’s overly rapid results.

Having prepared the assassination plan under the guise of a radical faction, it couldn’t possibly be completed overnight. It meant that he had been preparing the assassination plan even before Pastel’s request for manipulation.

For what reason?

Ahaha.

What reason could there be?

It means he was thinking of killing if necessary…!

“Ugh!”

A recent conversation flashed in her mind.

—I was wondering what the reason was for the Governor General to meet with Duke Redgrave and observe the Republican Faction.

So, if necessary?!

Pastel realized that the Empire’s Republican Faction was a pawn to gain the Emperor’s trust, so now there was no need to prepare for contingencies, and he utilized the assassination plan as a sub-plan for the collapse of the Hawks!

No wonder he brought the manipulated document right away!

A true liar doesn’t lie.

Mr. Penguin didn’t manipulate anything. He just slightly adjusted the multi-purpose plan he had already been preparing.

He could have adjusted it more delicately to prevent Pastel from guessing the background, but by throwing it out so openly, it likely contained a warning that he would continue to watch.

Tears welled in her pink eyes.

“He’s a Devil!”

She grabbed the white pillow. Pastel jumped up and dashed out of the bedroom.

“I’m scared alone…!”

Waaah!

177 - Even If Lightning Doesn't Strike, I Carry My Pillow
"Demon! Demon!"

Pastel pounded on the Demon’s bedroom door with a pillow. The forceful knocks echoed loudly.

"Demon! Demon!"

Please comfort Pastel, who is trembling from a real assassination threat!

There was a stir from inside. The doorknob turned, and a soft crimson light filled the hallway. The Demon, dressed in a loose dress shirt, appeared.

"What is it at this hour, cough!"

The pillow that had been knocking hit the Demon directly.

Gasp.

Pastel's eyes widened.

Then, thinking this might be the only chance to hit the Demon, Pastel accidentally swung the pillow once more.

Thwack!

"Cough?"

The Demon, hastily blocking with an arm, looked flustered.

"What is this?"

Pastel, startled, dropped the pillow.

"Ah! I'm sorry! It was a mistake! A total mistake!"

"It seems you knew and still followed up with another hit."

Oh?

Did I?

"I think it was my pillow friend that hit you!"

Pastel glared at the naughty pillow friend.

"Bad friend! I'll punish you instead!"

Soft punches landed on the pillow.

"Yap! Yap!"

The reason for not hitting harder is that hitting a friend is a very bad thing. Pastel is kind, so she doesn't do bad things.

A universally relatable reason!

The red eyes looked on suspiciously.

Pastel scolded the pillow friend with all her heart and wiped away a cold sweat for no reason.

"Phew, it's tough having a bad friend."

But it's the fate of a popular person to have a hard time choosing friends, right?

Sigh, it can't be helped.

Pastel hugged the white pillow tightly. Her pink eyes looked up at the Demon with longing.

"Demon."

I just experienced something incredible.

I can't sleep alone at this hour.

"Sniff sniff."

Sobbing.

The Demon looked down with a subtle expression.

"Even if you pretend to have a story, your recent actions don't spark any curiosity at all. Do you want a snack? I anticipated this and made chocolate chips."

A gesture pointed to the table. A pile of untouched chocolate chip cookies sat in a bowl.

"No way! I'm serious! This is a serious matter! How can you take it so lightly! I'm completely disappointed! Completely disappointed!"

But the chocolate chips were innocent, so Pastel hurriedly entered and popped one into her mouth.

The savory chocolate chip melted in her mouth. It looked like an ordinary chocolate chip, so she wondered where the magic stone was, but it was mixed into the dough like sugar.

"Wow! Demon, your skill in using magic stone powder like sugar is getting better!"

"Though it feels like hiding vegetables from a kid who hates them."

"No way!"

The Demon's hand pointed to the chocolate chips.

"By the way, that chocolate chip has chicory extract mixed in, which you dislike."

"No way?!"

Pastel's trembling pink eyes stared at the half-eaten chocolate chip.

The golden-brown surface dotted with chocolate.

But it was a traitor in cahoots with chicory~!

"Ahhh!"

Pastel trembled.

Betrayal!

Betrayal……!

"Bad traitor! I'll eat you and take my revenge!"

Pastel diligently stuffed the chocolate chip into her mouth. The wicked traitors disappeared one by one into her mouth, and her cheeks puffed up.

Munch munch.

Munch munch…….

Suddenly, her munching lips stopped. Her pink eyes widened, and her complexion turned pale.

Oh dear.

Could it be……!

"What's wrong?"

Pastel faced her greatest life crisis.

Right, right.

She was too thirsty from eating too much.

So, Pastel downed the glass of water next to her in one go.

Gulp gulp.

"Ah!"

Refreshing!

She popped the last remaining traitor into her mouth. Pastel munched while rolling her pink eyes.

But why did I come here?

It feels like there was a very serious and sleepless problem.

Oh right!

There really was something like that!

Pastel suddenly turned to the Demon.

"Demon, I really had a serious matter!"

"I see."

The Demon, who casually replied, tapped the cookie crumbs that had fallen onto the white pillow and gathered them into a handkerchief, folding it skillfully.

Neat~!

Wow.

It seems like it won't need washing!

The white pillow was lifted.

"Pillow friend is completely clean! You're a bad friend, but since you're fluffy and soft, I'll restore your honor! We'll still be friends from now on!"

Pastel hugged the pillow friend and rubbed against it.

Rubbing, rubbing.

Then she suddenly realized and stopped. Her pink eyes rolled for a moment. She looked sharply at the Demon.

"This isn't it!"

She pointed to herself.

"I was threatened with assassination! Mr. Penguin had prepared to turn me into Pastel Salad at any moment, but only just now gave up!"

Waaah!

Pastel Salad……!

Please make the sauce mayonnaise!

"Hmm?"

One of the Demon’s eyebrows raised.

"It wasn't a fabricated document?"

"That's what I'm saying! The mastermind was Mr. Penguin!"

Waaah!

With a sulky expression, Pastel jumped onto the Demon's bed. The bed shook, and the blanket flew up. She wrapped herself in the blanket, transforming into a caterpillar state.

"Waaah!"

Pastel crawled around the bed.

"Waaah!"

The Demon approached, flustered.

"I didn't know that Redmond was that malicious. If you want, I can tell the king and have him punished. I still have that much influence."

"Please don't!"

Pastel shook her caterpillar body and shook her head.

"I think even if I were Mr. Penguin, he would have made that kind of preparation! It's a way to eliminate suspicious pink hair, a means to ruin the Hawks, a measure to divide the United Kingdom, and if necessary, a justification for war for the Empire—all in one stroke!"

The intelligence budget should be spent on things like this!

No matter how much His Majesty the Emperor looked at it, he couldn't understand why he could focus on domestic issues while leaving the risky United Kingdom half-ignored.

Since he had dispatched Pastel, the Governor General, as an emergency measure, if the United Kingdom became a major problem, he could use Pastel as a scapegoat to start a war and crush it immediately.

If it were the Kraft family, it would be plausible for the Hawks to assassinate her out of sheer grudge.

The reason His Majesty the Emperor had shown such a friendly attitude with a bright face when they first met had a reason. Beyond the fact that Pastel had forced a friendly attitude through political scheming, there were other ulterior motives.

All along, he had known that aiding the United Kingdom was risky, yet he had no choice but to concentrate on controlling the more dangerous domestic aristocracy, and now a good justification had come along to relieve his mind.

No wonder! No wonder it felt strange!

I couldn't understand why His Majesty the Emperor suddenly granted the position of Governor General!

At that time, he had to take care of Pastel due to the political scheming, and it was a wise choice to rehabilitate the Kraft family, which was very unlikely to be related to the Demon King prophecy, to use as a joker, but granting the position of Governor General from the first meeting was a bit much!

No wonder! No wonder!

While being involved in central politics, His Majesty the Emperor had to be like a cunning serpent, yet he kept making statements that were too revealing, making me imagine he resembled his mother!

The position of Governor General was granted too abruptly!

If the thoughtful pink-haired member of the Kraft family felt uneasy, he would have called in his mother to create a plausible justification!

Redirecting vigilance elsewhere and instilling fear while slightly paralyzing the clever but still young intellect was a bonus!

He gave her an excessive position and trust because she resembled his mother~!

There are no ulterior motives here~!

Instead of pondering such ulterior motives, why not tremble and study until what age a concubine is possible~!

"Ahhh!"

There are ulterior motives!

At that time, he wouldn't forget how he had been disturbed by political scheming, and if necessary, he would think of pressing the Pastel explosion button!

He must be thinking of leading her to settle in the Demon Realm out of fear of the concubine position and using her comfortably as a fuse!

I'm a total loyal subject!

But as a loyal subject, it's true that I should follow national decisions obediently……!

"Waaah!"

Even though Mr. Penguin declared the withdrawal of the assassination plan using the Hawks, there must surely be another fuse prepared that corresponds to His Majesty the Emperor's grand strategy!

This is really, really certain……!

"Waaah!"

Pastel rolled around the bed in her blanket state.

"Y-yes, I see. I didn't know that guy would do something so sinister. He wasn't originally like that."

The Demon, who had been deceived by the Emperor's surface all this time, rubbed his chin in surprise.

Sitting at the bedside, he grabbed Pastel, who was rolled up in the blanket, and pulled her closer. As he rolled her toward himself, the blanket gradually unraveled.

Before she knew it, Pastel found herself in the Demon's embrace.

Oh?

A palm patted her back.

"Rest assured. Even if my powers are sealed, I can still save you and help you escape, no matter who comes."

Pastel opened her arms and hugged the Demon tightly. She looked up at the red eyes.

"Can't you just punish them instead of saving me?"

Is that too much?

The Demon chuckled.

"That would be impossible."

"Ugh. Demon, you're no fun."

Pastel stretched her words as she clung tightly.

It smelled like soap.

"So that's nice."

Her voice was small.

"Hmm? What did you say?"

Pastel pushed away from his embrace and sat up properly. She turned her head and tidied her pink hair.

"Nothing! I'm disappointed that you can't even punish them!"

Her pink eyes glared.

"So that's why I get hit by my mom!"

What a pity.

"Well then."

The Demon looked at her in disbelief.

178 - People Say That One's Outside and Inside Are Different
Pastel slept in Demon's bed.

Not exactly hugging and sleeping together with Demon. Since Demon didn't need sleep anyway, he just sat by the bed reading a book, and Pastel brazenly occupied his bed, snoring away.

It became morning, like when a rooster would crow.

Pink eyes blinked open hazily.

It's morning...

Pastel wiped the drool from her mouth and raised her upper body. She turned her head this way and that.

An unfamiliar room.

Where am I, who am I?

Could it be kidnapping?!

She saw Demon's back as he drank his morning coffee, looking out the window.

Oh, right, I came here yesterday.

"Good morning, Demon!"

Red eyes glanced sideways.

『Yeah.』

Pastel raised one hand high.

"Morning cocoa, please!"

Morning, morning cocoa!

『Straight to the errand, huh.』

Demon put his coffee on the windowsill and left the bedroom.

A little later, Pastel received her morning, morning cocoa. Steam rose from it.

"Getting Demon to run errands in Demon's bedroom, wow."

『How amusing.』

Demon shook his head, stirring his coffee lightly.

『If you're going to drink it, get out of bed and drink it. Eating something in bed is a bad habit.』

"Ehh."

Unnecessary nagging.

Pastel slowly got out of bed. Following Demon to the window, the sparkling sunlight woke her up.

Pink eyes gazed down at the beautiful city, which seemed to be entering the modern age, and she became lost in sentiment.

A pigeon flew over the city. It arrived above the head of a merchant guild member going to work early in the morning and splattered something with a splat.

Oh.

"It feels like I've become a super-super elite, waking up early in the morning at a hotel and starting business..."

Huh?

Come to think of it, I am a super-super elite.

Pink eyes rolled.

Then she glanced at Demon next to her.

"Demon, while you're at it, could you go to my room and bring the attempted assassination report?"

Because a super-super elite works from the morning.

Demon finished his moderately cooled coffee in one gulp and brought the report without a word.

Pastel leisurely sipped her cocoa. Like a super-super elite, she tried to elegantly scan the report with one hand, but realized she couldn't turn the pages because she was holding cocoa in the other hand.

"Why don't I have a free hand?"

Well, because people have two hands.

Oh, amazing fact.

Realizing this, Pastel scurried to a chair and sat down. When she put the cocoa on the table, she had a free hand.

Wow, I'm smart!

With her mind seemingly twice as bright, she re-scanned the report.

She had to check if she had missed anything last night because it was a sleepy time and she was mentally shaken by Mr. Penguin and His Majesty the Emperor's schemes.

"Pout."

There were no missed parts, but Pastel's lips slightly protruded because of it.

『What's wrong?』

"Look at this."

Her finger pointed to one side of the document.

It said that some of the Hawks tried to cooperate with a faction of the Order when planning the assassination of the Governor General.

『Hmm?』

Demon narrowed his brow.

"Pout, pout!"

My dad is a high-ranking member of the Order, so how should I, as his daughter, take being threatened with assassination?

Ugh!

My dad is trying to kill me...!

Pastel wasn't in such a clouded state of judgment to think that. Rather, she was now twice as bright.

Pink eyes narrowed.

"This is a power struggle."

It's easy to guess.

Clearly, Dad did something unknown in the underground sanctuary of Sky Island and then fled to the Demon Realm.

In other words, after completing his mission, his assigned area was changed from Sky Island to the Demon Realm.

But since the Order isn't a small corner store, there must have been high-ranking members of the Order who were originally in charge of the Demon Realm. It's a situation where a newcomer is pushing out the established one.

It's highly likely that someone in the Order was dissatisfied and tried to vent their anger on Dad's daughter. It's a model behavior for a member of a criminal organization.

"Pout, pout! Pout!"

Pastel felt more dissatisfaction than fear.

Dad sold all the Kraft assets to make a fortune and ran away, but he didn't properly clean up the surroundings, threatening his daughter's life.

『That blockhead can't do anything right.』

"That's right! That's right!"

I completely agree! Totally agree!

Pastel slammed the table and stood up.

The cocoa sloshed, but Cocoa wasn't the type to break the mood by unnecessarily overflowing, so not a single drop spilled. Instead, Demon took out a handkerchief and wiped up the unnamable black sugar water.

"It's a mistake to think I'm the same Pastel as when we met in the sanctuary! I couldn't say anything back then, but it's not the same now!"

Pastel threw a series of cotton-like punches into the air.

"Back then, back then! I hadn't even gotten the Sky Island Knights Order in my hands yet, so my power base was flimsy, but now I'm the Pastel Governor General!"

That's right, that's right!

"A self-reliant person who has achieved independence! Frankly, I'm a higher-ranking person than Dad! He should hand over the decision-making power of the family and sit in the back room!"

That's right, that's right!

Now I can throw Dad in jail with just a snap of my fingers!

Yap, yap!

Besides, besides!

"PinkPink in a love-filled state is super ultra fantastic invincible! In front of Dad, openly!"

She pointed her finger at the air.

"Why do you live like that?! I can ask!"

Why do you live like that?!

I'm really, really curious!

Actually, I already heard it, so I'm not curious!

I think abandoning your daughter to save your dead mother is defamation of her memory...!

"And, and!"

Pastel put her hand in her pajama pocket. She grabbed a piece of paper and lifted it up. A paper with hearts drawn on it fluttered.

A heart-filled charm.

Named.

"Love Charm~!"

Pastel Governor General can see ten steps ahead.

I never promised to use it on Demon~!

A labor contract tied by debt is no different from slavery, but wouldn't it be okay if the dad who sold his daughter's property and ran away became a slave?!

Pastel thought with a mind that had spun around once. But since she originally lived with a mind that had spun around once and was dizzy, it was no different from a normal state of mind.

『What's that?』

Demon, who had been stunned by the torrent of unfilial remarks, saw the charm and twitched his eyebrows.

Oh.

Pastel froze in the position of holding up the charm. Pink eyes rolled for a moment.

The charm naturally came down and went back into her pajama pocket. Pink eyes avoided his gaze.

"Melissa gave it to me."

Kind and exemplary Melissa gave it to me, so it's definitely not dangerous.

Pastel sold out her friend.

Popular Pastel never betrays her friends, but making up excuses with friends in front of a guardian is a perfectly natural best friend behavior, so it was acceptable.

Yeah, yeah!

I acknowledge it!

『Hmm?』

Demon was suspicious of something, but didn't press the issue. The unfilial remarks that had just happened seemed to be a more shocking experience than Pastel's suspicious charm.

Phew!

Thanks, Dad!

It seems like you've been helpful in Pastel's life for the first time!

Pastel sat down in the chair. She sipped the cocoa, which seemed to have decreased in volume because it had spilled, and looked down at the report.

"More than that, I think I need to meet Dad once."

The Hawks' assassination plan has collapsed, and Pastel herself can't do anything about His Majesty the Emperor's fuse clicking right now.

But the assassination that can happen at any time depending on the emotions of a criminal organization member is a problem that needs to be resolved urgently. Rational opponents can be controlled, but the actions of irrational opponents are a really big variable.

"When we met in the sanctuary, Dad said to come to the Demon Realm if I wanted help saving Mom. He must have created a channel to contact him, so I should look for it."

I need to think about how to find it. It's probably right to mobilize Leonard and his friends.

"Pout."

But what should I do if I actually meet him?

Should I start with a greeting? How have you been? Is there any progress in saving Mom?

Or really, why do you live like that?

Are you happy?

Oh, right.

I already asked that.

―Love is greater than anything else.

I still don't really know what kind of answer that is.

My mind gets complicated when Dad is involved.

Suddenly, a palm pressed down on her pink hair.

Pastel looked up at Demon.

『If you want, I can punch that guy as soon as we meet him.』

Huh?

Demon clenched his fist and punched the air. It was an action that seemed to imitate Pastel from earlier, but the sound was different. The air burst and a faint shockwave occurred.

Pastel watched it for a moment and then smiled slightly.

"Just one punch?"

『Hmm.』

The punch created a small shockwave.

『Two wouldn't be bad either.』

Ahaha!

Pastel burst out laughing.

"Isn't Dad a scholar who doesn't even do physical training? If Demon hits him twice, he'll die right away."

That's totally murder!

Demon chuckled.

『That's true. Considering his weak body, two would be difficult. One would be good.』

"Okay! Okay! Please hit him hard once!"

The girl's legs shook rapidly.

Dad, you'll see!

Demon will hit you hard!

Pout! Pout!

179 - When You Can't Reach Out, Call a Third Party
"Your dad was a member of the Order?!"

The Demon had left to prepare breakfast, leaving Pastel alone.

The Fairy suddenly crawled out from Pastel's back and poked her head out.

"Kyaa!"

Pastel, who was about to drink her cocoa, was startled.

"Fairy! Surprising a kind pink-haired girl is something only villains do!"

It's a problem if a good Fairy does that!

"Oh? Is that so?"

The Fairy was flustered. She floated up, sat on the table, and quickly shook her head.

"I didn't know! I'd be the good guy in a fairy tale, so I'll be careful not to surprise you next time!"

"Okay!"

The Fairy, who had given a cool reply, tilted her head as if she had suddenly remembered something.

"But aren't fairies supposed to be surprising? I'm a Fairy, you know."

Huh, is that so?

If you're a Fairy, surprising people is natural.

"That's true!"

"Right? Then I'll just keep doing what I've been doing! I'm a good Fairy, after all!"

Oh dear.

Pastel's eyes rolled.

She wanted to argue, but the logic was perfect, so she couldn't.

Telling a Fairy not to live like a Fairy was too much of an abuse of power as the homeowner.

To break through this logic, wouldn't she have to bring in Melissa, the fairy tale expert?

"Okay!"

"Yeah! More importantly, your dad was a member of the Order?"

"That's right!"

"Oh my!"

The Fairy covered her mouth in surprise.

"What a coincidence! This is like a destiny created to save the Great Fairy from the Order!"

Gasp.

"Really?! Are we destined for that?!"

"Of course! We are destined to save our fairy friends imprisoned by the Order and finally even save the Great Fairy!"

The Fairy, who had clenched her fist and shouted, subtly added.

"So, me freeloading is a perfectly natural situation guided by fate, and there's no special debt or anything. This isn't a tenant relationship, after all. Such cold concepts shouldn't interfere with fate."

Her voice seemed to hold a lot inside.

"Huh?!"

Her pink eyes widened.

"Fairy, you don't think of our relationship as homeowner and tenant, do you?! We're a family-like relationship destined to be together forever! Petty calculations can't interfere!"

"What?"

The Fairy covered her mouth, moved.

"So that's how it was! We were like family! And I was doubting our relationship without even knowing it."

A Dark Aura fluttered. The Fairy smiled brightly.

"Then, can I get the price for granting your wishes all this time? I ate the Magic Stone, but I still think I should get paid. Free wishes just seem like I'm unilaterally sacrificing myself."

"The price?"

Pastel's eyes widened. She looked shocked, as if she couldn't imagine such a thing, and her eyes slightly watered.

"The price? Shouldn't such cold concepts not interfere with a family-like relationship? Fairy, you said we were like family. You just agreed. Was that a lie? Was our relationship built on lies?"

Was it...?

"Fairy liar! Bad Fairy!"

Pastel looked tearful. She collapsed on the table.

"Bad Fairy! Bad Fairy!"

The Fairy was flustered.

"Huh? Huh? Is that what that means? That unpaid slave-"

"Waaaaah!"

Pastel wailed.

"I saved a penniless Fairy, fed her, clothed her, and gave her a place to sleep, and all I get in return is lies and betrayal."

She sniffled.

"Maybe the kind fairy world isn't real?"

The Fairy flinched for a moment.

"Maybe the Order was just doing a good deed for once, and the Fairy was a bad Fairy? That seems right. The organization my dad is in can't always be doing bad things. I should tell my dad about the escaped evil Fairy-"

"Ahem! Ahem!"

The Fairy struck an arrogant pose with her hands behind her back and looked up at the ceiling. But only the pose was arrogant; her face was sweating.

"Test passed!"

Huh, what does that mean?

Pastel lifted her head from the table and looked up at the Fairy with wide eyes.

The Fairy looked down arrogantly like an inspector.

"The Order is a cunning opponent that can divide us! I tested you to see if you would fall for their tricks before a big operation! Seeing your betrayal, I was able to reaffirm that our relationship is strong! You are qualified to go with me to save the Great Fairy and our fairy friends!"

Wow.

Her pink eyes widened.

I just passed the Fairy's test!

The Fairy quickly added, as if to block any questioning of her suspicions.

"Actually, when you said you were going to stick the Love Charm on your dad, I was really impressed with how well you used it! The Love Charm is for sticking on people who don't listen!"

Aren't you too weak for pink hair?

Hehe.

"Then I'll recycle the remaining charms and stick them on my dad, who doesn't listen!"

Wow wow.

Pastel applauded enthusiastically.

"Good thinking! Just stick it on people who don't listen! I'll tell you how! It's best to stick the charm on a flat back that's hard for the other person to react to!"

Gasp, practical know-how.

Pastel quickly made a note on the documents she had been looking at.

Love Charm = Stick it on the back of someone who doesn't listen.

She read the note over and over again and smiled contentedly.

I feel like I've gained some very useful knowledge!

Ding~!

Knowledge +1

Wow.

"I'll show you!"

The Fairy struck a pose on the table and demonstrated how to stick the charm. Her palm reached out without hesitation, activating Enslave the Other Party~!

"Ah! Me too! Me too!"

Pastel got up from her chair and followed the action.

Aim at the other person and stick it on their back!

"Stick it on their back!"

As the girl practiced diligently, the Fairy stopped demonstrating. The Fairy's arm wiped her forehead.

"Whew!"

She succeeded in changing the subject.

The Fairy was proud of her own crisis response skills and watched the innocent girl. Then she paused, as if she had remembered something.

"Wait a minute. Even if we're like family, isn't it abnormal for me to be the only one granting wishes? If we're like family, you should be willing to pay for the wishes, even if it's not called a price."

An amazing realization.

In the life of an artificial spirit that was less than a year old, there had never been a greater realization than this. Because it had been less than a year.

"Then it's fair for me to ask for a price?!"

The Fairy covered her mouth in surprise. She was impressed with her own brain that had realized this.

With this justification, she could say goodbye to being a tenant. She could even drive out the homeowner and become the new homeowner. She would give the homeless homeowner a comfortable newspaper as a gift.

Her gaze turned to the girl. She was filled with the idea of pressuring her to give up her soul as payment for her wishes.

"Wait!"

The Fairy's palm spread out!

"I think we need to talk about something suddenly!"

"Stick it on the back of someone who doesn't listen! Huh?"

Pastel, who had been practicing sticking the charm, turned her head.

The Fairy was looking at her with eyes that said she had caught her weakness.

Huh.

The Fairy pointed at her triumphantly.

"You! You tried to deceive me with ridiculous sophistry, but it won't work anymore! Pay the price for your wishes right now! Exploitation shouldn't interfere with a family-like relationship like ours-"

Something fell from Pastel's back with a thud.

The paper fluttered and fell, whether it had fallen off because it had been forcibly attached with glue to a surface that wouldn't stick, or because of her violent movements.

A heart-filled illustration caught her eye.

Paper Friend greeted her.

Paper Friend: I'm just a paper friend! I'm serious!

Huh.

Her pink eyes widened.

Silence flowed.

Her gaze turned to the Fairy.

The Fairy was sweating profusely.

Silence flowed again.

The Fairy's gaze wandered around.

Then, as if she had thought of something, she clapped her hands and smiled brightly.

"Surprise gift~!"

An exaggerated gesture pointed to the Love Charm.

"You have to have something to use on someone you like!"

For me...?

Gasp.

Moved.

So moved...!

Her pink eyes welled up.

"Fairy! To think you care about me this much!"

I knew it! I knew it!

I was wondering why the Fairy was so insistent on surprising Pastel a little while ago, but it was actually a build-up for a surprise gift~!

Wow!

"You're the best, Fairy!"

Pastel picked up the charm, moved.

She held up the charm with a flourish.

The heart-filled charm fluttered.

"Love Charm~!"

If I just stick this on them, they'll become a slave to love!

Now I have two~!

Pastel hugged the charm tightly.

Goodbye to Pastel's future, who diligently seduced the Demon but eventually couldn't overcome her dead mother and became dead-eyed~!

"I'll definitely find love!"

"You can do it! This family-like Fairy will help you!"

"That's right! Because we're like family!"

Hooray!

Pastel and the Fairy cheered together!

Then she paused, as if the Fairy had been trying to say something before the surprise gift.

"But didn't you say you had to talk about something?"

What was it?

"Pay the price for your wishes right now...?"

Huh.

The Fairy and I are like family, so I don't know why I have to pay for my wishes. Isn't it natural for family to help each other?

Surely the Fairy doesn't think our relationship isn't like family.

When she looked at the Fairy, the Fairy flinched.

Then, as she rolled her eyes, they widened as if she was gradually agreeing. She had a completely surprised expression.

"Me? When? We're like family! Fairies don't charge their family!"

Wow.

"That's right! That's right! We're like family, so there's no way you would!"

I must have misheard!

Hooray for our family-like Fairy!

Let's keep this good relationship forever!

180 - The Fairy Seems Too Kind
A dark and gloomy space.

In other words, a report filled with wickedness was being made in a hotel room with the curtains drawn and the lights dimmed.

"I traced the logistics line, but the Order has long erased their traces and disappeared, so there hasn't been much progress."

Chief Inspector Leonard reported on the investigation of the Order's suspiciously advanced train in an attempt to track them down.

In front of him, Pastel was happily eating ice cream, which tasted even better in winter.

"There's nothing we can do. Originally, we were supposed to investigate with the help of the United Kingdom, so we were being cautious in our response. We've given them too much time."

Logically, it was more reasonable for the Governor General, an imperial official, to seek permission and assistance from the United Kingdom, the long-standing authority in the Demon Realm, rather than recklessly poking around the Demon Realm.

Otherwise, it would lead to diplomatic issues.

However, it was unexpected that the Hawks would brazenly interfere while the moderates acted lukewarmly.

"Still, now that the previously bad demons of the Hawks have turned into somewhat good demons, it should be fine!"

Many had literally lost their heads in the process, but since they died due to corruption, it was poetic justice.

How could a public official engage in corruption?

Good-hearted Pastel had every right to be outraged!

Somehow, Kraft's Demon Railroad, which had done nothing wrong, was being terrorized!

It was clearly the work of a rival's bribery!

Leonard shook the report vigorously.

"Hey, about that. If we're going to track them down anyway, wouldn't it be better to get the cooperation of the United Kingdom? It seems like the parliament has decided to take a stance against the Order due to this incident. If it's a problem that occurred in their territory, they should be the ones to spend the money."

"That makes sense."

Pastel crossed her arms. The ice cream spoon wiggled.

Given that she needed to contact her father and attempt to communicate with the Order, having formal cooperation with the United Kingdom was a bit...

Leonard quickly furrowed his brows.

"What’s going on? Is there some reason I don’t know about? Are you hiding something from me?"

It was obviously a secret that her father held a high position in the Order.

This was a secret that only the Demon should know, who had witnessed it alongside her.

"Huh?"

Pastel rested her chin on her hand.

"Is it okay to hide it? Leonard, my friend?"

Her pink hair flowed down her shoulders.

"No way."

Leonard shook his head.

It seemed he was annoyed, as if he had just discovered that Pastel had a secret friend.

Leonard put his hands in his pockets and crossed his legs.

"Hey. If you're running an intelligence organization and the owner is gathering information elsewhere, how would that make you feel as a member?"

Pastel thought deeply.

Then she smiled brightly and clapped her hands.

"Pastel is popular!"

Wow.

Leonard looked dumbfounded.

"Hahaha!"

Pastel waved her hands.

"There’s no other secret organization! Governor Pastel doesn’t unnecessarily induce internal competition!"

After all, everyone here was friends, so there was no reason to worry about betrayal!

"Popular Pastel believes in her friends!"

She meant that she wouldn’t engage in actions that would induce division among her subordinates through mutual checks.

Leonard looked at her suspiciously.

"Is that the same girl who instructed to investigate the princess, who was said to be her friend?"

Gasp.

"That was just a public duty!"

Unrelated to popular Pastel!

"Besides, Ellie has been managed separately in the friend rankings from the beginning, so the response method was a bit different!"

"Is that even a reasonable explanation?"

"Hahaha!"

Pastel waved her hands enthusiastically. The ice cream spoon wiggled wildly.

"Anyway, I’m not hiding anything from you regarding public matters! I just have personal reasons for needing to contact the Order gently!"

Leonard raised an eyebrow.

"Really? So you’re saying we should investigate with our own personnel, leaving the United Kingdom out of it?"

"Yep!"

Leonard put his face in his hands, frustrated at the waste of manpower.

"Well, it’s your call, so what can I say? If it’s gentle contact, you’re saying you’d at least want to talk to the Order?"

"Yep, yep!"

Pastel took a big bite of ice cream and exclaimed, "Yum!" The coldness mixed with the winter air made her teeth tingle.

Wow, it’s so cold.

"Then it’s not impossible."

"Wow! Leonard is capable!"

As she gave a thumbs up, Leonard scoffed.

"We can use that guy we caught last time. Given the current tense atmosphere in the parliament regarding the Order, it might be difficult for now, so keep that in mind."

"Nathaniel?"

"Yeah."

Nathaniel, who had also served as a messenger for the Hawks, had neatly survived the recent mass purges.

The reason was simple.

His long period of residence at Pastel's place for secret agent activities had provided him with a perfect alibi.

Regardless of whether the Hawks plotted to assassinate Governor Pastel, Nathaniel had stayed in his room and gotten along well with the Knights Order of Sky Island.

Truly a secret agent!

There were reasonable suspicions about whether he had participated in the assassination plan during his disappearance, but Pastel was not one to just watch someone she knew get killed. By indirectly providing alibi testimony, he was able to escape the purges cleanly.

"The problem was that I had imprisoned him at first, but since you helped him out, the grudge has been more or less resolved, and with this favor, he would naturally cooperate. It’s funny to call that a favor after having imprisoned him, though."

"But Nathaniel seems busy establishing his position in the parliament now that he’s become a survivor of the Hawks?"

Even though he had a gambling hobby, he was the head of the Presley family, so he was working hard to seize opportunities as they arose. This incident had shrunk the Hawks, but it was a tremendous opportunity for Nathaniel.

"Why should I care?"

Leonard scoffed.

Gasp.

So wicked.

Only someone like Leonard, who was just playing around, would do something like that.

However, meddling in a subordinate's affairs was not a virtue of a superior, so Pastel remained silent.

Gasp.

Surprised, she scooped up some ice cream and put it in her mouth.

Yum.

"I got it! Then when the tense atmosphere in the parliament settles down, you can work on it! In the meantime, I’ll focus on my personal business!"

Wow, wow.

The ice cream is delicious.



Pastel visited the headquarters of the Demon Realm Corporation located in the capital of the United Kingdom.

It was a massive skyscraper building, a conglomerate created by the imperial merchants pouring money into exploiting the Demon Realm, and it was known for secretly engaging in smuggling without the empire's knowledge.

A terrifying place for Kraft, who couldn’t even build a decent skyscraper.

However, for Governor Pastel, who had been granted authority by His Majesty the Emperor and held the military rights of the Demon Realm Corporation, it was not a frightening place.

It has been said since ancient times that military power is stronger than financial power!

Hehe.

She entered the chairman's office.

Count McKenna, dressed in a black suit and adorned with gold accessories, welcomed her. The count clapped slowly.

"Congratulations on becoming the Governor, Marquis Kraft."

"Thank you. Thanks to His Majesty the Emperor's grace, I have received an undeserved position."

After exchanging light greetings, the secretary poured green tea.

Pastel smelled it and took a sip.

"It’s nice."

"Isn’t green tea especially special when consumed locally?"

"Indeed."

"It was because you were interested in the Demon Realm that you wanted to taste fresh green tea rather than aged black tea, so it’s particularly special."

"Wow, really?"

"My first business was transporting fresh green tea to the Sky Island trading post, avoiding unnecessary procedures that would spoil its freshness, like border inspections."

Count McKenna smiled gently.

"If you had gone alone without mercenaries and encountered pirates, you could have died, but you were quite young back then."

Wow.

The guardian of green tea freshness!

Pastel saw Count McKenna in a new light.

Coincidentally, she was also transporting magic stones while avoiding unnecessary procedures that would spoil their freshness, just like border inspections.

The guardian of magic stone freshness!

Totally relatable.

Count McKenna, lost in memories, met her gaze.

"By the way, what brings you here now? I received word that His Majesty the Emperor has delegated military rights, and I was eagerly awaiting your visit, but you’ve only just arrived?"

Ah.

She had no words.

It was a business faux pas.

However, Governor Pastel, who could not only focus on money, had unavoidable reasons.

"The Hawks were being stubborn. Since I was granted military rights, it would have been inappropriate to contact you and send unnecessary signals."

In the end, she hadn’t wielded her military rights, so it was a good response.

The count's fingers tapped lightly on the table.

"That makes sense."

Count McKenna turned to his secretary.

"Still, you arrived not too late."

"Yes?"

The secretary brought a letter sealed with a crest. The design was so elegant that it looked more like an invitation than a letter.

The count handed her the invitation.

Oh?

"During our last meeting, you gave me an invitation to the art gallery. Did you attend when you visited the imperial capital?"

Ah.

"I couldn’t attend due to a busy schedule."

To be precise, she had been too preoccupied with the intrigues of central politics to even think about it. She had been busy tying things up and escaping to Sky Island while avoiding the Emperor's gaze.

"I heard that was the case."

His finger pointed to the invitation.

"This time, Duke Nastasha Redgrave is holding a personal exhibition during her visit to the Demon Realm. I will be attending as well, so if you’re interested, why don’t we go together?"

How to share know-how on how to evade property taxes using art pieces?

This is totally a tax evasion exhibition.

Gasp.

"I would love that!"

Pastel quickly accepted the invitation.

Yay, yay!

But suddenly, she felt something hovering in her mind.

Duke Nastasha Redgrave.

Leader of the Republican Faction.

The conversation with Mr. Penguin came to mind.

—Your Majesty! Your Majesty! The Republicans are the traitors of the prophecy! Good Pastel has nothing to do with the Republicans!

Gasp.

Pastel became pensive.

Ahhh!

Duke!

Good Pastel didn’t say anything at all!

It’s true...!

181 - Please Knock Before Visiting
Long live the Republic!

Long live!

Natural human rights, popular sovereignty, elected power, separation of powers, rule of law, accountable politics!

Surprisingly, all of these aspects of the Republic were things that Pastel loved~!

Pastel could confidently say that no one in this world understood republicanism better than she did.

It wasn't just understanding.

Skipping the elections since she was bound to win anyway, Pastel, having received the support of all the staff and student friends, had become the highest authority on Sky Island, truly embodying the spirit of republicanism.

She was a benevolent power figure standing against the wicked imperial family that ruled over the subjects like slaves.

Just because one places a crown made from golden trinkets on their head, it doesn't mean they gain greater dignity than others!

Self-proclaimed His Majesty the Emperor? Just a ridiculous person walking around with a crown on their head!

I acknowledge it! I admit it!

Pastel, who was popular enough to be fascinated by a time-warped system like the Empire, did not have a heart like a puppy!

A popular person is someone who is granted more equal rights and status than others among those who are equally guaranteed natural human rights.

Having become more equal than others, Pastel could not agree at all with the class system that the Empire prided itself on.

A system that determines one's life based on family and bloodline? Such an unreasonable system should rightly be abolished.

Of course, if someone were to place a crown on her head, she would have to wear it out of consideration for the gift, but that would only prove that Pastel was kind enough to think of others.

Huh.

If a crown is given, there’s no choice.

Because crowns are expensive and beautiful, and a lot of effort goes into making them. The reason it takes a lot of effort to make them is that they are beautiful and expensive.

Huh.

An undeniable logic.

Then, considering the giver's intentions, there was no choice.

However, aside from this minor compromise created by her kind heart, Pastel was a strong supporter of republicanism more than anyone else.

Even though the Republican Faction had warned that it was the culprit of prophecy.

Huh.

Upon hearing the news of Duchess Nastasha's visit to the Demon Realm, Pastel trembled.

I haven't done anything wrong, so why is my body shaking like this?

Could it be caffeine overdose?!

It was a reasonable guess.

For some reason, Pastel, feeling extremely thirsty, was continuously drinking the green tea poured by Count Maquinas's secretary.

Gulp, gulp.

Drinking so much like this would naturally take a toll on her weak body due to the caffeine contained in the green tea.

"The railway should be constructed extensively using the infrastructure of our Demon Realm Corporation. The royal family and parliament of the United Kingdom are moving cautiously, keeping an eye on the Empire's diplomats, but I believe it would be safer to proceed swiftly. It would be beneficial for business as well."

The teacup held by the girl trembled.

"Lord Kraft? What's wrong?"

Count Maquinas asked in confusion.

Huh, what is this, a business meeting?

Pastel quickly collected her thoughts.

"Just a moment, excuse me."

She set down the teacup and rubbed her cheeks.

Rub, rub.

Finding stability by massaging her cheeks like kneading rice cakes.

It's okay, it's okay.

Though she had no idea why the Duchess was coming all the way to the distant Demon Realm, it had nothing to do with her, so it wasn't a big problem.

Oh?

A sudden thought flashed through Pastel's mind.

Thinking about it, it really wasn't a big problem.

In a panic upon hearing the news of the Duchess's visit, she had missed the fact that Governor General Pastel had never been a snitch.

Really?

She had merely advised that ideology and thought were important elements in national grand strategy. It was Mr. Penguin who had suddenly mentioned the Republican Faction and pointed them out as the betrayers of prophecy.

Her pink eyes widened.

That's right!

Mr. Penguin was the cause, wasn't he?!

Pastel herself was not at fault at all.

"Phew!"

Pastel wiped her cold sweat. Normally, she wouldn't have even broken a sweat, but given the circumstances, a bead of sweat had escaped.

Huh.

Really, phew!

Almost politically dead!

Her heart slowly calmed down. As her panicked mind returned to normal, she began to have a bit of room for objective thought.

But thinking about it, I don't think I'm a republican.

Honestly, isn't the republic a bit outdated?

With the great His Majesty the Emperor alive and well, isn't it disloyal to speak such ominous words?

Loyal Pastel could not empathize at all with such ominous words.

Whatever thoughts one may have is a personal freedom, but she hoped it wouldn't ruin His Majesty the Emperor's peaceful reign.

Pastel took a sip of green tea, feeling relieved. And she quickly set it down due to the unbearable bitterness.

"Are you feeling better?"

Count Maquinas smiled.

"Oh, I apologize. I don't usually enjoy drinking green tea. I overindulged in the good quality tea and got a bit too excited."

"Is that so?"

Count Maquinas's eyes scanned the girl. Then, realizing her age, his mouth slightly opened.

"I was lacking in consideration."

He gestured to his secretary. The secretary cleared away the tea set and brought in a lemonade set.

The Count took a sip of lemonade first.

"They say some people have overly sensitive constitutions, and it seems the Lord is one of them."

"Seems so."

Pastel examined the lemon concentration before gulping it down. The ice clinked, and the cold liquid slid down her throat.

Phew!

The glass, which had been half full, was set down on the table.

"Where were we?"

"We were discussing the part about using our company's infrastructure for extensive railway construction."

"Then won't the diplomats residing in the embassy feel the usefulness of the railway and report it to the royal family? It would be troublesome if the business were to halt midway."

That was the concern Ellie had expressed. That's why they had started constructing the railway from the outskirts of the Demon Realm, where the Empire's diplomats did not reside.

"According to our company's internal analysis, it doesn't seem like that will happen."

The secretary brought over some materials.

"Currently, the railway is providing greater changes to the lower classes. It will later be utilized militarily, but for now, it's just about lowering the prices of commoners' goods through mass transportation. To truly feel the influence of the railway, one would need to walk around the city and observe the commoners' residences, but the Empire's diplomats, who are nobles by birth, would never do that."

Count Maquinas took out a cigar, cut it, and lit it.

"The royal family and parliament of the United Kingdom would think that the Empire's diplomats would investigate changes by observing places like the market, but they would never do that due to their noble status."

Ah.

A clash of values.

The Empire's diplomats have no reason to look into the lives of commoners in state management, so they don't bother investigating, while the United Kingdom assumes they would naturally look into the commoners' economy and remain silent.

Count Maquinas put the cigar in his mouth. Taking a breath, thick smoke wafted out between his lips.

"Originally, the diplomats dispatched to the Demon Realm were composed of individuals with a high understanding of republicanism. If they were, they would have investigated market prices."

Were they talents from the Republican Faction?

"However, there has been a side effect where diplomats who betray the Empire and cooperate with the United Kingdom occasionally arise. So a few years ago, Redmond advised the royal family, and since then, only those loyal to the royal family have been sent as diplomats. Nobles who have no intention of investigating the commoners."

Huh, Mr. Penguin.

While the reason is understandable, it seems like a misfire.

Such clashes of values should be addressed by establishing an information network that even allows for double agents to avoid losing in information warfare. Regardless of the possibility of betrayal, one must have a proper understanding of the enemy nation to conduct a proper investigation.

Rather, one should think of using the discovered traitor spy to leak misinformation at crucial moments and sometimes even recruit the enemy's spies. Sticking to a purist ideology is not good.

However, thanks to this, Pastel, who could boldly expand her business, chuckled.

"That's great. Then let's proceed with the extensive railway construction."

Since the modern era had not yet been completed, spreading railway construction across the entire territory of the Demon Realm would pose significant security issues, but it seemed she could wield the private army granted by His Majesty the Emperor.

The private army of the Demon Realm Corporation was trained to match the United Kingdom's military, making them perfect for guarding construction sites!

Oh?

Isn't it just that soldiers can do the construction?

Her pink eyes rolled.

Huh.

Pastel suddenly thought of a zero labor cost plan.

I must be a genius!

The mass employment of construction workers was a problem, but now it was completely solved!

His Majesty the Emperor surely gave me the sword to use for this purpose!

Long live His Majesty the Emperor's foresight!

Count Maquinas nodded his cigar.

"We will cover the funds and materials. Given this situation, it would be wise to establish a joint venture. We should include shares for the United Kingdom to avoid upsetting the young princess."

Ah.

"That requires considering public sentiment and examining the political landscape, so let's take our time in establishing the joint venture."

"Understood. I will leave that part to Lord Kraft."

Since the detailed negotiations would be handled by the working staff anyway, they talked a bit more before changing the subject.

"The slow speed of the trains was a problem, but a recent solution has emerged."

They discussed the business value of the train technology stolen from the Order.

After a long conversation, they concluded that the magic stone engineering specialists from the Demon Realm Corporation would participate in the joint research of the hybrid train organized by the Kraft Consortium and the United Kingdom.

Whew.

Pastel stretched vigorously.

"Ah!"

It was a tricky case, but Count Maquinas was easy to communicate with, so it wasn't difficult.

I had thought that joint research wouldn't be possible since the Empire was keeping an eye on the United Kingdom regarding magic stone engineering, but I never expected it to be accepted so easily.

"That should be enough for today."

"Yes, indeed."

Count Maquinas removed the cigar from his mouth.

"We can meet again at the Duchess's solo exhibition. I will send a carriage to your hotel."

Ugh.

Pastel trembled.

Nothing will happen.

Really, nothing will happen……!

182 - Green tea is said to originally calm the mind
Pastel exited the Demon Realm Corporation's entrance. With wary eyes, she scanned her surroundings.

"No assassination."

She saw people walking around naturally.

So many people?

"Assassin, might be present!"

Right in front of her on the sidewalk, a person walked by holding a newspaper.

"Heeok, assassin!"

Pastel quickly retreated and stuck to the entrance.

The desk employee gave her a strange look from behind, but such things were unimportant in the face of Governor General Pastel's personal safety.

As she stared intently at the newspaper-wielding pedestrian, the pedestrian glanced sideways with a puzzled expression and went on their way. Because they were just a passerby.

Pastel suspiciously watched the pedestrian's back.

The possibility that the person just now was an assassin was a whopping 50%!

The reason it was 50% was that if you counted the possibilities of it being true or not, there were two cases, so dividing the probability in half made it a whopping 50%.

Wow, math genius.

Pastel, who survived through a 50% survival rate, examined the sidewalk.

An old man passed by, walking a fluffy puppy. The puppy stopped in front of the entrance and turned to look this way. Its neatly brushed fur stood out. A small tongue peeked out and panted.

"Heeok."

A ferocious beast…!

Pastel stuck to the back of the entrance.

If a person rushed at her, her hormone friend could go yap yap! So they brought a hard-to-fight beast!

It was so effective that Pastel almost spoke to the puppy friend.

That was close!

The puppy stared for a moment and then went on its way. Because it was just a puppy taking a walk. Puppies need to be walked every day.

『There's no need to be so wary.』

The Demon, who had been waiting in front of the carriage nearby, opened his mouth.

『Assassination is basically obvious when approaching. Unless it's a professional raised by a country like the Empire or the United Kingdom, the Order level will inevitably have amateurish clumsiness.』

When a country raises them, it's easy to gain experience while ignoring the law, but in the private sector, most people get caught while gaining experience. It's difficult to create a professional-level experienced person.

Even if there were such a skilled person, assassination isn't a good job to maintain a livelihood, so they'd quickly switch to another job. A competent assassin can easily find a decent and well-paid job.

Even while explaining that, his red eyes scanned the surrounding pedestrians.

『Besides, what's important in assassination is not missing the right opportunity. If the opponent is determined to hide only in a mansion protected by guards, there's nothing more difficult than that. It's best to set up a sure plan and kill them before their vigilance rises so much. Not just hoping to get lucky and kill them with a few people disguised as pedestrians.』

Vivid advice from a senior who has been chased by the entire continent.

Pastel trembled.

"Then shouldn't I just hide in the house from now on? Should I cancel external schedules and just stay home?!"

Maybe she should ask Ellie to just stay in the palace!

The Demon chuckled.

『Not a bad idea. Especially, you should be wary of poisoning, but since poison doesn't work on you, there's no need to worry.』

Eueet?

If Pastel immediately agreed with the anxious Pastel is anxious!, what would that be like.

She had to go out and work, but it was a bit of a shame to be stuck at home, and the popular Pastel had so many things to do to meet her friends, so it was difficult to do that, and if she didn't greet the sun every morning, she wouldn't feel like her daily routine was starting, and more.

Pastel suddenly didn't want to follow the Demon's words.

It was an extremely reasonable statement, but from the perspective of having to overcome an extremely unreasonable age gap, she suddenly felt rebellious.

She looked around at the surrounding pedestrians and subtly moved away from the entrance. Once she moved away, there weren't as many threatening elements as she thought.

Objectively, this was the Demon Realm Corporation's main gate. A place that had experienced several terrorist attacks while exploiting the Demon Realm. It had a security system that filtered out suspicious people early on.

Looking closely, she saw burly agents in suits, openly showing that they were guards, loitering around the sidewalk.

"Safe! Safe!"

Pastel hummed and walked towards the carriage.

Oh?

Something flashed in her mind for a moment.

Come to think of it, isn't this a situation where a pitiful girl is frightened, comforted, and then feels better?

This is totally romantic!

Pastel herself didn't particularly feel that way, but rationally, it seemed like that!

Wow.

She approached the Demon right in front of her. As she approached close enough to touch, the Demon, who was opening the carriage door, looked puzzled.

『What's wrong?』

Pink eyes stared up at him.

『Hmm?』

Hehe.

"I feel safe when I'm with Demon?"

Pink eyes folded prettily.

"Could you escort me to the hotel, sir?"

The Demon looked down strangely. It was a look that wondered why she was acting like this these days. Then his eyes changed to a look that said, 'Is adolescence adolescence?', and he nodded.

『I was going to do that anyway.』

The Demon nonchalantly held out a hand.

Pastel grabbed his hand as a support and jumped into the carriage.

The carriage door closed.

『Tell me immediately if something goes wrong.』

The Demon said from outside and headed to the driver's seat. He said that if the coachman was bribed, it would be a headache, so he would drive the carriage for the time being.

Pastel stood still as she was.

Pink eyes rolled around.

Then they gradually widened.

"Heeok."

Super ultra flirting didn't work.

Why?

If she had grabbed one of her friends and said the same thing, it would have been a chaotic mess that would have been judged as a dangerous act that didn't follow the principles of a popular person?!

Pastel grabbed her head.

"Whyyy?!"

Surely if Mom had said the same thing, the Demon would have gone ppyong~! and shown various reactions, but when I do it, there's no reaction at all!

"No wayyy!"

Could it be that I have no talent for flirting?

A complete disgrace as a popular person…!

Her hand quickly touched the carriage door. The magic circle engraved like a pattern emitted light and created a soundproof environment.

"Fairy of Love!"

As she desperately shouted, the Fairy appeared ppyong. She didn't have the talent to make the Demon go ppyong, but she did have the talent to make the Fairy come out ppyong.

—A family-like Fairy appears!

The Fairy peeked out from the carriage sofa gap. Her gaze looked at Pastel.

—Do you have a love problem? That's my specialty!

Wow, totally reliable!

"Fairy! Fairy! I'm feeling doubtful about my flirting skills, what do you think?"

It seems that the lack of experience was a problem because she adhered to the flower on the cliff strategy as a popular person.

—That's, well.

The Fairy, who only had her head out, pondered with a serious expression.

Then she smiled brightly.

—Just put on a Love Charm and it'll be solved!

Heeok.

—This kind Fairy gave you a surprise gift and made two of them, so just put them on and see!

Is it okay to talk so lightly about a mind control charm?

"No! No!"

Pastel shook her head.

"The fairy tale said that true love will finally prevail! Relying on false love will only make you a loser!"

Source: Melissa

—Is that so?

The Fairy tilted her head.

"That's right! Don't brush it off as a joke and seriously think about it! Objectively, I think it's a disqualification for a Fairy to only stick her head out of the sofa gap and listen to love problems!"

—Fairy disqualification?! I'm a kind Fairy that anyone can see, so that can't happen!

The Fairy was horrified. She wriggled her body and her upper body crawled out of the sofa gap.

And as she wriggled even more, she was startled as if she had come up with something that would be a turning point in Pastel's love.

—Could it be?!

Pastel's eyes widened.

"Why?! Was there a huge problem with my flirting?! Did my flirting just now make me look too frivolous?!"

That can't happen…!

The Fairy's expression darkened.

It was a face as if she was facing the greatest crisis on earth.

Pastel swallowed hard.

The Fairy's mouth slowly opened.

—Stuck.

The Fairy looked tearful.

—I'm stuck in the sofa…

The small upper body that had only come out of the sofa gap drooped.

Heeok.

That was the worst crisis in its own way.

—This sofa has a steel frame inside, even though it's a sofa. Isn't it too sturdy…?

"I changed it to a sturdy carriage to prevent snipers, so that's how it is! Please wait! I'll be a great partner who saves the Fairy of Love!"

Pastel diligently patted the sofa. The fluffy sofa cushion around the Fairy was pressed down. As she created space, the Fairy groaned and pulled out her body.

The exhausted Fairy flopped down. A weak voice muttered.

—I won't go into the sofa gap next time. If you hadn't called me now and just got off, I would have spent the night stuck alone…

Heeok.

The Fairy shook her head as if to shake off the terrifying possibility.

And she blankly looked up.

—What were we talking about?

"More importantly, are you okay?"

—Fairies are strong, so I'm okay. So what were we talking about?

"That's right. What were we talking about?"

Pastel pondered with the Fairy.

"Heeok! That's right! I said I was feeling doubtful about my flirting skills!"

—Ah, right. You said that true love can't be won with a Love Charm, right?

The Fairy crossed her arms.

—Does that mean you can only create false love with one Love Charm?

After pondering for a moment, the Fairy's eyes suddenly sparkled.

—Then just put on two and it'll be solved!

Oing.

If one isn't enough, just use two.

Pastel perked up her ears at the super ultra-speed lecture.

Tempting!

183 - If One Doesn't Work, Use Two
As soon as they arrived at the hotel, Pastel took the hand of the Demon who was escorting her and got off the carriage.

Her pink eyes darted sideways.

"Demon, what do you think true love is?"

Curious, curious.

"Hmm? Out of the blue?"

The Demon gestured to the hotel staff, who then drove the carriage away.

"I don't really know."

"Don't just brush it off."

The Demon rubbed his chin.

"Usually, love is said to be believing in what is not beside you."

Pastel's pink eyes widened.

Wow, that's totally romantic.

At this point, where such a romantic answer came out without a second thought, a very suspicious question arose.

Though the Demon appeared cool and chic on the outside, could it be that he actually harbored pink, fluffy thoughts inside?

That would be a perfect match with Pastel!

The Demon gazed up at the sky with a slightly wistful look.

"God is unseen, not beside you, and does not provide proof. They say that when faith wavers and love for God becomes blurred, that is the opportunity to prove true love."

Oh.

It was a religious discussion.

Totally not romantic.

The Demon continued to look up at the sky for a while.

"But, I really don't know."

He started walking toward the hotel.

Oh.

Pastel hurriedly followed, glancing around before clinging to the Demon’s arm.

"Not that! Melissa read me a fairy tale, and it had a love potion in it. Just one sip, and you become a slave to love! Something like that."

Pastel quickly thought up a plausible excuse.

"After reading it, I felt a mix of curiosity and caution as a popular person. I thought, wouldn’t it be good to consider someone who could even bring a love potion? Haha!"

Huh?

Wasn’t that last statement a bit criminal-like?

The Demon looked down at the girl clinging to his arm with a strange expression.

She flinched.

Pastel quickly added, "Well, it would be! A love potion would require an incredible amount of hardship and effort! An achievement that will never exist again! Like actually fulfilling a promise to pick a star and gift it!"

Sparkling stars.

Wow, wow.

"Of course! The other person never asked for such a gift! It’s a bit of a nuisance, like confessing your crush right in front of the citizens during the founding ceremony. But I think we should at least acknowledge the effort!"

Now that she said it, it seemed right.

If someone showed that much sincerity, shouldn’t they get a relationship stamp?

Pastel couldn’t find a single flaw in her statement. Perfect logic.

In reality, there was a minor issue where a certain pink-haired girl had casually borrowed a love charm from the Fairy while munching on cookies, but that didn’t seem very important. What mattered was the result that felt like hardship and effort, regardless of the process.

The Demon frowned.

"That is indeed quite a nuisance. To confess a crush right in front of everyone at the founding ceremony while being a Crown Prince who should be enjoying himself. If you’re going to be rejected, you should do it quietly, not in front of all the citizens. Thank goodness your mother is wise; if she were a foolish person, she might have felt pressured by the atmosphere and accepted a confession she didn’t even like. There’s no greater nuisance than that."

Ahh.

I feel like I brought up a bad example.

The Demon continued to speak, seemingly harboring lingering feelings about a past rival.

"At that time, that guy apologized, saying his feelings got ahead of him, and everyone accepted it, but now that I think about it, his intentions seem suspicious. Did he try to exert power because he thought he would be rejected if he tested the waters?"

The Demon’s brow furrowed.

"I thought he wouldn’t do that, considering his not-so-bad character, but looking at what he’s been doing since becoming Emperor, it seems quite plausible."

A clicking sound was heard.

"Someone like that should have been rejected from the start. It’s for the best."

Ahaha...

Pastel awkwardly averted her gaze.

The Demon must have really liked her mother.

Her feelings were complicated.

The Demon, who had been speaking, seemed to regain his senses and looked down.

"Pressuring someone while emphasizing sincerity is a very nasty mindset. If the direct approach doesn’t work, it’s an intention to provoke the other’s guilt and exert pressure. Don’t give in to such cowards."

Ahh.

It was clearly perfect logic, but because of a bad example, the Demon had ended up in a flawed position.

Pastel groaned. Even when they reached the hotel floor they had rented entirely, and the Demon left to prepare a meal, she continued to groan.

Something felt off.

As a popular person, Pastel should be able to charm the Demon smoothly, but nothing seemed to be going right.

Where did it all go wrong?

Groaning, Pastel rummaged through her belongings. She pulled out a triangular shard of a broken mirror. She lifted it with all her might.

"Mirror Friend!"

The mirror friend sparkled.

This mirror friend was a soulmate who had been through thick and thin since the days of living in a grand mansion!

It was more than sufficient to consult about love, which would be a significant turning point in Pastel's life.

"Precious mirror friend! Tell me! What’s the problem?"

Pastel looked into the mirror.

A pretty girl with pink hair and pink eyes caught her eye. The girl’s eyes blinked, and her eyelashes fluttered.

Though she refrained from praising her appearance, as it would disqualify her as a popular person, she felt there was nothing wrong with it at all.

Couldn’t her looks be any higher in level?

She asked her mirror friend the most likely reason, but it couldn’t provide an answer at all.

Pastel put the mirror back in her arms and groaned again.

"Where did it all go wrong?"

"Pastel?"

A blonde girl approached from one side of the hotel hallway, precariously balancing a stack of documents that reached up to her head.

Melissa, peeking around the stack of papers, smiled.

"Good timing. I had something I wanted to say."

"Huh? What is it?"

"How about we start bringing Ellie back? Once the collaboration with the Demon Realm Corporation kicks off, there will be more paperwork, and it’s too much for me to handle alone."

Melissa slightly lifted the stack of documents to show, and it looked precarious as it wobbled.

"Is that so?"

"Yes."

Now that the Hawks were organized, there would be fewer conflicts for Ellie between national interests and friendships.

"Got it! I’ve been too busy personally to pay attention! Thanks for telling me!"

"Of course."

Pastel took half of the stack of documents and walked alongside her. The magical lights softly illuminated the hotel hallway.

"Melissa, if I fail in love, what do you think the reason will be? No, if I fail at flirting!"

Melissa smiled firmly.

"Is it that the Archdemon doesn’t respond as you wish?"

Eek, caught right away.

Pastel felt a bit embarrassed.

"If I were someone else, my face would be burning from the flirting I did, but the Demon has no reaction at all."

"What did you say?"

"Just wait."

Pastel cleared her throat. She fluttered her eyelashes and glanced at Melissa.

In a seductive voice, she whispered.

"Would it be alright to ask for an escort to the hotel, sir?"

Melissa's mouth slightly opened. Her face turned red, and her hand covered her mouth.

"It seems to be effective. You’re pretty."

"Right! Right!"

Pastel was a popular person!

"But, but I’m so flustered that it doesn’t work on the Demon at all! What could possibly be the problem?"

Melissa seemed uncomfortable with the awkward topic.

"Everyone has different tastes, so there are things that can’t be helped, right?"

It sounded like a normal statement, but there was a hidden nuance suggesting that giving up on the awkward age difference wouldn’t be honorable for either of them.

It seemed like a very awkward topic for a noble lady.

"Don’t say that. Give me some helpful advice. We’re best friends!"

Pastel looked at Melissa with pleading pink eyes.

Melissa smiled awkwardly, feeling troubled.

They walked down the hallway in silence for a moment.

"Act like an adult..."

"Huh?"

Melissa hesitated before speaking.

"I think it’s necessary to act like an adult. If you want to be recognized as an equal, you should behave with dignity like an equal."

Ah?

"Objectively speaking, Pastel, you have a somewhat silly side when dealing with those around you. While that makes me very happy as a friend, I’m not sure the Archdemon would feel the same."

Ahh?

It seemed like she had touched on something wrong, as Melissa began to voice what she had been holding back.

"I’ve been hesitant to ask this for a long time because it might be very rude, but... Is it true that the Archdemon washes his own clothes and bedding without any maids?"

"Isn’t that right?"

At first, he didn’t even have enough money to buy Magic Stones, so he did it that way. Now, he just continued doing it because he had always done so.

In fact, there was also a sense that he did it intentionally for information security. It wouldn’t be a good idea to hire help that touches on personal matters just because he rose to a high position.

Mr. Penguin probably found it difficult to plant spies around Governor General Pastel, so he had to frequently face her to gauge the situation, thanks to this principle of minimizing aides.

After hearing the reason, Melissa smiled firmly. While she understood, there was a nuance that suggested it was nonsense.

"Then who washes your underwear?"

Eh.

Pastel's thoughts came to a halt.

Melissa took a deep breath. She seemed to realize that letting out a long sigh would be an undignified action, so she held back and slowly exhaled.

Their blue eyes quietly met.

There was no reprimand or scolding in that gaze.

But Pastel felt a sudden hiccup.

Her pink eyes spun around.

The girl’s face turned bright red.

"Ahhh!"

What have I been doing all this time…?!

184 - I Guess Work and Daily Life Should Be Properly Separated
What have I been doing all this time?!

My head was spinning.

At a time when my financial situation was improving, my position was rising, and I needed to pay attention to maintaining my dignity, the decision not to carelessly hire subordinates was undoubtedly brilliant.

The first principle of information management is to minimize the number of people who can access information.

As the number of personnel increases, management costs rise exponentially, and mistakes become inevitable.

Even in a world where technology has advanced and magic exists, adhering to this fundamental principle was unavoidable for Pastel, who lacked knowledge and experience in information warfare.

What was the reason I could at least hold my ground against Mr. Penguin, who operates the imperial intelligence network? It was because he also found it difficult to investigate my weaknesses, so there was no reason for me to feel intimidated.

Without subordinates, if I forgot a document while working, I had to go retrieve it myself, and since I hadn’t hired a cook, I had to prepare my own meals, and I had to handle basic tasks like laundry and cleaning myself, but I could bear it well enough.

Because, after all, the Demon would take care of it, or rather, the advantage in information warfare was worth that much.

As Governor General Pastel, I have no regrets about this choice. As Demon King Pastel, I have no regrets about this choice either.

The downside of minimizing subordinates was that it could create bottlenecks in work, but thanks to the outstanding royal scholars Princess Ellie and the future Southern Commander Melissa, it was not a problem, making it an excellent choice.

Of course, this also created other risks, but in any case, as Governor General Pastel, I was adequately satisfied.

But no!

As just Pastel, who was lounging in bed eating cookies, this was absurd…!

What was I thinking leaving my underwear washing to the Demon…?!

Do I have no sense of shame?!

Gasp.

The shock of the cookie falling from my mouth.

Absolutely not! Absolutely not!

But it was already a reality…!

Ahhh!

"I can empathize, but I think it’s excessive."

Melissa placed a stack of documents on the table. She shook her head after receiving the remaining stack from Pastel.

"My mother said that while the battlefield is important enough to maintain dignity, one should not treat the battlefield as life itself. It’s a lesson she taught me when I learned the concealment technique and hid in the wardrobe to avoid the gaze of the servants."

"Ahhh!"

Pastel, with a flushed face, clutched her head. Her body flailed uncontrollably.

Melissa!

I appreciate the advice, but right now, I’m not at the level of hiding in a wardrobe with excitement after learning the concealment technique only to be caught by my mom!

"I need a time-reversal spell!"

I want to go back to the past, give Pastel a light smack for being so obsessed with work, steal her cookies, take a nap, and then hire some servants…!

Melissa pressed her finger to her lips and thought.

"According to magical theory, going back to the past is roughly impossible. Magic is fundamentally about harmonizing with nature, but manipulating time is an act of being born as an independent entity disconnected from nature."

"I don’t need such a model answer!"

Pastel trembled with frustration. She grabbed Melissa by the shoulders, her pink eyes pleading.

"What if we modify the Demon’s memory?"

If I throw a stone at the back of the Demon’s head, it might be possible!

Gasp.

Stone friend, omnipotent!

Melissa looked troubled.

"That’s impossible, but even if it were possible, wouldn’t it be rude? More importantly, what do you plan to do about the underwear washing from now on?"

"Of course, I have to make sure the Demon can’t even approach it!"

Ironclad defense!

Ironclad defense!

Pastel pumped her fists in the air.

"Then shall I lend you my maids? Hiring new ones now would be too risky according to your thoughts, Pastel."

Melissa pointed to one side of the guest room. A neatly dressed maid bowed her head.

"You won’t have to worry as they were selected militarily. Although, hmm, I’m not sure if they’ll meet Pastel’s picky standards."

"Gasp, thank you! You’re the only one, Melissa!"

Pastel hugged her best friend tightly.

So touching! So touching!

Melissa was also protecting the safety of my underwear!

Melissa flinched and, after a moment of hesitation, carefully moved her arms to embrace Pastel in return.

"Since we’re on the topic, can I continue?"

"Yes, yes!"

"Considering that the Archdemon washed your underwear without saying a word, your love for Pastel…"

Melissa hesitated.

"It seems hopeless."

Gasp.

Pastel froze.

"Has the Archdemon ever said to wash underwear directly?"

"Well, there hasn’t been such a case."

"So, even though you’ve gained some leeway and no longer needed to say it, you didn’t mention it first. That means you don’t take this matter too seriously, right? It feels like a routine task, like washing blankets."

Huh?

"A little while ago, didn’t you mention your date with Nathaniel?"

"Did I…?"

"Continuing to wash the underwear of a girl who has learned to talk about love means you really shouldn’t think about it at all, right? Since you can’t even imagine being that subject, you can continue to see it as just regular laundry."

Pastel stood still, her thoughts frozen. Then she slowly slipped out of Melissa’s embrace.

Her pink eyes spun slowly.

"That, that."

For now, I think Melissa is wrong.

Because…

It has to be wrong.

But it was so logical that I found it hard to refute.

Oh dear.

My thoughts became tangled.

As they twisted and turned, a brilliant idea flashed through.

"Ah!"

Her pink eyes sparkled. She stared at Melissa.

"You’re wrong! The Demon was too embarrassed to even mention this topic!"

That’s right, that’s right!

There was no reason for the Demon to feel embarrassed when dealing with the daughter of his deceased crush.

It’s not like he was still unable to forget his dead crush and was immersing himself in the role of a stepfather after picking up her daughter.

Oh?

The rival who had always bothered him, after his wife died, was wandering around, abandoning her daughter, and the Demon thought he should have married her…

But it turned out that the rival was doing it to resurrect his wife. However, the evil act of abandoning the daughter would surely earn him scorn from his wife. Even if he resurrected her, it would undoubtedly lead to divorce.

Then it’s only natural that my heart would lean towards the Demon, who took care of the long-abandoned daughter with utmost devotion and finally proved his love.

Gasp.

Pastel froze, lost in her own delusions about the Demon’s wicked intentions.

Objectively, I knew that the Demon was unlikely to harbor such wicked thoughts. But a faint sense of betrayal rose within me.

I didn’t have such a naive mindset to confuse compassionate kindness with love, but being cleanly denied made my heart ache.

Her pink eyes trembled and then tightly shut.

"I don’t know!"

Anyway, Melissa is wrong!

"I won’t be swayed by facts!"

Such things won’t work on the smart Pastel!

"Huh?"

"I don’t know, I don’t know!"

Pastel shook her head vigorously and dashed out of the guest room. She ran down the hallway in a frenzy. She climbed up and down the stairs and headed towards the hotel kitchen.

She burst through the door. The door slammed against the wall with a loud noise.

"Demon!"

The Demon, who was boiling pasta, turned his head.

"What’s the matter? If it’s not urgent, please don’t open the door so roughly—"

"Demon, you’re so bad!"

The Demon looked taken aback.

Pastel quickly shouted, her face flushed with embarrassment and anger.

"If you’re going to wash my underwear, at least ask for my permission first! Don’t wash it without my consent! Isn’t that common sense?! Why are you washing someone else’s underwear without permission?! Don’t touch mine!"

Silence fell.

The Demon opened his mouth silently.

The sound of boiling water filled the air.

Her wet pink eyes glared.

"You’re so bad! So bad! So bad! So bad!"

Pastel shouted in succession, her breath becoming ragged.

Then, as the Demon’s expression shifted from confusion to disbelief and grievance, he opened his mouth to speak, but she cut him off, shouting at the top of her lungs.

"Demon, you’re so bad!"

Pastel stuck out her tongue and made a face. Her pink tongue peeked out and waggled vigorously.

Bleh.

"This is why you get rejected by my mom! You should consider it a good thing that you got rejected! With that kind of sense, you would have been rejected by my mom even in a relationship! The Demon and my mom are fundamentally incompatible! Good thing! Good thing!"

Bleh.

—Suddenly—

"Bleh!"

After making a face, she dashed out of the kitchen. She ran up and down the stairs and burst through the guest room door. She landed on the bed.

"Demon, you’re so bad!"

She rolled around with her pillow friend.

After that, Pastel didn’t even look at the Demon for a week. When they had meals at the same table, she would shift her dishes aside to avoid him and when he tried to talk to her, she would diligently put her fingers in her ears.

"I can’t hear you! I can’t hear you!"

She shook her head vigorously.

—Huh.

After a week of trying to talk to her, the Demon walked weakly to the window. His red eyes looked up at the sky.

—This is absurd…

It was a voice filled with many emotions.

185 - It's a Good Thing That the Devil Got Dumped
The carriage rolled down the road.

“Lord Kraft, you seem to be in a bad mood today?”

Count McKenna asked from the front seat.

They were on their way to an art gallery where the Republican Duke’s solo exhibition was to be held.

Pastel, sulking as she looked outside, turned her head.

“Is that so? I guess I just slept in this morning.”

The Count glanced up at the sky.

“Breakfast was a long time ago.”

The sun was high in the sky.

Duchess Nastasha, who was awake enough to form the Republican Faction, was flexible enough to hold her solo exhibition leisurely at lunchtime.

To be precise, it was because she had just arrived in the capital and had a tight schedule to visit the palace as the leader of the Republican Faction before holding her exhibition.

“Is that so? I guess I just take long lunches.”

It was impossible for her to still be sulking over the Demon.

It was because she took long lunches.

Pastel, who slept too much, was in a bit of a bind.

She might have even been visited by the Fairy of Dreamland due to her excessive sleep.

“By the way, Count, you’re engaged, right?”

Count McKenna looked puzzled. The sudden topic seemed to catch him off guard. After a moment, perhaps deciding it was a chance to build rapport, he shook his head leisurely.

“Free love.”

“Excuse me?”

His pink eyes widened. He scanned the Count, who was dressed in a black suit adorned with golden accessories.

An unexpected surprise.

If Count McKenna, who included books made by Demon families in his collection for profit, had made a hefty sum through an arranged marriage, it wouldn’t have been surprising.

After all, there was no reason for someone of high status to choose a partner with a low dowry.

The Count laughed.

“I think I understand what you’re thinking, but my judgment is correct. Free love is more profitable than an arranged marriage.”

Oh?

“Even if you gain a castle through a major contract, it’s just a castle. With a little time, you can acquire something like that easily.”

I declare that with just a little time, I could easily purchase a castle.

“But you cannot buy a trustworthy business partner with money. Instead, money breeds greed. In this reality, the only thing you can trust is the family you choose yourself, right? I simply chose a business partner over a mere castle.”

The Count gazed out of the carriage. His eyes seemed to be looking at someone who wasn’t there.

“My wife is worth the entire world.”

It was a subtle smile.

Pastel’s mouth slightly dropped open.

Wow.

She recalled the conversation they had at Count McKenna’s villa.

When he threw a blank check at her to choose Lord Kraft over the Imperial Bank, what had Count McKenna said?

—I will invest, as much as the entire world.

Oh no.

Pastel felt a bit guilty.

At the time, she had no idea, but behind the Imperial Bank was His Majesty the Emperor, so betraying the Imperial Bank might have been a significant investment that risked her wife’s safety.

She thought the entire world was just a humorous exaggeration, but it seemed it was indeed that much of an investment.

Pastel clenched her fist tightly.

“You will never regret investing in me.”

Really, really.

The Count, who had been thinking about his wife, turned back and laughed cheerfully.

“Hahaha! That’s reassuring! Just in time, I’m on my way to meet Duchess Nastasha, so I’ll look forward to it!”

Oh?

What do I have to do with Duchess Nastasha?

As the eternal confidant of His Majesty the Emperor, Pastel had no reason to conspire with the sinister leader of the Republican Faction.

It seemed Count McKenna had some mistaken expectations.

Oh no.

Could it be that Count McKenna is a hidden traitor of the Empire, colluding with the sinister Republicans…?

Oh dear.

If the chairman of the Demon Realm Corporation, which must control and monitor the United Kingdom, betrays, it would be the very definition of a prophetic traitor…!

Pastel was taken aback.

But she couldn’t report the grateful investor who had invested the entire world, so she pretended not to notice.

Ding ding~.

Good Pastel heard nothing.

The Count, who had been laughing heartily, gradually calmed down. Perhaps feeling embarrassed about confessing his love for his wife, he took out a cigar and put it in his mouth.

“By the way, it seems you’re asking all these questions. Are you starting to feel complicated about how to choose a partner?”

Oh no, I’ve been caught in a state of overflowing interest.

“It is a bit complicated. I don’t really have anyone around to ask.”

“That sounds troublesome.”

The Count cut the end of the cigar and lit it. Smoke wafted from his mouth.

“As someone with experience, I would say it’s better to delay marriage as much as possible.”

Huh?

Just a moment ago, he was a devoted husband, and now he suddenly declares that marriage is hell?

“Although portraits will be sent from various places, they are all just pretty pictures. It’s only when you’ve aged and your eyes are no longer fooled by such appearances that you should start to worry.”

“That’s true. Everyone sends portraits that are incredibly well-done. When I visited the capital, Duchess Nastasha painted my portrait, and I was just in awe of how good it was.”

“Duchess Nastasha?”

Count McKenna looked surprised, though he didn’t seem to understand why. Then, as if he understood something alone, he rolled the cigar with his lips.

“Since there are no elders in the Kraft family, getting help from the Duke regarding marriage is a good choice.”

“Excuse me?”

What help?

As she was puzzled, the Count looked puzzled as well.

“Having the Duke paint a portrait of you, who hasn’t even had an engagement, means he’s offering to be your marriage guardian. It might be awkward to call the Duke an elder as the head of the Kraft family, but since Duchess Nastasha had a close relationship with your parents, she can certainly be considered an elder. It’s a good choice. I didn’t know that and just gave you advice without thinking. I apologize.”

Count McKenna slightly bowed his head.

Huh?

Huh?

Pastel’s head spun.

Receiving a portrait means an offer to be a marriage guardian?

That seems to make sense.

If giving a portrait as a gift means proposing engagement, then preparing that gift portrait would naturally be the role of parents or elders.

Her mother was dead, and her father was missing, so perhaps the portrait gift was Duchess Nastasha expressing her goodwill to take on the role of a godmother.

Oh dear.

Is that goodwill?

Does it feel like I’ve fallen into a scheme…?

Pastel groaned as she recalled the memory from that time.

What had happened when she received the portrait at Duchess Nastasha’s mansion?

Putting the portrait aside, she only remembered the terrifying experience when Duchess Nastasha, pretending to be a girl artist, suddenly revealed that she was the leader of the Republican Faction and interrogated her.

Oh no, she didn’t even remember the portrait conversation.

Instead, she only recalled the utterly useless fact that the Duchess had been a rival who lost to her mother in a fight over her father during their school days.

Oh?

After her mother died, her father, who had become lonely, was approached by Duchess Nastasha, who was diligently maintaining her youthful appearance and peeking around. When Pastel, the daughter of her father, began to show interest in marriage, the Duchess decided to take on the role that her deceased mother should have played…

Oh no!

This is completely similar to the Demon’s wicked intentions…!

The Demon has the tremendous obstacle of needing her mother to return and her father to divorce, but Duchess Nastasha’s wicked intentions are so realistic that it’s a completely different dimension of sinister.

Such wickedness could only be possible for the leader of the Republican Faction.

Oh no.

I think it’s too pathetic for the leader of the Republican Faction, who wields power in central politics, to be engrossed in an affair!

Please maintain your dignity!

Pastel trembled.

Her visit to the imperial capital had been brief, yet she couldn’t fathom how many schemes she had fallen into.

Both the Emperor, who clicks the fuse, and Duchess Nastasha, who is involved in an affair, are terrifying!

Demon, please save me!



They arrived at the art gallery.

As the carriage came to a stop, the Demon, who had been sitting next to the driver, got out. He opened the carriage door and escorted Pastel.

“Demon.”

Holding hands as they got out, Pastel clung to the Demon’s arm.

In this harsh world, the only person she could trust was the Demon.

The Demon, who had been ignored for a week, was taken aback by the sudden change in attitude. He seemed so surprised that he took a moment to collect himself before asking a question.

“Why is that? Did you anticipate an assassination plot?”

Pastel shook her head vigorously.

Her pink eyes looked up at him with longing.

“Demon, do you know? You’re the only one for me.”

Then she added,

“Well, there’s Melissa, and Ellie, and Alsier, and Leonard and his friends, but still, it feels like you’re the only one.”

The red eyes became ambiguous.

“Don’t you think you’re saying a bit too much?”

Uh-oh, that’s true.

It seems to be the fate of a popular person.

The Demon sighed and looked around. As Count McKenna appeared to be inspecting a procession of carriages that might be a gift or a bribe for the Duke, he turned back to Pastel and spoke quietly.

“I had no intention of invading your privacy. I just did what a servant should have done. If you really dislike it, I won’t do it again next time.”

It seemed he was still bothered by the criticism he received for washing her underwear.

“And lately, you keep bringing up your mother out of context, so please stop. You don’t know this, but digging into someone else’s wounds is not a good habit.”

It seemed the Demon was quite hurt by the fact that he was rejected by her mother.

“Did you remember what you said a week ago, and you still remember it?”

The pink eyes looked up at him sulkily.

“Totally petty.”

The Demon looked incredulous.

“Who are you calling petty?”

He seemed to have a lot to say.

“It’s you, Demon.”

She poked her finger at his chest.

“Being so nitpicky at your age is totally petty.”

The girl grumbled.

“Eat a sour grape or something.”

Her little tongue stuck out.

Sour grape.

“Huh?”

The Demon seemed to be on the verge of grabbing the back of his neck in disbelief.

186 - I Think the Devil is Bad
Inside, it was a pristine white art gallery.

"Wow."

Pastel's mouth hung open.

"Duchess Nastasha is such a good painter!"

A massive picture of a sky whale covered one entire wall, reaching up to the second floor. Coral reefs grew on the whale's back, and sky fish swam along with the ecosystem.

"Huh."

"The sky whale I saw had trees growing on it and chirp-chirp friends living there, but this picture is completely different! Isn't this a historical inaccuracy?"

It seemed like a historical inaccuracy!

Duchess Nastasha mainly stayed in the Imperial Capital, so it couldn't be helped that she had less experience than the explorer Pastel!

Wow, wow, I'm so smart.

『That's not an inaccuracy.』

Devil crossed his arms and admired the painting.

『The value of this painting lies in its depiction of a marine ecosystem against the backdrop of the sky. It blurs the boundaries between the sky and the sea, and doesn't distinguish between human and natural habitats.』

Pastel stopped smiling. With a subtly calmer expression, she glared at Demon.

"I didn't ask you, Demon."

Why did he have to butt into her thoughts when she didn't even ask?

How absurd.

『No.』

Devil was equally taken aback. He gestured around. In the white art gallery, there was only a pink-haired girl and a man in a suit.

『I'm the only one here with you, so who else would you be asking?』

Pastel thought for a moment. Because she hadn't thought about it at all.

Then, she spotted an ant friend walking on the white wall corner below the painting. She pointed at the ant friend.

"It!"

『Huh?』

Devil looked down at the ant friend, dumbfounded.

Pastel spoke confidently.

"Hello, ant friend! As the explorer Pastel, I think there's a historical inaccuracy in this painting! What do you think?"

Her voice reached the ant. The ant just kept walking along the wall corner.

Silence fell.

It must be a question that requires thought.

Suddenly, a shadow fell over the ant. It was a shadow shaped like a dress shoe. The black shoe pressed down on the ant.

Squish.

"Aaaaaah!"

Ant friend!

Pastel screamed.

『I really don't understand.』

The evil Demon who had stepped on the ant sighed.

"I don't understand either!"

Pastel lunged at the evil Demon.

"Give me back my ant friend!"

She grabbed his suit chest and shook him.

"You fiend who killed my friend! A Demon with no conscience, no morals, and no dating experience!"

Devil swayed aimlessly, clutching his head in pain.

『I didn't kill it. Look again.』

He looked down at the wall corner. The ant friend, who she thought would be flattened, walked out from under his shoe and continued on its way.

"Huh."

Come to think of it, it was the wall corner.

It's hard to kill it in one go just by stepping on it a little because of the angle!

"Whew."

Pastel wiped away the cold sweat for no reason.

"The ant friend's evasion skills are maxed out, so it avoided the evil Demon's attack! That's my ant friend!"

Wow.

Devil straightened his disheveled suit.

『I really don't understand...』

He sighed.

The commotion subsided.

Footsteps approached from the hallway. A neatly dressed employee came and pointed to one of the doors.

"Most of the general visitors have left. You can attend now."

"Ah, thank you."

As expected of the United Kingdom, anyone with money could view the Duchess's solo exhibition regardless of status. It wasn't a bad thing, but letting Pastel, the Governor General, openly mingle with the Republican Faction leader wasn't ideal, so they were waiting until only VIPs remained.

Pastel took the veil from the employee, covered her head, and entered through the staff entrance.

She saw rows of darkened seats. They were packed with people, but it seemed the seat lights were turned off to highlight the coral reef painting on the stage.

In the only brightly lit area, a brown-haired girl in paint-splattered overalls pointed at the painting with a brush.

"Finally got 10,000 gold! What took you so long! From now on, the bidding increments will be 1,000 gold! I hope there aren't any cowards here who can't afford that much? 11,000 gold, 12,000 gold!"

Her lively voice echoed.

Duchess Nastasha was auctioning off her own painting.

Duchess, what are you doing, acting so undignified?!

It was supposed to be an art exhibition, but it was a live auction. To be exact, she had entered when the Duchess's solo exhibition time was almost over and the art auction was taking place.

But even for an auction, she didn't expect the Duchess to ditch the emcee and do the sales herself.

Looking closely, the emcee was standing awkwardly in the corner of the stage. It seemed Duchess Nastasha had just barged in.

The emcee approached the Duchess, who was in high spirits, and whispered something.

"Oh? You want me to reduce the amount to platinum coins since the price is high? But that would make the numbers smaller. Bigger numbers are more fun! This guy has no sense."

Gasp, the power to ignore the auction organizers and do whatever she wants.

I'm jealous.

Pastel looked for an empty seat and quietly sat in two empty seats in an inconspicuous back corner.

—The Duchess is going this far because of the Emperor, right?

The human gentlemen and ladies whispering next to her flinched. They glanced at Pastel, who had roughly covered her face with a veil, and whispered again.

—The lady sitting next to us, could she be...?

They glanced at her.

—I think it's her. We should pretend we don't see her, right?

—Let's do that. But why is she here?

—Shall we pretend we don't see her?

—Ahem.

Pastel, who was listening intently for their reaction, was relieved. VIPs weren't VIPs for nothing. Rumors would spread anyway, but it was much better than being openly talked about.

After that, the gentlemen and ladies didn't participate in the auction and instead kept glancing at the Duchess and discussing something intently.

The popular Pastel never had a habit of eavesdropping, but Governor General Pastel did, so she quietly listened in.

—The fact that the Duchess is visiting the Demon Realm now confirms the rumor that the Emperor is planning to dispatch officials to all art auctions.

—The Duchess is really outsourcing art auctions from the Empire to the Demon Realm because of that?

—Why not? The transactions can be done within the Empire, and the auction can be held in the Demon Realm as a formality.

The lady sighed.

—Because the Emperor is spying on the art world, the leadership of art culture is likely to shift to the Demon Realm. Instead of promoting art culture with that money, he's suspecting tax evasion, which is very unpleasant.

—I agree. The Imperial Family only thinks about their own future and doesn't seem to care about the future of the Empire at all.

"Is that all? I thought the United Kingdom was so wealthy, but did I have too high expectations?"

Duchess Nastasha pointed to the coral reef painting on the stage.

"If you buy this, you can confidently say you don't have money when the Emperor, or rather, the Imperial Family, asks for it. A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to safely store your assets in a painting! But were there only commoners here who don't need to worry about that? Disappointing!"

The Demons, their pride wounded, enthusiastically raised their bidding paddles. The price of the painting soared. It didn't seem like the amount reflected the pure value of the painting.

A brief silence fell next to her. The gentlemen and ladies looked away and remained silent.

Then, they clapped softly.

—As expected, the Duchess's paintings are always excellent. I can see why people are willing to pay so much for them.

—I agree. She's a blessing to our Empire.

Friendly laughter followed.

Pastel, who was boldly eavesdropping, became curious.

Why did Duchess Nastasha come to the Demon Realm now?

To punish a certain pink-haired person who reported the Republican Faction to His Majesty the Emperor as traitors of the prophecy!

She had trembled at that thought, but objectively speaking, the timing didn't match.

It wasn't like the Duchess could just pop over to the Demon Realm like she was going for a stroll. She had to clear her various tasks and schedules in the Imperial Capital before visiting the Demon Realm, and becoming the leader of the Republican Faction was definitely not something that could be done in a short period.

"The Republican Faction are traitors!" While the Airship carrying the telegram was heading to the Empire, the Duchess had already decided to visit the Demon Realm and boarded the Airship.

Perhaps the Duchess hadn't even heard the news of the traitors because the Airships had crossed paths.

Why did she come?

The gentlemen and ladies next to her speculated that she had come to find a breakthrough to avoid the Imperial Family's auction surveillance, but she couldn't fully agree.

Since the people next to her were involved in the art world, they might feel that the art world was everything, so they might think that the Duchess had enough reason to come just for the purpose of a free auction culture.

But the leader of the Republican Faction wasn't a joke, and there was no way she would come to the Demon Realm on a business trip for that reason alone.

No, to be precise, that reason might exist. But it was more like a reason for external justification and an alibi. The Duchess had a real motive that only she knew.

Pastel wracked her brain during the spare time while the auction was in progress.

Having only tasted the central political world for a short time, she couldn't help but be wary, like a fuse clicking and a cat meowing about an affair.

"Huh."

The adulterous cat cried.

"Meow, meow~."

It wasn't "meow meow," but "nyaong nyaong." Because she had to act cute.

"Gasp."

"That can't be it."

"Absolutely not."

The very realistic reason that re-seducing a married classmate she had been dumped by in high school was a very embarrassing thing to do, so she had to move with a proper external justification like a free auction, came to mind, but that was absolutely not it...!

"The Republican Faction leader can't do that!"

Pastel denied it with a cool head.

Until Duchess Nastasha, whom she met after the auction, casually mentioned her father as if it were nothing and dropped this remark.

"There were reports of seeing you in the Demon Realm..."

"Aaaaaah!"

"Don't do this!"

187 - It's Complicated When Dad is Popular
Twenty minutes ago.

Pastel found himself face to face with Duchess Nastasha in a deserted art gallery. The brown-haired girl clapped her hands cheerfully.

"It's been a while, hasn't it? I've heard a lot about Marquis Pastel, but I wonder if my news has reached even the Demon Realm! I've wanted to visit the Marquis at least once, but everyone kept telling me to focus on the Empire, so I was really disappointed."

Gulp, is this a roundabout warning not to lie since she’s done a thorough investigation on me?

It felt like mere pleasantries, but with his guard up, Pastel's hair stood on end.

"I’ve heard a lot about you too, Duchess!"

I’ve done a thorough investigation on you too!

Don’t underestimate me!

"Really? I'm curious about what news is circulating in the Demon Realm. It’s not anything scandalous, is it? I’ve been criticized for not being dignified, so I’m a bit concerned. I wonder if the Demon Realm doesn’t mind such things? If that’s the case, then I’m relieved."

Her brown eyes were fixed on him, waiting for a response.

Gulp, actually, I don’t usually do investigations.

Pastel rolled his eyes.

"There, um, were a lot of good evaluations. So good that I can’t remember them all right now!"

"That’s a relief, isn’t it?"

Duchess Nastasha smiled brightly and pointed to the side, introducing Mr. Penguin, who was with her.

"You probably already know each other, but this is Redmond. He often gives us practical advice in our Republican Faction, so we’ve received a lot of help. Although we may have the heart of Republican citizens, we can’t help but be lacking compared to those who were born and raised here."

Mr. Penguin bowed his head.

"I am Redmond. I offer a bit of advice to Duchess Nastasha, despite my humble stature."

"You’re not humble at all. If you say that, Princess Elicia would be so disappointed."

Ugh.

The pink eyes trembled.

Now that I think about it, I had almost forgotten that Mr. Penguin had built a friendship with Duchess Nastasha and was infiltrating the Empire's Republican Faction.

Ugh.

Isn’t Mr. Penguin being a bit too much?

He seems like a total workaholic.

It would be nice if he could sort out his identity.

If he could drop all those identities and just keep the one as the princess's aide, that would be great. Then I wouldn’t have to call him Spy Penguin.

"If Marquis Pastel ever finds himself struggling to organize his thoughts, it might be convenient to ask Redmond for his opinion. We’re only discussing theories, so there are times when we might stray from the actual situation."

Asking the Emperor's spy for advice on a republican system.

"I’ll do that."

Maybe in a million years?

Duchess Nastasha, smiling, glanced at the coral painting hanging on the wall. Then she quickly turned back to Pastel.

"I noticed you didn’t participate in the auction. Was there no painting that caught your interest? I brought a cherry blossom coral that I thought you would like, but you didn’t seem to care."

What is cherry blossom coral?

I’m super curious about it as a cherry blossom!

"I think I missed it because I arrived a bit late."

"Oh, really? I painted it thinking of Blossom."

Ugh.

I didn’t even get to see the cherry blossom coral that was painted with thoughts of my mother.

Duchess Nastasha looked regretful.

"Then you must have missed the fact that I sold a painting for an exorbitant price? I made enough to buy a mansion with that."

It seems she’s talking about the coral painting that sold for twenty thousand gold coins.

"I saw that! It was absolutely magnificent!"

A single painting made her a super-rich person!

"Right? The Empire's artworks still have a premium attached to them, so it’s quite profitable."

Empire premium?

Pastel felt a slight temptation.

"Does that mean that if I bring Empire artworks to the Demon Realm, the price will double?"

"Not exactly double, but close enough? There’s a tendency to overvalue them compared to their objective worth."

Gulp.

Suddenly, he wanted to get into the art transportation business.

A good deed of transporting artworks from the Empire to the Demon Realm, skipping the procedures that reduce the freshness of the artworks like border inspections.

"I think I’ll be bringing a large quantity of artworks this time, so it should start normalizing soon."

Ugh.

The Duchess has already made her move.

As he licked his lips in disappointment, Duchess Nastasha glanced at him and smiled.

"By the way, I wanted to discuss something related to business with Marquis Pastel."

"Yes?"

Her brown eyes turned to Mr. Penguin.

"Redmond, I’m sorry to ask you to leave, but could you step aside? We have something to discuss among Empire citizens."

"Understood."

Mr. Penguin left.

A business discussion that needs to be held among Empire citizens?

I hardly even visit the Empire!

I have no idea what it could be.

"I know that Marquis Pastel is making a profit from the illegal trade of magic stones."

Gulp.

Pastel froze.

His mind spun.

Oh no!

Crisis! Crisis!

He had been diligently running an illegal business while ignoring the law in the outskirts, and now a powerful figure from the central political sphere suddenly mentioned it—what could that possibly mean?

What could it mean?!

Right away…!

"I’ve recently developed a great interest in illegal trade. It seems to be limited to the Demon Realm and Sky Island, but don’t you have any plans to expand the illegal trade domestically?"

She’s suggesting we work together~!

Oh yeah.

Pastel perked up his ears.

I have a lot of thoughts about this!

Sky Island is officially part of the Empire. Domestic transportation doesn’t yield the same astronomical profits as the Demon Realm transportation, where you could see a 100% profit margin in a single transaction.

However, Sky Island has its own governor's office, so it’s not entirely free from inspections like domestic transportation. Transporting to the Empire’s interior requires going through strict inspections and incurs additional costs. Skipping that would leave a lot of profit.

Moreover, the illegal trade of magic stones to the Demon Realm was growing exponentially, making it increasingly difficult to operate discreetly.

Now, it’s standard for dozens of airships to move in a single transaction. When Kraft’s shipment arrives, the docks get crowded, and suddenly the volume of magic stones in the Demon Realm market fluctuates, drawing the attention of the central authorities.

What to do, what to do.

If someone like Mr. Penguin, who was keeping an eye on the military supplies of magic stones, whispered in the Emperor’s ear, Pastel would be like, "Oh no! Please save me! I’ve never done anything bad…!"

Investing small amounts in stocks doesn’t affect the market, but investing astronomical amounts can significantly impact stock prices, and now the scale of Kraft’s business has grown too large.

In contrast, the Empire has a much larger market. Redirecting some of the assets that have become too large to be discreetly called "secret" to the Empire would be excellent for long-term risk management.

If this scale grows too large, it would become too obvious, and the funds that had to be kept hidden would start making money, improving profitability.

The most complicated issue is that he needs to establish connections in the central political sphere...

But what if Duchess Nastasha, who has had ties with his family for generations, shows interest first?

Purr purr~.

A smile appeared on Pastel's face.

However, in business, if you immediately accept an offer made by the other party, you lose the initiative.

Instead, his pink eyes widened in surprise.

"What? Illegal trade?"

Good Pastel is hearing this for the first time.

He has transported goods needed by desperate people, but he has never touched such bad business.

Oh no, illegal trade.

If there’s an evil business area that a pink-haired person like me should never touch, it would be illegal trade.

"Really? I must have misunderstood somewhere. My subordinates occasionally make mistakes like this, and it’s quite troublesome."

Duchess Nastasha placed her hand on her cheek, looking genuinely troubled.

"I understand that feeling! From the perspective of those below, it’s just a mistake, but it ends up complicating the bigger picture, making it really awkward."

"That’s true."

Duchess Nastasha looked around the art gallery. Pastel felt that she didn’t care at all about his bouncing around.

She really doesn’t seem to care.

Ugh, this is a tough opponent.

Since today isn’t the only day, does she plan to take her time with the negotiations?

"But where did Count McKenna go? I saw him participate in the auction, but he hasn’t come back yet."

"He’s complaining about the mismanagement of the auctioned items."

"That’s true. The Demon Realm has money piling up, but with a short history, the details can be lacking. It can’t be helped."

Duchess Nastasha walked toward the corridor, peeking around as if looking for someone.

"Why do you ask?"

"Weren’t you with him?"

Who?

Pastel tilted his head.

His question was immediately resolved.

Duchess Nastasha slightly bent her upper body to peek around the corner of the corridor. Following her lead, he saw the Demon.

"Hmm?"

The Demon crossed his arms, wary of assassins, and turned around.

Duchess Nastasha smiled brightly, fitting for her youthful appearance.

"It’s been a while, brother."

Her voice was intimate.

Brother…?

Huh?

Huh?

Pastel was taken aback. He glanced at the Demon. The Demon raised one eyebrow and accepted the greeting as if it were natural.

"It’s been a while. You haven’t changed at all. How have you been?"

The Demon, who usually doesn’t initiate conversation with those around him, asked about her well-being as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Pastel felt a chill.

Duchess Nastasha emerged from around the corner.

"I’ve been living as I always do. I never thought my body wouldn’t grow at all, back then or now. You’re still the same, Demon brother. I haven’t heard from you in almost ten years. Where have you been all this time?"

"I was trapped in the basement of Kraft Mansion."

"What? Why?"

A lively conversation continued.

Pastel’s pink eyes stared at the delighted expression of Duchess Nastasha. Then he looked at the Demon.

After glancing back and forth between the two, he suddenly widened his eyes. The girl gasped, covering her mouth with her hands.

"Gasp."

The sudden sound of surprise interrupted the conversation. All eyes turned to her.

"Duchess Nastasha!"

The pink eyes darted to the Duchess.

"Did you come all the way to the Demon Realm to see my dad?!"

"Uh?"

Duchess Nastasha looked flustered.

Because the conversation they were having was about why the Archdemon brother had suddenly been trapped in the basement.

Duchess Nastasha, still dazed, replied.

"Well, in a way, yes. I heard there were sightings of him in the Demon Realm... Do you have any idea what he’s been doing without any news?"

Oh no!

This is totally an affair meow meow!

It’s completely and utterly a sinister intention.

But suddenly, Pastel thought.

Though I feel sorry for my mother in the afterlife, isn’t it the case that those who live should live?

It seems like it’s my dad’s freedom to start a new romance, even if he feels lonely.

Rather than being bound by a child who might feel uncomfortable, shouldn’t he have that much freedom as a person?

That makes so much sense.

Daughterly Pastel held her new mother’s hand tightly.

Tight.

"Huh?"

Her new mother looked bewildered.

"That’s great! I’ve been looking for Dad too!"

Duchess Nastasha was meant to be my new mother~!

No wonder I liked her!

Wow wow.

188 - Equipped with the Heart of a New Generation
No matter how much they are parents, they are undeniably individuals!

It’s understandable to feel dazed by the talk of remarriage, but I think it’s outdated for grown children to oppose it! Although this is indeed an outdated perspective!

Respect for freedom! Respect for freedom!

Pastel reflected on his past self, who had vehemently opposed the idea.

He was no longer in a sensitive phase where he needed parental care, and with a mature heart and a mature wallet, Pastel had the luxury to fully respect his father's freedom.

He still felt guilty towards his deceased mother, but honestly, he had never had a conversation with her, and it was not like that!

Anyway, looking at his father's mental state, which seemed to be heading towards a prison, it was clear that the problem stemmed from not having a spouse.

What was needed at such a time was, of course, a romance that transcended fate.

Right away.

It was love!

Love, love!

If someone else does it, it’s an affair; if I do it, it’s romance!

So completely PinkPink!

Pastel seemed to have found his destiny.

Wasn't being born PinkPink a revelation to find a new partner for his pitiful-minded father?

It was such a fitting thing!

It seemed that he had been suffering all this time because he was chasing after money instead of conforming to his destiny!

In that sense, Duchess Nastasha was the perfect candidate for the role of stepmother.

It was common for friends to hit it off at a reunion after a long time.

Moreover, Duchess Nastasha had a history of confessing to his father and being rejected, and she had even come all the way to the Demon Realm to hear news of his missing father.

Such pure devotion!

Such deep affection!

It was fate itself.

She is qualified to be my new stepmother!

Huh?

Pastel flinched for a moment.

Thinking about it, she was going to be his stepmother, but he felt like he had put up a little wall. It was almost like they were in a community of fate, yet he had treated her too distantly.

It was true that they were distant, but the biggest obstacle to remarriage was the opposition of the children. Faced with this unavoidable reality, Duchess Nastasha might give up on her feelings and go look for someone else.

Oh dear.

If she went to look for someone else, it would feel very troublesome.

What if that someone was a dull person ten years older than her, who wore formal suits every day? Wouldn’t Duchess Nastasha become very unhappy?

That’s what he thought.

Pastel felt anxious.

His pink eyes glanced at Duchess Nastasha.

"We're going to create a one-stop smuggling route connecting the inland of the Demon Realm to the inland of the Empire. The Demon Realm Corporation will handle the inspections, and Sky Island will be managed by Marquis Pastel, while I will take care of the Empire."

"That’s an interesting idea."

Duchess Nastasha was pitching a new smuggling operation to Count McKenna.

"If we can skip all the time-consuming procedures, we can immediately reflect the price differences and rake in gold coins."

"Exactly! It’s like swimming while standing on the ground."

Duchess Nastasha winked.

Count McKenna, unfazed by the intense wink from the girl-like figure, exhaled smoke.

"However, I’m not good at swimming. As someone who eats the Empire's food, engaging in illegal activities is quite troublesome."

The chairman of a company that was selling safe smuggling services in real-time to traders said that.

"Hey, come on, we all know each other. Count, don’t be so stiff."

Count McKenna turned to look at him.

"What do you think, Marquis?"

"Marquis Pastel said he doesn’t do smuggling. He has never done it."

"I’m the same. I’ve never done it, and there’s no reason to invest in a business that lacks the core link of the concept."

The atmosphere turned awkward.

Duchess Nastasha seemed to have no intention of being satisfied with just the first course, merely licking her lips.

Oh!

Pastel's pink eyes sparkled.

Now was the perfect timing to score points with his stepmother!

Pastel raised one hand high.

"I’m good at smuggling!"

There was a moment of pause, and then bewildered gazes turned towards him.

Pastel cheered.

"With military supplies smuggling, a 100% compound profit at once! It’s so great! I’m so happy!"

Please let me do this for life…!

An awkward silence filled the air.

Duchess Nastasha, taken aback by the sudden change in attitude, broke into a bright smile.

Her brown eyes shot a glance at the Count.

"Is that so? You’re not going to back out awkwardly, are you?"

Oh yeah, oh yeah.

With a kind lie, he scored points!

Look, I’m such a friendly daughter!

Feel free to remarry!

Count McKenna furrowed his brows and let out a sigh.

"That’s indeed a troublesome matter. For such long-distance operations, significant costs will be incurred for security, separate from inspections. To bear that, we would need to gather high-profit items in bulk, and that’s something our company should handle. However, currently, it’s somewhat difficult."

The Count pointed at Pastel.

"Since we’ve decided to lay down railroads throughout the Demon Realm, our company doesn’t have the luxury for that right now."

Oh no.

A situation where the stepmother's business plan clashed with the daughter's business.

What should he do?!

Could he lose points over something like this?!

A remarriage fiasco…?!

"Oh my, is that so?"

Duchess Nastasha clapped her hands once. A smile appeared on her face.

"I didn’t expect this, but I came prepared!"

From the Duchess's arms, an official document was pulled out. Upon closer inspection, it looked like a copy of an official document, but not the real thing.

"The Emperor, thinking ahead for the prophecy, seems to have decided to focus more on internal affairs than the Demon Realm, and has issued an order to sell the mining rights of some magic stone mines to the private sector."

Oh?

Mr. Penguin's Republican Faction is the traitor of the prophecy! Due to the timing of the complaint, the Duchess, who shouldn’t be affected, has this official document?

Separate from the complaint, it seems His Majesty the Emperor had been planning to focus more on the Empire’s internal matters for some time.

Perhaps it was because of the spark that Pastel had created.

When Mr. Penguin's complaint reaches the royal family, the likelihood of His Majesty the Emperor being pleased has increased.

A sycophant reads the Emperor's mind and scratches where it itches.

The bad Mr. Penguin has scratched the Emperor's itch with a complaint completely unrelated to Pastel, so it was bound to be effective.

Oh my.

Spy Mr. Penguin is so bad.

"Oh? It seems that the company is not included in this sale to the private sector, so we only need to provide the funds."

"Exactly! Kraft Trading is indeed a private firm, so we have every right to participate in the competition for the mine purchase. If we can acquire this…?"

"If we just manipulate the reported mining volume on paper, it would be an excellent high-profit item."

"That’s right!"

Gazes turned towards him.

Oh.

What is this?

Ah!

I’m going to have to gobble up the magic stone mine!

Pastel clenched his fists tightly.

"I’ll work hard!"

I’m going to score points with my stepmother!

For the happiness of our remarried family…!



Magic stones are military supplies.

Commerce was booming, and the volume of airship transport was skyrocketing, leading to a significant increase in civilian consumption of magic stones, but they were still military supplies.

The Empire, which had no magic stone mines, longed for the Demon Realm, the only source of magic stones, and eventually sparked a great war.

Now, having achieved victory, they owned and operated all the magic stone mines.

As time passed, mining rights were gradually sold to the citizens of the Empire, increasing private ownership, but the royal family’s sale of magic stone mines remained a major event.

"Why are they doing this in a place like this?"

Pastel had arrived at an outer city, away from the capital.

Unlike the capital, where factory complexes lined the streets and countless chimneys spewed smoke, darkening the sky, this place could only be reached by traversing wide winter wheat fields.

After passing through the wheat fields and brick residences, he arrived at the city center, where a two-story brick building was set to host a major event.

His pink eyes looked curiously at the two-story building.

It wasn’t his building, but having seen the skyscrapers in the capital, how did it feel?

『It’s quite puzzling.』

The Devil, who had come along as a guard instead of Melissa, rubbed his chin.

『It would be better to sell the magic stone mine in the capital, so why do it in a place like this? Moreover, the timing is too rushed. At this rate, even a decent trading company would struggle to gather the funds to purchase a magic stone mine.』

Pastel’s expression turned sulky.

"Count McKenna investigated, and it seems there’s not just a matter of funds but also that there’s an intended buyer. Apparently, the sharp-eyed large trading companies have already given up."

『Oh dear. How did the once-mighty Empire end up like this?』

The Devil sighed.

『If there’s an intended buyer, it would be better to turn back rather than face unnecessary embarrassment. It’s not your fault, so don’t be too heartbroken.』

Pastel shook his head vigorously.

"No! I came here to acquire the magic stone mine, surpassing that intended buyer!"

For the happiness of the remarried family!

Fighting against injustice, Pastel decided to become a pink-haired hero.

Completely in the protagonist mindset!

He confidently entered the building.

However, unlike his steps, he showed an invitation as an unnamed representative of Kraft Trading instead of Governor General Pastel and entered quietly.

While the intended buyer was at ease, he planned to surpass them in one fell swoop.

The interior had the atmosphere of a banquet hall with sparkling chandeliers.

Many merchants were freely moving around among the food.

Based on the materials of their clothing and accessories, it seemed that some were opportunists who had come to cling to the intended buyer, while others were unaware of the intended buyer’s presence.

Pastel naturally received a wine glass from a waiter while surveying the banquet hall. Then he had his wine glass taken away by the Devil and replaced with a juice glass.

『Don’t try to drink it sneakily.』

Boo.

He had a lot to say, but since he was clearly there for work, he resumed observing the banquet hall.

Who could the intended buyer be?

Since Duchess Nastasha didn’t know exactly, it seemed unlikely that they were someone with connections in central politics, but that was uncertain.

The intended buyer could be found quickly. They were in the center of the banquet hall, where people were particularly gathered.

He saw the distinctive black robe of the Order. The intended buyer in the black robe had a familiar face.

Ah?

The girl momentarily froze.

Feeling the emotional gaze, her father, who had been talking to a merchant, turned his head. Their indifferent gazes met.

Their eyes crossed.

Without any reaction, her father turned away and continued talking to the merchant.

The girl’s eyes trembled.

The heat from the chandelier seemed to envelop her body.

She wanted to ruin her father’s plans.

Very much.

189 - A Promise is a Promise
Pastel glared at her dad.

Glare, glare.

Sizzle, sizzle.

Grilled pork belly.

Ah!

Come to think of it, there was something she had to do when she met her dad. She pointed at her dad and turned to Devil.

"Demon, attack! Hit him hard!"

Her dad, a weak scholar, might be on the verge of life and death from Demon's super-duper punch, but wouldn't that be worth it?

Yap, yap!

Pasha, pasha!

『Hmm?』

But Demon, who had promised to do it, was flustered. His red eyes examined her dad.

『Does that insider know me? I can do it if you really want, but doing it in front of others isn't a good idea. From the way he's talking, he seems to have some popularity. Although, it seems he bought that popularity with money.』

Huh?

What are you talking about?

She asked him to hit her dad as promised, but he was missing the point.

"That's not it. My dad is right there. I meant hit him because I'm angry."

Demon was puzzled. He looked at her dad again and tilted his head slightly.

『That guy wasn't that fat. More than that, his appearance is different. Young Kraft, if you're tired, you should rest today.』

Huh?

What is it?

Pastel lowered the finger she was pointing at her dad. She didn't know what was going on.

As she calmed her excited mind, she finally noticed something she hadn't been aware of.

There was a Fairy sitting on her dad's shoulder. A small Fairy exuding Dark Aura.

It was an existence almost identical to Fairy.

Huh.

Bored of sitting, the Fairy yawned. The merchant who was talking to her dad saw it, smiled, and offered a blessing.

Pastel perked up her ears, which were beyond human hearing.

—The parrot is cute. Can it talk?

The Fairy glared at the merchant.

—What are you looking at, old man? Can't you stay away? Your breath stinks.

—Oh! It can talk!

The merchant exclaimed.

The Fairy was clearly human in appearance, so she would have felt bad if she had heard such words, but this was just a reaction as if he had found a funny parrot that could swear.

Huh?

Does this person like being insulted?

That couldn't be.

He was definitely looking at a parrot. Mistaking a Fairy for a parrot?

Could it be the Fairy's ability?

Is that why her dad is being recognized as someone else?

Fairy in her house can also make Love Charms, so it was plausible.

She thought it was a little strange. It was strange from the moment her dad openly wore the Order's black robe. Even if the Order had bought off a key figure, it was too much to show it off in public.

This smells like a complete incident.

—Boring. I'll just fill my stomach, so call me if you need anything.

The Fairy floated off her dad's shoulder and flew to the lounge for rest. She was really brazen. But even so, no one found it strange, as if they saw her as a parrot.

Gasp.

A life that is worlds apart from Fairy in her house, who lives in a rented room while avoiding the eyes of others.

"Demon! Keep an eye on the insider for a while!"

『Don't go too far. Call me immediately if you feel something is dangerous.』

"Yes!"

Pastel quickly chased after her.

The lounge, which was set up in the corner so that the banquet guests could rest, could be entered through a soundproof door.

Looking through the slightly opened door, she could see chairs, tables, and sofas. Perhaps because it was right after the start of the banquet, there was no one resting. The Fairy was looking for a good spot and settled on one of the tables.

Pastel didn't go in and went to the curtain by the window nearby.

She looked around at the empty surroundings and whispered softly.

"Fairy, Fairy."

—I've been waiting!

Fairy peeked out from behind the curtain.

"Fairy, Fairy! This is totally?"

Pastel's eyes sparkled.

Fairy nodded.

—I told you, didn't I? The Order is capturing our Fairies and using them as slaves.

Fairy's finger pointed to the lounge.

—She must be a poor victim too! You, who have been chosen by a kind Fairy like me, have a duty to liberate all Fairies!

As expected!

Pastel seemed to have realized her destiny.

Her dad, who had lost his mom and had his mind turned 360 degrees, ended up having the pathetic hobby of playing with Fairies in the meadow.

It was her destiny to liberate the Fairy world with kind Fairy and remarry her evil dad!

Salvation of the Fairy world and peace in the family!

Totally PinkPink itself.

Pastel even felt a sense of mission.

"Fairy, please go and explain the situation to that poor Fairy! Tell her that the savior of the Fairy world, the great Ultimate Pastel Governor General, has arrived!"

—The title is too grand, but I understand!

Fairy flew to the lounge.

Pastel watched nervously.

The Order's Fairy opened a pouch that she had found in the corner and was taking out Magic Stones to eat. Whether the Order fed her well or not, she put the Magic Stones, which were worth their weight in gold, into her mouth without hesitation.

Fairy arrived in front of the Fairy. The Fairy opened her eyes wide in surprise.

Hehe, I'm here to save you~.

Fairy's words of salvation continued.

—You! Give that to me!

It was accompanied by finger-pointing.

Gasp.

The Fairy hurriedly chewed the Magic Stone in her mouth. The Magic Stone went down her neck.

The Fairy glared at Fairy.

—Who are you to tell me what to do?

Gasp.

The Fairy world seemed to have harsher language than she thought. Fairy couldn't be a bad Fairy, so it must be a cultural difference.

A strange light appeared in the Fairy's eyes.

—Ah, wait, you're a half-wit? You were abandoned by the Order because you don't have any special skills?

A mocking sound was heard.

Fairy frowned.

—Who are you calling a half-wit! Do you think I'm a fool who confesses my special skills like you?! I'm the great Ultimate kind Fairy!

Fairy learned quickly.

The Fairy covered her mouth and tried to hold back her laughter.

—She calls herself a kind Fairy! Then am I the great Ultimate bad Fairy? Where did you read that fairy tale-

A punch hit the Fairy's stomach. The Fairy floated up from the impact and tumbled down.

Fairy quickly snatched the Magic Stone pouch.

—Weakling!

The Magic Stone pouch was raised high.

—It's my victory!

The black Magic Stone sparkled.

Wow.

Fairy won!

Fairy is amazing...!

Yay!

Pastel's cheeks turned red. She applauded enthusiastically without a sound.

Then she stopped, as if she had forgotten something.

Her pink eyes rolled around.

She realized something and her eyes widened.

Gasp.

They came to save Fairy, not to steal the Magic Stone pouch she was eating!

Oops.

Her pink eyes rolled around.

But maybe this is normal in the Fairy world? Since it's a culture with harsh language, a conversation of bodies must come first.

That seems right!

She's so smart!

Wow.

—You!

The Fairy jumped up.

—What are you doing! How can you punch a good partner who is working hard to destroy humanity! Can you still call yourself the same partner?!

It was an angry voice.

Oops.

Destroy humanity?

Fairy was also flustered by the amazing words and was silent for a moment. She glanced at Pastel with a cold sweat and rolled her eyes.

Then she glared at the Fairy.

—What?! How can you come up with such an absurd plan! As a kind Fairy, I can never allow it!

—What?

The Fairy was flustered.

Fairy's finger-pointing continued.

—You've been corrupted while being imprisoned by the Order! You're saying things that a kind Fairy would never say! You must have become a Corrupted Fairy!

Gasp.

Corrupted Fairy!

Something terrible that comes to mind just by hearing it.

Like pineapple pizza!

Gasp.

But pineapple pizza is delicious, so the analogy seems wrong!

The Fairy was embarrassed.

—What are you talking about! We clearly swore secretly to the Order-

—Corrupted Fairy! Take my punch!

A small fist was swung.

—Kind Fairy punch!

The punch hit the Fairy. The Fairy tumbled down.

Corrupted Fairy!

Fairy might not be able to handle it alone!

"I'll help you too!"

Pastel closed the door and came in.

The Fairy staggered to her feet. The Dark Aura surrounding the Fairy spread out.

—Ugh. What's going on? I know you're crazy, half-wit! I wanted to raise my level a little more, but this is good!

The Fairy revealed her sharp teeth.

—I'll eat you!

The air trembled. The dishes on the table shook and made noise. A vase fell and broke. The wind blew in from the window, shaking her pink hair.

Huh?

Huh?

Something feels ominous!

—Huh? This much pure influence? It can't be this strong.

Fairy also felt it and was suddenly flustered, then quickly put her hands together.

—God! Give me the power of love to overcome everything!

Fairy was casting a Love Charm spell delivery.

If you just put on a charm, even someone who doesn't listen to you will be your slave!

Please deliver it by dawn~!

But nothing happened.

Oops.

The delivery company must be closed.

—God?!

The Fairy sneered.

—I've offset your wish with my will! A half-wit who hasn't even eaten a partner wouldn't know how to apply levels!

Ugh!

She's a Corrupted Fairy!

—I'm not good enough yet to make the same wish, but it's easy to catch you without a wish!

The broken vase shards floated up. The sharp shards were aimed at Fairy.

Ugh!

"Fairy, I'll help you!"

Pastel grabbed the sword on her waist.

Fairy shouted urgently, even though she was sweating.

—Stay still! To raise my level, I have to eat and purify without your help!

"Then at least a charm!"

—It's already yours!

Huh?!

Is that so?!

Then what should she do?!

No matter how she looked at it, it seemed impossible to win with Fairy's weak abilities, who couldn't even use Psychokinesis.

The Fairy gestured.

—Die now, half-wit!

The vase shards rushed in. Fairy flew away, and they chased after her in a curved trajectory.

Uwaa!

"Fairy...!"

Fairy dodged and flew, then suddenly flew to Pastel. The shards followed.

Huh?

Fairy quickly hid behind Pastel.

—Family-like shield!

Oops.

The vase shards stopped rushing in.

The Fairy looked at her in embarrassment.

—We weren't on the same side-

—Gap!

Fairy suddenly tore off two charms with glue on them from the gap in the clothes on Pastel's back. And rushed towards the Fairy.

—Huh? Why is that there.

The heart-filled charms curved. The Fairy's eyes widened, unable to resolve the cognitive dissonance, and the charms arrived.

Dark Aura exploded. A scream rang out. The Fairy with the charm fell with smoke.

—Weakling!

Fairy raised one fist.

—It's the victory of the kind Fairy!

Wow.

The Corrupted Fairy was defeated by the kind Fairy.

Justice has won~!

"Wow!"

Pastel applauded enthusiastically.

Fairy is amazing...!

190 - The Fairy is Very Powerful
"I'm this amazing!"

Fairy God boasted proudly.

"Wow! Fairy God, you're so cool!"

Pastel clapped her hands.

"Ahem! Ahem!"

Fairy God's shoulders shook with delight.

Then, as if something was bothering her, she glanced at Pastel and quickly added an explanation.

"Just in case a fairy friend became Corrupted, I had a strategy to hide a Love Charm behind your back! And the trust that you wouldn't get hurt by mere shards of a vase! That's what a kind Fairy God is all about!"

"Wow!"

This is like a story where PinkPink wins against an evil and powerful enemy with her brilliant wisdom and trust in her comrades!

So amazing!

Genius! Genius!

Pink eyes sparkled.

"Fairy God, are you going to become PinkPink now?"

"Hmm? Should I?"

Having learned that PinkPink was a good thing while spending time with Pastel, Fairy God looked up at the ceiling and tossed her hair arrogantly.

"Shouldn't Fairy God hair become the standard of the world now?"

Gasp.

Arrogance itself!

But so cool!

Pastel clenched her fist.

"I felt the beauty of the Fairy world today! Even in harsh conversations, there's a heart that loves comrades!"

So much so that they even put a Love Charm on them.

"W-was I too harsh? I might have overdone it because I was happy to see you. A kind Fairy God like me doesn't usually do that, but I was just so glad to see you!"

Fairy God mumbled, rummaging through her Magic Stone pouch. A Magic Stone went into her mouth.

"Ah. Give me one too."

"Here. But I'm a Fairy God, so it's okay, but why can you eat it? This is heavy metal."

"I don't know either."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

Pastel took the Magic Stone and munched on it.

A sweet taste spread in her mouth.

But I feel like I'm forgetting something.

What was it?

As she turned her gaze here and there, she saw the Fairy stuck in the corner with a Love Charm on it.

Gasp.

I forgot about the Fairy!

"Fairy God! The Fairy!"

"Huh? What Fairy?"

Fairy God looked bewildered. She checked the Fairy in the corner, and her eyes widened.

"That's right! I caught it!"

This isn't the time to be munching on Magic Stones.

Pastel picked up the Fairy.

Fairy God was startled.

"Don't touch that dirty thing carelessly! If you're not careful, your body will rot—why isn't it rotting?"

"Huh?"

Pastel was taken aback. She quickly looked down at the Fairy. A Dark Aura that seemed to say, "You shouldn't touch me," was billowing out.

Suddenly, it feels like I'm holding a poisonous mushroom...!

Her hands trembled.

"Am I going to die now?!"

I haven't even dated Devil yet, I can't die like this!

Fairy God became serious.

"It should be, but it's even stranger that you're fine? When I was alone, I wondered if something was wrong with me, but it's so consistent like this?"

As if she realized something, Fairy God had a shocked expression.

"Come to think of it, how did you know it was a Fairy?! It was clearly pretending to be a parrot! It looked like a parrot to me too, so I could only roughly guess based on suspicious signs!"

Huh.

"Fairy God couldn't see it properly either?"

She only saw it as a parrot squawking?

That must have been cute.

"Of course! That seems to be its specialty! A Fairy is a split piece of the Fairy God's power, so they can't encroach on each other's territory!"

As if to say that, she pointed to the Fairy with limp fingers. The Fairy was in a soulless state with the Love Charm on. It literally looked soulless.

Ehhh?

Pastel picked up the Fairy and shook it. The Fairy's head and limbs shook weakly. It just looks like a corpse.

"This is definitely a serious anomaly. For a human to have such strong resistance."

Fairy God mumbled, cheeks full of Magic Stones.

"I'm an anomaly?!"

"Yeah."

Gasp, that's too blunt.

"Then am I going to suddenly turn into a cherry blossom cake and die or something?!"

No way!

Please make me a cherry blossom parfait instead!

Fairy God pondered seriously.

"Maybe. It wouldn't be strange at all for a fragile human body to suddenly die like that."

Gasp.

Cherry blossom cake.

Gaaasp.

Pastel staggered in shock. She slumped down on the lounge chair.

PinkPink Pastel was actually a cherry blossom cake all along...

No wonder cherry blossoms were mentioned twice.

Her head dropped.

"Please make me a cool cherry blossom parfait instead..."

Because the parfait I ate this morning was delicious.

Fairy God pondered seriously.

"That might be possible too?"

Huh.

Pink eyes rolled.

Cherry blossom parfait.

The letters are similar to Cherry Blossom Pastel!

Maybe it's not so bad?

Pastel thought for a moment and asked an important question.

"Will there be PinkPink syrup on top too?"

Fairy God pondered seriously.

"It could be!"

Gasp.

"Is the ice cream milk instead of ice, by any chance?"

"It could be!"

Wow.

Milk parfait with syrup is a million times better than ice parfait.

Pastel thought she could be satisfied with that much. Her expression brightened. She jumped up from the chair.

She clenched her fist.

"Then I'll become a cherry blossom parfait!"

My future dream is to be a cherry blossom parfait!

Yay.



"Isn't it dead?"

The Fairy on the plate was limp and lifeless. It doesn't react even when poked.

I never imagined the Love Charm would be this powerful.

Is Fairy God, who subcontracts wishes to Fairy God, a more amazing being than I thought?

But come to think of it, the Love Charm was also obtained by begging Fairy God.

Huh.

Fairy God doesn't seem to be that amazing!

Amazing realization.

Wow.

"I dominated its mind too much. Wait a moment."

Fairy God stretched out both hands towards the Fairy. The Dark Aura surrounding Fairy God rippled.

"Power of love, awaken the Corrupted Fairy! Hiyah!"

The Fairy slowly raised its body.

"Wow wow!"

It stood upright and stared straight at Fairy God with empty eyes. Soulless eyes. It doesn't seem to have any consciousness.

Oh dear.

It feels like I made a Jiangshi with the charm attached.

Fairy God was flustered, as if it wasn't the result she wanted.

"H-has the power been too much? This charm was made with a lot of power pressed into it, so it might have been too much for a small Fairy body."

Ehhh?

"Then what happens?"

Fairy God crossed her arms and thought.

"Well, it doesn't matter! Either way, this Fairy is a Corrupted Fairy, so it had to be purified! I won't be able to hear its last words, but the result isn't different!"

Ew, is that so?

"If you purify it, will I have one more Fairy family member now?"

Adding a new family member?

"No! A Corrupted Fairy can't be turned back! I, a kind Fairy God, really don't want to do it, but I have no choice but to kill it."

Fairy God picked up the knife next to the plate. She hummed softly and held a fork in her other hand. It wasn't the right size for a small Fairy body, but it seemed to be holding it somehow.

"Is that so. Is there really no way?"

The knife pointed to the Fairy's Dark Aura.

"Look at this evil aura. It's already beyond saving. The only way to solve it is to eat it. I really want to save it, but fate doesn't allow my heart."

Fairy God had a very sad expression.

Ugh.

This is like killing a friend who was manipulated by a wizard and having to burn even the corpse so that it can't become undead.

How heartbroken must Fairy God be to have to kill a Fairy friend she met after a long time.

I understood immediately without hearing an explanation of how to get rid of it by eating it.

Many stories say that Fairies are not living beings with bodies, but spiritual entities made of pure energy.

Perhaps Fairy God is saying that she will purify the Fairy's Dark Aura by eating it herself and return the Fairy to natural energy.

Ugh.

From a human perspective, the process of taking away the energy of a spiritual entity and returning it to nature is not well understood. But from the perspective of Fairy God, a spiritual entity, it would be the same as murder.

I can't even imagine what it must be like.

A faint humming sound was heard.

It was a sound to relieve sadness, just as some people relieve their emotions by singing.

Ugh.

Fairy God picked up the knife and fork and crossed them forcefully. The chandelier made the blades sparkle.

"Can you turn around? As a kind Fairy God, I definitely don't want to do this, but I don't want to show my partner what I have to do."

Ugh.

Pastel immediately realized what she meant. Fairy God didn't want to show the tears that were coming out.

Her heart throbbed.

"Okay."

Pastel turned her body.

Her expression was uncharacteristically gloomy.

I don't think I've been thinking enough from Fairy God's perspective. How lonely and difficult it must have been to live separated from family and friends.

Even Pastel, the only one she has, is surrounded by many people, making it difficult to talk to her usually, and living a life where she has to hide behind damp, dark curtains or in the cracks of the sofa all day is unimaginable.

And then to be destined to kill the Fairy friend she finally met.

Ugh.

I'll really have to treat her better from now on.

Suddenly, a faint sound of flesh was heard from behind. The plate rattled. After a moment of leisurely silence, the sound of bones breaking and squishing in succession was heard.

Pastel shuddered.

Oh dear.

Could this be...?

I glossed over it as taking away the Fairy's energy and returning it to nature, but the reality wouldn't be that simple.

Even if you were to draw blood from a living person and kill them, they would seem to dry up and die like a mummy, but that's not the case. The muscles will twitch and convulse uncontrollably.

Ugh.

Pastel wrapped her trembling body.

Fairy God is enduring such a sight alone.

My heart ached that I had been so mean to such a kind Fairy God.

It was really rude to subtly pressure her as a freeloader and extort wishes from her.

I'll really, really have to treat her better from now on.

Pastel firmly resolved.

After a while, the sound completely stopped.

Fairy God clapped her hands.

"You can turn around now!"

When I turned around, I saw Fairy God.

The fork tapped the plate.

The plate was clean.

Fairy God, with a flushed face, winked and gave a thumbs up.

"A kind Fairy God is also good at cleaning up! It's a world of difference from a Corrupted Fairy!"

Gasp.

This is like an attitude of pretending to be cheerful.

Pastel's eyes welled up with tears.

"Huh? What's wrong?"

She gently took Fairy God's small hand.

"Tell me if you have any hard times in the future! Even if there are Fairies or people who are bothering you!"

"Huh? Huh?"

Fairy God looked bewildered.

"Um... there is definitely one person right now."

"Really?!"

Who was bothering the kind Fairy God?

What a bad person!

"I'll show them what's what for you! Who is it?"

Fairy God looked at her in disbelief.

After thinking for a moment, she smiled brightly.

"But Fairy God is too kind to tattle! It's better to solve things through conversation than fighting!"

Gasp.

Fairy God is so kind...!

Pastel reflected on herself.

I was completely disqualified as a popular person.

Like a popular person, Pastel decided to pray for the repose of the dead Fairy first.

She respectfully placed the cleaned plate.

She bowed her head and prayed silently.

"May you live happily somewhere in nature."

Fairy God nodded.

"I'll do it too! A kind Fairy God is also good at praying for the repose of the deceased!"

Then she came next to her and prayed silently together.

"May you live happily somewhere in nature."

A quiet time passed.

A burp was heard once.

Fairy God wiped her mouth and prayed silently again.

191 - Wishing for Peace is an Important Thing
Pastel neatly cleaned up the traces of the battle.

She used Psychokinesis to rearrange the tables, chairs, and miscellaneous tableware that the Corrupted Fairy had scattered, returning them to their original positions.

The Fairy, looking satisfied, patted her stomach and went to sleep, leaving Pastel to clean up alone.

Pastel glared at the last fork. She precisely adjusted its horizontal and vertical angles.

Plates, knives, forks.

Perfect order in every direction.

Neat and tidy!

A proud smile spread across her face.

Pleased.

With this level of cleanliness, even the Demon would be impressed!

It's not that Pastel can't clean, it's that she doesn't!

"Cleaning complete!"

Now, she could return to the banquet hall!

She turned around. A shard of a broken vase on the floor caught her eye.

Huh.

A fragment of the vase that the Corrupted Fairy had broken.

Her pink eyes darted around.

The girl glanced around the lounge. Of course, no one was there. She slowly approached the vase fragment.

Her pink eyes looked elsewhere as her shoes subtly pushed the vase fragment into a corner. The fragments were pushed under the display stand.

The girl walked out with an innocent expression and scanned the room again.

Perfectly clean, without a speck of dust.

A proud smile spread across her face.

"Pleased!"

It's not that Pastel can't clean, it's that she doesn't!

The Demon, who often gave her doubtful looks wondering if she could live on her own, should reflect on himself.

Pastel hummed as she walked towards the door.

Suddenly, someone opened the soundproof door.

Huh.

It was the Demon with a hurried expression. He sighed in relief upon seeing Pastel.

"Nothing happened."

"What's wrong?"

The Demon pointed to the banquet hall behind him. The space where the acquisition officials and merchants had been leisurely eating was now filled with a hazy smoke.

Wow!

A surprise event?

A wealthy merchant staggered and collapsed in the smoke. Countless screams of confusion erupted.

"Aah!"

It was poison gas...!

"It's paralyzing gas. The nominee you mistakenly called 'father' really was. He suddenly reverted to his original form, broke a gas canister, and ran away."

Gasp.

The Corrupted Fairy's disguise magic must have worn off when he died!

Her dad, who was acting as the nominee merchant, must have sensed something was wrong and quickly escaped.

Ehh?!

Pastel ran to the door. As the gas billowed in, she screamed, "Aah! Save Pastel!" But then she was relieved when the Demon told her that young Kraft's body wasn't connected to the world anyway.

Whew.

Come to think of it, I have a Magic Stone-filled body, so I'm immune to gas.

She quickly scanned the gas-filled banquet hall.

"So, Dad left?"

Did he run away like a mouse friend?

His daughter is right here?

"The knight-level guards who were with him would have gotten him far away by now."

Aah.

Dad, you made that decision too quickly!

If you're a high-ranking member of the evil Order, when your identity is revealed, you're supposed to give a sinister smile, threaten those around you, reveal your plans, mock the righteous PinkPink, and then escape with smoke!

Then I could have seen Dad dramatically revealing his evil plan before getting punched by the Demon and collapsing.

Pastel's shoulders slumped.

Boo-hoo.

She walked around the banquet hall, opening each window one by one. After fluttering the curtains and taking some time, the gas dissipated. It wasn't a very strong gas, so people gradually regained consciousness.

Pastel approached an official who seemed to be in charge.

"What is all this? You will have to take responsibility for failing to properly carry out His Majesty the Emperor's orders."

The official clutched his throbbing head. He looked around in confusion.

"Who are you...?"

Pastel tapped her waist. The Emperor's sword, which she had brought from the carriage, was touched.

The official, having been educated, recognized the sword and his eyes widened. His gaze confirmed her pink hair.

Governor General Pastel was in the capital, so he had overlooked the significance of the pink hair, but now he realized it and gasped.

"The Magic Stone mine sale is strictly a military matter. You will have to explain how someone who appeared to be a member of the Order became involved."

It was corruption.

The merchant her dad disguised himself as had bribed the officials to become the nominee.

Originally, the Demon Realm Corporation managed the Magic Stone mine affairs. However, the Imperial Family didn't want to pay the company a commission, so Imperial officials were present.

Since they were going back to the Empire after the job was done, they wouldn't hesitate to bribe Demon Realm personnel. The continent was different, so there was less scrutiny.

Even so, it was an affair involving His Majesty the Emperor, so how dare they take bribes and appoint a nominee?

Or has the late tyrant's infanticide diminished the Imperial Family's authority this much? The current Emperor's betrayal and downfall of the Kraft family, who were friends of the family, loyal subjects, and pro-Emperor, must have also affected the Imperial Family's authority.

When they searched the carriage the nominee had arrived in, they found the nominee tied up.

After questioning him, they learned that he had accidentally heard about the Magic Stone mine sale earlier than others, found a sponsor to raise funds, and hatched a scheme. That sponsor turned out to be the Order.

It didn't make sense that an ordinary merchant would accidentally hear about the Imperial Family's decisions earlier than others. It seemed that the Order had leaked the news to the merchant as if by chance.

Was the merchant being used by the Order's web?

"Aah. The Order's ears are reaching the Imperial Family?"

"Is this why the Empire is in this state..."

Now that she knew the situation, all she had to do as the one holding His Majesty the Emperor's sword was to dispose of the involved parties.

"What should I do, what should I do?"

Pastel clutched her head and groaned.

Kind Pastel had no idea how to dispose of the officials who had dared to insult the Imperial Family.

Should she behead them?

Gasp.

The Imperial officials, who had been waiting motionless on the opposite sofa, were sweating profusely.

Pastel drew the Emperor's sword. She examined the blade and imagined beheading them with it.

A fountain of blood.

Gasp.

One of the officials hiccuped.

Huh.

Pastel stared at the official who had taken a generous bribe. As she stared, the official's eyes trembled wildly.

Pastel's mouth opened.

"Huh."

The official next to him hiccuped.

Pastel looked back and forth between the blade and the officials.

Huh-huh.

The white-haired official next to him, who had only been sweating, hurriedly opened his mouth.

"But, Governor General, what brings you here?"

His voice trembled, but his experience in changing the atmosphere at the risk of his life was evident. But all that experience was spent on corruption.

Still, Pastel, who knew how to respect the elderly, neatly sheathed the blade.

"Just sightseeing."

The official swallowed hard.

"Are you perhaps interested in the Magic Stone mine?"

"Well, I'm not uninterested."

Pastel twisted her body shyly.

The official's eyes lit up. He quickly exchanged glances with the other officials and suddenly knelt down.

"Although we have lost our minds over a small amount of money, our loyalty to the Empire and the Imperial Family is second to none!"

"That's right!"

The officials knelt down in unison.

Huh.

Pastel tilted her head.

The official looked up with wide eyes.

"As the Governor General said, the Magic Stone mine is a military matter. How dare the Order covet it? We cannot bear the grief!"

"Is that so?"

Wow.

"If the Magic Stone mine had fallen into the hands of the Order, it would have caused a great problem."

"That's true."

Hearing that, their crime was deep.

Since they thought so too, it would be right to behead them?

The official lowered his head.

"Please punish us!"

Huh.

Her pink eyes widened.

Were these people actually loyal subjects?

The other officials were startled and looked at the speaking official, exchanged glances, and hurriedly recovered their composure.

The official looked at Pastel.

"But before that, please allow us to conclude this matter with our own hands! If people change and things become chaotic, it will be easier for evil forces like the Order to covet the Magic Stone mine! Please consider our last act of loyalty!"

Ehh?

It seemed right and wrong at the same time, and the Emperor's sword felt like it was craving blood.

Emperor's Sword: This one craves blood.

Gasp, really?

Wow.

"My loyalty to the Empire and the Imperial Family is second to none. It would be better if you stepped aside and I got involved."

The official's eyes lit up.

"That's exactly what we think!"

Huh.

"That's our thought. No matter how high the price, it was wrong to sell the military matter of the Magic Stone mine through a competitive bidding process. It would be truly right to have a private contract with a selected person who has unquestionable loyalty to the Emperor, is a military expert, and can pay the fair price."

That seemed right.

"Someone like Governor General Pastel."

Gasp.

That seemed twice as right.

The official gave a subtle look. The other officials did the same.

Huh.

Why were they suddenly giving her those looks?

Wait a minute.

Was this a bribe?

It seemed they were offering to change the nominee for the Magic Stone mine to Governor General Pastel if she covered up their crimes. Since there was a nominee, the related procedures and clean-up would be ready.

Were they trying to bribe her now?

The true loyal subject of the Emperor, Governor General Pastel?

"What are you talking about!"

Pastel jumped up. The officials were terrified. The girl's finger pointed.

"How dare you make such an absurd proposal to me! I cannot forgive you!"

"Go, Governor General!"

The officials trembled.

"We will also offer our assets! You won't have to spend a single penny of your own funds to purchase the Magic Stone mine!"

"Do you think a single penny is the problem?!"

How dare they!

What do they think of people...!

Pastel, who could not forgive them, took out a sharp fountain pen.

The nib gleamed.

A signature was drawn on the mine purchase contract.

Scribble, scribble, scribble.

These people seemed to have an eye for talent!

Wow.

Author's Note

I will switch to a four-day-a-week update schedule.

The update days will be Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, and Saturday.

192 - It Would Be Nice If We Could Enjoy Together
The world is filled with loyal subjects who worry about the Empire.

The Magic Stone mines were military assets that should not be coveted by scoundrels like the Order.

It is only natural that they are managed by Pastel, the eternal loyal subject of His Majesty the Emperor, who speaks only righteous counsel.

However, in a world overflowing with selfishness and greed, what is natural is often not so.

Only when the hearts of loyal subjects who care for the Empire come together can the Empire function as it should.

"Hooray!"

Pastel cheered alone in the office set up in the hotel.

"Stepmother! So many people are working hard to protect your business!"

Including me!

I’m living my life to the fullest!

The Demon looked at me strangely.

『What do you mean by stepmother?』

"Stepmother is stepmother!"

Although there is the splendid title of Duchess Nastasha, as her daughter, it seems only right to call her mother!

Oh wait.

Then wouldn’t it be correct to just call her mother instead of stepmother?

Calling her stepmother feels like denying that she is my mother, and I think the Duchess would be hurt by that.

Pastel quickly corrected herself.

"Stepmother is my mother!"

Wow.

『...I don’t understand.』

The Demon rubbed his chin. He turned to the window and raised an eyebrow at a flying pigeon.

『Is she really a stepmother? Hmm. Talking to animals is your choice, but you should probably avoid doing that in front of others. You’re at an age where you should be more mindful of your actions.』

His voice seemed to carry the weight of the laundry incident that still lingered in his mind.

Ugh.

That’s so absurd.

What kind of person would think I’d call a passing pigeon my mother?

Even the room-sharing Fairy wouldn’t do something like that.

Pastel’s gaze turned slightly askew.

"Why don’t you focus on yourself, Demon?"

『Huh?』

The Demon looked taken aback.

Pastel pouted her lips.

"It's so petty to still be acting like this over something you did wrong."

『No way.』

The Demon seemed to have a lot to say.

But since Pastel, the Governor General, was a busy person, she shook her head vigorously.

"I'm leaving now. I’m busy, you know? I’m not someone who wanders around like you, Demon."

The Demon looked bewildered, but when Ellie entered with a stack of documents, he was quickly chased away.

Ellie looked back at the departing Demon in confusion.

"Why does the Archdemon look like that?"

"I don’t know, he’s just being petty."

He seems so petty that he might as well be the Archdemon.

Ellie looked at her curiously. She seemed to have a lot to say.

"What’s wrong? Do you have something you want to ask?"

Pastel tilted her head.

Since the Demon was a petty person, there wasn’t much to hear, but Ellie’s smart words were worth listening to.

Ellie hesitated slightly. It seemed she was unsure if her interference would cause unnecessary trouble.

Then she glanced back at the hallway where the Demon had already left and closed the door.

Their gazes met.

"Well..."

"Speak! We’re friends who can talk openly!"

We can discuss the Magic Stone mines now, something I can’t even talk about with Melissa!

Ellie seemed somewhat relieved and opened her mouth.

"How about showing a bit more respect for the Archdemon? It complicates things when he’s treated that way as a Demon. Plus, if you like the Archdemon, it’s better to show a good side."

Oh wait.

It seems Ellie gets complicated feelings when she sees the Demon.

Oh my.

Pastel tilted her head in silence.

A moment of silence passed.

As Ellie’s pink eyes continued to stare, she flinched. Suddenly flustered, her complexion grew pale.

It seemed she was blaming herself for her dulled instincts after being banned from the hotel and staying in the palace.

But it was just Ellie’s overreaction. There’s no need to blame oneself among friends, so Pastel chuckled.

"More than that, isn’t it a bit disrespectful for you to call the Demon ‘Archdemon’? It’s fine for me since we have a special relationship, but you and the Demon are essentially strangers, and that title feels unnecessarily familiar."

As Ellie said, the Demon was once a figure who overshadowed the authority of the Demon King, so he holds a significant position among Demons.

Even if the Demon doesn’t say it, he probably wouldn’t like someone approaching him without hesitation while disregarding his authority.

Ellie’s eyes trembled. She seemed to be thinking a lot. After swallowing hard, she slowly asked.

"Then, how should I address him?"

Ugh.

Princess Ellie’s question about etiquette.

Asking something so difficult from Pastel, who hasn’t even stepped into the royal palace many times, makes my head spin.

"I don’t know. Maybe just follow Melissa’s lead?"

Melissa’s way of addressing the Demon is somewhat ambiguous. She refers to him as ‘that Archdemon’ or ‘that person.’

It’s a respectful title, but it maintains the fact that he is a bad Archdemon.

While Ellie, being a Demon, seems to take the title of Archdemon as merely a symbol of strength, for the citizens under the light of the temple, it doesn’t carry a good meaning at all.

If the Demon does something evil, it wouldn’t be a problem for him to have a magic bullet shot at his head, but he can still maintain a respectful attitude in daily conversations.

This neither too close nor too distant attitude might be something only a noble lady by birth can manage.

Wow.

Honestly, I think Melissa’s transparent expression of her feelings is the scariest part of her deep logic. She loves fairy tales but has no qualms about torturing people. The future commander from the south is terrifying.

I’m glad she’s my close friend.

Shivering.

"Ah..."

Ellie nodded but couldn’t hide her disappointment. It seemed she was unable to suppress her feelings of regret at having to keep a distance from someone she admired as a reformist.

It seems she had some ulterior motives when she invited the Demon to the palace to enthusiastically explain the national development plan herself.

Pastel’s mouth dropped open.

"Wow."

Her flat voice echoed in the office.

Ellie’s hands trembled. The stack of documents shook.

"Ah! That’s right! We need to work!"

Pastel clapped her hands.

"We don’t have time for idle chatter like this! Especially you, Ellie, you have so much to do ahead!"

She needed to oversee the suspicious technological capabilities of the Order’s train, mediate between Kraft’s company, which was pushing to lay railroads across the entire country, and the Demon Realm Corporation, and now there was the issue of the Magic Stone mines.

Ellie is not a foolish ruler who would waste her energy on trivial matters!

That’s right, that’s right!

Pastel received the documents and flipped through them.

"I think we can smoothly take over the Magic Stone mines, right? The loyal subjects’ existing sale plan had some concerns, but thanks to the Order causing chaos, we decided to simplify it through a private contract."

It’s really important not to hand over military resources to the enemy. In this situation, competitive bidding is out of the question.

Ellie subtly glanced around. Rubbing her trembling hands, she slowly exhaled and calmly spoke.

"They said they would gather the acquisition funds, so the issue lies with the Demon Realm Corporation. They intended to support the acquisition funds and invest in shares, but since they no longer need those shares, trouble will arise. It’s best to prepare for that."

"It’s okay! It’s okay! Rather than being picky and preparing for a complicated response by calculating the pros and cons, let’s aim to maintain a conciliatory attitude as business partners. Someone like Count McKenna can quickly establish a relationship if the other party changes their attitude. Let’s prioritize people over money!"

Good, good.

Pastel set the documents down. She locked eyes with Ellie.

"By the way, do you know why the Order wanted to acquire the Magic Stone mines?"

Even her father, who holds a high position, doesn’t know the reason for the acquisition. While the Magic Stones are military resources, there’s no war to fight, and they could just engage in smuggling without needing the mines.

"It’s probably to secure a source of income. After reviewing the scale of the bribes, it seems that acquiring the mines and drawing funds from the Imperial Bank as collateral would create a steady income without blocking cash flow."

Income, huh.

"Since you wiped out the Demons who were in contact with the Order over your assassination attempt, they must be desperate for funds now."

That seems plausible.

If the supporting Demons suddenly vanished all at once, a group like the Order would face a huge problem with their income and expenditures.

Phew.

It’s a completely rational deduction, but...

"I understand! Thank you! I’ll think about it on my own! Please tell Melissa that I need to visit the Magic Stone mines on my way out!"

Left alone, Pastel crossed her arms. Her cheeks puffed up and then contracted repeatedly.

While the deduction is completely rational and I wholeheartedly agree, knowing the Fairy gives me an uneasy feeling.

After all, the Fairy consumes Magic Stones.

What could be so immensely necessary that she would need to acquire a mine of energy resources that can grant wishes?

Ugh.

I can’t help but think of bad things.

Of course, it could be that they are acquiring it out of desperation for funds, but there might be another core reason behind that.

Phew.

When in doubt...

"Fairy! Kind Fairy!"

I can just ask her directly~!

I’m so smart!

I quickly scanned the office.

The Fairy walked out from behind the flowerpot by the window. She had a somewhat different, dignified aura today.

Oh wait.

The Fairy flew to the desk in the office. After landing, she looked up arrogantly.

―You! Are you not mistaking something?

"What?"

―You think I’m the kind of being who comes out just because you call? Not at all!

Oh wait.

Why is she acting like this today?

Ah?!

Pastel suddenly recalled the reason.

It seems the stress of having to absorb the energy of her corrupted Fairy friend to make her die still lingers.

Ugh.

I was lacking in consideration.

I’m sorry, Fairy.

―Seeing that expression, you finally guessed, huh?

The corners of the Fairy’s mouth rose confidently.

―That’s right! I absorbed the power of that corrupted Fairy and became far stronger than before! I’m not the past me anymore!

Gasp.

Is that so?

Did she become a million times stronger?

"Wow! Congratulations, Fairy!"

Wow wow.

I might be able to wish for immortality!

Pastel quickly clapped her hands.

―Oh? Oh? Thank you!

The Fairy replied almost reflexively.

Then she became flustered and changed her expression to one of disapproval. The Fairy shook her head vigorously.

―That’s not it! I finally gained power! From today, I will rid myself of my past shame!

The Fairy slowly rose.

Her gaze, filled with rage, glared at the girl.

―You, a mere human, have exploited me all this time by calling me kind Fairy?

The Dark Aura stirred, causing the Fairy’s hair to sway.

Pastel felt a chill in her chest.

Oh no.

Could it be...

The evil being that had disguised itself as a kind entity has gained power and is betraying its partner...?

Have I been deceived all this time?

―From now on, I will not listen to your words! As of today!

She gestured to herself.

―I will become a bad Fairy!

Boom.

The Fairy, who declared confidently, wore a proud expression.

Gasp.

Pastel’s mouth fell open in shock.

A bad Fairy.

A bad Fairy...!

It was a name that exuded wickedness.

Ugh!

No way!

How did the kind Fairy end up on the bad path?!

Please grant my wish for immortality and become evil!

193 - It Seems Even the Fairy is Corrupted
Fairy, how did you end up becoming a bad fairy?

Could it be that you were so stressed out after personally ending your corrupted fairy friend?

I can't even imagine the feelings of having to kill a fellow kin after such a long time.

Ugh!

How much torment has the Fairy endured these past few days? The lively appearance after it all might have just been an act to hide the sadness.

Or maybe, maybe the dark aura you ingested contained corrupted energy, and that affected you too?

Gasp.

It looked like a dark and murky energy, so if you swallowed that, there's no way it wouldn't have an effect. Plus, you're a corrupted fairy. It was definitely going to affect your mind.

Both scenarios seem plausible.

Perhaps it could be both!

"Fairy, have you been corrupted?!"

—Corrupted?

The Fairy scoffed.

—You were momentarily fooled by my acting, but I was always a bad fairy! There’s no such thing as a good fairy!

A mischievous laugh spread.

It was a specimen of a corrupted fairy.

The Fairy spread her arms wide.

—My goal is the extinction of the wicked humanity! How dare they conduct biological experiments on our true selves, sent here by the Evil God, and break us into countless ability fragments! It’s disgusting! I don’t feel sorry for a true self I’ve never even seen, but still, it’s disgusting! Let them all die!

Ugh!

Pastel's hands trembled.

A great crisis! A great crisis!

After enduring hardships and trials, the pink-haired protagonist's partner succumbing to stress and ultimately becoming corrupted...!

I didn’t want this!

"Fairy, pull yourself together! You’re not the kind of person who would fall into corruption like this! The Fairy I know has a strong heart!"

—What a funny thing to say! Since when did you know me well? I’m not corrupted; I’m just revealing my true self! This refreshing feeling! It’s a whole different dimension of sensation!

It seems like she’s so corrupted that her mind has snapped.

Ugh.

Pastel clasped her hands together and looked at the Fairy earnestly. Her pink eyes gazed longingly at her partner, who had shared hardships and trials together.

"Fairy, even if your heart is pained and tormented by time, I believe you haven’t forgotten your pure heart. Think back to our memories! To the joyful and innocent times!"

—Memories with you...?

Perhaps it struck a chord, as the Fairy became dazed. Her eyes lost focus, wandering into the past.

"That’s it! Think back to when you were a good fairy! We had so much fun together! Recall those joyful memories! We were like family!"

—Memories of joy together...?

The Fairy muttered.

Then, as if realizing something, her eyes widened.

—All I have are memories of being exploited by you?!

A small finger pointed accusingly.

—You scammer! What joy is there?! You’re the only one who enjoyed it!

Ugh!

"That can’t be true!"

Pastel screamed.

It’s clear that the Fairy has even corrupted her memories!

—I was going to try to talk it out, considering the bond we’ve shared, but now that I think about it, I can’t just let it go! I’ll make the hierarchy clear! Prepare for pain!

The Fairy spread her arms wide and rose higher. The dark aura enveloping her body surged. The atmosphere trembled, and the windows rattled with noise.

Ugh!

Something feels off!

Something feels off!

—I know you’re a unique being that I have to describe as an anomaly! Talismans don’t work on you, and even when touched, your body doesn’t rot, so you must be the purest native body that perfectly rejects the powers of another world! That’s probably why it’s okay for you to eat the magic stone infused with the Evil God’s power!

The Fairy’s eyes gleamed sharply.

—But if you’re harmed by the pathetic materials created by the dead god of this world, you won’t be able to resist! Like the vase controlled by the corrupted fairy!

The documents in the office, unable to withstand the energy, shook. A pile of papers spilled out of the desk.

Ugh!

A catastrophe...!

"Fairy, calm down! As sentient beings, we can resolve conflicts through dialogue, not force!"

—It’s too late! Prepare yourself! I’ll show you pure physical force!

The Fairy reached out with both hands toward a mini knife used for cutting paper.

—Gah!

The mini knife trembled violently.

"Stop it!"

—Gah!

The mini knife shook even more.

"I don’t want to fight you!"

—Gah!

The mini knife trembled even harder.

The Fairy made all sorts of strained expressions as she waved her hands.

—Gah!

The mini knife shook vigorously.

Heavy breaths were heard.

The Fairy lowered her trembling hands. Her bewildered gaze fell upon the mini knife.

—How do I control this...?

Huh?

—How did I control that thing?

"Fairy, can’t you use your super ultra strong psychokinesis?"

The Fairy flinched.

Huh?

Now that I think about it, the corrupted fairy mentioned that she had also feasted on her partner, but it seems like she would need to practice or learn to apply her psychokinesis.

So, right now, she’s not the corrupted fairy who has become immensely powerful, but rather the fairy whose mind has only fallen into corruption?

Isn’t that just a combat power debuff?

The Fairy, who was already weak, is now in a situation where her mind is distorted.

Huh? Huh?

Pastel, who absolutely didn’t want to fight her family-like Fairy, suddenly felt that it might be okay to fight her.

No matter how close you are, there are times when you have to fight.

If opinions differ, isn’t it only right to prove who is correct through strength?

That seems right!

Her pink eyes shone with righteousness.

"Fairy, I will restore your memories!"

She grabbed the sword sheath at her waist.

Fighting against family is too sad, but as a pink-haired individual, I will accept this fate!

—Huh? Huh?

"Gah!"

Pastel drew the demon sword. The pale blade emerged. The blade sliced through the air in a curve, aiming at the Fairy.

The sharp tip of the sword gleamed.

The Fairy’s eyes widened. She glanced back and forth between the mini knife she intended to use and the gleaming longsword, then hurriedly waved her hands.

—W-Wait! Wait! I have something to say! First, put down that vicious thing! Let’s resolve our conflict through dialogue, not force, as sentient beings!

"Honestly, I knew you would fall into corruption. The gentle-hearted Fairy would surely waver in the face of the hardships and trials she would continue to face. This is an unavoidable fate."

As time passes, one of the two—either the pink-haired one or her partner—will inevitably fall into corruption. Since the good Pastel would never fall, it was inevitable that the Fairy would.

Pastel gazed at the Fairy with sad eyes. Then her expression changed to one of determination.

"But I will face any tragedy with dignity!"

The sword tip aimed at the Fairy.

"I will cut you down!"

—Cut me?!

The Fairy’s mouth dropped open.

—I was only trying to threaten you—

"Gah!"

Pastel swung the sword.

"Memory Retrieval Swordsmanship!"

The curve gleamed. The Fairy barely dodged, but the blade grazed the top of her head. The dark aura was sliced away.

—Gah! You really cut me! After all this time together, you really cut me...!

The Fairy fled.

"You corrupted fairy, prepare yourself!"

Pastel swung her sword.

"This is revenge for the pile of spilled documents!"

The sword strike grazed the Fairy’s side.

—Gah!

"This is revenge for the good fairy who has to organize the documents!"

The sword strike brushed against the Fairy’s hair.

—Yikes!

The Fairy flew around like a bug.

Pastel gripped the sword with both hands. She lifted it with all her might.

"Memory Retrieval Decapitation...!"

—W-Wait!

The Fairy hurriedly stretched out her palm.

Then suddenly, she let out a painful scream and held her head.

—Ah! My head suddenly hurts! It feels like a precious memory is surfacing...!

Huh?

Pastel paused.

Could it be...?

"Fairy, are your memories coming back?!"

—Grrr!

The Fairy clutched her head.

—It’s on the verge of surfacing, but with something dangerous in front of me, the corrupted battle instinct is interfering, making it hard to surface... or maybe not...

Gasp.

Pastel quickly lowered her sword.

"Do you remember anything?!"

The Fairy let out a painful sound. She opened her eyes slightly and looked at Pastel.

—Could it be you, my super ultra kind Pastel...?

Gasp.

"That’s right! That’s right! I’m your super ultra kind Pastel!"

It seems her memories have returned!

Pastel sheathed the wicked sword.

She looked at the Fairy earnestly.

"Fairy, hang in there! Think back to our memories! We really had so much fun together!

—Ah! It feels like something is coming back!

The Fairy retraced her memories.

—Ah! I remembered a forgotten memory! That’s right! We were like family!

"What memory is it?!"

Pastel’s heart raced. Her pink eyes sparkled.

—What joyful memory, um...

As the Fairy retraced her thoughts, her expression gradually turned silly.

The clock ticked.

Huh?

"Are you not remembering?"

Could it be that she’s still in a corrupted state...?

Pastel subtly reached for the sword sheath.

The Fairy hurriedly gave a thumbs up.

—Anyway, we’re like family!

It was a bright smile.

—There are just too many memories between us to mention each one!

Wow!

The Fairy thinks of me this much!

Instead, Pastel felt like she was the foolish one.

So touching.

So heartwarming.

"That’s right! That’s right!"

Pastel jumped up and down.

Hooray!

The Fairy has escaped from corruption!

They overcame the crisis of betrayal with love and friendship!

Pastel felt confident that no matter what adversities came between her and the Fairy, they would be able to overcome them.

"I believed that you would escape from corruption! Not giving up on a corrupted partner is the duty of a pink-haired individual!"

I’m completely pink-pink!

Proud.

194 - Friendship Overcomes All Adversities
Pastel tidied up the messy office with the Good Fairy.

After arranging the last documents, she dusted off her hands.

"Cleaning done!"

The Fairy echoed her.

―Cleaning done!

Neat and tidy.

They clapped their hands together.

"I was really despairing about what to do when the Fairy fell into corruption, but I'm glad we resolved it through our friendship!"

―The Good Fairy's heart is not swayed by wicked thoughts!

"That's true! Only a fundamentally evil being would calmly engage in actions like the extinction of humanity, but you're not like that, Fairy!"

―That's right!

It's a mystery how the Corrupted Fairy came to seriously pursue such things. Did the Order brainwash the Good Fairy race?

Just like the two sides of a coin cast different shadows, they flipped!

But isn't the Order also part of humanity?

Hmm.

Beyond being a poor cost-benefit choice, it's a clash of values.

According to the Demon, the Order doesn't worship the Evil God but operates by trading with the Evil God to fulfill their desires, which is contradictory behavior.

Could it be that the Good Fairies have fallen, yet they can't escape the Order's grasp and are destined to be used and discarded?

Ugh.

It's nothing but bad predictions for the Fairy race.

Pastel turned to look at the Fairy, who was munching on a Magic Stone to take a break.

"Fairy, when you were corrupted, you called that Fairy God the Evil God. What happened? They can't be the same being, right?"

The Fairy's eyes widened in surprise, and she froze. Magic Stone powder fell from her small mouth.

After a moment of silence, her expression turned to one of shock.

―No way! No matter how corrupted, to confuse Fairy God with the Evil God! Fairy God is a being that embodies moral principles, incomparable in goodness! That title doesn't suit them at all! If I had to call them something, it would be Good External God!

The Fairy gave a thumbs up.

―Fairy God could never be the Evil God!

So that's it!

I must have been right!

"Then the Order is indeed deceiving the Fairies! The Corrupted Fairies mistakenly believe they are acting autonomously with the goal of human extinction, but in reality, they are brainwashed to worship the Evil God and are merely being used by the Order!"

The Fairy's eyes widened.

―Such a setting that I didn't even know about...?

"It must be true! Otherwise, the Order wouldn't let those troublesome Fairies go! No matter how much the Fairies try to keep quiet, if they're all pursuing the same goal, the information will inevitably leak out! If they don't impose any restrictions, it means they don't need to!"

The actions they think are aimed at human extinction are all aligned with the Order's interests.

At some point, when they attempt to cross the line after much effort, it will likely be the moment the Order decides to dispose of the Fairy race.

The Fairy was impressed.

―That seems right! After all, Good Fairies can't be bad to the core! It's clear they're being used!

"Ugh!"

Pastel shook her fists in frustration.

"Bad Order!"

I don't know what my dad, who holds a high position in such a place, is doing!

Even if he resurrects Mom in a haphazard way, all I'll get is a slap in the face!

"Fairy! What purpose did the Order have in acquiring the Magic Stone mines?"

When the Fairy was corrupted, she clearly said the Magic Stones were imbued with the Evil God's power. The fact that they went to the trouble of instilling that information means there's a high likelihood of it being true.

"To infuse the Evil God's power through massive amounts of Magic Stones and fulfill powerful wishes?"

The Fairy, who was munching on the Magic Stone again, froze in the same position she was in to put the stone in her mouth.

After glancing around, she slowly set the Magic Stone down.

―Well, you see? Ah! That's right! Fairies are originally a good race, so they can purify the Evil God's power and absorb it as good energy!

The Fairy pointed at Pastel.

―Just like you can consume Magic Stones because you're probably a pure native body! I don't know about powerful wishes, but even the evil Magic Stones can be used as food! Whether corrupted or not!

The Fairy admired herself and put the Magic Stone back in her mouth.

It seems it's not about powerful wishes.

Then, it might be similar to preparing military supplies before a big event, like gathering a large amount of food before a war?

Ugh.

I can't imagine what they're planning to do.

More importantly, how is it that stones being mined in the underground mines are imbued with the Evil God's power?

Isn't the personified deity the landlord here? With a landlord present, how can the Evil God exert divine power in the depths of the underground?

The Corrupted Fairy said the personified deity died pitifully.

But she said the main deity is still alive, and even the Demon, who was being chased for divine murder, had an experience of being dumbfounded upon hearing that news.

Demon: Why am I being chased when I'm not even dead? I didn't steal the divine power; the personified deity gave it to me forcibly, so it's ridiculous. And now, forgetting my existence, they're not even giving me related revelations, what's that about?

In the first place, the recent prophecy warning of the Demon King destroying the empire was also given by the personified deity.

They're still alive.

I don't understand.

After all, there's no need to inject only accurate information to brainwash Fairies.

The claim that the Magic Stones are imbued with the Evil God's power wasn't denied by the Good Fairy, so it seems correct, but the claim that the personified deity is dead is a lie.

They say ignorance is bravery. It seems like they encourage brainwashed Fairies to act without knowing there's a landlord.

That seems right!

Pastel nodded to herself while taking out a snack-sized Magic Stone from her pocket.

"I don't know what the wicked Order is planning, but as long as I'm with the Good Fairy, we can overcome any adversity!"

She put the Magic Stone in her mouth.

Chew, chew.

A bad sweet taste spread.

―Of course!

The Fairy also enthusiastically agreed and munched on the Magic Stone together.

Chew, chew.



The Demon Realm continent exists underground.

When departing from the empire on an Airship heading to the Demon Realm, the altitude displayed on the dashboard gradually decreases from N meters. At the Sky Island, the surface height becomes 0, and by the time they arrive in the Demon Realm, the indicator changes to underground N meters.

Throughout the flight, what is seen above is the sky, and what is seen below is the sea, so one cannot feel the difference.

However, this world designed by the deity places the empire at a high altitude, the Demon Realm underground, and the Sky Island in between to maintain mutual balance.

The Magic Stone mine was a place that dug deeper into that underground continent to extract Magic Stones from deep within.

Once, it was the forefront of free spirits exploring what lay beneath this flat artificial world, but now it has become a den for those blinded by money.

And the most money-blinded of all, Pastel, arrived at the mine with a pounding heart.

Carriages that brought various security, including the Sky Island Knights Order, came to a stop.

The door opened, and Pastel jumped down excitedly.

"This is the gem mine where digging the ground yields gold!"

From today onward, it's mine~!

With fire in her eyes, she dashed forward.

A massive pit that had been dug straight down came into view. It was so deep that the bottom of the pit was beyond estimation. Along the inner walls of the pit, magical lights and stairs formed a gentle curve leading underground.

A cool underground breeze burst forth. Her pink hair swayed.

Huh.

This mine looks nothing like what I imagined.

It wasn't a mine with an entrance carved into a high mountain, with mine carts running along rails.

Pastel, who had been excited about riding the mine cart, felt a sense of dread.

Huh?

"Don't just run off. Even if I've brought the Knights Order to prepare for an assassination by the Order, it’s useless if the person involved doesn’t act appropriately."

The Demon, who hurriedly followed, sighed.

"Uh, that's true."

Pastel clung to the Demon's arm. She scanned the surroundings, looking around anxiously.

Some members of the Knights Order had already set off long ago to thoroughly investigate and control the interior, but the Order, having lost the mine and holding a grudge, might launch a super ultra assassination operation.

Complete vigilance! Complete vigilance!

Suddenly, a group with a fearsome appearance and bulging muscles rushed over.

"Huh, assassination?!"

Pastel hid behind the Demon.

The representative of the halted group bowed.

"Governor General Kraft! Please come in!"

They were staff members.

Hehe.

Upon closer inspection, Melissa was also there with the fearsome group, having arrived early.

Hehe, twice.

After greeting them, they entered a building next to the pit and completed several entry procedures. Of course, they also heard about safety precautions.

A little while later, Pastel was able to look down at the mine pit with dignity.

With her hands behind her back, she struck a pose. Her melancholic pink eyes gazed down into the depths. A breeze blew through the dimly lit space, where lights sparkled like stars.

Is this the wicked lair imbued with the Evil God's power?

Gunshots echoed faintly at intervals. They said there were many underground creatures affected by the Magic Stones, so it wasn't very safe.

Phew.

No matter how much of a reversal hero I am, having overcome all sorts of adversities, I can't help but feel tense.

The underground wind burst forth.

A murky energy that seemed to swallow this surface.

Is this evil?

Pastel inhaled deeply.

A rich sweet scent wafted through the air.

Huh?

It smells delicious!

It turned out to be a dessert lair~!

The corners of her mouth curled up in a smile.

I should ask the Demon to make a cake with fresh Magic Stones!

Oh yeah!

195 - A Rock Friend Lives in the Dessert Mine
Ughhh.

Ughhhhh.

Pastel looked down the mine stairs with a disgusted expression.

The stairs spiraled down the mine pit wall, endlessly descending into the underground.

It felt like being amazed by the magnificent height of a Skyscraper, only to realize there was no elevator and you had to climb the stairs.

"How many stairs are there?"

The muscular employee was taken aback by the question.

"I've never counted."

Ughhh.

Surely those muscles weren't built from climbing up and down these stairs?

"Are there at least 10,000 stairs?"

"I believe there are more than that, Governor General."

Ughhhhh.

Pastel didn't come here to reach enlightenment through the 36 agonies and 108 steps of suffering.

She had no intention of going down. She just made a sad face for a moment. The employees panicked and didn't know what to do, seeing the visiting Governor General acting like that.

"If you don't want to go down the stairs, there's another way."

Melissa pointed to one side.

"What is it, what is it?"

Pastel turned around, her pink eyes sparkling.

A long pole with a thick rope attached to it extended into the pit. It was so long that it disappeared into the darkness as it went underground.

Wow, what's that?

Just grab the rope, and the rope elevator will take you down~!

Whirr, whirr, whirr.

Pastel has arrived!

"Melissa, you're so smart!"

The employee was slightly embarrassed, but since the Governor General was now willing to go down, he didn't say anything.

Pastel only understood why the employee was embarrassed when she arrived at the rope. The rope was sturdy. It was said to be fixed to a pole in a specific area below.

But that didn't mean the rope wasn't swaying in the wind. When the Magic Stone-infused wind blew from underground, the rope shook wildly. It didn't seem like it would end with just a slap in the face if you were nearby.

"Whoa! The rope elevator is turning into a snake friend!"

A future where that snake friend would drop Pastel into the underground and eat her.

"They say that if it's completely fixed, it's more likely to suddenly break and fall due to the Magic Stone wind, so they designed it to be flexible. The damage goes to the pole, not the rope. It looks dangerous, but there's no problem going down, so don't worry. I've used it several times."

Melissa said calmly.

Waaah.

The next Southern Commander might be fine, but Pastel has many problems!

『It would be better to go down the stairs without trying to be clever. This seems like deliberately making things difficult.』

Devil looked at the rope elevator with a subtle expression. Even Devil acknowledged the danger of the rope elevator.

"It's only used for emergencies now after a few uses. This method is the fastest, though."

The employee also conscientiously objected.

He was probably worried that Governor General Pastel would fall to her death, but thank you.

Pastel obediently went down the mine stairs.

The problem was that there were many stairs, but they were sturdy and wide, making it comfortable. It was scary that the stairs were embedded in the wall, giving a floating sensation, but the stairs and landings were dug wide into the wall, making it feel more stable than expected.

"They say that accidents where the stairs collapsed happened frequently, so they made it like this."

Melissa pointed to the stairs, which looked clean as if they had been newly replaced.

"I don't want to know about that!"

Ughhh.

Pastel trembled. She clung to Devil's arm and went down the stairs.

"Demon, Demon. Flap your Devil wings and land with a whoosh, flutter, flutter!"

『I don't have wings.』

"No way!"

What Devil identity do you even have? No wings, no horns, no tail, no trident.

But your eyes are red. Huh, there's one thing? Wow. You must be a Devil!

The stairs went down for a long time. The mine wasn't just at the bottom of the underground; there were tunnels and huge mining traces in between.

Did they go underground after mining Magic Stones for a long time? No, wait. It wasn't originally a Magic Stone mine, but its purpose was changed after a large amount of Magic Stones was discovered.

"Is this tunnel the remnants of underground research?"

"To be exact, it was mining done to supplement research funds during the Ultra-Deep Project. The reason why the mine was dug vertically was originally to see what was at the end of the underground."

"What's at the end of the underground?"

Of course, the mantle and outer core would greet you.

But Pastel had a broad mind.

They claim that this land is flat. Or rather, a land with curves, like a circle roughly cut in half?

Wow, wow.

But they also say there's a personal god, so it's hard to just dismiss it as a claim.

"We don't know what's there. When Magic Stones were discovered and methods of using them were researched, the Ultra-Deep Project was converted into the Magic Stone Mine Project."

"Ugh, not enough passion."

They didn't solve any of Pastel's questions.

Melissa covered her mouth and chuckled.

"They say there were some research budget issues, so it was a predictable future. It was a research project started with the generous support of the Great Temple, but back then, they had to travel between the continent and the Demon Realm on Sky Whales that moved dangerously and irregularly, not Airships, so smooth support was impossible."

『Security must have been a problem too. Mining to supplement research funds looks good at first glance, but that's because you're thinking of the current Demon Realm.』

Devil stared at the mining remnants.

『Back then, power was everything, and mines that produced jewels were easy targets for plunder. If you were going to do research, you should have maintained the image of a poor but noble group of researchers. By calculating profits and losses in a half-assed way, you end up falling prey to plunder. If you had endured and looked for sponsors, Demons charmed by the image might have come to sponsor you on their own.』

Is that so?

Pastel tilted her head but didn't bother to argue and rubbed her cheek against Devil's arm.

Rub, rub.

They passed the mining traces and continued down the stairs.

"More than that, we need to install mine carts here! Rails, choo-choo! Or an elevator! Or, or both!"

No, more than that, why isn't it installed here?

I don't know if the technology for elevators exists in this world, but there are 10-story Skyscrapers, so there must be something similar, and mine carts can't be impossible since there are trains.

She turned to the employee.

How did you do your job to make it like this?

The manager flinched. The employees following behind stiffened with tension, their bodies rigid.

"Is there no money in the mine?"

In a Magic Stone mine where you can mine gold?

Even if it costs a lot, mine carts and elevators are directly related to productivity, so you should have installed them if you had any sense.

Or at least have a related plan in progress.

Pastel wasn't exactly grilling them.

She was just thinking about how to get rid of the existing employees who were just taking up space and insert people from the Kraft Merchant Guild.

The list of personnel floated in her head.

"There, there was plenty of money!"

The manager hurriedly explained.

"We recruited related technicians, but no one gathered because the United Kingdom was controlling it, so we couldn't even make a plan. If you wish, Governor General, all the employees will do their best to re-promote it!"

Ah.

Pastel suddenly felt embarrassed.

Come to think of it, this is a mine in the Demon Realm, but strictly speaking, it belongs to the Empire.

The United Kingdom, which is on edge that the engineering technology that uniquely overwhelms the Empire will be leaked, would never share it.

If engineering technology is introduced to the Magic Stone mine, productivity will be dramatically improved~! Seeing this, we can't let the Demon Realm lay railroads! If the Empire, which looked down on pure engineering, were to rethink its strategy, it would be a disaster.

Then the United Kingdom's grand strategy based on the Empire's arrogance and carelessness would collapse.

"It was inevitable at your level. But I've already talked to the United Kingdom, so re-promote it."

She hasn't talked to them, but Ellie wouldn't cut it off in the middle, would she?

The manager was impressed.

He was amazed at how the Imperial Governor General had managed to steal technology from the United Kingdom, which was clearly an enemy country.

Of course, Governor General Pastel has good connections.

She seems to have made good friends!

Hehe.

Feeling proud, Pastel hummed and went down the stairs again. She rubbed her cheek against Devil's arm.

Rub, rub.

Suddenly, the list of personnel in her head spoke.

Personnel List: Am I going back now?

It was a lonely voice.

Huh?

Comforting a friend is what a popular person should do.

Don't be lonely!

You'll be with me for a while!

Employee restructuring after a corporate takeover is a predetermined necessity anyway.

My company has its own organizational culture, and this company has its own organizational culture, so it can't stay the same.

If it stays the same, the management principles and organizational culture will clash, leading to inefficiency and all sorts of insubordination.

Ughhh.

I can already see the scene where the existing employees, who have been ordered to adopt documentarianism and create everything in writing according to modern guidelines, ignore the paperwork, saying it's a waste of time.

That can't happen!

In this case, the easy and quick way is to overturn the employee community, shatter the organizational culture, and transplant a new one.

Governor General Pastel is not a fickle ruler who suddenly thinks about firing people because she doesn't like something she saw during the inspection!

I was going to fire them anyway, but now I have a reason!

Making the visiting chairman sweat and go down 10,000 stairs is a reason for dismissal recognized by human society!

Personnel List: I see! Wow.

Wow.

196 - You Need to Distinguish Between Public and Private
Thump, thump, the vertical mine exploration.

But they had to descend ten thousand steps.

The officials, who had no choice but to follow the Governor General's procession, were sweating profusely and gasping for breath.

After countless steps down and occasionally climbing up, it was evident that the officials' legs were trembling. Some of them collapsed with pale faces.

"They say you don't usually come down all at once. Unless it's an emergency, you take breaks at resting spots while descending. We skipped that part, though."

Melissa, wearing a wizard's robe and training her stamina daily, explained with a relatively composed expression.

"Oh really? Wow."

Pastel, who was strong just from eating Magic Stones, was impressed.

For some reason, it felt like the people wanted to say something but couldn't, groaning instead!

The Governor General was just a girl who hadn't even reached adulthood, so it was natural to think she would only go down a bit, get tired, and then explore the upper levels of the mine before turning back. She probably didn't expect to go all the way down to the depths.

Governor General: Huff, huff. It's so hard at the entrance! How can such a harsh work environment exist? The employees here must be incredibly elite!

Official: Haha. I wholeheartedly agree. We do this much grueling work, after all. It's not something just anyone can do! Let's head back! We've prepared a banquet for you!

Governor General: Wow. You elite people working in a place like this are amazing! This is not a place a novice like Pastel, who just took over the Magic Stone mine, should touch! No layoffs, just performance bonuses!

But in reality, the Governor General had come down without a clue.

Huff.

Pastel, feeling exhausted but unable to say she wanted to turn back, forced herself to follow and glanced back at the trembling officials who had collapsed.

I feel like I've done something wrong.

It felt like the chairman who came out for a factory inspection suddenly started climbing a mountain trail right in front of her!

When an employee following her collapsed, it felt like witnessing the future of this factory, and she felt bad, like a chairman who would fire someone for that…!

Ahhh!

I'm not that kind of person!

I'm not a bad chairman who cuts employees based on my mood every day without distinguishing between work and construction!

Pastel, who initially visited with the thought of just cutting employees, felt a million times wronged.

If this continues, I’ll be misunderstood as a bad chairman who couldn’t even climb a mountain when I go back and cut people!

If this continues, if this continues!

No matter what legitimate reason I add, I’ll just be seen as a petty chairman who cut people for not climbing a mountain!

Ahhh!

I feel wronged!

But on the other hand, Pastel felt a tingling sensation in her skin, and her heart was pleasantly racing, improving her complexion.

Oh?

Pastel, the chairman, was a super ultra power holder who could cut subordinates based on her mood without anyone saying anything!

This shouldn't be happening, but it feels somewhat enjoyable!

Is this the taste of power?

I feel like being a chairman is my calling!

Wow.

Tsk, tsk.

The Demon clicked his tongue. His red eyes looked disdainfully at the exhausted officials.

"This is how the stamina of the workers here is? They are unqualified. They don't deserve to stay here."

Huff, what a real chairman vibe.

The difference from kind Pastel is that he is serious.

"It's a pity about their diligence. With so many stairs, they should have trained by going up and down frequently."

Melissa nodded as if it were obvious.

Huh?

If even Melissa reacts like that…?

No, no, office workers obviously can't climb mountains!

It has nothing to do with work!

It’s absurd to bring in another area of work and evaluate them on that!

Pastel felt perplexed.

She sensed fearful gazes.

When she looked back, the employees who hadn’t collapsed had disappointed expressions, while those who had sat down looked utterly hopeless.

The atmosphere suggested that this was a valid reason for dismissal.

Huh?

Huh?!

This is not a reason for dismissal at all!

Cutting good employees for such ridiculous reasons is completely wrong!

It's too much to dismiss office workers who are exhausted from paperwork every day for lacking muscles!

It's really, really too much!

It felt like the gazes were waiting for some reaction. There were fearful looks that suggested a few of them expected Pastel to say the word "dismissal."

Pastel's face turned to one of despair. The feeling of being wronged grew stronger.

A squeak escaped her lips.

"I'm not that kind of person! I was just thinking of restructuring anyway! I'm not the kind of person who makes dismissal decisions lightly after just one inspection…!"

Silence fell.

Dazed gazes were directed at her.

Ahhh!

My explanation isn’t working!

I feel wronged…!



Kind Chairman Pastel decided to pause the inspection for a moment to let the exhausted employees rest.

"A kind chairman who thinks of her subordinates!"

I acknowledge it!

"Hmm. Is that so?"

The Demon looked at her with a subtle expression.

Oh?

"What’s with that look, Demon?!"

I feel like firing people based on my mood!

Since I’ve been misunderstood, I want to evolve into a bad chairman!

"It’s nothing. I asked, and it turns out there’s a simple cooking facility. As you wished, I’ll use fresh Magic Stones as ingredients. I don’t know what the concept of fresh Magic Stones is, though."

His pink eyes narrowed.

"Are you dodging the question?! I’m smart, so I don’t miss things like that!"

The Demon didn’t bother to respond and quickly left the break room. He seemed to be fleeing from the difficulties of adolescence.

"Ugh! Ugh!"

Frustrated, Pastel waved her arms around.

"I feel like the Demon’s personality has gotten worse lately!"

He didn’t used to be like this!

He used to respond well to my words and react, and then, and then, tick-tock, ping-pong.

"The Demon has completely changed! Totally, totally changed! Totally a Demon!"

Suddenly, I want to confess and scold him.

The Demon is a half-adopted criminal who can’t forget his crush and has raised that girl according to his tastes, slowly wooing her!

The thought of turning him into a criminal surged within me.

Isn’t it the Demon who would get his honor tarnished anyway? No, the Demon has done demonic things from the start, so it wouldn’t make much difference to his already tarnished honor, would it?

—What was it like before?

The Fairy suddenly appeared behind her.

"Whoa!"

Pastel trembled. She hurriedly looked around the break room to see if anyone could see the Fairy.

Stylish furniture was visible.

Though it was a harsh mine's depths, it seemed to be a clean space set aside for high-ranking officials. There were no windows, and the walls and floor were made of natural stone patterns, not much different from the surface. The air magic circle on the display case glowed and hummed.

There was no one else.

Pastel remembered that Melissa had left to comfort the employees and felt relieved.

But why did Melissa go to comfort them when she herself created the atmosphere that suggested she should be dismissed?

Suddenly feeling wronged.

As she pouted, the Fairy stared at her blankly.

"Ah. What did you say?"

—What the Demon was like before!

One side of Pastel's cheek puffed up. After a moment, she let out a sigh.

"I don’t know! Anyway, the Demon is totally bad! You think so too, right, Fairy?"

—Huh?

The Fairy looked flustered.

Then, as if it didn’t matter, she smiled and nodded vigorously.

—Oh, I see! As you said, he’s a totally bad Demon! To torment you, he must be the worst Demon I’ve ever seen!

A refreshing affirmation.

Oh?

Pastel felt uneasy when the Fairy agreed. Hearing it from someone else didn’t feel good.

She pursed her lips and then spoke.

"I don’t think that’s true. The Demon isn’t a bad person."

That’s right, that’s right.

—Huh?

The Fairy looked flustered.

Silence fell without conversation.

Pastel glanced around the break room with a slightly sulky expression.

"By the way, didn’t you feel anything while coming down? Like why the Order tried to take over this place?"

—Feelings?

The Fairy placed her hand on her brow and turned her head to look around slowly. At some point, her eyes widened.

—Ah? Is this feeling?!

Oh?

"Do you feel something?!"

They said the Magic Stones contained the Evil God’s wicked energy, so could there be a wicked being sealed in the Magic Stone mine?

The Fairy’s intelligent eyes sparkled.

Her mouth opened.

—I don’t feel anything!

It was a confident voice.

Huff.

Pastel’s face turned to one of shock as if she had heard that the Evil God was asleep.

Then she returned to a calm expression.

"Is that so? What a pity."

Even when the Knights Order was mobilized to investigate the mine's interior, there hadn’t been any news.

Should I explore it myself?

Boo-boo.

It didn’t seem likely that a novice wandering around would easily find out what even the resident miners didn’t know.

Was securing funding really the goal?

That could be it.

Suddenly, a sound came from her pocket.

Oh?

When she took it out, it was a compass.

The needle spun around before pointing in a direction.

What was this again?

Pastel’s expression went blank.

Now that she thought about it, she had been carrying this in her pocket every day.

For some time, it had become a habit to carry it around like her house keys and wallet, so she didn’t even remember why she had it.

—What’s that? I thought it was a cherished item, but it’s working?

What was it, what was it?

Something floated up in her memory.

"Ah! What is this phenomenon?!"

Pastel exclaimed in shock.

—What is it?!

She held the compass up high.

The compass shone under the light.

"This is…!"

Pastel shouted with the smartest expression she had ever had.

"I forgot what it was!"

Wow.

I think I need to think about this a bit more!

197 - The Compass Will Be a Compass
The compass pointed steadfastly in one direction. Pastel leaned against the table, examining the compass.

"This is, this is."

—This is, this is?

The Fairy sitting next to the compass tilted her head. Then, startled, she shouted out her guess.

—Perhaps it's your mother's keepsake?!

Huh.

"What?! Does that mean I'm the kind of kid who forgets her mom's keepsakes?!"

Shock.

But since it wasn't true, she decided to ignore it.

Pastel's expression turned serious. Her finger tapped the compass. If it was a compass, it was probably a navigation tool or a treasure-hunting item.

"I think this is a very important item! First, I should give this compass the special title of 'Compass Friend'!"

The Fairy tilted her head.

—If it's an important item, wouldn't it already be a friend? If you treat a compass that was already your friend like a stranger, it might feel a little sad.

Huh.

"What if it gets sad?"

Forgetting a friend would disqualify her from being popular.

—I don't know! Even though Fairy is nice, I don't call objects my friends.

"I see."

Pastel groaned.

Then she noticed that the compass had a seam, and the compass was actually shaped like a lid.

She carefully opened the lid that was attached to the compass. A jewelry box with several jewels embedded in it was revealed.

In fact, the compass was a jewelry box~.

Huh.

—Wait, this…!

The Fairy's eyes widened.

"Ah! I remember!"

Pastel slammed the table and jumped up.

"It was a keepsake after all!"

But not from her mom, but from the previous Demon King.

The compass was for finding relics left by the previous Demon King, and the jewels in the jewelry box contained the Demon King's various Divine Powers, blah blah blah!

If you eat the Magic Stones, you get Divine Power that makes your body stronger, so it's very important.

The Demon King had carefully arranged for his successor to find and use his legacy, but the next Demon King was too busy making money and had forgotten it even existed!

I'm sorry!

But I'm making good money, so I guess it doesn't matter!

A rich chairman is better than a poor Demon King, right?

I feel sorry for the Demon King, who was bound by one-person inheritance, but if that's the case, he should have left gold and jewels as his legacy, I want to say timidly.

—Where did you find this?! It's the property of the self-proclaimed Demon King!

The Fairy trembled, her face filled with shock.

Huh.

The reaction was unusual.

"Fairy, do you know what this is?"

—Of course, I know!

The Fairy was half angry, but then she seemed to realize she was getting worked up, so she slapped her cheeks to calm down.

She took a breath and spoke slowly, as if determined not to make a mistake with a single word.

—This is from the self-proclaimed Demon King! It contains the power of the Fairy God! You really are my partner! You've solved one of the Fairy World's most impossible wishes!

"It's true that it's from the previous Demon King, but why is the Fairy God involved?"

—Demon King?!

The Fairy jumped up. She reacted as if she couldn't tolerate such a grand title.

—He's not a Demon King! He's just the self-proclaimed first Demon King, or what should I call him? Anyway, the first Demon King is a heinous traitor to the Fairy World!

"Huh?"

Shock.

The Demon King, who was worshiped by the Demon Realm, turned out to be a traitor to the Fairy World.

—Long, long ago, when it was difficult for the Fairy God to watch over this world as she does now, there was an intelligent being who contracted as a pioneer. Communicating with the Fairy God back then was a rare talent, so she even created and gave him Divine Power suitable for a small being, and cherished him so much! The Fairy God probably remembers even the cerebral cortex of that being!

"Hee."

So the first Demon King was an apostle of the Fairy God.

The Fairy breathed heavily.

—But that bad intelligent being stole the Fairy God's power and betrayed her, as if the sucker who wrote the contract was the problem!

Huh.

The Demon Realm of that era, where the law of the jungle prevailed, was a place where even gods were betrayed.

—He didn't even keep the basic promise to create a coordinate transmitter for this world!

The Fairy stomped her feet on the table.

—Does that ungrateful being know how long it took for the Fairy God to send a Great Fairy separately to act as a coordinate transmitter because he didn't make it! Moreover, he's a major reason why the Fairy God, who was thoroughly displeased, only communicates indirectly with the intelligent beings here!

Amazing fact.

"I feel like I've heard this story somewhere. I heard that the Devil is a former priestly class that stole the power of God. Is the first Demon King something like that?"

—That's right! He's just a thief! It's funny that he calls himself a Demon King! He's a daylight robber!

Wow.

There was such a deep story behind it.

—But.

The Fairy calmed down a bit. She looked down at the jewelry box, and the corner of her mouth slightly lifted.

—Now that it's back, that ungrateful fellow's struggles are meaningless, right?

A laugh escaped her lips.

—Even if he stole it, it's still the Fairy God's power. The destiny to return to its original owner would have remained the same. After enduring through generations and reaching the Great Fairy, it finally couldn't hold on and flowed here! Serves him right!

The Fairy looked back cheerfully.

—You brought it back well, partner! You really are the savior of the Fairy World! We'll continue to be like family!

The Fairy was really happy.

Ugh.

It felt like she had to hand over the Demon King's legacy to the Fairy World.

This is mine…

The original owner from hundreds of years ago, maybe, came to find it, and her heart became complicated.

But if it's stolen goods, it's right to return it.

"So, what should I do? Will Fairy use it from now on?"

—Um…

The Fairy stared at the Authority Gem. For a while, she just stared at it without saying anything, then smacked her lips regretfully.

—I don't think my existence can handle this. Maybe only the Great Fairy, who the Fairy God directly touched, can handle it. Destiny is probably leading it to go that way too.

The Fairy frowned and pondered.

—Shouldn't we rescue the Great Fairy, who is expected to be imprisoned in the Order, and hand it over? Then we might get a huge reward from the Fairy God! Like the Fairy God's affection!

Wow, a huge reward!

That sounded good.

"Like gold and jewels? Or immortality?!"

—It's more amazing than that! You might taste happiness that an intelligent being wouldn't normally experience!

Wow, wow.

Pastel's cheeks turned red.

The Fairy's cheeks were also flushed, as if she was looking forward to the future.

"Okay! Then I'll use it as usual until I hand it over to the Great Fairy! The compass also says there are Authority Gems near here, so I'll recover the stolen goods too!"

Alright, alright!

—Huh? How are you going to use it? It contains the power of the Fairy God, so only the Great Fairy should be able to use it?

Ahem.

Pastel became proud.

"Even though I look like this, I'm the next Demon King. I don't know which parts are hard to handle, but it seems like selected humans can use it!"

The first Demon King seemed to have taken good measures.

—You were the next Demon King?!

The Fairy's mouth dropped open.

—So you're a thief recognized by the Demon King lineage?!

Huh.

It felt complicated and subtle to be called that.

"I guess I'm a money-loving robber noble…?"

She couldn't deny it.

The past Demon Kings seem to have had an eye for talent!

The Fairy was impressed.

—I see! Now I understand why the Love Charm didn't stick to you and why you can eat Magic Stones! The Demon King's power was at work!

Huh.

So that's what it was!

Amazing reasoning ability.

—Your strange phenomenon is a strange phenomenon, but it was different from what I thought! I thought it was because you had a pure native body, but it didn't work because you weren't pure! What difference would it make if you sprinkled some ink on black drawing paper!

"I'm not pure?"

—Yep!

The Fairy affirmed coolly.

Wow, wow.

It felt like she had a better understanding of herself!

Pastel felt like she had succeeded in finding herself.



"Relics?"

Melissa asked, puzzled by the question.

"There weren't any. That's what the Knights Order's investigation showed, and that's what I found when I looked around myself."

"Anything similar? Like a passage for no reason or a suspicious door!"

"There wasn't any? Mines prioritize space utilization, so the design is reflected in every place. Even if there was something, wouldn't the miners have reported it?"

"Boo-hoo, I guess so."

Pastel looked at the compass. The needle trembled wildly as they descended into the depths of the mine.

It seemed to be somewhere on the way down the mine. The previous Demon King was a person from a long time ago, so he would have arranged his legacy before the mine was dug this deep.

"What is that?"

"Compass Friend!"

"I can tell that just by looking at it."

Pastel repeatedly lifted Compass Friend to the ceiling of the break room and then put it down.

It seemed like she would have to go around separately.

Instead, Melissa put a Magic Stone that she had just mined and washed into her mouth.

Unfortunately, the freshly mined, warm Magic Stone from the mine didn't taste much different. It was a bit sweeter, but you wouldn't notice it if you didn't know.

"Disappointing."

She would have to give a disappointing taste review to Devil, who was cooking in the difficult kitchen environment of the mine's depths.

"I don't eat them, so I don't know for sure, but there probably isn't much of a difference. Most of the magic power is released from Magic Stones the moment they're mined anyway. After that, there isn't much of a difference."

"Does that mean you can only taste fresh Magic Stone if you bite into a lump of Magic Stone embedded in rock right away?"

"Does that happen?"

Melissa was flustered.

"Pastel, you can do it if you want, but is there any need to do that in front of others?"

"Yep!"

"I see."

"Yep, yep!"

Pastel finished putting the Magic Stone in her mouth. She dusted off her hands, then her expression darkened as she remembered something.

"But, but."

"Yes."

"Doesn't consuming magic power make animal friends ferocious?"

She had heard that the Sky Whale was originally big, but it got even bigger thanks to the magic power in the atmosphere.

"Usually, right?"

"Then, if there are relics here and there's a monster in them, will it be super, super strong?"

Melissa thought for a moment.

"Probably, right?"

Huh.

That wouldn't be good.

Aah.

Save Pastel, who foolishly promised to return the stolen goods.

198 - I Am a Brave Pastel
Pastel shivered while eating her fresh Magic Stone yogurt.

Shiver, shiver.

She scraped the bowl clean, sucked on the spoon, and her eyes sparkled with delight. Then she shivered again.

Shiver, shiver.

The Demon watching her gave her a strange look.

"Why is she doing that? Is the taste of fresh Magic Stone that moving?"

"Noo."

Pastel immediately denied it, biting the spoon and glaring at the Demon.

"It's not like you're stupid, Demon. How can a mineral have freshness? You're totally dumb."

The Demon, who had somehow managed to make dessert despite the poor cooking facilities, was dumbfounded.

"Pastel seems to be scared of the monsters that have become ferocious from the magical energy," Melissa hinted subtly. Yet, her businesslike tone conveyed her determination not to be too friendly with her friend's crush.

Wow, what a sense of distance.

Her consideration is palpable.

Or is it just how she treats a criminal who seduced a young friend instead of raising her?

Gasp.

Pastel suddenly wondered how the Demon would react if Melissa gave him a look of contempt.

Melissa would probably refrain from expressing it even if she really felt contempt.

"Melissaaa."

Pastel asked in a sweet voice.

"Could you give the Demon a 100% genuine look of contempt?"

"Excuse me?"

Melissa was flustered, and the Demon was dumbfounded.

"What kind of absurd request is that?"

"I think the Demon deserves it. Don't refuse, just accept it!"

"Don't make it sound like it's a good thing."

The Demon pressed his temple.

"Boo, boo. We don't need the Demon's opinion anyway."

She sent Melissa sparkling eyes.

"It's a once-in-a-lifetime wish as a friend. I want the Demon to be despised for a valid reason."

"You're just saying whatever comes to mind."

Melissa looked troubled, touching her cheek.

"I don't think a once-in-a-lifetime wish is supposed to be used for something like this. Despising someone is not a good thing."

Ugh.

"You won't do it?"

Disappointing.

She sent a mournful look. Her pink eyes wavered. Melissa flinched, blushed slightly, and pondered for a moment.

"However, creating a trend of mentioning things that shouldn't be done and preventing recurrence might also be a person's duty. If we don't talk about what's taboo and assume everyone knows, the line will blur as more cases accumulate."

Wow, such serious consideration.

I can feel the smartness of a top student.

"I agree! I strongly agree! Agree!"

Actually, Pastel, who is also smart, mentioned it because of such concerns!

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"So, so, you'll despise the Demon?"

"There is a valid reason, but..."

Melissa trailed off.

"What?"

The Demon, who was clearing away the yogurt cup, looked bewildered.

"What reason are you talking about?"

It was the appearance of a criminal who had reached a state of unawareness beyond a lack of morality.

Ugh.

I didn't know the Demon was this bad.

Despise.

Pastel tried hard to give a look of contempt. But she had never done it before, so it didn't work well, so she just said it.

"Despise."

The Demon was dumbfounded.

"Young Kraft, you've been excessively grumpy lately. Could it be that you still have the underwear incident on your mind?"

Huh?

Suddenly bringing up the past?

Pastel's eyes narrowed.

"Do I look like such a petty person like the Demon? You were totally wrong about that, but my generous heart forgave you a long time ago."

I acknowledge that.

"Doesn't seem like it to me."

The Demon seemed to have a lot to say. Thinking that there was no point in dealing with Pastel, he turned to Melissa, the most sensible person.

Melissa looked troubled.

"Even so, I don't think it's polite to mention it. It might have been trivial to the Archdemon, but it's an embarrassment that Pastel will remember for a long time."

What?!

This implicit atmosphere of sympathy.

I suddenly became a petty, sulky kid...!

Hwaaa!

Pastel, her face flushed red, stood up in a burst of righteousness.

"Melissa! It's not good not to take your friend's side!"

Dishonor! Dishonor!

Protest! Protest!

Melissa gave a model student smile, as if she had expected the backlash.

"I think it's also not good to overlook right and wrong without mentioning what's taboo. Wouldn't it be better to mention it and prevent recurrence sometimes?"

Hwaaa!

You can't apply the logic I just affirmed here...!

Please overlook such a clever method!

Pastel twisted her body, writhing.

"If you act like this, I'm going to sulk! I'm going to sulk completely!"

She shouted.

"I won't even touch the snacks the Demon makes for me in the future!"

Shocking declaration.

Melissa watched for a moment, then followed the Demon to clear the dishes.

"I'll help you."

"Thank you."

It was an atmosphere of not even caring.

Hwaaa!

"I'm really sulking! I wasn't sulking originally, but I'm going to sulk from today!"

Pastel ran out of the break room with a tearful face.

"Waaaaah!"



A damp and dim space in the corner of the mine.

The Fairy gave a thumbs up.

—I think you did well!

Gasp, as expected, she's a kind Fairy!

"Right?! Right?! I think they're both too much!"

—Yeah, yeah! Totally!

The Fairy clapped her hands as if she had come up with something.

—Why don't you put Love Charms on the people around you who don't listen to you? It'll make you feel better!

Huh?

My ears perked up.

According to Melissa's fairy tale book, putting a Love Charm on someone you like eventually leads to the path of destruction, collapsing into true love.

But spreading love to the people around you is a situation not even mentioned in the fairy tale book.

Tempting, tempting.

Pastel asked about the part that bothered her.

"I have a lot of friends, but I only have two charms."

The Fairy patted her own chest.

—It's okay! Just trust this kind Fairy! I can make as many as you want!

The Fairy then added lightly.

—The more you have, the more you'll inevitably have to receive in return, but we're like family, so you don't have to worry!

Pastel groaned.

It's a tempting offer.

After pondering, she asked a very important question.

"Is installment payment on credit possible?"

A bewildered gaze came.

—What is installment payment on credit?

The Fairy really didn't know, and her expression became blank. Is a formalized credit transaction too modern?

"It's a trivial transaction method that a kind Fairy doesn't need to know. It's not paying the price immediately, but paying when you think you can. If you have to pay back every time, you can't trade when you don't have enough. Then you just have to endure, but if you use this method, you can ask the Fairy whenever you want!"

—Sounds good. You're not getting the price as much as you have, but also getting the price for what you'll have in the future? You can ask as much as you desire?

"As expected, the Fairy is smart! It's that kind of feeling!"

The Fairy raised her chin.

—The Fairy is smart! It's a good method for each other! I completely understand!

Pastel explained carefully for the Fairy's sake.

"To say the conditions exactly as they are, Pastel can postpone payment until she declares that the price is ready if she judges that it's difficult to pay the price immediately."

The Fairy rolled her eyes.

—Paying immediately is too strict. It's very reasonable to pay when you've made the price! Then I'll get more requests, and the amount I can receive will increase! This loan thing seems like a smart idea!

"Right? If you write this phrase in the contract exactly as it is and make it legally effective, you can make a contract! Since the Fairy smartly called it a loan, if we make a contract now, I'll be generous and add the condition that interest will be added to the price! It's a condition that's advantageous to the Fairy!"

—Oh, really?!

The Fairy raised her arms with a bright face.

—Then I'll do it!

"Huh, really?!"

Woooow!

"Good! Good!"

Pastel grabbed the Fairy's small hand and danced around.

"Let's make a contract quickly!"

—Okay! Wait a minute.

The Fairy let go of her hand and took a breath. She repeated breathing several times, as if she needed to calm her excitement for contract magic.

The Fairy then paused.

—Huh? Wait a minute. Doesn't the contract phrase have a big loophole?

"Huh? What?"

Pastel was completely puzzled.

The Fairy's eyes rolled.

—Doesn't being able to postpone payment mean you can postpone it indefinitely without paying?

Huh.

—Besides, doesn't paying when the price is ready mean you don't have to pay if you just keep borrowing as much as it's difficult to pay?

Huuh.

Pastel hadn't thought of that!

"Such a loophole?! The Fairy is totally smart!"

—Hehe, the Fairy is smart!

The Fairy shrugged her shoulders.

Then she paused as if she had thought of something.

Shock spread across her face, and her small mouth opened.

—Was I almost scammed just now?!

Huuh.

"That can't be!"

Pastel also had a shocked expression.

"The Fairy was almost scammed?!"

Amazing fact.

Shock.

—You, by any chance?

The Fairy gave a suspicious look.

Pastel had a blank expression. It was the same as the Fairy's blank expression earlier.

The Fairy tilted her head.

—Is that not it? Well! It's difficult to make the phrases carefully since it's our first contract!

"That's right! Pastel also acknowledges it!"

—Then I'll make the phrases carefully! Wait for me!

The Fairy became enthusiastic.

But in reality, Pastel felt a sudden drop in enthusiasm for no particular reason.

Oh dear.

Come to think of it, is it right for a rigid relationship like a contract to be mixed between the Fairy and me?

There's a saying that you shouldn't have financial transactions with family. If financial transactions are involved, there's a high possibility of fighting, no matter how good the relationship is.

Gasp, fighting with the Fairy!

An unimaginable, terrible result!

Pastel absolutely didn't want that to happen.

"Fairy! A rigid contract doesn't suit us! It's right to stay like family as we are! More than that, let's find the Demon King's legacy!"

Returning the Demon King's loot to the Great Fairy!

As PinkPink, I'll punish the bad thievery!

Tsk tsk!

Pastel was burning with enthusiasm.

—Huh? Huh?
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199 - Money Transactions Among Family Are Bad
The magic stone mine was excavated around a vertical pit where natural light poured in, with countless roots spreading out like a tree with a thick trunk that considers the sky its leaves.

It seemed not much different from how a tree absorbs moisture and releases vapor through its leaves, as countless roots sucked in magic stones and expelled magic into the sky.

Here, human actions might merely be the movement of water molecules existing in a large tree, or perhaps the swimming of microorganisms, even if no one was aware of it.

Among them, the pink water molecule with the greatest power stared intently at the mine map in hand.

"My compass friend is perfectly piercing through the intact paths and just pointing the direction."

While the state-of-the-art navigation system guides you to turn left here and right at the upcoming block along the roads made by humans, the compass friend didn’t care about such things and indicated that going straight through the wall was the shortest distance!

Wow.

It really is the shortest distance!

But Pastel wasn’t a ghost who could walk through walls~.

The Fairy, who had been hiding among the hair at the nape of her neck, peeked out her face.

"Isn't there a secret passage or something?"

"Secret passages are romantic, but this is a business site, so having one would be grounds for dismissal."

"Is that so?"

"Yup."

Pastel headed towards the vertical pit, the center of the tunnels. The miners working there looked up, and a member of the Knights Order, who was often around, sent a glance asking where the Governor General was going, but Pastel brushed it off with a comment about wanting to take a look alone.

Upon reaching the vertical pit, a source of light shone down from the round sky that looked like a well.

"Ouch, it's blinding."

It had seemed dark when viewed from above, but looking up from underground, it was too bright. It felt like she had developed a sunlight allergy.

Squinting, she turned her gaze and looked for a staff member. One employee, sensing her presence, hurried over.

"Are you planning to inspect again?"

"I'll do that later. For now, I just want to look around by myself. By the way, there’s a section on this map that’s roughly marked with pencil; what exactly is it?"

"Those are partially closed tunnels. They aren’t blocked off, but since the air isn’t regularly replenished, it’s best not to approach them. Even if you don’t feel it immediately, you could inhale toxic gas and die at any moment, so it’s very dangerous."

Ew.

What a dangerous place, like a radioactive zone.

Compass friend, there are too many dangerous things in the direction you’re pointing. Oxygen deprivation isn’t just a combat issue, you know.

Oh?

Pastel suddenly realized.

Thinking about it, she didn’t actually need to breathe. Since her body ran on magic stone energy, she didn’t really need oxygen.

Huh.

"If it’s partially closed, there shouldn’t be any people there, right?"

"That’s correct."

Wow.

Wouldn’t it be completely safe then, considering the Order might have hidden assassins out of revenge for losing the mine?

What could they do in a place without oxygen? The most they could do was for the Governor General to enter the closed tunnel and release poison gas at the entrance while they were inside.

A totally realistic plan!

But I wouldn’t be affected by the gas anyway.

Hehe.

"Alright! Let the exploration begin~!"

Pastel dashed off.

Compass friend turned out to be quite the genius!

She climbed the stairs and headed towards the corner tunnel that the compass was piercing through. A sign at the entrance warned not to go too deep as it was dangerous. There was no sign of life, just a magical light hanging alone.

The Fairy peeked out from among Pastel’s hair.

"It seems there really isn’t any air to breathe. What should we do? I guess I’ll have to ask someone to help since we can’t go at all? Ugh, but then a sharp-eyed thief might appear."

The Fairy looked quite worried.

"Huh? I’m just going in."

Pastel lit her magical lantern and simply walked in. It was dark, but a fairly wide path unfolded before her. As she skipped in, a sharp smell filled the air in an instant.

"Wow! The air here is really bad—"

"Wait! Why are you coming in here!"

The Fairy was startled. She grabbed Pastel’s hair and pulled her back while floating.

"Are you crazy?! Get out! Get out!"

"Whoa! Fairy, what’s wrong?!"

Suddenly, she turned violent!

Could this be a sign of the Fairy’s corruption?

Pastel was pulled back to the entrance. She held a few strands of pink hair and pouted.

"Waaah."

I’ve never had my hair pulled by my parents.

The Fairy is such a bad Fairy.

"Phew!"

The Fairy wiped her cold sweat.

"Retrieving the stolen Divine Power is indeed important, but I didn’t mean to say you should risk your life to do it quickly."

Oh?

Pastel clasped her hands together with a touched expression.

"Are you worried about me, Fairy?"

"Of course!"

The Fairy had a slightly angry face.

"We are supposed to receive rewards from the Fairy God together, so how can you act so recklessly! Even if I could find another partner if you died, you would just die! A human life is one!"

Ew.

"Even if you achieved a great feat by bringing back the stolen Divine Power, if you die before being certified by the Great Fairy, that’s the end! At least pray to the God for a chance to be resurrected before you die! You really surprised me!"

Geez...

While I appreciate the concern, being scolded even when I have a valid reason made me pout.

"But I can live without breathing anyway."

"Huh?"

"How should I put it, breathing is more of a hobby filled with humanity. My body runs on magic stone energy, so I don’t need the basics."

The Fairy looked as if she didn’t understand what that meant. Come to think of it, hadn’t she never done anything that felt tangible in front of the Fairy?

"So..."

Pastel crossed her arms and pondered.

"You’re with me almost 24 hours a day, right? Except when I’m sleeping?"

"Pretty much."

Oh, then it would be easy to explain.

"You know I haven’t gone to the bathroom even once, right?"

The Fairy seemed momentarily dazed. She stared into the distance as if retracing her memories, and her mouth dropped open.

"Huh?! Why aren’t you going?!"

"Because I’m a magic stone eater!"

There’s no time wasted, wow.

Leaving my underwear with the Demon and feeling no shame at all while only considering information security wasn’t a mistake after all. If I hadn’t started to like the Demon, I wouldn’t have cared about my underwear at all.

"But you eat food!"

"Technically, I mix it with magic stones! Otherwise, I’d need energy to purify the impurities, and I’d end up vomiting from being forced to squeeze it out!"

The Fairy looked confused.

"Why is that?"

"I don’t know."

It’s strange that my body rejects even a part of this world. Or is it that this world is rejecting me?

Huh, I think it’s too much from the perspective of an outsider.

But outsiders have historically been the cause of epidemics, so it’s not surprising.

Imagine if an otherworlder suddenly fell into a world governed by a true God and started shooting guns while thinking a republican revolution was great! How much of a nuisance would that be?

Friend, a republic can only function properly with prior education and communication development.

"Then did I stop you for no reason?"

Oh.

"That’s not true! You’ve realized how close we are, haven’t you?"

Pastel grabbed the Fairy’s hand tightly. She sent sparkling, touched glances.

"We’ve said we’re like family, but we haven’t really practiced it, have we? Through today, you’ve realized that you’re as close to me as family!"

It was a relationship intimate enough to pull her back when her life was in danger.

Wow.

"Is that so?"

Pastel wiped her eyes with emotion.

"Objectively, our relationship has been maintained by one-sided sacrifice from one side."

The Fairy, who had been confused, brightened up.

"You knew! That’s right! That’s what I wanted to say all along!"

She looked completely excited.

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"You know, Fairy! That’s right! I’ve been providing you with expensive magic stones every day like food, letting you stay in expensive hotels, hiding your whereabouts from dangerous organizations like the Order, and moreover, I’m taking risks without complaint to save the Fairy world! Just now, if my body hadn’t been special, it would have been extremely dangerous!"

All of this came at a huge cost!

"Huh?"

The Fairy was taken aback. She seemed to want to refute something but was struggling to figure out where to start.

Pastel lowered her head and wiggled her fingers.

"But even though I’m making these sacrifices, I don’t really feel much resentment. But from your perspective, the one benefiting, it might make you feel uncomfortable. Because you’re a good Fairy."

Her fingers wiggled.

"So, even though I said we’re like family, I was worried that you might dislike me more and more in your heart because of this uncomfortable relationship. But!"

Pastel looked at her with a bright face.

"Those worries are completely resolved as of today! We are indeed like family!"

Hooray!

The Fairy looked dumbfounded.

"Is that so? But I feel like there’s something I want to say rising up in my heart..."

"It’s okay, Fairy! I know very well what you want to say! But for our relationship, me incurring this level of opportunity cost is actually a joy! You don’t need to feel burdened!"

Pastel took out some papers from her pocket. The detailed list of Fairy expenses unfolded.

Her finger pointed to the total expenditure item.

"Even though I printed 10,000 gold coins!"

The Fairy’s mouth dropped open.

"Why is that so much?!"

Pastel felt a little sad thinking about the flying gold coins, but it was okay.

I can sacrifice this much for our Fairy!

Yes, yes!

200 - We Have a Good Relationship
Pastel climbed up the ladder in the narrow tunnel. Her compass friend pointed only in the direction filled with natural poison gas and no oxygen, but that wasn’t much of a problem.

"What do you think about the Demon King's legacy being hidden in the mine the Order was secretly trying to take over?"

—Hmm.

The Fairy, who floated beside her holding a magical lantern, pondered.

—It doesn’t seem likely that the Fairy God would willingly give power to a Great Fairy who was imprisoned somewhere and harbored resentment; they might want to use it for themselves, right?

"Where and how?"

—That’s something we need to check. The Fairy God granted the Demon the ability to utilize Magic Stones, not some divine power. Producing energy on one’s own is very difficult, but using the already mineralized thermal energy of the Fairy God as if it were their own is relatively easier. So it depends on how they utilize it.

Pastel paused. Her pink eyes looked back at the Fairy with confusion.

"Weren’t Magic Stones said to contain the power of the Evil God? But now you’re saying they’re the Fairy God’s power?"

Oh my.

The Fairy stopped with her mouth agape.

Then she smiled brightly.

—I misspoke! The Fairy God granted the ability to utilize even the wicked Magic Stones! The Magic Stones are remnants left behind by the Evil God as they oppressed this world, and the Fairy God’s grand design allows them to be used in reverse!

The Fairy winked with her eyes.

—The Fairy God can’t possibly be the Evil God!

"That’s true!"

Agreed, agreed.

They moved up and down the ladder. Passing through the mining area, they reached the remnants of research that had been drilling to check what lay underground.

Holding the compass, Pastel gauged the distance roughly by the tilt of the needle, and before long, they were nearby.

"Ugh."

Pastel was engulfed in confusion as she looked straight ahead, where the ruins were likely located.

A pile of stones had tumbled down, filling the passage. There were cracks in the rocks here and there, showing signs of impact.

"Um... I know what this is! What is it, I wonder?"

Pastel spread out the map to check the area.

"This is a place that collapsed due to improper use of explosives!"

The Demon King’s arrangement, buried under Magic Stone dynamite and such.

Gasp.

Lost technology was being devoured by the latest scientific advancements.

Pastel anxiously alternated her gaze between the area map marked with red stripes and the rock cracks.

"If the Demon finds out about this, it won’t just end with a scolding."

Pastel, known for her bravery with her pink hair, seemed a bit more scared than usual.

There’s a reason for the no-entry signs.

If it collapses, she would become a flat Pastel. Next to her would be a flat Fairy.

Flat, flat, double the flat!

Gasp.

Her legs trembled.

—But I think we can get through this quickly!

The flat Fairy felt along the rock wall.

"Did you find anything?!"

A secret passage, perhaps?

—Just wait a moment.

The Fairy’s hands kept feeling around.

Feel, feel, feel, feel.

Time passed without any results. Pastel’s trust in the Fairy dwindled to the size of an ant.

"Fairy?"

It didn’t seem like they were getting through quickly at all.

The small Fairy’s hand felt around a certain spot. Suddenly, the Fairy’s face lit up.

—Aha!

"What is it?!"

Did she find the button for the secret passage?

Or perhaps deciphered a hidden magical hint?

The Fairy spoke with confidence.

—I have no idea! Just wishing is faster!

Wow.

The Fairy is so smart!

"Alright! I’ll wish for it!"

—Hehehe.

The Fairy sent a triumphant look.

—I couldn’t express it properly last time because I fell into corruption, but I’ve defeated the Corrupted Fairy and become stronger! I can grant wishes even better now!

Wow, wow.

Pastel raised her hand high.

"Then I wish for fire—"

—That’s not allowed.

Ugh, she didn’t even let her finish.

Pastel gave up and clasped her hands together. With a solemn heart, she slowly recited her wish.

"Please let the righteous pink-haired one possess the powers stolen by the first Demon King."

The Fairy also put down her magical lantern and clasped her hands together.

—God, please grant this girl’s wish.

The Dark Aura surrounding the Fairy flickered.

Despite the solemn atmosphere, Pastel thought it was a bit careless for the Fairy to subcontract the wish and even the wording of the wish.

But perhaps the kind God didn’t think the subcontracting lacked sincerity, as the effect was immediate.

The entire passage trembled slightly. It was very subtle, but in a situation where they were on high alert in a dangerous area, it was strange not to notice.

"Ah?!"

Pastel froze in place.

—Huh? Huh?

The Fairy also hurriedly scanned the surroundings. The subtle tremor grew stronger.

—It’ll be fine! The God won’t abandon us! With my powerful wish-granting ability, we must have received a fate that won’t collapse!

Dust fell from the cracks in the rocks. It landed on the Fairy’s head.

—Yikes!

The Fairy trembled all over like a startled cat. Her body flew around in a panic.

—I can’t die like this! I haven’t even achieved the extinction of humanity yet!

"Ah! That’s right! Save Pastel!"

Pastel turned around and ran frantically. She dashed through the trembling dark passage without delay. The rocky scenery changed in an instant.

"Ah! Ah!"

Dust fell from the ceiling. Gray particles covered her pink hair.

Pastel shielded her head with her arms.

"Ah! God, please return my wish...!"

The Fairy hurriedly caught up. She clung to Pastel’s shoulder and slapped her with her remaining hand.

—Faster! Faster! If we stay like this, we’ll all die!

Pastel’s head spun.

"Fairy, instead of that, wish! Wish! Teleport! Instant move! Super ultra move!"

—Oh! That’s right! We just need to wish!

The Fairy hurriedly clasped her hands together.

—God, safety—

The Fairy, who had released her clinging hand, fell off Pastel’s shoulder.

—Yikes!

The Fairy’s body hit the ground with a thud.

—Cough!

The Fairy trembled and then slumped down.

Gasp.

Pastel stopped running in shock. A long scream escaped her.

"Fairy!"

Please don’t die before you get crushed!

She collapsed and sobbed. Her trembling hands lifted the Fairy’s lifeless body. The limbs dangled weakly.

"Fairy!"

Ahhh!

The evil stone that killed the kind Fairy caught her eye.

"You bad stone friend!"

Pastel cried out.

Then she noticed the magical pattern of a magic circle gradually appearing on the stone.

Oh?

Could this be the button for the secret passage?

Her pink eyes widened.

Suddenly, the trembling passage became quiet. It was as if it had changed to indicate it would reveal something.

Oh?

It turned out the God had properly received the wish.

Though there was a sacrifice of the Fairy in the process, wasn’t it an unavoidable sacrifice?

Her pink eyes rolled for a moment.

It seems like it was an unavoidable sacrifice.

"Long live the God!"

Long live!

She tapped the secret passage button. Light shone from the magic circle. The ground opened up as if a trapdoor had fallen.

"Oh?"

A feeling of weightlessness filled her body. Pastel fell.

"Ah!"

Save Pastel!

She fell into a hole that wasn’t vertical but diagonal, rolling down. At some point, the diagonal turned horizontal, then the angle increased. Pastel rolled upward against gravity.

"Rolling upward is strange!"

Where am I being kidnapped to...!

Save Pastel!



Pastel fell from a ceiling hole in an unknown space.

"Ugh!"

She trembled, wrapping her heavy body.

Where am I, and who am I?

Judging by her messy hair, she didn’t seem to be a popular person.

The Fairy also tumbled down from the same ceiling hole. The Fairy’s body hit the ground.

—Cough!

The Fairy trembled.

"Huff, Fairy! Are you okay?!"

From her scream, it seemed she wasn’t dead!

—Not okay! Why did you make a Fairy with an inferior human form with only two arms?!

The Fairy’s face turned into a pout. It seemed she was unhappy about having only two arms.

Huff, that’s true. With four arms, she could eat four ice creams at once!

"I can relate!"

Yes, yes!

The Fairy struggled to get up and looked around.

—Where is this?

It was a space with cracks in the rock walls and dust from stone powder. But it was also an artificial place with a door in a rectangular space.

It was clearly a place filled with the Demon King’s arrangements.

Pastel jumped up.

"I think we’ve found it!"

Detective Pastel and the clever Fairy had perfectly deduced the lair of the evil Demon King.

—Really?!

The Fairy’s face brightened.

—We might really receive a reward from the Fairy God! Having gone through such tremendous adversity, if we suggest it to the Great Fairy, we could receive an amazing reward!

"That’s right! It was something we could only do because we’re so smart!"

Surely, they could wish for something as light as immortality or being the richest in the world, right?

"But it’s not over yet."

Pastel took a deep breath.

The musty smell of dust filled the air. There was no fresh air, only toxic gas.

Puff puff puff.

In an environment with no oxygen, it was obvious there wouldn’t be any monsters!

Pastel’s expression turned brave.

"There must be an incredibly powerful monster ahead. But I will challenge it without expecting any reward, solely for the salvation of the Fairy world!"

The sword gleamed.

"Brave Pastel, charge!"

Charge! Charge!

201 - I Am Originally Brave
Duchess Nastasha had many matters to attend to in the Demon Realm.

If it weren't for that, there would have been no reason for her to visit the distant Demon Realm as the leader of the Republican Faction.

She aimed to strengthen ties with the United Kingdom and observe legislative activities to witness advanced republican politics with her own eyes.

She could visit academic conferences to proudly present the Empire's latest theories, only to receive the dismissive evaluation that they had already been tried in Parliament and were lacking.

The Royalist Faction would calmly criticize her for supposedly learning subversive ideas from that wicked duke.

For someone dreaming of regime change, seeing the situation with her own eyes was truly important.

If she were to ask the astute citizens of the Empire, who diligently read the newspapers, they might conclude that Duchess Nastasha had a great thirst for knowledge and power.

If she probed further, they might even suggest that she wanted to play above the Emperor by introducing a constitutional monarchy. Those interested in tax evasion might speculate that it was due to that.

And of course, such performative actions were not particularly significant for Duchess Nastasha. While it was free to ponder over the actions reported in the newspapers, the essence was not always contained within them.

Just as the clever Governor General Pastel had his suspicions, her visit was not made with naive intentions.

Someone sharp might even mention Duke Bellamonte out of the blue.

In the northern part of the Empire, where Alsier Bellamonte, Pastel's self-proclaimed close friend, was currently engaged in a brutal family feud, the local nobility were entangled in a quasi-civil war. The former kingdom was embroiled in a succession struggle, making it difficult for the royal family and central politics to intervene hastily.

Regardless of who became Duke Bellamonte, the Bellamonte Duchy would inevitably suffer from a shortage of funds due to its enormous military expenses.

Duchess Nastasha smiled as she observed the situation. She immediately prepared for her journey to the Demon Realm to conspire with the United Kingdom, which was a key client of the Bellamonte Duchy.

When Alsier Bellamonte returned to the duchy after hearing the news of her eldest son's death, Pastel headed towards the Demon Realm. The heavy-hearted leader of the Republican Faction was able to visit shortly after because she had almost immediately prepared for her journey upon hearing the news.

If she coordinated well with the United Kingdom, the Bellamonte Duchy, which relied on mineral exports for its income, would have to be dragged along, crying and lamenting. If she could skillfully handle the inexperienced next Duke Bellamonte, it might be possible to sway him to the Republican side.

The majority of the Royalist Faction noticed such sinister intentions and clicked their tongues. Duchess Nastasha's greed was excessive, bordering on a lack of dignity as a noble.

Those citizens of the Empire who delved into her true intentions might either marvel at the political monster whose inner workings were unknown or click their tongues in disapproval. This level of insight could be considered the perspective of the top 1%.

And of course.

Such performative actions were not a major concern for Duchess Nastasha.

It was free to judge based on the visible big picture, but it was unwise to believe that it was all there was. Taking pride in being able to see the big picture and immersing oneself in it could be enjoyable, but that was a basic skill anyone could possess.

It was possible to hone just the basics and engage in a struggle of power. However, that was a privilege only those born into a high status could enjoy from the beginning.

Duchess Nastasha was among those few who had been born into privilege, but her rival was the Emperor, who was the best in the world at being born into privilege. Rather than following the straightforward path, she was very interested in creating a false big picture that everyone shared.

She had come to the Demon Realm to confirm that.

"Princess, what is this?"

Princess Ellie silently pointed to the target board. A soldier turned the ring of the firearm mechanism. Countless barrels rotated and spewed fire. A single gun unleashed a chain of bullets. The trajectory created a ripple. The target board was shattered to pieces.

"They call it a machine gun."

"Machine, gun."

It was said to be a concept invented by Governor General Pastel.

—Ellie! Ellie! What is that? It's cheating for a terrorist to use a shotgun!

To be precise, it was a concept mentioned when a demon terrorist had shown up with a shotgun during the academy terror incident, and a startled Governor General Pastel had questioned what existed in the Demon Realm.

—Ugh! Why is that the only modern technology! There’s no way there’s something like a machine gun! Whee! Dada dada dada! Pastel is going to die!

—What’s a machine gun?

—The first weapon of mass destruction in human history! If you arrange several rifles in a circle and rotate them to fire alternately, it goes da-da-da-da!

The first weapon of mass destruction in human history was alchemical poison gas. The first mass murderer was a sorcerer.

Perhaps Marquis Pastel meant that he wanted to create something like the first physical weapon of mass destruction.

Indeed, it was a dream befitting Kraft.

Princess Ellie accepted it that way.

"The automatic rifle was under development but faced difficulties, so Marquis Kraft suggested that it would be easier and stronger to attach a semi-automatic rifle and fire them together. The semi-automatic rifle has a prototype that uses magic stones, and applying the marquis's idea made it indeed easier than creating an automatic rifle."

Duchess Nastasha was left speechless.

What kind of thoughts was Marquis Pastel living with to develop such a monstrous thing while attending the academy?

"What about the use of magic stones?"

A soldier next to her handed over some materials.

Princess Ellie looked troubled.

"The firepower is good, but the consumption is considerable. If we supply this to the entire army, the amount of magic stones smuggled in won't even cover regular training."

They had focused on pure engineering to bypass the Empire's control over magic stones, but ultimately, the easiest way to achieve a technological leap was to combine it with magic stone engineering.

"That should be solvable since Marquis Pastel has acquired the magic stone mine."

Marquis Pastel understood, but of course, acquiring the magic stone mine was not just to play around with money through smuggling.

The goal was to divert magic stones through document manipulation to supply the United Kingdom's army while also creating a smuggling chain that would bring in other goods to the Empire. It was so obvious that even Count Maikenas and Marquis Pastel wouldn’t bother mentioning it.

In fact, she had explicitly discussed it with Count Maikenas. She hadn’t discussed it with Marquis Pastel.

But as Count Maikenas testified and Marquis Pastel had mentioned during his last visit to the duchy, they were comrades who dreamed of overthrowing the Empire together.

Surely, Marquis Pastel would not be unaware that the smuggling chain would bring in military supplies for the Republican Faction.

Count Maikenas had mentioned it to caution her, but it was better not to mention such dangerous matters between them. Marquis Pastel knew that and refrained from bringing it up.

Duchess Nastasha watched the machine gun demonstration for a while. She couldn't help but be silent as she saw the metal target board being crushed.

"Princess, it would be better to change the plan. Instead of hiding the train, we should export it to the Empire."

"The train?"

Princess Ellie was taken aback by the suggestion to modify the grand strategy, which was focused on expanding national power.

"Yes."

Duchess Nastasha actually felt uncomfortable with Marquis Pastel laying down railroads on Sky Island.

The Empire would easily recognize the potential of trains, so why was he acting so carelessly?

But now she understood.

"Do you know that a long time ago, when countless power holders claimed to be kings, constructing roads for the economy was also courting danger?"

"I'm weak on mainstream history."

"If roads are constructed, forests and fields are cleared, and powerful foreign armies can enter all at once along those paths. It’s like removing natural military barriers with your own hands."

The complete freedom to construct roads only became possible when the Empire had confidence in its military strength.

It was the same even now.

There was no one in this world who could defeat the Empire militarily. The only remaining rival, the United Kingdom, was the same.

So obvious was this premise that everyone thought that for the prophecy of the Empire's downfall to come true, it would likely be due to a civil war accompanied by a rebellion of the great nobles.

Duchess Nastasha enjoyed creating a false big picture that everyone shared.

And realizing that the child of Blossom had woven a real picture over the false one was even more delightful than anyone else.

"What is the straight-line distance from Sky Island to the capital...?"

If the train were connected only to the capital, it would be sufficient distance to crush the capital's defense forces with a machine gun before the scattered troops from the continent could gather.

She had been waiting to confess when Marquis Pastel would reveal to the Emperor that the Republican Faction were the traitors of the prophecy, and here he was, painting this real picture.

Threatening one's own side was a low tactic that ruined the picture.

However, making the opponent become immersed in a false picture was worth the sacrifice.

"I don't know why Kraft is like this."

Blossom was at least doing okay.

Princess Ellie subtly nodded her head.

Her eyes were filled with empathy.

202 - This is the First I've Heard of It, What Should I Do?
Pastel, the Governor General, was running in real-time, diligently working in the magic stone mine to make Duchess Nastasha her stepmother and save the fairy world.

"Whoa!"

In what was once the majestic ruins of the Demon King, there existed a giant plant that thrived on magic.

With no fresh air and filled only with toxic gas, it was clear that this was not a place for monsters. Yet, brave Pastel, having just opened the door, found herself face-to-face with a carbon dioxide-loving plant friend.

Wow, a giant plant friend!

It was a great friend, turning carbon dioxide into oxygen.

However, if the plant's vine, which grew through the walls of the ruins, whipped around like a whip, it would be a bad friend.

Was this giant plant friend a good friend or a bad friend?

A giant worm friend, seemingly drawn by the clean oxygen produced by the plant, wriggled as it was pierced by a sharp branch. Its desiccated body showed no signs of life.

Unfortunately, this plant friend was indeed a bad friend...!

The dark red vine whipped around.

"Whoa!"

Pastel, while running, ducked. Her pink hair swayed, and the trajectory of the vine struck above her head. A sonic boom erupted. It was the sound of air bursting, surpassing the speed of sound.

"Hormone friend! Hormone friend!"

The Fairy, hanging on her shoulder, was in a panic.

—Who is the hormone friend?! If you have a friend, call them right now! If you call now, you can see the Fairy's face too!

"If I can't win, there's a friend who won't come out!"

—That's not a friend!

Gasp.

Pastel thought she understood why the hormone friend wasn't bursting with adrenaline. The passage of the ruins was filled with plant vines and branches, but that was all. Without a clear flower-like body in sight, she had no idea how to punish the bad man-eating plant.

The dark red tip of the vine, carefully aiming at Pastel, suddenly lunged forward.

"Whoa!"

It grazed her neck and pierced the wall of the ruins. The leaves attached to the vine squirmed as they were crammed into the hole in the wall.

Ugh! Grotesque!

"Though it might seem like the prey has come to me willingly, I'm a cherry blossom, so we're the same species! Eating me would be cannibalism! That's totally bad!"

—That's right! That's right! She's a cherry blossom! Even the good Fairy can't deny that fact!

Even the good Fairy is acknowledging it!

As of today, Pastel was a cherry blossom.

"Instead, let's become friends and fight against the evil animals that eat plants together! Bad animals! Bad animals!"

Right now, she felt she could actively criticize the wickedness of animals.

It was a daily occurrence to munch on innocent plant friends! As a fellow plant, she couldn't forgive it!

Down with them! Down with them! Absolutely down with them!

But it seemed our giant plant friend had a ferocious appetite capable of cannibalism.

A branch sprang up from the intact floor of the ruins. Its trajectory soared toward Pastel.

"Whoa!"

Pastel spun around. The branch brushed against her winter dress and shot up, piercing the ceiling of the ruins. Cracks formed, and dust flew everywhere.

"Save the cherry blossoms!"

Pastel, in a panic, dashed back through the ruins. She could see the door she had entered ahead. Even though the plant was huge and fast, it was still a plant, so she could reach the door of the ruins in no time.

A sense of relief washed over her.

Pastel quickly glanced back at the passage of the ruins.

The passage, which had seemed intact when she entered, was now a mess, with the giant plant extending its vines and branches everywhere. The dark red vines shook the ground, and piles of stones filled the area.

But once she opened the door to the ruins, her encounter with the ferocious plant friend would be over!

Pastel, who had been frowning just moments ago, began to wear a more confident expression.

"I have to confess something to the plant friend."

She pointed at herself.

"I'm not a plant! Anyone can see I'm a person! Didn't you know?! Surprised, right?! It was a mistake to trust Kraft!"

Betrayal was a hobby passed down through the Kraft family for generations!

She thought she was a cherry blossom, but it was just her pink hair~.

"Bad plant friend! When I get back, I’ll toss your plant friends in mayonnaise and eat them all up!"

She pretended to stab a fork into a salad.

"Whoa!"

I am an evil animal!

The plant friend seemed shocked by the unexpected identity and squirmed its various vines. The passage of the ruins twisted as rocks contorted.

Something was about to happen.

Pastel, not one to be caught off guard by a villain, quickly opened the door and escaped.

"Goodbye! Goodbye!"

She slammed the door shut.

The commotion ceased.

"Phew!"

Pastel, relieved, trembled.

"I thought I was going to die!"

—Hahaha!

The Fairy burst out laughing, floating in the air.

—Did you see the plant's reaction just now? It seems like it was shivering with betrayal! You’re better at acting like a traitor than I thought! I always suspected you did that!

"Hahaha! What a funny joke! Of course, I would never betray anyone! Pastel is the icon of trust and faith that everyone knows!"

Pastel laughed with the Fairy and gave her a high five.

"Oh yeah! Oh yeah!"

Crisis averted!

As she tidied her disheveled hair and clothes, she looked around. The magical lanterns illuminated the enclosed space. Aside from the door behind her, there were no passages, just a hole in the ceiling where debris had fallen.

Huh.

Now that she thought about it, this was a dead-end, right?

Her pink eyes rolled.

She thought she had escaped, but she was trapped~.

Gasp.

The Fairy seemed to notice too, looking around in confusion.

—Where do we go now?

"Maybe we can teleport?"

—Wow! Teleportation!

Oh, is that possible?

The Fairy answered cheerfully.

—It’s not something I can do.

Gasp.

"Then how do we escape?"

—Even I don’t know that.

This was definitely a trapped situation.

Glancing back at the door, it was very quiet. Too quiet. A chill of anxiety crept up.

Was it too much to think that the plant friend was contemplating how to cook a mouse caught in a trap?

Not at all!

"Ugh."

Pastel's hands trembled.

"Shouldn't a divine punishment befall the bad plant friend?"

The Fairy shook her head.

"Fairy! Didn’t you gain power and become a twice-as-strong Fairy?"

If she couldn't even punish the plant friend, it would be disappointing.

The Fairy's expression turned haughty.

—That's right! I defeated the corrupted fairy and became stronger! But even before, I could make a plant like that rot with just a touch! Even if the Love Charm doesn’t work on a brainless plant, just touching it means victory!

Wow!

"So you’re saying the Fairy will swoop in and smack it?!"

Pastel immediately prepared to open the door.

The Fairy flinched.

—Well, if I move that dynamically, the vine will rot and break in the process, so I’d have to touch it multiple times.

"I’d have to touch it multiple times?"

—After dodging your sword a few times, I’m not confident about touching it without getting hit. It would hurt if I got hit, and I’m not sure if I could fight well.

Gasp.

Her confidence had changed drastically from when she had taken the lead to face the corrupted fairy alone.

"Are you saying that after I swung my sword a few times, you lost confidence when you became the corrupted fairy?"

The Fairy averted her gaze.

—When I actually faced the sword, it was faster and sharper than I expected. It’s one thing to toy with opponents who are scared and don’t know what’s going on, but facing them head-on feels problematic.

Eeeh?

"I was intentionally missing those swings! So you could get your wits about you!"

—You were missing on purpose?! I thought I was going to die!

The Fairy's mouth dropped open.

Huh.

Wasn’t it obvious that she was missing?

When the corrupted fairy revealed her murderous intent, something that wasn’t a miss could happen, but fundamentally, it was an action meant to miss.

Could it be that the Fairy wasn’t cut out for battle?

The corrupted fairy was great at psychokinesis, but the corrupted Fairy, who absorbed that power and became twice as strong, couldn’t even use psychokinesis, so it seemed like that was the case.

After all, the Fairy, whose specialty was love, wouldn’t be good at combat.

Pastel groaned.

"So what do we do?"

—Well, I wonder. Should I do it? Do I really have to?

The Fairy groaned, seemingly reluctant to get hit by the plant's vine.

It was too much to force a Fairy, whose specialties were love and peace, into battle.

Huh.

Suddenly, Pastel had a brilliant idea.

"Doesn’t it just have to touch the Fairy’s body?"

—That’s right!

"It’s better if the Fairy doesn’t take the lead in fighting, right?"

—That would be even better!

"Then I have a plan! Even if the Fairy has to struggle a little, it’s a much better method than getting hit by the plant's vine!"

—Oh really? I want to do that!

The Fairy raised one hand high.

Wow!

To agree without even hearing the explanation, she truly was a good Fairy!

Honestly, Pastel wondered if this was okay for the Fairy, but seeing her self-sacrificing attitude without even hearing the explanation made her feel like her conscience was being cleansed.

"Alright! It’s not hard to prepare, so let’s do it right away!"

Pastel grabbed the flying Fairy.

—Huh? Why are you grabbing me?

The girl didn’t explain. She had already received permission.

Instead, she held the Fairy's ankle and lifted her like a weapon.

"Fairy hammer~!"

The Fairy's forehead sparkled.

If she hit the bad plant with this, the plant would die!

Bam! Bam!

The Fairy looked blank.

—What’s a Fairy hammer?

A Fairy hammer is a Fairy hammer!

203 - I Heard That Bouncing Balls Are Made of Rubber
Pastel, who had a rough idea of what was going on, crossed her arms and pondered seriously.

—This doesn’t seem like a good idea!

"Really?"

Pastel shrugged it off and loosened her body, twisting her waist from side to side and reaching for her toes before straightening up.

—Fairies aren’t born with hammers! They’re not meant to be wielded like weapons!

The Fairy shook her head vigorously, her upper body swaying with the effort.

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"That’s right! I wasn’t born a Whack-a-mole Warrior either! But I’m ready to be reborn as one to overcome the adversities that have come before us!"

Pastel pointed to her own legs.

"Look! They’re trembling!"

Trembling.

"There’s a vicious Man-eating Plant lurking outside that even someone as brave as me is scared of! To face such a formidable foe, we need a complete overhaul from the ground up!"

Right into transforming into a Whack-a-mole Warrior!

Bang! Bang!

—That’s not it!

The Fairy clutched her head. After a moment of spinning her eyes, she seemed to have thought of something, and her face brightened.

—Listen! A Whack-a-mole Fairy doesn’t fit the image of a Fairy! A Fairy is, how should I put it, gentle and grants wishes, someone to be cherished! To turn such a delicate Fairy into a whack, no way!

Pastel snatched the flitting Fairy like a fly. With a determined expression, she stood at the door.

"There are moments when the pink-haired one must lead even when everyone says no. It might be too hard for a kind Fairy to wield a partner as a weapon, but I’ll bear that guilt!"

Pastel smiled warmly at the Fairy in her hands.

"Even if it’s tough for me, we’re partners! You don’t have to hold back!"

Puddled.

—No, I’m the one suffering! You should feel the guilt! Don’t flaunt your pride in strange places!

"But if I’m not the pink-haired one, I’ll lose my identity, and then the Demon will only cling to my dead mother."

Pastel mumbled as she grabbed the Fairy’s ankle. As she stretched forward, the Fairy floated and flopped around.

—Ugh! You’re not really going to do it, are you?! No way?!

"I know what worries you! But if our relationship has overcome all sorts of adversities, we can surely handle this one too!"

Pastel flung open the ancient door.

A corridor covered in dark red plant branches and vines came into view. It seemed to have prepared itself while the prey was trapped in a poison.

Countless leaves attached to the branches twitched in response towards the door.

At the grotesque sight, Pastel suddenly wanted to go home.

Ugh.

But thinking of the Fairy’s voluntary sacrifice, she held on tight.

Closing her eyes and opening them again, she was filled with a sense of mission.

"You bad Man-eating Plant! In fact, there’s more I haven’t said! You’re so slow that you’re not even scarier than a turtle! The reason I ran away earlier was because of the reality of having to chop wood with a sword, not because I was scared of your slow branches!"

—Was that slow?!

The Man-eating Plant seemed to gasp in shock, twisting its various vines. Rocks all around shook, and the gravelly soil was exposed.

From the earth, dozens of branches shot up. The writhing branches lunged forward.

—Ugh!

The Fairy in Pastel’s hands squirmed in a panic.

It may have seemed like a show of bravado, but unfortunately, it wasn’t.

Pastel focused her expression for the first time in a while and thrust the Fairy hammer forward. The branches created dozens of trajectories, filling her vision.

She aimed at the leading dark red branch. As it reached out, the side of it collided with the Fairy’s head.

"Bang!"

—Cough!

In an instant, moisture evaporated from the point of contact. Cracks formed as if drying out. In no time, it rotted and crumbled, scattering into the air.

As the debris was pierced through, a new branch charged in. The Fairy’s position was delicately adjusted. The top of her head collided with the side of the branch.

"Bang!"

—Cough!

The branch explosively rotted away. The dark red debris expanded and scattered. Taking advantage of the opening, the branches twisted simultaneously.

In the slow perception of time, Pastel calmly extended the Fairy hammer. Her pink eyes surveyed the paths of all the branches.

Some she let pass, and some she removed, predicting the space that would open up, stepping aside.

The hammer moved with a light motion.

The maximum effect with the minimum path.

The Fairy’s head tapped against the branches.

"Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!"

—Ugh! Ack! Cough! Cough!

Some branches brushed against the girl’s side and pierced the ground. Her pink hair fluttered. The exploding debris filled the corridor. The wind howled.

In the midst of it all, the Fairy hammer, with a bitten tongue and a pained expression, cried out desperately.

—Stop hitting my head!

The Fairy stretched her arms high above her head.

Wow!

When battling, the special weapon upgrades the reach!

"The Fairy’s self-sacrifice! I’ll rise again too!"

She swung a special weapon that seemed to be at least a dagger. The Fairy, experiencing swinging for the first time, screamed. The dark red stem and the Fairy dagger were about to collide but stopped right in front of the Fairy.

—Waaah!

The Fairy panicked. Her small hands flailed, slapping the plant stem. The plant stem crumbled as if infected.

The surrounding plant stems writhed as if screaming. The ceiling of the ruins collapsed. The fallen debris made a loud noise. Dust rose, and in the midst of it, the girl dashed forward. Rotten plant debris poured down.



—Guhh!

The fallen Fairy retched on the ground. But since the Fairy’s stomach only consumed Magic Stones, nothing came out, and only air escaped her mouth.

"Are you okay?"

Pastel asked worriedly, patting the Fairy’s back with her finger.

The Fairy gasped for breath.

—That was one of the worst experiences in my long Fairy life.

Huff.

A long Fairy life, huh? It must have been millions of years, but was it that bad?

No way!

That bad Man-eating Plant!

Pastel’s expression turned angry. She glared at the empty pit debris left behind as the Man-eating Plant fled, severing its rotting body.

"You bad plant friend! How could you give such a terrible experience to a kind Fairy! I will definitely take my revenge!"

A vow! Another vow!

The Fairy stared at her silently.

Staring blankly.

Staring blankly.

Huh?

Pastel felt a prick of conscience for no particular reason.

Prick, prick.

Huff.

She hadn’t done anything wrong, but she felt like she couldn’t meet her gaze.

She hadn’t done anything bad, but she felt like she should wear a bad title above her head.

She stared intensely.

Fairy gaze beam~!

Zing.

Pew pew~.

"Hehe."

Pastel clasped her hands together and winked cutely.

"Please let it slide just this once."

The Fairy silently puffed up her cheeks. She puffed them up so vigorously that air started to escape from her mouth.

Ugh.

It seemed her cuteness wasn’t working. Maybe her appearance level had dropped from all the trouble she’d been through. What to do?

Pastel fidgeted and reached out her finger. She poked the Fairy’s cheek. Air whooshed out.

The Fairy looked dumbfounded.

Hehe.

"Fairy, you know I like you, right?"

You know, right?

"I don’t have many people I play around with like this. Can I say you’re a special being?"

Wow!

Pastel being a special being!

That’s a title everyone wants~.

So jealous~.

The Fairy pouted.

—Are you the type to tease someone you like?

Huh?

Oh dear.

Now that she thought about it, it did seem that way.

—Well, seeing you do that to the Archdemon...

The Fairy sighed heavily.

—It can’t be helped! This kind-hearted Fairy will have to forgive you!

Wow.

Pastel clapped her hands.

"You’re so nice, Fairy!"

—I get it now? Do well from now on!

After a moment of reconciliation, they explored the ruins. The giant plants had made such a mess that it was hard to tell if it was a ruin or a den of decay. Still, thanks to the compass, they were able to find the treasure chest.

"Wow! Sparkling!"

Pastel rubbed the treasure chest friend. She felt the cold touch unique to metal.

The Fairy, floating up, looked down with interest.

—Is there an Authority Gem inside?

"Maybe!"

—Great! Let’s retrieve it and get praised by the Fairy God!

With a pounding heart, she opened the treasure chest. One Authority Gem sat inside.

So, what kind of authority is it?

Pastel paused, recalling the Demon who had explained it was now absent.

It seemed they would have to go back to find out.

"Fairy, let’s go back for now—"

—This is!

The Fairy’s eyes widened.

—With this authority, it’s possible to transform the divine power of this place, which is spread in the atmosphere, into a Magic Stone!

Huh?

Pastel picked up the gem. After pondering how to use it, she simply placed her palm on the ground.

"Magic Stone Bbyong-Bbyong!"

The wind howled. A white energy coalesced and began to crystallize. Suddenly, a murky energy sprouted within the crystal. With a black hue, the crystal quickly turned black.

The completed Magic Stone dropped with a thud.

Huff.

Isn’t this the Golden Bbyong-Bbyong Authority I’ve been hoping for every time I discovered a Demon King’s legacy?

"Wow!"

Pastel’s heart swelled with excitement.

With this, she wouldn’t have to engage in smuggling to survive!

Wow!

Wow!

Huh?

Pastel’s heart swelled for another reason.

"Why are you giving this to me now…!"

If only they had given it to her during the entrance exam at the ruins, she wouldn’t have had to go through all this trouble to make money!

Give me back my happy, happy student council power life!

Waaah!

204 - I'm Curious About What the Purpose Is
"It doesn't seem like there's a big problem. There will be a few changes, but I think we can keep it as it is."

After finishing the site inspection of the Magic Stone mine, I came back to the surface.

The existing management staff looked brighter than I expected, their expressions lightened by a better-than-expected evaluation. Compared to the million stairs I made the pink-haired chairman climb, this was an exceptionally good result.

A few changes are always made when the owner of a business changes, as the internal structure gets twisted. It seemed they considered this outcome to be in line with their expectations.

Perhaps they were anticipating a common noble's approach, where they would place their own people in key positions and leave the operational staff untouched to avoid complications.

That common approach is indeed correct.

Unfortunately, what was common in Pastel's mind was the large-scale restructuring that would occur after the takeover. The easiest way to make everyone aware of who the new owner is and how they should follow is to eliminate the position of the person next to them.

Still, the management and miners working in the Magic Stone mine are quite exceptional elites. It would be right to utilize them, even if it requires retraining.

The mine employees were dismissed, and I stepped out from the group of staff. Pastel stretched under the sunlight above the dark mine pit.

"Yaaawn!"

Inspection complete!

I probably confirmed why the Order wanted to take over the Magic Stone mine!

『Where have you been wandering? The Knights were on guard, so the assassination threat was low, but you were somewhat careless.』

As work hours ended, the Demon began to nag.

"Beep beep~."

I shot a glance at Pastel.

"I was just wandering around in places without oxygen with my smart head."

『Oxygen isn't important in a mine collapse.』

The aftermath of the wish-making affected the entire neighborhood. Even if it was an unused tunnel, the rocks were shaking and collapsing, so it couldn't have gone unnoticed.

"I agree. You wouldn't know how anxious everyone was when Governor General wasn't visible in a dangerous situation. Please consider your subordinates as a noble."

Melissa, who was beside me, nodded modestly.

"Eh? Really?"

Is it possible that the chaos was greater than I thought, not just the fear of losing my job but the real threat of physical harm?

Everyone seemed relieved when I just returned. Is it fate that the highest authority must be in the dark at the scene?

"I'm sorry about that. I guess I have to return the performance bonus."

As I headed to the carriage, I felt worried.

I only wished for the Fairy to be able to find the Demon King's legacy, and yet it turned out like this. Even if I can't do anything grand now, if I wish for something too grand later, won't the Fairy's existence be known throughout the world?

What if the Fairy receives the world's attention and affection and becomes arrogant, turning into a Corrupted Fairy who doesn't grant wishes?

Ahhh.

For the love and peace of the fairy world, the corruption of fairies must never happen!

PinkPink's stress overload leading to corruption is inevitable! But fairy corruption is an event with no dreams or hopes!

Absolutely not!

I vowed to write my wishes carefully. I might forget when I actually need them, but for now, that's how I felt.

I got into the returning carriage. Normally, I would have entered the carriage compartment, but I got out again and pondered. I glanced at the Demon, who was sitting in the assassination escort's driver's seat. His hand gently closed the compartment door. I walked over and sat beside him.

『Hmm?』

The Demon, holding the reins, looked surprised.

『What is it? Do you have something to say?』

"I don't know. Anyway, let's go! Let's go!"

His red eyes looked at me suspiciously.

I pretended not to notice.

Honestly, as the dignified Governor General Pastel, it feels a bit prideful to just let the nagging slide!

The Demon nags all the time, but objectively, everyone agrees that I am the superior! It's true!

The Demon seemed uneasy but started the carriage.

Even though it was an open situation where we should be wary of assassination, it seemed like the Knights' escort was covering us, so it didn't matter.

The horse's hooves stepped on the dirt road. With a perfectly composed expression, I opened my mouth.

"But, but I was working and not playing, so I don't think the Demon has anything to say about that."

The Demon shot me a look as if he were looking at someone petty. He had to drive the carriage while looking straight ahead, but even for a moment, I felt shocked.

Gasp.

Just by looking at my expression, it's completely different from the truth, and yet he sends me that distorted gaze!

Rebellious feelings surged!

"Beep! Beep!"

I protested loudly.

"Beep! Beep!"

The Demon muttered nonchalantly.

『There's an elephant next to me.』

Huh?

Why is my metaphor an elephant?

Why an elephant?!

Ridiculous.

So ridiculous.

"Where did you see such an elephant? I mean, it's a bit embarrassing to say this myself, but I'm really cute and pretty!"

If I say this myself, I might lose my popularity, but I think no one can deny it.

The Demon chuckled.

『There was a time when elephants were used in the military. I distinctly remember that the feed costs were no joke.』

"I'm not curious about such useless things! And I don't eat much Magic Stone! I only eat a few gold bars every day!"

My gold bar friends would be happy if they were used for the popular Pastel's food expenses.

I nudged the Demon lightly.

"Demon, demon, you don't know what I was doing instead of playing, do you? You don't know, do you? You don't know! But I do!"

Wow, I know more than the Demon! I feel like I'm a million times smarter than the Demon!

I almost bragged about my knowledge of the Demon King but stopped.

My pink eyes scanned the surroundings.

The Knights' forces surrounded the carriage at a distance. Since the Governor General had started a private conversation, they had wisely increased the distance. It would be difficult to mention the Demon King in a normal voice, but whispering would be enough distance.

I expressed my gratitude to the Knight I commanded with my eyes. Then I turned to look in the direction where Melissa would be in the carriage compartment and glanced at the Demon.

The Demon must have realized his lack of knowledge. Yet, he continued to drive the carriage, looking straight ahead without bowing his head to the great Governor General.

Ridiculous.

Just as ridiculous as being compared to an elephant.

If he had compared me to a pink elephant, I would have seriously contemplated whether pink or elephant was the main focus, but just calling me an elephant is equally absurd.

I leaned in closer to the Demon's ear to shock him with my words. To do that, I had to pull down the shoulder of his suit due to the height difference.

The Demon glanced back at me. After thinking for a moment, he tilted his body to the side. If I leaned in, my mouth would be close enough to his ear.

I executed my plan to shock the Demon's face with a whisper.

Of course, it wasn't a sudden confession attack.

"I obtained the Demon King's legacy."

Whisper whisper.

『Oh?』

The Demon's expression changed.

Proud.

While maintaining his gaze straight ahead, the Demon slightly bent down and pointed to his mouth.

『Are you hurt anywhere?』

Hehe.

"Hero Pastel can defeat any strong opponent as long as I have the Fairy's magic hammer!"

『Hmm.』

The Demon looked like he didn't understand what I was saying. After a moment of thought, he seemed to decide to ignore it.

『To think there was such a thing in the Magic Stone mine that the Order was trying to take over. It could have become a headache. Destiny will lead the legacy to its rightful owner, but if the Order gets entangled with the Evil God, there might have been confusion in destiny.』

Pastel's expression darkened.

"I don't think it was just a coincidence. I've reviewed it several times, but the risk of taking over the Magic Stone mine just for money was too high. If the imperial family notices later and orders the mine to be reclaimed, they would lose a lot of money for nothing."

The Magic Stone mine is a great opportunity, but since it is tied to the military industry, it cannot be managed by a secret organization.

What if the imperial family knows about the Order's takeover plan and just turns a blind eye for a moment, taking the takeover fee without giving it to them? What would they do then?

They could just cry.

Boohoo.

As the Demon had told me repeatedly, the Order clearly has financial weaknesses.

『I agree. But I wonder what reason the Order has to be interested in the Demon King's legacy.』

The Demon rubbed his chin.

『The legacy is protected by destiny. No matter how much they borrow the power of the Evil God, they will have to put in considerable effort just to locate it. Even then, the tricks of destiny that occur when they try to obtain it remain. Offsetting that would require even greater effort.』

Pastel continued to relay surprising news.

"I heard somewhere that the Demon King's power actually contains the strength of a god. Not the personal god, but a divine being from somewhere in the fairy world."

The Demon didn't seem surprised; instead, he looked incredulous.

『I think I know where you heard that. In the past, there was research conducted in the imperial theological circles to undermine the authority of the barbaric Demon King, which was said to be in the Demon Realm, by linking him to the Evil God. At that time, it was considered a doctrine.』

Huh.

I felt like I was boasting about something I thought was great knowledge only to be refuted.

『However, when the blank period ended and the New Testament era began, the personal god directly denied it, and it was corrected. This is a representative example of how much the imperial family's sponsorship distorts theology. To elevate the Emperor's authority, they made the king of the Demon Realm a servant of the Evil God. It was a ridiculous academic intervention.』

A theoretical rebuttal from a former priest.

Oh dear.

『Because of the imperial family's sponsorship, the misunderstanding that the Evil God's power was contained in the Magic Stone slowed the development of Magic Stone engineering, so you, young Kraft, wouldn't know how much of a nuisance that was.』

The Demon clicked his tongue, seemingly displeased.

Oh dear.

"Is that so?"

I had no way to refute since I didn't know anything.

But the Fairy might have been wrong, so it felt awkward to argue against it.

"That might be true, but anyway..."

Pastel became dazed for a moment and then spoke brightly.

"I think I need to contact the Order!"

I should ask my dad.

Our relationship isn't great, but in this world, connections are everything, right?

Hehe.

205 - Blood Relations Have Many Advantages
A peaceful morning at the hotel.

Pastel was anything but peaceful. Well, the surroundings were calm, but her heart was anything but at ease.

This was because Duchess Nastasha had come to visit early in the morning and was calling the Demon "oppa" repeatedly.

"I checked because you told me to, but isn't there some misunderstanding? That Blossom wouldn't lock you up again, right? Before she died, I heard from Blossom herself that you left on your own."

Gasp.

In one breath, the word "oppa" was used three times.

This felt a bit off. As a soon-to-be stepmother, how could she not love her father and already be thinking about an affair?

It might be inappropriate to say this, but if she found thrilling love like an affair attractive, why not look for another decent partner instead of the Demon?

Honestly, Duchess Nastasha had plenty of money, was excessively young in appearance, and was a political snake, while the Demon, who only wore dull suits, didn't seem to match her at all.

To put it kindly, one could say the Duchess was too good for the Demon. Ignoring him would be better for her future.

Yes, yes!

If she wanted a thrilling love, she should broaden her horizons and consider various options.

For example, His Majesty the Emperor.

The Emperor, who couldn't forget his failed unrequited love, might as well share a healthy romance with his classmate, the Duchess, instead of casting his gaze on that child.

A thrilling love affair with the head of the Republican Faction, who is static (with an Empress already in place).

Isn't this perfectly suited to Duchess Nastasha's taste?

Highly recommended!

If she does this, she could one day appear in a historical drama about affairs that might be made into a TV show!

It could go down in history~.

Wow, how enviable.

Pastel was chattering away in her mind, but her mouth remained shut. She subtly glanced at the Demon, who had heard the word "oppa" three times in one breath.

The Demon looked bewildered.

"Did I check wrong? I was forcibly locked up all this time. I didn't leave on my own. It seems Blossom deceived you."

Duchess Nastasha tilted her head.

"I'll have to confirm again when I return to the Empire and meet that Emperor, but I can't imagine Blossom would tell such a lie. By the way, haven't you met His Majesty? Didn't you ask him?"

"There's no way I would have that kind of conversation with that guy."

The Demon looked confused. He pressed his hand to his forehead.

Huh?

Is there a serious atmosphere here?

Pastel realized it a moment too late.

What was the situation?

If she recalled correctly, the Demon had thought all along that his mother had locked him up again. A mother like Kraft had betrayed him by breaking promises.

Gasp, Kraft is scary.

She should avoid getting involved with that family.

Yet, Duchess Nastasha believed that the Demon hadn't been locked up but had left instead. She had heard that from her mother too.

The confused Demon said that she was mistaken, but now Duchess Nastasha was saying that the Demon was indeed wrong.

A great confusion over whether her mother had lied or not.

Pastel realized something astonishing at this point. It seemed the Demon had never had a chance to talk to his mother before being tricked and locked up again.

Well, unless one had a particularly nasty personality, there would be no need to confront someone who would lock them up again and mock them.

As she pondered this, Pastel's curiosity got the better of her, and as a daughter of her mother, she slipped into the conversation.

"Then who were you looking at while you were locked up, Demon?"

The Demon narrowed his eyes.

"Your father took me away under Blossom's orders. Although Blossom had no last shred of decency, it was an order that mobilized key retainers and the Knights Order."

Oh?

Oh, oh?

Pastel's eyes widened.

Turning her head, she met the gaze of Duchess Nastasha, who had a similar expression.

A strange silence fell.

"What's wrong?"

Duchess Nastasha's lips moved. Her face was one of confusion between friends, and then she executed a political maneuver to avoid the situation.

"I'll confirm again when I return to the Empire."

But Pastel, who was neither her father nor a friend, raised her hand high.

"I think Dad is the culprit!"

Really!

Really, really!

Silence fell.

The Demon looked flustered.

"What do you mean by that?"

Even though the Demon could surely think for himself, he asked again. It seemed he was experiencing cognitive dissonance.

"It might not be him, but..."

Duchess Nastasha narrowed her eyes and pursed her lips before speaking.

"What has he been up to lately? Have you found his whereabouts, Marquis Pastel?"

"According to Nathaniel, it seems they are slowly getting back in touch."

"Who is Nathaniel?"

"A Demon from the noble Presley family."

"Oh, that lucky survivor of a gambler..."

Duchess Nastasha muttered, then suddenly looked startled.

"Is he wandering around gambling?!"

"Not exactly. Is it that bad?"

But honestly, I don't know which is worse: being addicted to gambling or being involved with a cult.

Since they worship a real Evil God instead of a false deity, maybe the cult is worse?

Can't they just avoid both?

"Bad enough to gamble? No, he has children! What is he doing without any contact? Is he out of his mind?!"

Duchess Nastasha pounded her chest. She suddenly turned her head and shouted at the maid she brought along.

"Bring a bottle of alcohol from the carriage!"

Wow, this Duchess carries alcohol in her carriage.

Can I have a drink too?

Pastel subtly glanced at the Demon.

The Demon was pacing around the hotel reception room. His gaze wandered here and there, and his eyes blinked rapidly.

"That can't be, that can't be."

Ugh.

Is the Demon okay?

He doesn't look okay at all.

The Demon must have considered the possibility that his mother might not be the culprit. Perhaps he had thought about it often.

But the Demon had been betrayed by a pink-haired person, leading to the Demon Realm being engulfed in the flames of war, and during his escape from the Empire, he was betrayed again by the pink-haired one who came to atone for his family's betrayal. Believing that a third pink-haired person wouldn't betray him again is nearly impossible.

Ugh.

As the fourth pink-haired person, I can't help but feel sorry for the Demon.

Even if I try to shed the prejudices tied to my family as a former priest, if I've been wronged, my perspective can only become clouded.

I could see the tips of the Demon's fingers trembling.

Was he hating the wrong person, or was he reacting with hatred and anger towards trust and promises? He looked anxious.

Pastel stood up. She approached and hugged the Demon tightly. She felt his pale body temperature.

"I don't know if your mother is bad or not, but you haven't done anything wrong, Demon."

His hands pulled her into an embrace.

"I don't know, I don't know."

The hug tightened as if to suppress the trembling. Pastel felt a slight constriction in her breath and hugged him back.

She rubbed her face against his chest.

So much was unclear, but still.

"You can trust me."

That much is certain.

The Demon maintained the embrace in silence.



"One bottle of alcohol!"

A drunken Duchess Nastasha shook the bottle.

"Lord, it's time to go. We don't have much time for tomorrow's schedule."

The maid tried to stop her and supported her.

"That's something I can handle! Alcohol! Bring me alcohol!"

"If this continues, it won't be you taking charge, but us carrying you away."

"I don't care! Alcohol!"

Duchess Nastasha stumbled as she was dragged into the hallway. The knight and maid, with calm expressions as if they were used to this, held her arms.

Ugh.

Is this what a drunken person looks like?

The Demon, saying his head was in a mess, returned to his room, but Pastel, who had no intention of drinking and causing trouble for the Demon, was horrified with a clear mind.

To be polite, she followed the Duchess down the hallway. After descending the stairs and asking for understanding from the hotel staff, they soon reached the front door.

The dark night shadows enveloped the entrance. The hotel lights flickered like a veil. When she exhaled, her breath turned white. The winter air was crisp.

In the midst of it all, a brown-haired girl with a youthful appearance grumbled with a flushed face from the alcohol.

"What do they think they are doing, dragging the head of the family away?"

"The head of the family is the head of the family."

"Then I'll walk on my own! I've been walking faster than a snake since I was born!"

"Sure. And snakes don't have legs."

"That's not what I meant!"

"Yes, yes."

Duchess Nastasha was released. After standing dazed for a moment from the alcohol, she hiccuped.

"Oof, why is it so cold?"

The Duchess rubbed her arms. Her brown eyes turned to Pastel. Although her focus was blurry, she seemed more coherent than expected.

"Marquis Pastel."

"Yes."

The Duchess seemed about to say something but hiccuped instead. She rubbed her mouth and then spoke.

"You're more delicate than I thought, aren't you?"

"That's true."

The brown eyes looked at her for a moment.

"I wish the Marquis was not Kraft Marquis but Pastel Marquis."

Pastel's eyes widened.

Silence fell.

"I am the great Governor General Pastel!"

"What? Ahaha!"

Duchess Nastasha laughed heartily.

"I see! Great! The deceased Blossom would be pleased!"

Duchess Nastasha hummed a tune before turning her body. As she walked towards the carriage, she seemed to forget to open the door and turned back.

"Oh, and I missed the timing to say this, but the new product the Marquis is pushing is great! Let's make a fortune together later!"

Oh?

A new product?

Is she talking about the hybrid train that Ellie is developing by tearing apart the Order's technology?

"Sounds good! Let's make a fortune together!"

Duchess Nastasha laughed heartily as she boarded the carriage. The carriage moved away.

Pastel waved her hand and chuckled.

It seems the hybrid train has good business potential, enough for the Duchess to acknowledge!

206 - You Can Trust Me
I escorted the drunk Duchess Nastasha and went into the hotel.

"Ugh, this smell of alcohol."

Pastel sniffed as she walked down the empty hallway. She hadn't even had a sip, but she felt like she was getting drunk on the fumes.

Fairy popped out from behind her and sat on her shoulder.

―Did that Devil get scammed or something?

"She was imprisoned by her mother."

But actually, it was a misunderstanding, and her father might be the culprit?

―Don't you like Devil? What's with the relationship?

"I know, right!"

Why does fate give me such difficult trials?

I think the personal god who owns this world has a responsibility to save this poor pink-haired girl.

―Oh? But thanks to your mom imprisoning her, you were able to get closer to the person you like, so that's a good thing! Otherwise, she wouldn't have even looked at you because of the age difference!

Fairy gave a thumbs up.

Huh.

Fairy's fantastic positive spin.

"Wow! That's so true!"

It seems like it's a good thing Demon was imprisoned!

Pastel, convinced, brightened up.

Then, belatedly realizing what she said, she quickly shook her head.

"No! No, no, no! I want Demon's happiness! That kind of mindset is only possible for a bad pink-haired girl who takes advantage of Demon's weaknesses for her own benefit! It doesn't suit the virtuous fourth pink-haired girl!"

Pastel guarded her noble spirit.

"And and! I don't think that's like a kind Fairy! I can't relate at all to such ridiculous calculations of self-interest! I thought you were a Corrupted Fairy!"

No way.

Is Fairy corrupted right now?

―Huh? Did I just say something un-Fairy-like?

Fairy was startled.

―No way! I'm a kind Fairy, how did that happen?! Did I get drunk on the smell of alcohol!

Gasp.

Getting drunk on the smell of alcohol.

That's definitely possible.

Was the feeling that Pastel herself almost got tempted by self-interest also because she was drunk on the smell of alcohol?

Seems right.

"Let's open the windows! It feels weird because there's no ventilation!"

―Okay! Let's do that!

Pastel slid open several hallway windows. The windows that Demon had closed to control the indoor temperature were now wide open.

The winter wind blew in. Pink hair stuck to her mouth.

"Ugh! It's cold!"

I think I did something wrong!

―Ugh! I know! Let's close the windows quickly!

Fairy shivered.

Pastel slid several hallway windows closed. The wind disappeared, and the cold subsided.

―Phew! I'm alive.

Pastel pulled the hair out of her mouth with an "Ew." She tasted the cherry blossom fragrance.

"Hair tastes bad."

―Is it supposed to taste good? Let's ask Devil to sprinkle sugar on the fragrance brushing tomorrow!

Gasp.

Sprinkling sugar on oil fragrance.

Then can Pastel just evolve from Pastel to Sugar Pastel?

"That's kind of a cool idea!"

I should go to the kitchen right now and pour sugar on my head!

Wow wow.

"What are you doing here?"

Huh.

A voice came from behind.

Turning around, Ellie, dressed in a scarf as if she had just gotten off work from the palace, was looking at her.

"Oh, hi Ellie..."

Pastel greeted her, then stopped as if she had forgotten something.

What was it?

Fairy sparkle sparkle.

Gasp, that's right!

Fairy!

The Order, who must be tracking the runaway Fairy, shouldn't even suspect that she's so close by, but I was talking about her so openly.

She turned to look at Fairy sitting on her shoulder. Fairy was frozen, unable to hide in time.

Gasp.

Gaaaasp.

Fairy!

Even if I forget, Fairy, this is a matter of your life, you should have hidden quickly!

What do we do!

"What's that creepy thing?"

Ellie frowned, following her gaze.

Fairy = creepy thing.

With the Dark Aura emanating from her, it's true that she looks like something evil from an objective point of view.

"So, uh, this is, this is."

Her brain spun quickly.

"Ah! That's right! It's a doll! It's a doll!"

It's a Fairy doll~.

Wow~.

Pastel grabbed Fairy with one hand. Fairy flinched, then pretended to be a doll and stayed still.

"Doll! Cute doll!"

"Is it one of those automatic joint dolls that are sold in the streets these days? I didn't expect such a creepy result."

Ellie frowned.

She usually tried to suppress her emotions when it came to Pastel, but something seemed to be rising from the depths of her soul, and her reaction was unrestrained.

"That's right! That's right! It's like an automatic joint doll, though not exactly the same! Look! Look!"

Pastel held it up with both hands as if showing off a Fairy toy.

"It's a toy doll, so it makes a sound when you press it!"

Two fingers pressed down on Fairy's chest.

Press.

Fairy flinched as if embarrassed.

Fairy! Sound! Sound!

Her fingers pressed down on her chest again.

Fairy, belatedly realizing what to do, opened her mouth.

―Oink.

A small sound like a pig squealing echoed in the hallway.

Pastel's lips twitched.

That's not it!

What doll toy makes an oinking sound when you press it!

Her fingers pressed down on her chest again.

―Oink.

Fairy gave her best performance.

Ugh!

Bad acting!

It's not a toy doll that a pink-haired girl would play with at all!

"The sound is creepy too."

Ellie reached out as if to touch it. Her fingers approached Fairy's small arm. The distance closed rapidly.

Oh no.

"Waaah!"

Pastel quickly pulled Fairy away.

―Oink!

Fairy, folded in half, made a sound. Ellie's fingers waved in the air.

"Ugh! Suddenly, a hangover!"

Pastel spun around and collapsed.

"Huh?"

Ellie was flustered. She looked puzzled, wondering if the doll had just moved, but then she looked at Pastel, thinking it wasn't a big deal.

"Did you have a bottle of wine? Should I help you up?"

"No! I'm okay! I'll go in first!"

"Huh? Oh, okay."

Pastel ran away quickly. She entered the assigned room and closed the door. The sound of the door closing echoed.

She looked at Fairy in her hand.

"Fairy!"

―Huh?

Fairy was dizzy, her head and eyes spinning.

"Gasp, are you okay?"

―If you run around holding a small Fairy like that, you'll get seasick from the rough waves.

"Gasp, I'm sorry."

Pastel seems to be disqualified as a navigator.

She apologized and looked at Fairy again.

"More than that, Fairy! What were you doing trying to hold Ellie's hand!"

―What's wrong with that?

Fairy looked puzzled.

―It's basic etiquette to shake hands when someone tries to greet you. I'm such a kind Fairy that I forgot I was pretending to be a doll and kept the etiquette, but I don't regret it! Because I'm a kind Fairy!

Gasp, I see.

The kind Fairy was so kind that she unconsciously tried to keep the etiquette.

Pastel herself was sometimes like that, so she could actively relate.

"Fairy, please be careful. If Ellie becomes Ellie (not), we can't undo it."

―What?

Fairy's eyes widened.

―Ah! That's right! Touching me kills you! I didn't even think about it! I completely forgot!

Fairy trembled, afraid of the possible consequences.

―Fairies are such pure beings that if a worldly creature touches them, they die, but I forgot and maintained the etiquette of the Fairy world. It's a big problem if Fairies are too kind like me.

Ugh.

Our Fairy is too kind, it's a problem.

Pastel could relate to this again. She nodded.

"That's how it is sometimes. Let's be careful together."

―Okay! Let's do that!

Pastel and Fairy made a pinky promise.

Promise promise.



Pastel was hovering in front of Demon's room. She heard that Demon had gone in because she was overwhelmed when Duchess opened the bottle of alcohol. I wonder if she's okay now.

"Knock knock."

She knocked on the door and waited. There was no answer from inside.

What should I do.

―Shouldn't you comfort her?

Fairy whispered, hidden in the hair on her neck.

"I guess so, right?"

As the daughter of the source of her distress, I don't know if it's right to go in so deeply, but I also want to comfort her somehow. Considering the time we spent together, I think I'm qualified regardless of my position as her mother's daughter.

Pastel cautiously turned the doorknob. The door opened as if it wasn't locked. The sound coming through the crack in the door was silent.

Ugh.

She quietly opened the door and went inside. The wide interior unique to VIP rooms was visible. The luxurious furniture filled the room, but it was dry and devoid of human presence. It was a bleak trace, as if it had been kept in the same condition as when it was rented.

She moved towards the bedroom. She turned the doorknob again, and it wasn't locked.

Pastel only peeked her head in. Soft lighting enveloped the bed. Demon was lying down, pressing her forehead with her arm. She was still wearing her suit, as if she hadn't changed.

She waited for a while, but there was no sound or movement.

Pastel hesitated and cautiously opened her mouth.

"Demon, are you asleep?"

There was no answer.

Pastel hesitated and returned her head to its original position. She wondered whether to close the door and leave, then peeked in again.

"Demon, are you asleep?"

Silence flowed.

After a while, a sunken voice was heard.

『...I'm not asleep.』

Aha.

Pink eyes rolled.

"Can I come in?"

A sigh was heard softly.

『You're already in.』

Ah, that's true.

Pastel just confidently opened the door and went in.

Entry complete!

Hehe.

207 - I Have My Access Card
Pastel closed the bedroom door tightly.

Turning around, she saw the Demon still lying down, his eyes covered with his arm. There was a mood lamp by his head, but it was so dim that she wasn't sure if it was even bright.

"I'm here," she said.

The Demon didn't reply for a moment, then slowly answered, "Yes, young Kraft."

Pastel stared at the Demon for a while.

She put her hands behind her back and glanced around the bedroom, pretending not to know the layout, before approaching the bed. Sitting on the edge of the bed, the sheet rippled under her weight.

Pastel reached out. She reached towards the Demon, hesitated, and then pressed down firmly next to his head. The bed sank, tilting the Demon's head slightly. When she took her hand away, the mattress recovered, returning to its original slope.

Pink eyes stared blankly at the handprint on the sheet. Her palm pressed down on the sheet, exactly where the mark was. She repeated the motion, pressing and releasing, causing the bed mattress to sink and recover repeatedly.

The Demon's head bobbed slightly with the mattress. The arm covering his eyes twitched a little. A red eye appeared, looking up at the girl.

The girl's eyes widened, and she stopped playing with her hands. Pink hair cascaded down her shoulders.

Silence fell.

The girl spoke first. Her lips loosened, and her eyes curved.

"Hehe."

The soft light brushed her hair.

A faint sigh escaped. "What is it?"

The girl countered, "What do you think it is?"

The Demon thought for a moment. "Lightning hasn't struck, so you're not here to ask me to read you a fairy tale."

"Huh? I've never done that."

"But you're the type who could do it at any time."

The girl crossed her arms. Her brow furrowed slightly. "That is... undeniable."

"Good grief." The Demon chuckled dryly.

Red eyes rolled up to look at the ceiling. "Blossom was quite different too."

The Demon's lips closed and then opened. "I first saw her in prison. I don't know what means she used, but she came to the iron bars, no, to me, through the secret passage installed in the head of the family's office."

Pastel stopped her hand again. It hovered around the Demon's face, then passed by and pressed down on the mattress. The sheet rippled as it was pressed.

Red eyes became hazy, as if recalling a memory. "The first meeting wasn't very pleasant. I don't remember what I said, but I'm sure Blossom left without saying a word."

The Demon stopped, about to say something, and moistened his dry lips.

"Well, couldn't that be helped? Your Demon probably didn't feel like talking because Mom had hair like mine."

"Perhaps. My training must have been insufficient." The arm covering the Demon's eyes rose and pressed against his forehead. "When was the next time? How much time had passed? Blossom reappeared, looking a little more grown up. This time, she was brazen enough to ignore my words and say what she wanted."

A smile formed on the Demon's lips.

Pastel stared silently at the smile.

"She proposed a deal, as if she had prepared it in advance. She said she didn't like the Kraft family very much and wanted to fix it, asking if I would join her."

"So, you made a Demon contract?"

"Of course not. I sent her back, saying she was trying to pull off a ridiculous scam."

Come to think of it, the second pink-haired person helped as if she would atone for fraud, but then stabbed him in the back and sealed him, so there was no way he would.

"But she didn't give up and kept coming."

"After talking several times, you grew fond of her and eventually weakened."

"Of course not." The Demon turned his gaze to Pastel. His eyes seemed to be laughing at her for saying something so naive.

Ah, hehe.

His gaze returned to the ceiling. "What I was preoccupied with at the time was how a girl who wasn't even an adult yet was frequently using the secret passage. It was a suspicious phenomenon."

Wow.

"So, how did Mom seduce a Demon in such a guarded state? Could it be something like a genuine relationship that she hadn't experienced in the existing Kraft?"

"You're almost right."

Isn't my relationship with the Demon exactly like that now?

Totally similar.

"We spent almost a year without revealing our true feelings to each other. One day, Blossom appeared covered in blood and with a tired face. She said that there was an aphorism passed down in the Kraft family and said this."

Pastel listened intently.

What truthful words were they?

The Demon's lips opened. "Betrayal is more important than success."

Pastel's lips froze. "A powerful method is for the current head of the family to betray and the next head of the family to recommend re-alliance with a sincere apology."

The Demon ran a hand over his face. "You haven't received successor training, so you wouldn't know this, but she said it so brazenly."

"Ah, ha." Pastel's mind raced with thoughts. She weighed and considered various things before finishing her thoughts. She opened her mouth to correct the Demon's misunderstanding.

"Demon, that—"

But before that, the Demon spoke. "At the time, the Kraft family was terrified of the impending disaster. The family had grown too much, and the empire had finished conquering the Demon Realm and had nothing to fear. The imperial family was sure to deal with the Kraft family, who had once been hunting dogs, someday."

The Demon continued. "Blossom proposed to the head of the family to deceive the Demon according to the old aphorism and borrow his power, and she gained the opportunity to come and go freely. Blossom, who told me the inside story, said this. By realizing the aphorism, she would be in a strong position in the successor competition. So, she asked me to cooperate to change the Kraft family."

Pastel hesitated and then spoke quickly. "Ah, Demon. Wasn't that saying not very truthful? Like revealing a lie to gain trust and take the bone."

The Demon didn't listen and trembled his lips. His gaze wandered into the past. "I couldn't kill the nanny I considered my mother in front of the head of the family to prove my qualifications as a successor and leave the bloodied girl alone."

His hand covered his eyes. "Because God, no, this world, doesn't allow such things."

Pastel was breathless.

The hidden inside story was automatically inferred.

The reason Mom said the aphorism late was that the head of the family had been watching her before.

The head of the family, who didn't trust Mom in his heart, had Mom kill the nanny with her own hands to prove her qualifications as a Kraft, and only then did he remove his watchful eyes. Now that she was a proper successor competitor, he would respect her right to fully carry out her schemes.

But there was no way that Kraft family really trusted Mom and stopped watching her. This wasn't trust, but simply because they didn't care whether Mom saved the Archdemon or not.

Mom, who saved the Archdemon with her own will, would gain the Archdemon's trust separately from the family.

Then, it would be very easy to use Mom to wield the Archdemon's power when needed. Because the fact that Mom was born in Kraft would never change.

No matter what feelings the child had, there would be no harm to the head of the family and the family.

What exists here is not human emotion, but rational calculation that does not rely on empathy.

"I, I." The voice that came was trembling. "I believe that the first words the blood-soaked girl said while crying shouldn't have been that even if she betrayed, you would be able to see the sun, so there would be no loss."

His arm pressed against his eyes.

The shadow deepened. "I shouldn't have abandoned Blossom. I shouldn't have distrusted someone I can't even apologize to now."

Pastel's hand lost strength.

She stared blankly at the bed sheet she had been gripping. The sheet was tangled and wrinkled.

That relationship.

How much time was contained in it.

How much emotion was contained in it.

This relationship.

How much time was contained in it.

How much emotion was contained in it.

Pink hair flowed down powerlessly. The girl lay down and curled up on the bedside. Her light weight couldn't shake the mattress.

The conversation, the monologue, continued without end.

Wandering and wandering in the past.

It seemed that no conversational partner was needed there.

208 - The Door Was Just Opened
Cock-a-doodle-doo.

Cock-cock-a-doodle-doo chicken.

Chicken is delicious.

Chick: Waaaaah! You're a bad person!

Huh.

Pastel abruptly opened her eyes. She felt the soft texture of the bed. She wiped the drool from the corner of her mouth.

"Ugh."

When did I fall asleep?

More importantly, whose room is this?

She blankly looked around the unfamiliar room before jumping up.

"It's Demon's room!"

She quickly looked around the bed and found herself lying in the middle of it. Demon was nowhere to be found.

There wasn't a happening where Demon was sound asleep next to her. Somewhat disappointing.

Her shoulders slumped.

"Disappointing."

She rubbed her eyes to remove the sleep.

It's my first time sleeping in Demon's bed, but I don't feel so good.

I think I heard very well yesterday how much of a femme fatale Mom was.

I understand why Demon is so attached. If you shared that time and those emotions, you wouldn't be able to forget it even if you tried.

Pastel massaged her cheeks.

"Maybe I'm a bad person, like my chick friend said."

I heard about Mom's tragic past, but the biggest emotion I felt was defeat. I guess the second was jealousy.

I'm so unfilial.

But honestly, I've never even had a conversation with Mom since I was born. I think I should be given this much consideration as a parent.

"I acknowledge it~."

When I return to the Empire, I guess I can apologize in front of Mom's tombstone.

Pooh pooh.

But but.

According to Demon, Mom who came to the prison was a girl. At the time, Demon was also distressed because a minor was caught up in tragedy.

So, Demon fell in love with a child he had been taking care of since she was a minor?

Is this real?

Pastel's expression turned strange.

"Demon, are you perhaps a shameless thief?"

It seems like your preference for younger people is firm.

No, since demons have unlimited lifespans, all humans are younger, so it can't be helped.

Oh, wait a minute.

The Inherent God is naturally older than Demon.

Before falling as an Archdemon, Demon loved the Inherent God as a priest.

In other words...

You used to like older people!

But the Inherent God suddenly declared that they hated you and forcibly passed on their divinity, causing you to fall as an Archdemon. The human who had always thought only of older people and vowed to dedicate everything to them ended up living a tragic life with only younger people.

It's as if God rejected you because they couldn't handle your preference for older people and told you to like younger people instead.

Demon's fall = Fall for younger people.

Huh.

Huuuh.

This seems like a super-special theory that will make a mark on theology.

In fact, the relationship between God and Demon was a clash between a preference for older people and a preference for younger people~.

God, who was fed up with the fixation on preferences, corrupted the priest to teach them the diversity of preferences.

With this much novel interpretation, can't I become a leading figure in the theological world?

Wow.

Pastel admired herself and then burst out laughing.

"Hahaha! Demon is funny!"

『What did I do?』

Huh.

Demon, wearing a loose dress shirt, was leaning against the doorway before I knew it. His hair was damp, as if he had washed his face.

"Waaah!"

Pastel covered her body with the blanket. The winter dress she had fallen asleep in without changing was hidden.

Her pink eyes sharpened.

"Demon, why are you entering my room without permission! That's why I've been getting angry lately!"

Demon looked dumbfounded. He took a sip of coffee and pointed to the room with his mug.

『This is my room.』

Ah.

"I see."

Oing oing.

Pastel blinked and then put her fists together. She closed her eyes tightly and shouted again.

"Then why are you entering Demon's room without permission! That's why I've been getting angry lately!"

That's right, that's right!

I acknowledge it!

『I don't know what you're talking about...』

Demon looked dumbfounded.

"That's! That's!"

Pastel was so excited that she said anything.

"Since it's a hotel room I rented with my money, Demon's room is also my property! Everything Demon owns is mine! From now on! In the future! Forever!"

Demon shrugged.

『Then should I, who has to live on my money, charge you for education and childcare expenses?』

Beh-beh~.

Weakness detected.

Her finger pointed at Demon.

"You mean upbringing expenses, not childcare expenses! Do you think I'm some little kid? You won't be able to charge me for education expenses that way!"

Demon is a dummy dummy.

『That's what I mean. Since what should be upbringing is becoming childcare, I should charge more.』

Huh.

Huuuh.

Unbelievable.

Completely unbelievable.

Pastel flopped onto Demon's bed. Her pink hair flowed over and covered the bed.

"If you want to do childcare that much, then do it from now on."

Pooh-pooh.

『Unfortunately, I'm already doing it. What do you want to eat for breakfast? It seems like time will be tight if I start preparing now, so tell me quickly.』

Pooh-pooh~.

"As if I'd tell you. Why don't you go get some formula?"

『Then I should prepare a healthy chicory salad.』

Chicory salad.

A chicory salad that only tastes bitter.

Huh.

Huuuh.

Unbelievable.

Unbelievable!

Pastel shouted with all her might.

"Completely unbelievable...!"

Demon shrugged and finished his coffee. For a moment, only the scent of coffee lingered.

The clock ticked.

Chicory salad...

Pastel glanced at Demon. When her pink eyes met his red ones, she averted her gaze.

Silence fell.

Her pink lips murmured faintly.

"Make me fried chicken."

It's not like I'm asking, but my chick friend told me to eat chicken in my dream.

『I will.』

Demon chuckled and turned around. His footsteps faded away.

Pastel listened to the fading footsteps. The commotion subsided, and the tension disappeared.

Her heart calmed down, and her pink eyes became blank. The feeling lingered inside her body before coming out of her mouth.

"Annoying."

It's annoying that you're so calm after being so shaken yesterday.

It's so annoying that I'm the only one who's serious, and Demon is the only one who's fine and acting like that.

While I'm trying to get rid of my unfilial sense of defeat by revisiting the fact that Demon likes younger people, it's so annoying that you're asking me about the breakfast menu with such a nonchalant attitude.

"I feel bad."

It makes me feel so bad that this relationship is heavy for me but light for Demon.

I wish Demon.

I wish Demon would also feel this relationship heavily.

I wish you would feel like your stomach is churning during conversations and your breath is trembling with desperation.

I just had that thought.



The snowy wind of the Northern Mountains enveloped Duke Bellamonte. White snowflakes covered the blood-stained castle walls.

Someday, like the melting snowflakes, the bloody screams and the internecine strife recorded in the Empire's history were covered under the snowflakes.

Silver hair fluttered. Alsier Bellamonte sat on the castle walls, holding a blood-stained spear in his arms, and looked down at the territory.

The city, though poor, had not lost its former kingdom's status, but was half-destroyed and in a mess. The body of a soldier shot by a gun hung precariously from the balcony of a shopping district. Blood dripped down his arm.

A snowy wind blew. Alsier hugged the spear shaft. The flowing red blood soaked his clothes.

An officer approached and saluted.

"The internal cleanup is complete."

"Okay."

"What should we do with the captured family members? Should we execute them as planned?"

"Okay."

The officer left.

Alsier Bellamonte continued to look down at the territory.

The first cup of tea he drank upon arriving at the dukedom was poison. The place he arrived at after being invited by his sisters was full of soldiers.

Alsier, who had been obedient to the eldest son's check and accepted admission to the academy where his forces would be disintegrated, endured assassinations, and waited only for the day he would die, was in a situation where he had no choice but to die.

If it weren't for Kraft's arrangement.

There was a lot of public criticism at the time about Kraft's restructuring of the Sky Island Knights Order.

Even if the Sky Island Knights Order regarded military operations as picnics, the Knights Order is the Knights Order. Was it really rational as a military decision-maker to literally cut in half the strongest military force held by Sky Island?

Since some members of the Knights Order joined the Kraft Merchant Guild after that, wasn't it too much greed that was too caught up in personal gain?

In the end, many members of the Knights Order left Sky Island without belonging anywhere. How absurd is that tyranny? That shouldn't have happened on Sky Island, the Empire's front line.

Was this what Kraft wanted? Could it be that Kraft, who was inexperienced in high positions, had made a misstep? Could it be that greed had ruined everything?

No.

Because the forces that were thought to have been disintegrated waited for a while and then all headed to the Bellamonte territory to support Alsier.

Since they were kicked out of the Sky Island Knights Order, they don't belong to Sky Island.

Since they were kicked out without honor, there's nowhere to accept them, and if Alsier, who knows all the circumstances, provides them with a place and opportunity to restore their honor, they can't betray him.

Even if they regarded military operations as picnics, the Knights Order was the Knights Order.

Alsier was able to return to the dukedom after suddenly creating a new Knights Order.

The Sky Island Knights Order Commander, who had temporarily left Sky Island, saying that he would reflect on his responsibility for the Knights Order restructuring, suddenly joined in a private capacity, so it was a proper Knights Order that also followed the principle that there must be one Knight-level person in the Knights Order.

As Alsier, who had gained fame from a young age with his Para-Knight Level skills and the development of the Northern Mountains, raised the banner of the Knights Order, the scattered forces quickly regrouped.

Alsier, who had always heard from Melissa that the Bellamonte dukedom was underdeveloped, sincerely called for reform of the dukedom with resentment, so even the justification was solid.

Anyone could see that the next duke was Alsier.

Although the other siblings, feeling uneasy, had united and turned it into a quasi-civil war, they couldn't lose because they reflected the military reform plans that Melissa and he usually discussed for fun and armed themselves with the latest combat doctrines and Demon Realm-made guns instead of swords and spears.

The beginning of all this was...

"Kraft."

It stemmed from Kraft's incomprehensible Knights Order restructuring.

A plot disguised as a greedy act for his own merchant guild.

But a plot that was targeting the Bellamonte dukedom, which was completely different.

A true schemer creates a false intention and deceives everyone. Even Alsier, who thought that Kraft had started building a relationship with him in order to intervene in the Bellamonte succession competition.

Alsier blankly looked up at the sky.

A bird flew away.

I should never go against Kraft's will again.

Okay.

209 - I'm Not That Bad of a Person
Having happily stuffed herself with fried chicken, Pastel returned to Demon's bed.

She should have returned to her own room, but she just came back to Demon's bed. She lay on the bed and crawled around like a caterpillar friend.

Wriggle wriggle.

Wriggle wriggle.

I might be a bad kid.

Now that I'm full and happy, I think my mind has regained some objectivity.

I heard about Mom's tragic past and all I felt was jealousy, and Demon did nothing wrong but I got annoyed.

It couldn't be worse.

Actually, am I not PinkPink but PurplePurple?

When did I become Corrupted?

What's the cause?

"What's wrong? Are you in a bad mood?"

Fairy rolled around on the bedside and looked at her.

Pastel sat up straight.

"Fairy, I think I'm Corrupted!"

A problem a million times bigger than a Corrupted Fairy.

"What?"

Fairy's eyes widened. Her small hands covered her mouth.

"You were Corrupted?!"

Pastel frowned.

"I think so. My hair is still PinkPink, but it won't be long before I dye it purple."

"That wouldn't be good, would it?! It would be weird if your hair turned purple but your eyes stayed pink!"

Pastel answered seriously.

"I can wear colored contacts."

"Ah."

Fairy nodded.

And then she looked.

"But what are colored contacts?"

"More importantly, Fairy, I think I'm really Corrupted. I originally have a good-kid complex, so I'm not good at having bad thoughts. But earlier, because I was hungry, I became irritable and had bad thoughts without hesitation."

What kind of bad thoughts are a secret, but anyway, they're bad thoughts.

"I know what that is!"

Oing.

Fairy was triumphant.

"That's called love! Consult with me! Love is my specialty!"

Uwang.

Fairy, who even makes Love Charms, is saying this, so it's completely trustworthy.

Pastel went and sat in front of Fairy. The bed sank and Fairy staggered, but quickly regained her posture and made a dignified expression.

"Fairy, is love originally like this? Being overwhelmed with jealousy and defeat, and worrying about bad thoughts and plans?"

Fairy answered firmly.

"Yep!"

Ah.

I see.

Pastel was dumbfounded.

"You might be unfamiliar because you lack experience, but from the perspective of a Fairy who has gone through thick and thin, that's normal. You're not Corrupted into PurplePurple, love is originally like that. You don't have to panic."

Is that so?

Fairy must have lived much longer than Pastel herself, so it feels convincing. Besides, love is her specialty, isn't it?

A Love Fairy, she's an existence you can't help but believe in.

"But the fairy tale Melissa read said it wasn't like that. Love is, like."

Pastel waved her hand. She waved her hand as if trying to catch an intangible rainbow, then tidied up her hair that had fallen down. Pink hair was swept and tidied up by her fingers.

"Something PinkPink and beautiful, right?"

Fairy shook her head.

"That's not it. Love is a one-sided emotion. It teaches that it's beautiful precisely because it's not beautiful. If it was originally beautiful, would the obvious story of declaring it beautiful be touching? Such stories are touching because they're not obvious."

That sounds right somehow.

"And."

Fairy sighed deeply. Fairy's eyes looked at her kindly.

"If love was originally beautiful, wouldn't that mean only you are bad. But I don't think you're a bad kid. This isn't because you're especially bad. Love is originally like that."

Is that so?

Well, the possibility that love is originally like this was higher than the possibility that Pastel herself was especially bad.

"Everyone is busy hiding it, but everyone is originally like that."

Fairy looked straight ahead. Her small fist was clenched tightly.

"Partner! You can be honest with yourself! You deserve it enough!"

Heok.

Touched.

Touchedong.

Pastel covered her mouth. Her nose sniffled a little.

"Even though I had completely bad thoughts?"

"Because love is originally like that!"

"Even though I had really, really bad thoughts?"

"Because love is originally like that!"

Touchedong.

Fairy began to worry together, as if thinking about her own work.

"A rival being your mom isn't really a problem, but a dead mom is a big problem."

Pastel nodded silently.

It's like being fixed in a state of confirmed defeat.

Fairy groaned.

"If she were alive, I could have attached a Love Charm to her and manipulated her to harass Demon, and trivial love emotions would have disappeared."

Heok.

Pastel was shocked by Fairy's refreshing solution.

But in one corner of her heart, she agreed.

This is like persuading Mom with the power of love to get back the person you like.

As expected, love is great.

It was a neat solution that would even appear in fairy tales.

Fairy said slyly.

"After all, it seems like the best way is to show Demon the power of love."

"Like attaching a Love Charm to Demon's back?"

"Yep!"

Pastel hesitated.

Somehow, that seems like a really bad thing to do.

Besides, the love gained that way couldn't be real.

I don't want to become a witch in a fairy tale. That's a role someone with purple hair should play.

"You still don't like that? I see. Let's worry together!"

Fairy groaned again.

Pastel carefully brought up the topic.

"I had a bad thought, do you want to hear it?"

"Yep!"

"Ahem."

Pastel cleared her throat.

It might be a little embarrassing.

"Isn't the problem that we can't eliminate the cause because the dead mom is the rival?"

"Yep!"

"Then wouldn't it be solved if Demon loved me instead of the dead mom? Mom is dead, so she can't interfere or anything."

Fairy tilted her head.

"Isn't that the problem? Demon loves your mom."

"No, so, I mean."

Pastel waved her hand. Her gesture pointed to herself.

"Demon should love me like he loves Mom."

Fairy was puzzled.

"Are you going to do something like a mom disguise? Act like Mom? That might be effective too!"

"No, no."

Pink hair shook back and forth.

"I'm Pastel, not Blossom."

Fairy tilted her head.

"Then?"

Pastel was about to say it specifically, but no matter how much she thought about it, it didn't seem PinkPink, so she hesitated.

Come to think of it, this might be a very bad thing to do.

"No, I should think about it again."

"Why? Is it an action that harms those around you?"

"Not that, but."

"Then is it an action that harms Demon?"

"That's right."

"No need to hesitate!"

Oing.

Pastel was speechless with embarrassment.

Fairy said firmly.

"It's the Demon who made you fall in love who's bad. What's with the age difference, seducing you as he pleases and then hoping you'll be comfortable. If he has any conscience, he should put up with at least not harming those around you."

Somehow.

That sounds right.

Wouldn't it be reasonable for a thief with a preference for younger people to suffer a little?

Pastel's ears perked up.

"That Demon has to accept any grumbling! Such a kind kid is suffering, but he's asking about the morning menu with a perfectly fine face!"

"That's right. I think Demon, who mentions chicory salad in that atmosphere, is really bad. If that's the case, he should put ketchup on the salad too."

Chicory ketchup salad, heok.

"Right, right! The problem is that he keeps stimulating a kid who's just staying still! If he committed the sin of seducing someone, he should just stay still and do nothing! Stimulating without noticing is karma!"

Is that so?

Pastel felt like her conscience was disappearing.

I came to the bed to comfort Demon, but it was a bit much that Demon was muttering to himself even when he was about to sleep.

Honestly, Mom's past was Mom's past, but that attitude of not needing you was a wound to my heart.

A bad thing, it might be okay to do it.

Fairy observed her intently and smiled subtly.

"Let's make this wicked Demon pay the price. What methods are there? What kind of bad things did you think of?"

Her lips were licked by her tongue and then opened.

"That is."

Suddenly, footsteps were heard from the doorway. Pastel stopped talking and turned around.

After watching for a moment, the door opened.

Demon came in, looking dumbfounded.

"Why are you in my bed? If you want to lie down, go to your room."

Pastel stared without answering.

Demon twitched his eyebrows.

"What's wrong?"

The girl's expression darkened. She lowered her head and raised her legs, wrapping her arms around them.

"Demon, I don't really know what Mom would be feeling if she were here."

Demon became silent.

I couldn't see his face because he was looking down, but it was clear that the composure he had been trying to maintain was wavering.

"Her husband demolished a perfectly good family and put it in his own pocket, then left his daughter neglected. The Demon she had been with since childhood couldn't trust her and only spoke words of hatred. The dead her had to accept resentment without being able to clear up misunderstandings."

Demon didn't answer. Maybe he couldn't.

"What did Mom do wrong? Where did it go wrong that she had to experience this tragedy even after death? I don't know."

The girl buried her face between her arms.

Silence flowed.

After a while, a slightly cracked voice was heard.

"Blossom wouldn't have done anything wrong."

A small murmur followed.

"I don't know if Mom would think so too."

Demon became silent.

210 - I Think the Fairy's Words Are Right
A peaceful lunchtime.

Ellie struggled to hide her confusion.

"I don't have an appetite because I'm thinking of my mom."

Pastel muttered gloomily, her fork idly spinning in her hand. In front of her was a cleanly emptied plate of tomato pasta. It wasn't particularly important, but she had stopped eating due to a lack of appetite.

Pastel wanted to eat more, but feeling regretful, she sucked on her fork, though that wasn't particularly significant either.

The Archdemon quietly gazed down at the knife, seemingly lacking an appetite as well.

An atmosphere of gloom settled in without any conversation. It wasn't just during this meal; it had been like this since morning.

Why is it like this today? Is something wrong?

Having just returned from the palace to the hotel, Ellie couldn't grasp the situation accurately. She glanced sideways at Melissa.

Melissa seemed puzzled as she pondered deeply.

It seemed this wasn't typical behavior for them.

Leaning slightly towards Melissa, Ellie whispered, "Do you know what's going on?"

Melissa smiled subtly, looking troubled. After a moment of silence, she tapped her chin with her finger in thought before responding.

"It might not be good for a third party to speculate, but it seems to be family matters."

Well, that was obvious since Pastel had said she was thinking of her mom. It seemed Melissa, as she said herself, didn't want to speculate unnecessarily.

Is it a family matter of the Kraft family? The royal family consistently investigates the Kraft family, known as a bitter enemy of the Demon Realm. As the Kraft family walked the path of decline, they had set aside their grudges and invested their information resources elsewhere.

If it involves the Archdemon's family matters, what could it be? Is there some deep issue we don't know about? If Pastel's family troubles worsen, it wouldn't be good for the entire Demon Realm.

Feeling a headache coming on, Melissa's expression changed to one of realization. After some contemplation, she spoke as if to say that since they were all friends, it wouldn't be rude to share this much.

"Recently, Pastel has wanted to meet her father. Since the results aren't showing immediately, it seems she's been missing her mother. The Archdemon also loved the previous head of the family, so it wouldn't feel good for him either."

So that's why.

Thinking back, Pastel did have a mom and dad.

Ellie's feelings became strange.

It's only natural.

Imagining Pastel acting like a typical child towards her parents was difficult.

Having been born a fool and living until she regained her senses, her mother was already dead, and her father was missing. So, Pastel had never had the chance to act like a normal child throughout her life.

She had spent all her time as the head of the family, ruling over others without being protected or relying on anyone.

What kind of existence would someone who experienced such a life be?

Ellie thought that Pastel's occasional childish behavior around others might be a reaction to that. Or perhaps it was a constant effort to fill a life she had never experienced.

But now, to hear that Pastel had lost her appetite because she was thinking of her mom.

She is human after all.

It felt like a very rude thought for a friend, but Pastel had spent her life as a fool and, shortly after regaining her senses, had outperformed the next head of Camelot to become the top student at the academy.

After that, she took over the student council and seized power through a coup, quickly negotiating with the Emperor and rising to the position of Governor General of Sky Island in less than a year. She had brought her fallen family back onto an upward trajectory.

Recognizing such a being as the same as herself was incredibly difficult, so she hoped Pastel would understand as a friend.

"But if you don't eat enough, your mom won't like it, so you should eat at least this much."

Pastel gloomily moved her fork. The tomato pasta was twirled and went straight into her mouth.

Nom nom.

In an instant, another plate of pasta was emptied. The fork was sucked clean and then laid down weakly.

Pastel again lowered her head, looking despondent.

"I'm not hungry because I'm thinking of my mom..."

The Archdemon also seemed to have lost his appetite, as the steak he was cutting remained untouched. He set down his knife and walked weakly to the pasta pot, retrieving some noodles. A new plate of pasta was placed in front of Pastel.

"Even if you’re not hungry, it’s better to eat well. Blossom would think so too."

Pastel looked down at the pasta.

Her pink eyes rolled for a moment.

"Thinking of my mom, I guess I should eat this much since I'm in my growth period."

The pasta was twirled and entered her mouth. One plate of pasta was completely emptied.

The fork was laid down weakly.

Pastel spoke with a gloomy expression.

"I'm not hungry because I'm thinking of my mom..."

And so it continued.

Ellie understood the situation clearly.

Pastel was currently missing her mom. The reason was that she couldn't meet her father, who had left home.

Ellie knew from experience the perfect remedy for such a situation. Observing the atmosphere, she opened her mouth.

"The head of the Presley family said the Order has contacted them, and they wanted you to be informed."

Today's common knowledge.

If it’s tough, just endure and get the work done.

She could confidently say this was the perfect help needed for a friend struggling with family matters.

"Huh? Presley? Who is that?"

Pastel looked puzzled.

"Nathaniel Presley, that gambler."

"Oh, right! Nathaniel finally made contact! I had something I needed to confirm too!"

Pastel's expression brightened instantly.

Ellie felt a sense of pride. Isn't this what friends are supposed to do for each other?

"But why do you want to meet with the Order? If you're thinking of hunting them down, I could lend you an army."

Pastel was startled.

"No, no! It would be fun to bring an army, but that’s not the way to go! Besides, the royal family is indeed working hard to hunt down the Order, right?"

"That's right. After dealing with the Hawks, the newspapers have been quiet, so the citizens don't know, but the hunt is still ongoing."

The fact that the head of the Presley family had specifically conveyed the Order's contact through her indicated that he had no intention of cooperating with the Order, subtly informing the princess of his stance.

"Ah."

Pastel clasped her hands together as if pleading.

"Then, as a friend, please turn a blind eye to this matter. I have something to do. Please~."

It wasn't such a difficult request.

"What are you planning to do?"

"Well..."

Pastel wore a mysterious smile. Her gaze shifted and focused on the Archdemon, whose expression had become complicated.

"Demon! Let's confront the person involved! We don't have time to be gloomy! Just like we promised last time, if we meet, let's hit them once!"

"Haah."

The person involved?

Is there some personal reason behind this?

A personal relationship with the Order.

Ellie's mind raced quickly.

As time passed and she examined the situation coldly, there were many unsettling aspects to the flow of the Hawks being eliminated.

How did Pastel manage to obtain the internal documents of the Hawks that contained her assassination plan?

If she had only suspicions and fabricated documents, it would be understandable. But as Redmond had reviewed, it was a perfect internal document. It was as if she had hidden a spy within the Hawks.

Those who didn't know might think that the Governor of Kraft, or the intelligence agents of the Sky Island Governor's Office, had done something, but Ellie thought differently.

Though she had been kicked out of the hotel after arriving in the Demon Realm, Ellie herself was undeniably the second-in-command of the student council. While the administrative body of the academy supported the Governor's Office, she had a position where she could see everything about the Sky Island Governor's Office.

It was unfortunate for Pastel, who trusted her as a friend, but as a princess of the United Kingdom, she had thoroughly examined everything about the Sky Island Governor's Office, a military stronghold and frontline of the empire. The fact that a princess was being employed under the bitter enemy, the Kraft family, was the reason for the surprisingly small backlash from the Demon Realm.

Upon investigation, the infiltrators in the council were not significant. No one had access to sensitive documents like the assassination plan of the Governor.

Although Leonard, the head of the inspection department, was operating an intelligence organization that even involved the Knights of Sky Island, the royal council was not an easy place to infiltrate in a short period.

The documents were not obtained through intelligence resources.

Then how did Pastel acquire them?

This had been a question she had been unable to answer until now.

She had been suspicious that all the documents that came to the desk of the second-in-command of the student council contained reverse information...

A personal relationship with the Order.

The Hawks had been planning to assassinate the Governor in cooperation with the Order, but it turned out that the Governor had a personal relationship with the Order.

Was it a scheme?

A trap to eliminate the troublesome Hawks.

Now she understood why Pastel wanted to contact the Order. Since the Order had suffered during the scheming process, she likely intended to pay the price she had previously mentioned.

She could also speculate when the relationship with the Order had formed.

There had been an incident where the Order invaded the shrine of the personified deity beneath Sky Island. Pastel had personally led the hunt, but it was publicly announced that the core members of the Order had escaped.

However, Pastel could not have truly missed them. She must have at least established connections with the related members of the Order.

That makes sense.

After capturing a high-ranking member of the Order, she might have negotiated to let them go in exchange for cooperation in the United Kingdom's Hawks scheme. There had been investigations indicating that the member she missed had fled to the Demon Realm, so the circumstances fit perfectly.

Ellie began to understand the bigger picture.

She had previously harbored some doubts about Pastel restructuring the Knights of Sky Island.

Wasn't it too risky to expel a member of the Knights right after the Order had infiltrated so deeply into Sky Island? It was as if she thought the Order wouldn't attack right away.

She had wondered how such confidence had arisen, but now she understood. Pastel had indeed captured a high-ranking member of the Order and had likely shared future plans, allowing for such a bold decision.

Indeed, indeed.

As Ellie felt a thrill from piecing together the puzzle of the bigger picture, she suddenly felt a chill.

Then why is Pastel giving me the opportunity to deduce this?

If she intended to contact the Order, she could have done so directly. There was no need to involve the head of the Presley family and make Ellie aware of it.

What could be the reason?

What is she thinking?

Considering the depth of the schemes Pastel was involved in, this couldn't simply be a signal.

What kind of scheme is hidden here?

What is her intention?

It wouldn't be anything bad for our Demon Realm, would it?

The princess's anxious thoughts deepened endlessly.

211 - You're Overthinking It, Friend
The White Snow Mountain Range, located at the end of the Demon Realm, was famous for its year-round snowfall, just as its name suggested.

As a mountain range, it was expected to have considerable mineral deposits, but due to the current mining technology, it was not economically viable and remained abandoned.

Once the capital of the Demon Realm reached a mature stage of growth, this rural area, where snow always existed, would transform into a tourist destination for wealthy citizens. Perhaps it was a fortunate fate that the lack of mining activity allowed it to maintain its value as a tourist spot.

However, the beautiful snowy mountain climate, which could be considered for tourism, was merely a harsh obstacle for Pastel and her companions who visited in winter.

"Ahhh!"

Wrapped in her scarf, Pastel let out a scream mixed with cold. She shivered, wrapping her body tightly, but the cold was not something that could be shaken off with a mere tremor.

The wind mixed with snow slapped her cheeks. They turned as red as if they had been struck.

"Ah! Ah! I think the Order should have made their hideout in a warm place where the Subjugation Force could easily come!"

I admit it.

『You have a point there.』

The Demon held Pastel's swaying arm and looked around.

The snow-covered mountains were white. Bare trees without leaves adorned the mountains like decorations. Only the footprints of the sole visitor stretched long across the snow. Even those footprints would soon disappear in the falling snow.

The Order's hideout, likely their main headquarters, existed somewhere in an old castle at the edge of the mountain range.

In an era where power was everything, the Demon rulers of that time had once competed to build grander castles than others to flaunt their strength and authority.

This castle was one of them. Even if it was built in a difficult location, they constructed a uselessly grand castle to showcase how great their power and authority were.

"Yamaaan!"

The privatization of power stirred true anger within me, as I had never experienced such a thing in my life.

"I think the Presley family, who exploited their subordinates to build such things in the past, should be punished for now settling in the capital and weakly lingering around the gambling den!"

Nathaniel, who had lived a life addicted to gambling and only later realized that the Order's hideout had appeared in his abandoned list of assets, bore no grudge, but suddenly found himself harboring resentment towards that lineage.

I could be sure that the Order had slyly approached Nathaniel, thinking it would be easy to legalize their hideout through a gambling scam.

Somehow! Somehow!

It felt strange that the meeting point of the Hawks and the Order existed in the same gambling house!

As Nathaniel was captivated by the Hawks' activities and lingered there, the Order must have slyly set up a meeting point in the same place to approach Nathaniel!

To completely deceive Nathaniel Presley and legalize their hideout!

Boo boo! Boo boo!

But what to do!

The great Governor General Pastel could create a royal straight flush, but the Order couldn't even do that, so the ownership of the hideout still belonged to Nathaniel!

The Order, which couldn't even win a gambling game against Nathaniel, thought that if the great Governor General Pastel went to act as the landlord, they would have to go to jail for trespassing!

The Order had a father too, so they didn't bring Nathaniel's family, but they did bring the key to the castle gate. Pastel herself was the rightful landlord.

But that landlord was on the verge of freezing to death because she couldn't find her way home.

"Ahhh!"

Pastel coughed. The cold air that entered with her exhale violated her body.

"Ah."

It felt like she was about to have a runny nose, but with little sensation in her nose, she couldn't tell if it was coming or not. She knew, however, that she was in a state where she needed to huddle with her friend Rudolph, beyond just being red-nosed.

"It's so cold!"

I, I, surely I am not in a state of being a human using magic stones as energy, yet this cold feels too human-like.

I think I should be immune to the cold instead!

Of course, that would exceed the category of living beings, but considering the poor poisonous gas friends who are only immune, I think that's fair!

Poisonous gas friends: I admit it! If you have a body that doesn't need to breathe, it would be fair not to be affected by the cold!

Oh?

Thinking about it, I don't need to breathe.

After all, my body runs on magic stone energy.

There was no reason for the harsh outside air to invade my lungs and lower my body temperature!

Wow.

Pastel instinctively stopped breathing, a habit she had. The white mist that had been coming from her mouth disappeared. The various organs that had suffered from the need to breathe quickly warmed up.

It wasn't the same body temperature as usual, but closing the window that was only open in winter created a completely insulated state.

Huff, the effect is amazing.

In fact, maintaining human body temperature was the root of all evil!

Wow wow.

What a great discovery!

Pastel turned to the Demon in excitement, ready to share her super ultra fantastic solution. She opened her mouth to speak but found no words came out.

Oh?

Thinking about it, to speak, she needed to breathe. But right now, Pastel couldn't speak because she wasn't breathing.

Not being able to speak might be unpleasant!

Pastel decided to just breathe. The harsh air invaded her lungs in an instant.

"Hah!"

Opening the window made the temperature difference feel too great.

"Please save me!"

Leaving the winter window open might be a bad thing!

『If it's cold, speak less.』

The Demon covered his eyes from the snowstorm, looking incredulous.

The Demon was completely fine. Literally completely fine. Snowflakes clung to his eyebrows, and his skin looked cold, but his expression was calm.

『There's a rock over there. It would be good to rest there.』

"Where?! Where?!"

『Over there.』

Where, where?

Pastel looked around. All she saw were snow-covered mountains, and she couldn't tell what was what. Is this what it feels like to be a lost hiker in the snowy mountains?

The Demon said no more and moved his arm. He supported Pastel, who was in a state of wheezing, from her legs and began to walk toward the rock.

Wow.

Pastel stopped thinking, enjoying the stable ride.

One footprint crunched through the snow, leaving a mark. They reached a place where dry trees surrounded them and a large rock blocked the wind, and the footprints became two. The girl dismounted.

The Demon reached out and adjusted her scarf.

『If we light a fire for a moment, it will get better.』

Pastel fiddled with her scarf for a moment. A giggle escaped her.

"But what if it’s still cold?"

『We can just add more firewood.』

Heh.

Hehehe.

Pastel shot a sly glance at the Demon with a strange smile. The Demon, unaware, began to break nearby branches.

Pastel continued to glance at him with a strange smile until she suddenly became self-aware of her own appearance and flinched.

Huff.

I might have just had a really inappropriate thought for PinkPink!

But it might be the Demon’s fault!

However, the good Pastel decided not to make any bad jokes and just sit quietly. She thought it wasn't right to break the good image of Pastel in the Demon’s heart.

She cleared the snow from the spot where the rock friend generously blocked the wind. Then, feeling the cold in her hands, she used His Majesty the Emperor's sword to sweep the snow away.

She sat down obediently. The Demon stacked the branches, and when he gestured, flames erupted. The snow around the campfire melted, creating a dampness. The rocky ground was revealed.

"Wow."

As she stretched out her hands, they felt warm. Her cold hands warmed up, tingling slightly.

Warm, warm.

Tingly, tingly.

『If the path is this difficult, there probably won't be many members of the Order at the hideout.』

"Why?"

『The more people there are, the higher the cost of regularly transporting food and supplies. It wouldn't be cost-effective.』

"What if they just chose this snowy castle because it looks cool?"

The Demon smiled slightly. He turned his head, rummaged through his backpack, and pulled out some special jerky. It was jerky made with magic stone additives that the Demon had personally crafted.

『Jerky roasted over a campfire is quite a delicacy.』

"Wow."

Pastel received the jerky.

Campfire-roasted jerky.

Is it like roasted sweet potatoes?

Her mouth watered.

"Jerky friend!"

She lifted the jerky.

"You deserve to be roasted sweet potatoes! You're tastier than roasted potatoes! Hang in there!"

She tossed the jerky into the campfire. Flames leaped up, absorbing the grease, then settled down.

A delicious smell spread. The sizzling sound of cooking echoed.

Wow wow.

It seemed like it would be delicious, just as the Demon said.

Pastel fixed her gaze on the jerky friend, wiping her mouth. Her heart raced.

The Demon paused while shaping the branches into something like a skewer, staring blankly at the jerky roasting over the campfire.

The jerky was sizzling away.

The Demon’s mouth twitched for a moment. Emotions wandered without becoming words. Then he stopped and silently resumed shaping the branches.

The Demon completed the wooden skewer. The jerky was skewered. The jerky skewer was brought close to the campfire. The jerky began to emit a delicious smell as it cooked.

Oh?

Pastel's eyes widened.

Looking down at the jerky friend, it was becoming something mixed with soot and ashes.

"Oh no?!"

She jumped up.

"My jerky...!"

The jerky in the campfire stretched out like a corpse.

Jerky: Goodbye...

"Jerky friend!"

Ahhh!

The Demon nonchalantly continued to roast the jerky.

『Jerky is not a friend.』

"Ahhh!"

212 - Beef Jerky is Friends with Sweet Potatoes
There was a tragic incident where my jerky friend passed away, but I was able to eat without any issues.

That's because I didn't have just one jerky friend.

"It's the power of a popular person!"

Pastel chewed on the jerky that the Demon had grilled for her.

The jerky, sizzling over the campfire, smelled and sounded like grilled meat, but in taste, it was just jerky, which was enough to make her pink eyes sparkle.

Mmm! Mmm!

Pastel swallowed the jerky.

As she savored it, her expression subtly shifted to that of a gourmet.

"But I think sweetness doesn't suit jerky. Sugar jerky, how should I put it, feels like a different genre altogether."

The sweetness of the magic stone granules seemed to overshadow the umami of the jerky, which might indicate that the Demon’s cooking skills were a tad lacking.

'You should protest to your body that only eats magic stones. You have no idea how difficult it is to make preserved food delicious while meeting the minimum content of magic stones.'

"Hmm."

Pastel rubbed her chin like the Demon.

"But that's a cowardly excuse from the chef. If I were to evaluate it as a gourmet, it would be a lazy rationalization that disqualifies the chef. I could say you don't have the qualifications of a chef."

Mmm!

It might not suit the great Governor General Pastel's exclusive chef!

The Demon stretched out a hand, pressing it against her pink crown.

"Oof."

'You, young Kraft, are disqualified as a gourmet from the moment you indiscriminately apply evaluation standards without considering the limitations of the ingredients.'

Her crown was pressed down firmly.

"Oof! Oof! I'm shrinking! My height is worth one Sky Island!"

'An absurd value.'

Pastel twisted her body in distress.

"Moreover! Moreover! You got scolded by Melissa last time for messing up my hairstyle, and now you're doing this again! This is unacceptable! Unacceptable!"

The Demon chuckled.

'Considering your complaint, I used a restorative agent for the recent hair setting. Do you know why your hairstyle is still somewhat intact in this wind? It means it can return to its original state even when pressed down.'

What is that!

Pastel trembled at the mysterious substance that was meant to fix her hair.

"I think it's disqualified for a guardian to inject their own selfish desires into what should be a pure time for Pastel's morning hairstyle!"

Puff! Puff!

As Pastel protested, she suddenly paused.

Does this statement mean that the Demon refuses to have selfish desires for Pastel herself?

Oh dear.

This could be misinterpreted in a troublesome way.

What if the Demon, upon realizing that she had developed selfish feelings for the innocent pink-haired girl in front of her, experienced an internal conflict because of this statement? That could lead to a huge problem.

Dun dun.

Pastel shivered. She touched her side hair and twisted her body.

"Uh, thinking about it, I guess it would be okay to have some selfish desires. Our relationship isn't exactly a typical one, so that much is fine, and how should I put it..."

I wonder how to finish that sentence without it sounding strange.

Oh dear.

Wait, isn't this basically half a confession?

Oh dear dear.

Pastel's mind lit up with red lights. Her face also turned red and began to blush.

Oh dear dear dear.

"So, so what I mean is not this, um..."

'Hmm?'

The Demon stopped pressing her crown and looked suspicious. Her red eyes narrowed.

Eek.

Wait, wait, is this a serious situation?

As Ellie often said, revealing one's feelings to the Demon wouldn't elicit a very good reaction.

Did I get caught? Did I get caught? I got caught?

What should I do? What should I do? What am I supposed to do? Run away? Should I run away? Why run away? I didn't do anything wrong.

That's right! I didn't do anything wrong!

Objectively speaking, isn't the Demon the bad one?

Even a third party could say that the Demon is the bad one, not Pastel.

I have no reason to retreat!

In fact, I do have a clear and somewhat hesitant reason for being embarrassed to speak honestly.

But thinking about it, I'm the popular Pastel. I have no reason to be embarrassed!

If a popular person confessed, shouldn't the other person feel honored?!

I admit it!

Pastel shook off her embarrassment with a mindset like that of a disqualified popular person.

Her pink eyes sparkled.

Now that it has come to this, it's a confession attack!

Oh, God who might be somewhere!

Please let this one time be a critical hit for my attack...!

Critical buff, poof!

Pastel stared straight ahead.

"Actually, I—!"

Faster than that, the Demon narrowed her brows.

'You can't be serious.'

Gasp.

Pastel froze in an instant.

"Y-yes!"

The Demon rubbed her chin in silence.

Her gaze examined the girl.

The pink eyes trembled.

Did I get caught? I got caught, didn't I? I did.

Then what should I do? What should I do? Shouldn't I just wait to hear the answer?

There must be good news!

Huh? Really? Could it be really good news? What if it's bad news? Isn't that more realistic? What have I really done to charm the Demon? Nothing at all. I've just been living well with unfounded confidence.

No, no, it's confidence based on something. If I think like this, I sound completely disqualified as a popular person, but I am worthy of love just by existing. It's only natural that the Demon, who has spent more time by my side than anyone else, would fall for me.

There must be good news!

Huh? Really? In fact, love isn't that important in this relationship. After all, the Demon's moral compass would reject loving a girl who hasn't even become an adult. Whether he loves me or not, the factors determining this relationship are his morals. Unfortunately, the Demon is a former priest who enjoys being bound by moral standards.

There must be bad news!

Oh dear.

Oh dear dear.

The pink eyes spun around.

Maybe I shouldn't engage in rational analysis and objective judgment.

The more I think about it, the more bleak the future seems, and life feels overwhelming, and everything feels daunting, and there is no love in my life.

There must be bad news!

Tears welled up in the pink eyes.

The girl struggled to maintain a strange expression, unsure of how she would change.

'No way.'

The Demon, who had been observing closely, finally spoke.

'Are you afraid of meeting your father? Is it necessary to reaffirm the guardian relationship?'

Pastel's mind was filled with question marks.

Her question mark friend waved hello.

Question mark friend: Hi! I come to visit when you don't want me to!

Wow.

Just as you said, I didn't want your visit.

Pastel felt dazed.

A voice came from directly in front of her.

'You don't need to worry. Even if that guy talks about custody, I will still play the role of a guardian.'

Woof woof woof woof.

'Last time, I was cautious because it was our first meeting, but not anymore.'

Woof woof woof woof.

Wow, it's a puppy friend.

Pastel lowered her head.

"I miss my mom... I want to hear how disappointed she must be in the Demon, who betrayed her trust and only harbored resentment."

A look of confusion was evident.

'You keep repeating that. Why is that?'

Boo.

'I feel sorry for Blossom too, but that's a matter to discuss separately with her. Since she's already dead, it's also something I have to bear.'

"Is that so?"

The girl suddenly lifted her head. Her tear-filled pink eyes glared.

"You must feel very at ease, Demon. Because of that, you're a defeated loser who was rejected while also raising a child."

'No.'

The Demon seemed at a loss for words. It was as if she was asking what to say to such remarks.

'Young Kraft. Have you developed any resentment towards me? It's getting worse.'

"That can't be true. I'm not someone who harbors resentment towards anyone..."

The girl became irritated mid-sentence.

"More importantly, I'm not a young Kraft! I'm pretty sure I asked how long I would be considered young! Ignoring what I said like that is like washing someone else's underwear without permission!"

The Demon looked bewildered.

'That matter is already a closed issue—'

"That's your opinion, Demon!"

The pink eyes grew fierce.

"Is it very comfortable for you to conclude your own mistakes as a finished issue?"

Her voice surged.

"I told you, didn't I? You must feel very at ease, Demon! You can't even imagine how much pain my mom, who must be watching from somewhere, is going through!"

The Demon’s expression turned one of breathlessness.

She rubbed her face, then turned her gaze elsewhere, stirring the campfire with a stick. The wind, blocked by the surrounding rocks, made a sound.

Pastel exhaled.

After calming down a bit, she wondered if her words had been too harsh. On one hand, she thought that given the principle of cause and effect, it might be okay to say this much.

After some hesitation, she spoke.

"I, I need to rest."

The girl curled up, wrapping her arms around her legs. Once her face was buried, it was a perfect world of her own.

Only the sound of managing the campfire echoed.

The Demon cleared the ashes for a while.

She turned her gaze. She saw the girl, who seemed to have fallen asleep after becoming full. Her red eyes looked suspicious.

'This can't be.'

The voice filled with confusion was scattered by the wind.

The campfire created embers.

213 - Huh? Is Something Going On?
Footprints were imprinted in the snowy mountains.

“Whew, whew.”

Pastel trudged through the snow, her eyes squinting.

The Order should have made their hideout in a place where the Subjugation Force could easily invade.

And the Presley family should have put that money into Pastel's wallet instead of building a castle in a remote area at the expense of their subordinates.

It's only fair.

Pastel had a lot to say. Normally, she would have spoken to the Demon, but for some reason, she felt awkward and glanced sideways.

The Demon walked with a face that was not much different from usual. The snowstorm had intensified, so she wasn't mistaken.

She felt like she had said something a bit harsh, but the Demon, who let it slide without a grudge, seemed like an angel.

Honestly, telling the Demon, who was a defeated loser from a heartbreak, that he was a defeated loser was a pretty harsh thing to say.

Because it was true.

Yeah, yeah!

Moreover, saying that he had taken on the responsibility of raising children might have been doubly bad.

If it were Governor General Pastel, she would have had to freeze in place right then and there.

“Demon.”

The Demon turned around.

“What's wrong? Do you need a break?”

Pastel averted her gaze.

“No, objectively, my stamina shouldn't be low. It's just a matter of feeling.”

“True, the consumption of Magic Stones continuously strengthens the body. In that case, it would be easier to endure and keep walking as long as the goal and method are clear. Complaining isn't good in such situations.”

“Ugh, that’s harsh.”

Pastel grumbled.

The conversation fell silent.

Footprints were imprinted in the snowy mountains.

Pastel kicked a lumpy snowball friend and looked back at the Demon.

“Demon.”

The Demon looked back silently, with a gaze that seemed to ask what was wrong again.

Pastel averted her gaze.

“Just, just.”

Pastel kicked a new snowball friend. The snowball scattered, revealing a rock friend hidden inside.

Oh?

Hello, rock friend?

The gentle kick hit the rock directly. A subtle sound of impact was made.

Today’s science lesson.

The law of action and reaction states that an object hitting a solid object will receive the same shock!

The law of action and reaction hit her foot.

“Uwaah!”

She didn’t want to know that!

She didn’t need science lessons in her life!

Pastel hopped around, clutching her foot. She looked like she was about to cry.

“Demon! Demon!”

Her finger pointed accusingly.

“Please punish this rock friend! Completely punish it!”

The Demon’s expression turned to one of having nothing to say.

With an attitude that questioned how to punish it, he approached the rock friend and kicked it lightly. The already cracked rock friend crumbled with a crunch. Chunks of stone fell off.

Oh?

Pastel’s eyes widened. She stared blankly at the corpse of the rock friend.

“I, I killed it…”

Cruel.

So cruel.

“I didn’t want it to go this far.”

Is this the contract of a Demon?

The Demon might actually be a Demon.

“What do you want me to do?”

The Demon looked incredulous.

Hehe.

“Well, who knows?”

The Demon sighed. He approached and shook off the snow from his clothes, which were now covered in snow.

Pastel twisted her body to help shake off the snow.

“Demon.”

“Speak.”

Her lips moved.

“I think I spoke too harshly. I’m sorry.”

It was a contextless apology, but no explanation was needed.

The Demon silently shook off the snow for a moment. He made her neat again and then withdrew his hands.

“You know well. It’s good to think about various things with that good head of yours, but it’s not good to weave harsh words with it. Don’t do that next time.”

Ugh.

But she wasn’t sure if she wouldn’t do it again.

The Demon turned his head, scanning the direction where the Order’s hideout might be.

The open mountain range was white. Only the cloud-mixed sky seemed to have a different color.

A bird flew across the sky.

“Finally arrived.”

“Yeah?”

Pastel looked at the bird. Upon closer inspection, it was a giant bird. It looked somewhat familiar.

Isn’t that what the Order members ride?

Oh no.

Did we get caught?!

“Demon! Demon! Demon!”

Pastel flailed around in a panic.

“How did we get caught?! We need to hide! Rock friend! Hide me!”

Pastel pressed herself flat against the snow. The corpse of the rock partially covered her body. Her pink hair fluttered in the completely white surroundings.

“They lit a campfire openly, so it was only a matter of time. But they just arrived now. I guess they neglect surveillance when the snowstorm blows. Is the Order not conducting elite training right now?”

“Yeah? So we shouldn’t have lit a campfire?!”

No, Demon!

“I called you here because you were having a hard time going there yourself. Even though time has passed, your father invited you, so there shouldn’t be a need for battle. If not, hmm. You shouldn’t have come here in the first place.”

Thinking about it, that made sense.

Pastel suddenly felt brave. With a confident face, she stood up slightly.

Her pink eyes fiercely glared at the giant bird.

“That fierce aura. It must be a really strong opponent. But I’m not afraid. Light always drives away darkness. Destiny belongs to the brave.”

She raised her arms high.

“Come at me!”

I’m the daughter of your high-ranking officials!

The giant bird circled above her before slowly descending. The wind from its wings scattered the snow. Its legs landed on the snow. The wings folded.

A man riding alone gave her his attention.

“Oh, you really came?”

His palm waved.

“It’s been a while, young lady.”

Oh?

What should she do when someone she doesn’t know acts familiar?

Pastel rolled her eyes.

“Huh? Did you forget? Even though I look like this, we’ve known each other since I was little.”

Oh?

They had been close since she was little.

Isn’t that a sign of being really close?

“Really?! We’ve known each other since we were that young?!”

Her pink eyes sparkled.

Turns out the Order connections weren’t just one!

Pastel was popular!

The man smiled broadly.

“Has it been about half a year since we first met? Since I’ve been close to the young lady for about half a year, we’re very close.”

Her pink eyes rolled.

Half a year isn’t that long ago.

In fact, Pastel wasn’t popular!

The Demon clicked his tongue.

“Was he a knight who guarded the lord? If you came to guide me, don’t confuse me with unnecessary talk.”

Thinking back, he seemed to be a knight who guarded her father during the academy terror incident and the Sky Island pilgrimage.

“Oh, you’re quite stiff.”

The man adjusted the back seat saddle.

“Then let’s go. It’s a bit unsettling to be away from our charge, so let’s hurry.”

“Wow, are we riding that bird?”

Even though she looked like this, she had experience riding on the backs of chick friends.

Pastel climbed onto the back seat with a competent expression and waited for the man to start.

The Demon, who hadn’t boarded yet, narrowed his eyes as he looked around the giant bird.

“There’s really no room.”

The man shrugged.

“It can’t be helped. They’re not trained for multiple passengers.”

“Hmph.”

The Demon approached and stretched out his hands. Pastel’s sides were grabbed and she was lifted effortlessly.

Oh?

Pastel was set down on the ground. The Demon climbed onto the back seat and reached out again. Pastel’s sides were grabbed and she was lifted once more. This time, she landed in the Demon’s arms. She could feel his warmth against her back.

Ugh.

Ugh.

Her pink eyes spun around.

This, this.

This, this, this.

She was 100% sure that the Demon had feelings for her.

She could really, really be sure.

The Demon had feelings for her.

If he didn’t have feelings, he wouldn’t have clung to her like this. He could have just walked beside her in the snow since there was no room anyway!

Oh no, that’s right.

The Demon could have just walked beside her in the snow, but he deliberately lifted her twice to make room.

This was 100% his feelings.

She could be sure it was 1000% his feelings.

Oh no.

Oh no.

Pastel felt dizzy. The inner Pastel was spinning like she had downed a bottle of wine.

Spinning.

Spinning.

Spinning.

Spinning.

Thud.

Her face turned bright red.

This might be the timing to confess?!

Maybe the Demon was trying to appeal to her because he wanted to receive her confession!

“Then we’re off. Young lady, hold on tight to the saddle. The air is very cold up high, so cover your nose when you breathe.”

Pastel had long since forgotten about the cold.

The flapping of wings created a snowstorm. She felt buoyant as they ascended, moving away from the ground. The cold wind rushed in.

As if to prevent her from falling, the Demon extended one arm and wrapped it around Pastel’s waist.

Oh no.

Pastel’s mouth fell open in shock.

Her rigid body felt separate from her wildly spinning thoughts.

This, this!

This was 10000% his feelings!

There was no reason for him to do this!

Why was the Demon suddenly showing such affection?

Could it be that he was smitten because she called him a defeated loser in front of the campfire?

Was the Demon actually into being insulted?

Oh no.

She felt like she might suddenly develop a taste for insulting people.

She had always had a slight inclination towards that, but now it felt like her taste might completely change!

The Demon’s hand brushed her forehead briefly before falling away.

Oh no.

Pastel’s mind went blank.

The wide sky was filled with wind.

A deep sigh echoed.

“That’s not good.”

The muttering faded away into the distance.

214 - I'm 10000% Sure
Pastel was vibrant green.

So vibrant that she was on the verge of becoming a bright red carrot.

Gasp, it's certain that the Demon has feelings for me!

I couldn't think of how to respond at all.

It seems like preparing for a wedding would be the best option!

First, I’ll build a magnificent wedding venue at the Sky Island Governor General's office and then decorate it with treasures given with pure hearts from various high-ranking officials.

Then, I’ll invite all my friends to fill the wedding venue and hold a Sky Island festival to make it lively for everyone.

Oh wait.

Thinking about it, neither the Demon nor I have parents of our own.

Pastel, the Governor General, has a father, but that doesn’t seem important, anyway, I have no parents.

When the bride and groom enter, there will be no parents to hold their hands and escort them.

Gasp.

Usually, in such cases, you would choose someone to stand in, but I have a lot to think about regarding who to choose.

In the high, cold winds, Pastel's expression turned serious.

It’s common sense to choose someone of parental status or an elder who can play that role.

Is Duchess Nastasha appropriate?

It would be a tremendous disgrace to seduce the bride or groom that she escorts. From a parent's perspective, helping with the wedding while actually stealing the marriage life is unacceptable.

Even if Duchess Nastasha glances at the Demon for no reason, it would be hard to maintain the honor of the duchy.

Wow.

That seems like a good idea!

It wouldn’t be rude to suggest it to Duchess Nastasha; rather, it would show respect for a friend of my parents. Since it would also elevate the authority of the Redgrave family, a scheme this refreshing is permissible in terms of ethics.

Pastel decided to definitely invite Duchess Nastasha to the wedding.

Now, I need to select the entire guest list and think about the seating arrangement. Since I already have a ranking of friends in my mind, I can arrange the seats in order of that ranking, right?

Wow, I’m so smart for having set the friend ranking in advance!

I’m totally clever!

However, what worries me is not the friend ranking but the people ranked by bribes.

Pastel, the Governor General, lined them up based on the warm-heartedness she felt, but the truth is that they were all people she was grateful for. There’s a need for delicate adjustments.

While preparing for the wedding, I wonder if I’m just focusing too much on work.

Pastel became lost in thought about the wedding preparations.

“Your Excellency, the castle you see over there is the stronghold of the Order. It was established after being driven out of the Empire’s territory and fleeing to the Demon Realm,” said her father’s guard, pointing with his finger.

Oh wait.

As I snapped out of my imagination and turned my head, a black castle stood between the snow-covered mountains.

Gasp.

In fact, the wedding venue preparations were just a fantasy~.

Pastel came to her senses. She calmed her racing heart and patted her cheeks.

Right now, the issue of meeting my father is imminent, and it’s not the time to think about a wedding with the Demon.

The wind swirling in the high sky helped clear her mind.

Awakening as the cold-headed Pastel, the Governor General!

Pastel glared at the castle on the ground beyond.

“It looks like the Demon King’s castle, overflowing with wicked energy. It’s clear that a wicked architect received wicked gold and created this wicked result with wicked building techniques!”

“Hm? Isn’t that the castle of the Priesley family?” the Demon behind her said, puzzled.

Gasp.

Thinking about it, that’s right.

It wasn’t the cold-headed Pastel, the Governor General, but rather the foolish Pastel, the Governor General~.

Foolish, foolish.

“Oh, you know well. That’s right. I heard it’s from that prestigious family. Apparently, the current head is neglecting it because he’s caught up in gambling or something.”

Pastel pretended not to say anything.

The giant bird flew towards the castle walls.

Many giant birds were already flying around the castle walls. A wide landing area that seemed to have been remodeled stood out.

“Oh wait.”

That’s illegal construction!

How can unauthorized residents create a landing area while the owner is alive and well?

As a proud representative who brought the owner’s key, I cannot forgive this!

She pointed at the landing area.

“That’s illegal!”

The guard replied to her chilling warning.

“Is that so?”

And that was the end of it.

The wind howled.

Pastel rummaged through her belongings. A key peeked out.

She proudly lifted the key.

“As Pastel, the Governor General who has obtained the right to the castle, I cannot tolerate such illegal extensions!”

The guard glanced back at the back seat.

“Wow? Is that the key to the castle’s main gate? That’s cool!”

And that was the end of it.

The wind howled, and so on.

Ugh.

Pastel hesitated and put the key back into her pocket.

It’s super ultra divine power, but it seems it doesn’t work on the mercenary-turned-guard...

The giant bird reached the castle landing area. It carefully adjusted its flight and landed slowly. The giant bird’s legs touched the landing area. Its body shook. The wings flapped and then folded.

“We’ve arrived.”

Pastel got off the giant bird. She rubbed her arms. She hadn’t felt the cold due to the warmth from her imagination, but now that she was back to reality, it was cold again.

“Let’s go inside first.”

“I was going to show you the castle, but shall we do that instead?”

“Yes!”

“Let’s do that.”

The guard went through some entry procedures with the Order members at the landing area and led the way. The Demon followed closely behind.

Members of the Order, dressed in black robes, gave strange looks from various places around the castle walls.

Pastel lifted her chin and put on an arrogant expression.

Look at my striking pink hair~.

I’m the daughter of a high-ranking official here!

In fact, it wasn’t an act of arrogance; she was genuinely arrogant~.

She opened the door at the end of the castle and went down the stairs. When she opened another door, an indoor hallway unfolded.

Warm air welcomed the guests.

“Whew.”

Pastel rubbed her hands together.

“Demon, let’s agree not to climb any winter mountains from now on.”

“Normally, armies don’t engage in battles during winter.”

“Right?”

Seeing the relaxed atmosphere of the Order members, it seemed they were also resting from the winter cold, and she felt like she could have just come in spring instead of suffering through this.

She rubbed her cold ears.

“The castle is vast, so we need to go further in. Have you eaten, young lady? The cooking here is quite good.”

The guard led the way.

“Hehe, I’m not foolish enough to come to the wicked Order and let my guard down enough to eat.”

“Oh.”

There’s a risk of poisoning, and they probably eat something as gruesome as human flesh here. It’s a high-risk situation for a good pink-haired girl.

A chicken came running from the opposite side of the hallway. It was literally a chicken, and Pastel stared at it blankly before raising her hand.

“Hello, chicken friend!”

The chicken friend clucked and ran past her.

The smell of chicken feathers lingered like an afterimage.

“Looks like we’re having chicken for the first time in a while? The chef here makes a really good hot chicken soup.”

Hot chicken soup.

A soup that warms you up when you gulp it down.

Wow.

Pastel raised her hand high.

“I want to eat it too!”

“Let’s do that.”

“Wasn’t it that you weren’t going to eat?”

The Demon looked perplexed.

Gasp, I almost forgot.

Pastel raised her hand high again.

“I don’t want to eat!”

The clever Pastel, the Governor General, knows how to avoid assassination by poison.

Oh wait.

But I’m the type that wouldn’t mind eating poison.

With her intelligence doubled, Pastel raised her hand high once more.

“I want to eat!”

All eyes turned to her.

Pastel just mumbled with her pretty face.

Hehe.

Footsteps echoed from the opposite side of the hallway. A person in a luxurious black robe with gold accents walked leisurely. They seemed to be a high-ranking member of the Order.

The high-ranking member paused upon seeing the pink hair and approached, stopping in front of her. Their gaze swept over Pastel.

“Is that person I know?”

Oh wait.

The guard naturally moved to subtly block the space between them.

“They are an invited guest.”

A palpable tension filled the air.

Pastel rolled her eyes.

Wait a minute.

Now that I think about it, the Order had made assassination plans against the Governor General in collaboration with the radical faction of the Demons. The likelihood of her father being the mastermind is very low, so it’s more likely that this high-ranking member is in conflict with her father.

But why is this high-ranking member, who immediately recognized the identity of the pink-haired girl, not particularly friendly?

Visiting without a fight is a good sign that the Governor General will join our side, right?

If someone doesn’t even create goodwill in this situation, they must be a bad person capable of planning an assassination.

The fact that her father’s guard is deliberately positioning himself to protect Pastel also makes it almost certain.

Pastel locked eyes with the high-ranking member. The high-ranking member frowned in displeasure.

A standoff continued for a while. The high-ranking member twitched their eyebrows and then turned their gaze away.

“By the way, have you seen a chicken?”

Oh wait.

“I brought a good one to request soup separately, but it’s too lively.”

The guard pointed behind him.

“It was running towards the terrace.”

“Damn it.”

The high-ranking member hurriedly moved, their black robe fluttering. They were almost running.

Gasp.

In fact, they were just someone who really liked chicken soup~.

The guard smacked his lips.

“Looks like today’s menu isn’t chicken soup. They said they wouldn’t serve chicken dishes because of the winter transport costs, which is strange.”

Ugh, I can’t have the special menu.

What a shame.

215 - Dip the Bread in the Soup
"Originally, it was someone responsible for the Demon Realm."

As Pastel walked down the inner corridor, she listened to the explanation about the high-ranking official who liked chicken soup.

"Wow, so your father lost his position because he successfully completed something on Sky Island and returned to the Demon Realm?"

It seemed that her deduction made right after discovering the assassination plot was correct.

"Rather than losing his position, the project manager was changed. After all, it's more appropriate for a scholar to handle the research on Artificial Spirits."

Wow, research on Artificial Spirits.

This was something that would surely catch the attention of the Fairy hiding somewhere.

It was true that she came to meet her father and to eliminate the assassination threat, but it was also true that she came to save the innocent Fairies and Archfairies captured by the Order and to rescue the Fairy world.

Before coming, she heard from the Fairy that the Order referred to the innocent Fairies as Artificial Spirits. They were beings created from the artificially extracted powers of Archfairies.

The Fairy did not deny that Archfairies were the basis, but she was enraged by the audacity of calling them by the inaccurate term "Artificial Spirits."

Pastel swallowed hard.

With an innocent voice that had no ulterior motives, she asked, "What are Artificial Spirits?"

I don't know what that is.

But it would be nice if they could tell me everything from A to Z.

"Oh, I guess you're curious?"

The knight in charge crossed his arms and thought.

"I don't know much either, but I heard that it's the driving force behind the Order's recent revival. The previous Order had its means of interacting with the Evil God destroyed, so this must be the only way to communicate, right?"

Hmm.

If someone talks like a person involved without giving background explanations, I won't understand.

It seems that the party including the Demon, her mother, annihilated the Order and eliminated all means for the Evil God to interfere in this world, but with the emergence of Fairies, they regained vitality.

However, since the Fairy God cannot be the Evil God, it seems there is a slight misunderstanding on the Order's part.

The Fairy could grant wishes, but she could also manipulate those wishes to distort them towards interaction with the Evil God. It seems the Order misunderstood that Fairies were related to the Evil God because they tried that and it worked well.

The knight chuckled.

"Of course, without making it complicated, Artificial Spirits are a race of spirits that grant wishes. They are created by extracting powerful abilities from beings sent by the Evil God. The Order is a group that tries to fulfill their wishes by trading with the Evil God, so it fits perfectly, doesn't it?"

"Like Fairies that grant wishes?"

"Young lady, have you read fairy tales? That's a brilliant description!"

The knight was impressed.

Pastel felt proud.

She was the brilliant Governor General Pastel, with an extensive reading of fairy tales.

"Anyway, while Artificial Spirits are the main focus, they originally are external beings to this world, so it's difficult for them to exert their powers."

Well, the Fairy is a member of the Fairy world, not a native of this world. If a guest wielded power recklessly, the personified deity wouldn't be too pleased.

The knight smiled.

"So your father altered the position of Sky Island at the holy site of Sky Island, disrupting the balance of this world. Sky Island serves as a central point balancing between the continent and the Demon Realm, so if its position is shifted to one side, even a little can cause a lot to collapse."

Oh?

This was the first time hearing such a thing.

If the investigation team analyzing what the Order did at the holy site of Sky Island found out, they would be shocked.

"You didn't know? Did I say something wrong? Am I going to get scolded for this?"

The knight laughed to himself.

Wow.

Wow.

I don't know what it is, but it seems my father has caused a tremendous inconvenience to the entire world.

A mere human scholar altering the balance set by the personified deity is a complete mythological inconvenience.

Moreover, the small and kind Fairy was now able to exert her powers and grant wishes, making it a tangible inconvenience.

Pastel was unsure whether it was good or bad that her father had created an environment where he could be cheered on even for committing filial impiety.

For now, it seemed that it was a situation where even if the Demon punched him upon meeting, it would be understood.

She glanced back at the Demon.

Demon, Demon.

You haven't forgotten to hit my father, right?

However, it seemed the Demon was lost in thought, separate from that.

"Something feels off. I understand the possibility that, as you said, there might be a device to manipulate Sky Island at the holy site. The deity liked an environment where humans could decide their own destinies, so the magic circles I saw back then must have been such considerations."

"Oh, is that so? I didn't know."

"But that doesn't mean you can recklessly destroy the world. The consequences of an entity capable of interacting with the Evil God acting on its own are even more so. What you can do and what you are allowed to do are different meanings."

The former priest was firm.

"Whether it's a deity or a shrine, they would immediately try to restore balance, and the fact that this state continues without any reaction means you seem to be misunderstanding something."

It seemed that while the shrine might be incompetent, there was a belief that the kind personified deity wouldn't just sit idly by while the world fell apart.

It had been about 400 years since the Demon had received the divine status as a result of a deity's prank and was branded as an Archdemon, yet this belief that he himself was unaware of was surprising.

Wow, the Demon seems to be steadfast once he gives his heart.

It seems I need to marry him right away.

Pastel's eyes sparkled.

Sparkle sparkle, shining eyes~.

The super ultra fresh beam hit the Demon's cheek and bounced off.

Eek.

"Is that so?"

The knight was flustered, scratching his head.

"If the Archdemon says so, then it might be true. I was actually just privately hired for the escort position, so I might not know much about the Order's matters."

"You seem to be mistaken."

So firm.

"I see."

The knight licked his lips and turned his gaze away.

"Anyway, your father came to the Demon Realm after finishing something important like balance, and that's why he is also doing important research on Artificial Spirits. He thinks he lost his own work."

That person?

Oh, thinking back, they were talking about our high-ranking official who liked chicken soup.

"I thought my assassination plan was due to internal power struggles within the Order, but I was completely right!"

That my father was the cause of not being able to resolve male conflicts!

This really means the Demon should hit him!

If it weren't for blood relations, they would be complete enemies!

Pastel looked back at the Demon.

This time, the Demon raised one fist as if he understood what it meant.

Wow wow.

"We're almost there. This is your father's office."

They stopped in front of the door. The antique door seemed to indicate that whether it was research on Artificial Spirits or a scholar, being a high-ranking official meant most of the work was to sit in the office and check what subordinates had done.

And we were about to barge in and throw a punch at the weak scholar.

The knight knocked on the door.

"I've brought her."

There was no response from inside.

Pastel swallowed hard. Now that she was about to meet her father with just a door between them, her fingertips felt shaky.

She wasn't sure if she could confront him properly.

No, no. There's no way I can't speak like last time. My wallet is full right now.

Pastel was in a materially grown state. She was at a different level than the Pastel from that time.

Yes, yes!

I can do it! I will be able to!

Because I am the great Governor General Pastel!

A child who has already married and become self-made!

There was absolutely no reason to be oppressed by bad parents.

That's right, that's right.

She slapped her cheeks to regain her focus.

The knight knocked a few more times before simply opening the door. A somewhat desolate interior came into view.

There was no one there.

Only the blueprint of Sky Island stood out on the wall.

The knight muttered in confusion.

"Did he go down to the basement? No, I said I was bringing her, so it should be according to schedule..."

The knight stopped muttering, glanced at Pastel, and smiled apologetically.

"It seems something urgent came up. It might take some time, so we can wait while having a meal."

Ah.

Pastel found herself at a loss for words.

Her lips twitched.

Words came out as if being squeezed.

"Then, let's wait a moment. It's better to have a meal together."

Pastel perched on the desk in the office. Her legs swung awkwardly.

The clock ticked away.

The minute hand moved and moved again.

A snowstorm blew through the office window.

It was cold.

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door.

Oh!

Pastel turned around quickly.

Pink eyes sparkled.

"Come in!"

The door opened, and someone in a black robe entered.

It was a familiar face.

The high-ranking official who liked chicken soup.

Oh?

The chicken friend, who was not tucked in, cried out.

Cluck cluck.

Hello, chicken friend.

You finally got caught.

Whether it was from a difficult journey, there was dirt and dust on the chicken feathers.

The high-ranking official looked around in confusion.

"Did he go out?"

"Yes."

"Calling his own daughter?"

No one answered.

"Well, it doesn't matter."

The high-ranking official turned his gaze to Pastel.

Unlike the displeased look he had when they met earlier, his eyes were now composed.

"I feel like I showed excessive emotions to the wrong person, so I would like to offer you soup as an apology. Would you like to eat together?"

The chicken friend clucked.

Oh?

Pastel stopped her awkwardly swinging legs. Her pink eyes sparkled with curiosity.

"Is it the special menu here, chicken soup?"

The chicken friend clucked?

"Special menu?"

The high-ranking official raised an eyebrow, glancing at the knight with a look of disbelief. The knight cleared his throat.

"I don't know what you've heard, but the chef here does make good soup."

Wow!

Pastel jumped off the desk. Her arms shot up in excitement.

"I want to eat!"

Chicken friend!

I'm sorry, but it's time to go into the pot!

In fact, we weren't real friends~.

The chicken friend, realizing something, clucked?!

216 - Today's Menu is Chicken Soup
Pastel followed the high-ranking official who loved chicken.

"I can cook too, you know. When I go into the kitchen and put on an apron, you see that dull-suited man following behind me? He waits for the food with his heart racing."

She puffed up.

The Demon looked at her in disbelief, as if to say, "When have you ever cooked for me?"

Oh?

Have I never cooked for you?

As she thought back, she remembered making cookies with a high flour content for him.

Puff puff!

I made cookies for you!

I made cookies!

How could the Demon forget that!

I don't think I need to cook for someone who forgets such a heartfelt and delicious meal.

Pastel was good at cooking, but perhaps she had only been watching in the kitchen all this time because she understood the true nature of the Demon?

Huh, that seems right!

I won't do it anymore!

The high-ranking official glanced back at the Demon. After hesitating for a moment, he spoke up.

"It seems the Archdemon enjoys cooking."

The Demon did not respond.

His attitude broke the cheerful atmosphere, so Pastel hurriedly spoke instead.

"That's right! That's right! The Demon loves cooking, so I've never even been in the kitchen! Well, I have been in the kitchen, but I've never filled a pot with water!"

"Is that so..."

The high-ranking official paused. He looked away as if reconsidering Pastel's statement, then narrowed his eyes and looked elsewhere.

The chicken in the high-ranking official's arms cried out desperately.

Oh no, chicken friend!

Isn't continuing to talk about cooking causing immense mental anguish for chicken friend?

I'm sorry, chicken friend!

I didn't mean to torment you!

I'll send you off to the pot soon!

"I'm hungry, so let's hurry! It's going to take time to cook from now on!"

"That would be the case."

The high-ranking official agreed. His pace quickened as they passed several art pieces in the castle corridor.

Pastel's heart raced at the thought of how delicious the chef's special menu would be.

It might be 1.1 times tastier than the Demon's cooking!

The Demon tapped her shoulder.

Huh?

When she turned around, the Demon leaned down and whispered in her ear.

"That guy is definitely a demon. It's best to be cautious."

Oh?

Pastel's eyes widened. She quickly looked back and forth between the high-ranking official and the Demon. Her pink eyes suddenly brightened. She hurriedly whispered to the Demon.

"Are you a twin, Demon?!"

The Demon looked taken aback.

She had never expected that the Demon had a fraternal twin brother!

It was like a twist in a detective movie where the culprit turns out to be a twin, making the alibi perfect.

Thinking about it, everything made sense now.

The Demon's twin brother, the high-ranking official, didn't hate their father because of a power struggle; he hated their father for making the Demon a failed romantic interest.

Oh.

No wonder! No wonder!

A kind person who even serves chicken soup wouldn't plan an assassination of the Governor General over a mere workplace rivalry!

It was more about the brother's revenge!

The Demon moved her fingers, pressing down on her pink crown.

Ugh.

"That's not a twin; that's a traitor. That guy betrayed his faith and stole the power borrowed from the gods. He is a being that should disappear from this world. It's best not to engage in conversation with such a creature."

What a harsh critique.

It seemed the Demon really disliked the high-ranking official.

Pastel glanced at the high-ranking official. He wore a black robe with golden patterns, and a chicken feather was stuck in it. It seemed like it would smell like chicken.

Even if the Demon said that, the high-ranking official was the kind one who brought the chicken friend to serve chicken soup as a gesture of apology... right?

Moreover, the Demon was the Archdemon, after all.

Is it okay to say such things?

The Demon glared at the high-ranking official's back.

"It was suspicious how he revealed his true nature when we first met and then changed his attitude shortly after. A wicked nature that can betray faith does not change. There is no possibility that his invitation to dinner is out of pure intent. Is he boldly planning to poison us?"

Such suspicion could only come from an inquisitor.

Pastel looked at the Demon with suspicion instead.

"Demon, isn't that a bit too biased? There are kind demons too."

It felt like an excessive critique from a former priest.

It seemed too harsh for someone who came to apologize!

The Demon looked flustered.

"It's not bias. You may not know, but to borrow divinity, one must live a life that proves their faith. Betraying faith is not just an act of betraying the gods; it is an act of denying one's own life. Someone who can abruptly abandon the time and relationships they have built cannot be a proper human."

She hurriedly added,

"A faithful person letting go of their faith is not uncommon. However, that is precisely why such a choice to betray faith should not be made. If one feels doubt about their faith, they should simply return their priesthood after seeking understanding from those around them. Although everyone may try to dissuade them, it is a choice that can be fully understood."

The red eyes glared at the traitor.

"But demons refer to those who do not make human-like choices. They are beings who have discarded their faith for a moment's gain. Think about it: is someone who knows that their betrayal will lead to their acquaintances being interrogated by an inquisitor a proper human?"

Phew.

But the Demon was actually the kind one.

Pastel felt a bit pouty about the unwarranted critique.

She didn't like that the Demon casually spoke words that denied herself.

"That's not right."

A firm statement slipped out.

"I think the Demon is wrong."

The Demon looked bewildered.

Before she could make a clever rebuttal, Pastel pushed the Demon away with both hands. Then she shouted so everyone could hear.

"If the Demon has a chicken feather allergy, then there's no helping it! Let's have our meal separately!"

"What...?"

Pastel looked back at her father's bodyguard.

"Since the Demon might feel lonely, please eat with him!"

"Oh? Is that alright?"

"Of course! Pastel has many friends, so she doesn't get lonely!"

She pushed the Demon away. She tried to stay close until the end, but such obsession is useless for a popular person!

She dusted off her hands and turned back to the high-ranking official. He looked at her strangely. The chicken friend in his arms cried out.

"Let's hurry and eat!"

"Right."



The candle flickered. The silver bowl turned crimson. The smell of soup wafted up with steam rising.

Pastel looked sadly at the white chicken.

Oh no, chicken friend...

You've finally died.

Delicious smells filled the air. She could feel the spirit of the chicken friend.

"Bread is prepared separately, so you can tear it and put it in the soup or dip it according to your preference."

In the shared bread basket, there were golden, crispy breads.

The chef finished explaining and quietly waited.

The high-ranking official took a whiff of the soup.

"The bread here is also delicious. I'm not feeling too well today, so I can't eat much, but the Governor General can eat as much as he likes."

Wow, a place where the bread is delicious too.

Pastel seriously contemplated whether to eat the bread friend or the soup friend first.

Wouldn't it be right to eat the soup first to pray for the chicken friend's soul?

That seemed like the right thought.

The silver spoon scooped up the yellowish soup. The carrot friend settled on the spoon and greeted her!

Wow, carrot friend!

Hello to you too!

After greeting, Pastel set the carrot friend aside and scooped again. The deep, rich yellow soup looked delicious.

After nibbling on the Magic Stone powder sprinkled in the bowl, she took a sip of the soup!

Oh wow.

Stars sparkled in her pink eyes.

The concentrated chicken flavor was rich.

What is this?

It felt like the cooking time was about 30 minutes, but how does it taste like it was simmered for hundreds of hours with hundreds of chicken friends?!

This is something only a master could create!

It was truly a special menu.

"To create a result that cannot be made in a short time! Chef, you are amazing at cooking!"

The chef looked flustered at Pastel's compliment. He bowed his head slightly and said,

"Normally, chicken soup needs to be prepared the day before, but due to time constraints, I used chicken stock."

Oh wow, chicken stock!

Pastel's expression turned to one of surprise.

Then her pink eyes rolled for a moment.

What is chicken stock?

Is it like stock options from a chicken company?

I don't know, but it sounds impressive.

"Wow, that's cool!"

"Yes? Yes."

She turned her gaze away from the somewhat flustered chef to the high-ranking official. He was stirring only the silver spoon while observing Pastel.

"This is completely delicious! You should eat!"

"The bread is also delicious, so how about eating that?"

The high-ranking official reached for the bread basket as if to demonstrate. He picked one up and took a bite, making a crispy sound.

Oh wow, that's right.

There was a bread friend!

Pastel picked up a piece of bread. It seemed slightly dry, but when dipped in the soup, it would absorb the soup and become delicious.

Wow wow.

She dipped the bread deeply into the soup. Just as she thought, it absorbed a lot of the soup.

The high-ranking official stopped eating the bread and stared blankly.

After nibbling on the Magic Stone powder, she put the bread dipped in soup into her mouth.

Munch munch.

The flavor of the soup spread, and the umami exploded.

Oh wow, it's completely delicious!

Pastel continued to dip the bread in the soup with sparkling eyes. One piece of bread disappeared into her stomach in an instant.

"I'm going to eat another one!"

She picked up another piece of bread. After dipping it in the soup, it was just as delicious.

"Oh wow, it's completely delicious!"

The seconds ticked by.

The high-ranking official watched quietly, growing increasingly flustered.

"Delicious, right?"

"Yes! Hurry and eat!"

The high-ranking official examined the half-eaten bread. After taking a bite, he furrowed his brows and cautiously dipped it in the soup.

He glared at the bread dipped in soup with narrowed brows and carefully put it in his mouth. The sound of him chewing echoed.

The high-ranking official tilted his head. He looked perplexed for a moment, and suddenly his eyes widened.

"Cough!"

The high-ranking official collapsed, coughing up blood. The bowl was knocked over, and the spoon fell, making a noise.

Huh?

Pastel's eyes widened.

Suddenly, the silver plate was partially stained black. The bread crumbs mixed with the soup, turning the plate dark.

"Yikes!"

The spoon clattered.

"It's poisoning!"

Someone is trying to assassinate an innocent person...!

Oh no!

217 - It's a Terrifying Poisoning
"Poisoning! Poisoning!"

Huaa!

Pastel dashed around the banquet hall in a panic.

"This is definitely poison."

The alchemist who came to examine the situation grew serious.

"It's a quite potent poison. It seems they tried to make it colorless and odorless, so it hasn't caused immediate death, but there's not enough time to analyze the components and create an antidote."

"That can't be!"

Pastel trembled, looking down at the high-ranking official who lay sprawled on the ground, blood oozing from their mouth.

They were such a kind person who even served chicken soup, and now they were dead?

Ugh.

It was somewhat a case of karma. They were a good person who could apologize, but the fact that they had planned to assassinate Pastel couldn't be erased.

Moreover, if they had committed evil deeds in the past, there would be many who held a grudge against them. One of them might have been the one to enact this karma.

"What kind of bad person! No, what kind of good person! No, no, if they were trying to poison someone, they can't be a good person, so what kind of moderately bad and good person would do such a thing!"

Even if there were grudges, wouldn't it have been better to think twice before resorting to poisoning?!

How troubled must the chef, who had only prepared delicious food, be right now?

Thinking of that, Pastel turned to see the pale-faced chef fainted.

"Ugh! Chef!"

Could it be that this was poisoning?!

"It seems they ingested poison during cooking!"

How could they catch an innocent person like that?!

If that were the case, they weren't just a moderately bad and good person; they were simply a bad person!

The alchemist hurriedly added,

"Oh, that person just fainted from shock."

Ah, I see.

"Huuh."

Pastel wiped the cold sweat from their brow in relief.

Thank goodness.

Then, feeling like they had forgotten something, they glanced around. Their gaze landed on the fallen high-ranking official.

Huh, this isn't good!

"Is there no way to save them?!"

The alchemist's face darkened.

I see!

"I'll pay any amount! I can use as much as is available in their vault right now!"

I may not have money, but this person surely does!

The alchemist still looked grim.

I see.

Pastel felt their strength drain away.

Suddenly, the banquet hall door burst open. A member of the Order, clad in a black robe, entered with a pale face.

"Archpriest Fernando!"

Seeing the fallen high-ranking official, Fernando, they staggered back, then looked at the unharmed Pastel in shock.

"Uh, how..."

Wait a minute, could it be that they mistook Pastel, who hadn't done anything, for a moderately bad and good person?

"That's not me!"

Pastel spun around, denying it with their whole body. Their gestures pointed at Fernando.

"This Pe, Pe, Pepperoni Sir collapsed after eating soup and bread together! I only filled my stomach at my seat!"

The Order member's expression turned to one of shock for a different reason. They rushed to the high-ranking official and examined their symptoms, gasping in horror.

"No, Archpriest Fernando?!"

Pastel bowed their head in regret.

"They say there's no hope. There's no time to make an antidote."

"They can be saved!"

The Order member, who had reflexively responded, paused for a moment to think, then added,

"Archpriest Fernando has many enemies, so he prepared several antidotes just in case!"

A glass vial was pulled from their robe, filled with an antidote that sloshed around.

Huh.

Is this the preparedness of a professional villain?

Pastel couldn't help but admire the situation, even though it was inappropriate.

Not just anyone can become a villain.

Wow, if I become Borabora, I want to be a villain like that.

The Order member supported Fernando and administered the antidote. Although there was no immediate improvement, seeing the Order member at ease suggested it was a reliable antidote.

The alchemist checked the antidote after receiving it and assured them that while they would need to analyze it for accuracy, it seemed to belong to a category that would likely be effective.

Pastel felt a weight lift from their heart.

A near-death experience right in front of them.

As the tension eased, another thought suddenly crossed their mind.

But really, isn't poisoning too much? It causes so much harm to those around!

Right now, Pastel's own silver plate was stained black. If they weren't immune to the poison, another good person would have died.

This is a case where the wicked perpetrator must be caught!

The culprit, that Pe, Pepperoni Pizza guy, is in a fallen state and likely off guard, so this is the moment for brave Pastel to step up and catch them!

Pastel felt a surge of courage.

Since they were a righteous person who acted against the villain, Pastel figured that even if they tried to catch them, they probably wouldn't attack.

A hand shot up.

"I, Detective Pastel, will spring into action!"

The sudden shout left the Order member and the alchemist staring at Pastel with dumbfounded expressions.

Pastel declared confidently,

"I'll catch the culprit!"

And dashed out of the banquet hall.

"Good triumphs over evil! Good triumphs over evil!"



Detective Pastel hid behind a dark pillar in the corridor.

They spotted two members of the Order in suspicious black robes engaged in a very suspicious secret conversation.

"Ugh, it's been a while since I've had meat."

One of the Order members glanced around.

Pastel quickly hid. Their heart raced.

What crime would these suspiciously dressed individuals confess?

The Order member seemed reassured that no one was around and casually opened their mouth.

"Hey, are you an accomplice too? If we get caught for sneaking away some of the chicken that Archpriest Fernando brought, it's really over for us. Got it?"

"Of course, man. The chef is my relative. We won't get caught."

Huh.

These people are smuggling chicken!

No wonder! No wonder!

The amount of meat in the chicken soup was so little!

Detective Pastel immediately discovered the wicked crime from the start.

The Order members hurriedly left, looking anxious.

Pastel recorded the appearance and characteristics of the wicked criminals in their mental notepad.


	Wearing black robes.



	Members of the Order.





Completed.

Pastel closed their mental notepad and moved on.

They wanted to catch those wicked criminals immediately, but the poisoning incident took priority!

They moved between the pillars, stepping quietly in the shadows of the magical lanterns.

Suddenly, a thick collar trembled. The Fairy peeked out from the folds of clothing, glancing around before popping up.

—Are you really going to find the culprit?

The Fairy tilted their head.

"Yes! Please help me, Fairy! If there are no traces, I plan to make a wish!"

The Fairy looked incredulous.

—No, the culprit is Fernando.

Huh?

—He prepared the poison and then fell for his own trick!

Oh my.

Is the Fairy claiming that Mr. Fernando fell victim to his own poison?

—It's suspicious that his subordinate pulled out the antidote right away! No matter how you look at it, the culprit is Fernando!

Pastel tilted their head.

"Are you saying that Mr. Fernando is actually the Pepperoni Pizza? That he's a fool who fell for his own poison?"

—Yep!

The Fairy vigorously nodded in agreement.

Huh, Pepperoni Pizza...

"That's nonsense! That would be a level of stupidity that goes beyond just being foolish! A high-ranking official of the Order wouldn't do that!"

The Fairy paused.

—Is that so? Now that you mention it, a high-ranking official who imprisoned the Great Fairy wouldn't act without a brain.

After a moment of contemplation, they shook their head vigorously.

—But it happened! It's clear he has no brain!

Shock.

How could they say something so harsh?

Pastel felt a sense of duty to defend Mr. Pepperoni Pizza.

"How can you say he has no brain! That's too harsh!"

Words spilled out in excitement.

"That's like saying Mr. Pepperoni prepared a meal to poison me! To lower my guard, he served the soup in a silver plate and shared the bread basket! He prepared a poison that only works when eating the soup and bread together! But when I ate just fine, he panicked and confirmed the poison with his own mouth, and then collapsed! It sounds like a ridiculous story!"

—Is that how it was?! I hadn't thought that far!

The Fairy's mouth dropped open.

"Mr. Pepperoni would never do that! He competes with my dad as a high-ranking official! He wouldn't do something so foolish and brainless!"

The Fairy was shocked.

—Now that you mention it, it does seem right. A high-ranking official of the Order wouldn't be that specifically foolish!

"That's what I'm saying!"

The Fairy was impressed.

—You're smart! You're right! There must be another culprit!

Ahem.

Pastel felt a sense of pride.

I'm so smart.

"This is the moment when Detective Pastel is needed."

They glanced around and whispered a secret to the Fairy.

"In fact, the most suspicious target is my dad."

The evidence and circumstantial proof are perfect.

"Removing a rival is a human tradition. Since he's in charge of fairy research, it would have been easy for him to prepare poison with the help of fairies."

—Oh! That seems right!

Culprits often reveal themselves through their expressions.

"If I go to observe my dad, who is researching fairies, I'll definitely find out!"

—That's a good idea! Let's rescue the fairies while we're at it! Let's find the Great Fairy who must be trapped somewhere!

The Fairy was delighted.

"Great! Let's find the gloomy entrance to the secret laboratory right away!"

Pastel searched the castle.

It wasn't easy to find something beyond top-secret, classified as level 0. But for a capable detective, such difficulties were nothing.

Because.

"Excuse me, where is the entrance to the Spirit Research Institute?"

They pointed at a passing Order member.

"Oh, are you going to see the Archpriest? It should be that way."

They just asked, and they were told.

Before long, they arrived at the entrance to the gloomy underground stairs.

Wow, I'm a detective!

Even the fierce vigilance of the guards was bypassed by Pastel's status as the daughter of a high-ranking official, and they held their chin up.

"You can praise me, Fairy."

—Amazing...!

The Fairy cheered.

—This is the power of bloodline!

Pastel felt a sense of pride.

Lucky me for having good parents.

Pududut.

218 - The Underground Stairs Are Originally Gloomy
Even my dad, who was hardly a presence, can be helpful at times.

My feelings are all mixed up.

Pastel descended the underground stairs. The damp stone steps creaked underfoot. Magic torches flickered to life one by one, pushing back the darkness.

—Doesn’t the entrance feel more like an underground lab? Isn’t this an underground prison?

The Fairy, who had been hiding sneakily in the scarf, whispered.

"Isn’t this a place you’ve been to before, Fairy?"

—Well, yes, but I didn’t know about any escape routes.

"Then is the inside more lab-like?"

Did they remodel the original underground prison built in the castle?

—Probably! There’s even a cage for imprisoning rebellious fairies!

Oh, really?

Pastel rolled her eyes.

"Then isn’t the inside also an underground prison?"

The Fairy’s expression turned to one of realization.

—It really is an underground prison!

Wow.

Upon reaching the bottom of the stairs, a long corridor came into view. There were definitely streaks on the floor that resembled iron bars on both sides.

However, it seemed they had been cleaned up, leaving only traces, and instead, there were doors on either side like a regular corridor. It looked like they had remodeled and expanded it.

There were no people in sight. The guard at the entrance had been fierce, but once inside, the atmosphere was quite relaxed.

Is the interior mainly for researchers? Even so, it’s a bit strange that there’s no one around the entrance. Could there be an important project in progress?

If they’re working without even meeting their daughter, it must be important. Still, it seems my dad had some important schedule after all. It’s not like he didn’t meet me for something trivial.

My feelings became complicated again.

No matter how much of a workaholic he is, it’s troubling when a sense of empathy arises, but I can’t help but feel it.

Am I just being unreasonable? I didn’t consider my dad, who is focused on work, from his perspective.

But it also feels like I’m gaslighting myself.

Beep beep.

Pastel walked down the corridor. As she looked around to decide which door to open, she ended up in front of a large door at the end of the corridor.

Surely there would be someone in front of this door.

A sense of tension filled the air.

"I’m going to open it."

—Yes! Let’s save the fairy world!

She opened the door slightly. The calm yet noisy chatter of countless people reached her ears.

Peeking through the crack of the door, she saw researchers in black robes bustling about. Some were hurriedly writing something on paper, but what stood out more was that most of them were running toward the center with buckets in hand. The buckets were filled with liquid.

What’s going on?

Running around with buckets isn’t exactly the image of researchers, is it?

If someone saw this, they’d think there was a fire or something.

"Pour more calming solution! No, stop pouring with that tiny bucket and bring a box to pour it all in!"

"My body is already detached from this world! The calming effect is insufficient!"

"This is why I asked for an increase in the research budget! The vault keeper ruined everything!"

"Is it going out of control?"

Amidst the chaos, a calm voice rang out. Everyone stopped talking, as if they sensed authority.

Pastel flinched.

It’s Dad.

The researcher who had been recording rushed to the center.

"It’s not that serious. The amount of solution administered will exceed our plans, but it’s within expectations."

"What do you think the cause is?"

"The form is different from what we originally anticipated. It was supposed to be complete and stable, but as you can see…"

Pastel twisted her body to peek through the door crack. As is often the case with peeking, she couldn’t see clearly what they were looking at in the center.

However, it was clear that everyone was looking at the center with horrified expressions.

"Is there an artificial spirit that’s gone missing?"

"There is an artificial spirit that escaped after the Governor General Kraft’s transport train was attacked, but it was a useless entity without any divine power, so it’s not worth worrying about."

Oh, really?

Pastel turned to look at the Fairy. Their eyes met as the Fairy peeked out from the scarf, and the Fairy stifled a laugh with their small hands.

—I’m not useless! Love is my specialty! I’m much more important than you useless humans!

Whatever it is, it seems the Fairy’s act of being useless while in the Order worked well.

I felt a bit relieved.

There’s no way a product lacking love could be complete.

Hehe.

Pastel observed the researchers and confirmed that they were all focused on the center.

She cautiously opened the door.

Quietly, she dashed inside and hid behind a large container of solution near the door. She stiffened her body and focused on the sounds. It seemed no one was paying attention to her.

Wow, I’m not caught!

A master of infiltration!

As she tried to get a look at the center, she heard footsteps approaching and flinched, hiding more securely. A researcher with a bucket filled the container and left.

"In the end, it seems one missing fairy is the cause."

"To be precise, it seems the failure to acquire the magic stone mine has played a significant role. We had already researched mixing a large amount of magic stones with the Demon King’s divine power to create a similar divine power in case of such situations. However, due to the lack of magic stones, we had to compromise on some aspects of completion."

The researcher speaking now seemed oblivious.

The missing fairy likely refers to the Corrupted Fairy that the Fairy had returned to nature.

At that time, the person who had been with the Corrupted Fairy was Dad, and since he had also been the one to acquire the magic stone mine, this was openly pointing out a failure on his part.

Gulp.

It feels like everything is falling apart because of me, but that’s not important right now.

A tense silence fell.

Even without looking, I could feel them exchanging glances.

Someone spoke up quietly.

"Hey, I heard that Governor General Kraft visited. Why can’t we cooperate?"

Dad was silent for a moment.

Time passed.

"Let’s call it a day for now."

The researchers became busy again. Some approached the solution containers near Pastel, repeatedly filling their buckets and leaving, but most seemed to be in a quitting mood.

Huh?

A few researchers passed by the place where Pastel was hiding and opened the door to leave. Pastel flinched and squeezed her body between the containers of solution.

Countless researchers exited through the door. Somehow, it felt like a few of the magic lights were turning off, creating a perfect quitting atmosphere.

Oh dear.

Am I trapped?

Should I boldly come out now and reveal myself as the high-ranking daughter?

But it seems like there are confidential matters here that I shouldn’t see. Is it really okay?

The guards wouldn’t have opened the entrance for me to see the internal secrets, right? No matter how I think about it, the atmosphere was just to meet a researcher around the entrance and have a conversation with Dad.

Oh no!

There are people everywhere at the exit, so I can’t escape…!

My pink eyes spun around.

I wished that all the researchers would work overtime.

Oh, wait.

I have a Fairy who grants wishes!

I pulled the Fairy out from my scarf.

"Fairy, wish wish."

—Yes! Tell me!

Pastel closed her eyes tightly and clasped her hands together.

She murmured her wish.

"Please make everyone here work overtime."

The Fairy also clasped her hands together.

—Oh, God, please grant this girl’s wish.

I hope everyone works overtime except for me.

Thump thump.

Suddenly, there was a commotion in the center. A shockwave rippled through, and chaos spread.

Oh dear.

I peeked out cautiously.

In the center, there was a transparent crystal wall.

Beyond it, a creature was writhing.

With a round body in vibrant colors, countless limbs were flailing. Among them, fairy faces popped out. Numerous eyes turned in different directions, surveying everything.

The creature rolled and slammed against the crystal wall. There was a shock, but it was merely due to its mass, causing no significant change.

The body pressed against the crystal wall as if crumpling, then fell away. The tentacle-like limbs left sticky imprints as they dripped down.

Ew.

The commotion spread. As a bucket was poured into one of the devices on the wall, a white gas was released from beyond the crystal wall. The lights that had been off turned back on. The researchers who had gone out rushed back in, panicked.

"What’s going on?!"

"I don’t know!"

"You don’t know?! What kind of management did you do in that brief moment! Everyone should know today is an emergency duty day!"

A moment later, when Dad returned, everything reverted to normal with no one left to quit.

Wow.

Now I can leave!

Everyone, enjoy your overtime!

I’ll be heading out!

Pastel clapped her hands.

I think I just saw something grotesque, but I decided to push it to the back of my memory.

When I turned to look at the Fairy, she had a stunned expression. Just like Pastel, it seemed she also decided to push the grotesque memory aside, meeting Pastel’s gaze and giving an awkward smile.

—I’m capable enough to make everyone work overtime.

Her small hand gave a thumbs up.

"That’s really true. You’re amazing, Fairy."

After a brief conversation, Pastel and the Fairy awkwardly exited the lab. As they closed the door, the commotion faded away.

The long corridor came into view. As they walked and ascended the underground stairs, they encountered the guards.

"Did you have enough conversation?"

"No, it seemed like the researchers were busy, so I just waited for them to finish talking and left."

"I see."

Pastel bowed her head and left. For a while, she walked without speaking to the Fairy, then stopped somewhere in the castle corridor.

"Oh no, Fairy! We need to save our fairy world, but I came out without even seeing a trace of the fairies!"

—Oh dear.

The small hand covered her mouth in surprise.

—That’s really true! It seems the Order has thoroughly hidden any traces! This won’t be easy.

The Fairy crossed her arms.

—I think it’s better to postpone saving the fairy world. There are no traces, right? So, it can’t be helped!

"Really?"

—Yes! Really!

Wow.

Then we should call it a day!

Pastel went to meet the Demon.

Pew pew.

219 - What Did I See?
"Devil!"

Pastel dashed down the hallway.

The Demon, who had been interrogating an Order member, turned around in a hurry. After running a hand through his hair, he let out a deep sigh.

"There you are. You can go."

"Devil!"

Pastel threw herself into the Demon’s arms. He staggered but caught her.

"Ugh."

"Devil! Devil! You have no idea how incredible my adventures were to save the Fairy World!"

Her pink eyes sparkled as she looked up at him.

"Really, what kind of adventure?"

"A super ultra awesome adventure!"

Pastel hesitated for a moment, wondering if she should share.

"But I can't tell you, Demon! The Fairy World is a top-secret matter, so even though we are close, I can't say anything! It's essential to separate public and private matters when dealing with those in power! As a power-holder like me, Pastel can't help it!"

The Fairy, hidden in her scarf, poked her neck.

Wait, did I just mention the Fairy World?

I broke the fundamental rule that states you shouldn't even mention the fact that it's a top-secret matter.

Her pink eyes widened. Pastel quickly covered her mouth with both hands and added hastily,

"Actually, there is no Fairy World! There's no way such a story from a fairy tale could exist in reality!"

She pushed away from the Demon’s embrace.

"You were fooled, Demon! Totally fooled! I'm not that simple!"

"I wasn't fooled."

"That's a lie!"

Pastel pointed at herself.

"I know! You have a taste for pink-haired girls, and you were so enchanted by what I just said that you imagined the Fairy World!"

"I don't know what to say."

The Demon rubbed his forehead.

Wait a minute.

Wasn't that a bit too revealing of my true feelings? If someone skilled in romance were here, they would immediately guess that I have feelings for him.

Pastel froze with tension. Her pink eyes rolled as she glanced at the Demon.

But the Demon, a loser in love, was not someone skilled in romance. He simply brushed off her words and tidied her disheveled hair.

Phew, thank goodness the Demon is a loser!

If my dad had been the one to win between the Crown Prince and the Archdemon, he would have seen right through my intentions, but it was too much for the Demon, who was always fooled by pink-haired girls.

Relief.

"I don't know how you played around, but I heard there was an attempted poisoning incident, so it's clear you were wandering around thoughtlessly."

Oh?

Now that I think about it, I did go down the underground stairs to find the culprit who poisoned Mr. Pepperoni Pizza, didn't I?

I was trying to confirm if my dad was the culprit, but I got so caught up in the suspicious conversation in a suspicious place that I completely forgot my original purpose.

"Poo-poo."

Pastel pouted her lips.

Looking back, there was no expression of concern about the poisoning incident, was there? I can't be sure since my dad usually doesn't show much emotion.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza is a professional villain who even prepared an antidote for poisoning, so there are plenty of people who might want him dead, making it likely that it wasn't my dad.

The suspect list has become too vast. It might be better for Detective Pastel to end the investigation here. After all, unpaid investigations go against professionalism.

Moreover, I feel sorry for Mr. Pepperoni Pizza, but if he committed enough wrongdoing to be poisoned, he should show some self-reliance to solve it himself.

And most importantly...

I think combination pizza is tastier than pepperoni pizza!

If I focus too much on Mr. Pepperoni Pizza, the combination pizza might feel neglected!

Wow, that's so true.

I acknowledge the end of the investigation!

Detective Pastel is off work today~.

Wow.

Having reached a conclusion, Pastel wrapped her arms around the Demon and walked ahead. The Demon was awkwardly dragged along.

"We've eaten, and since Dad will probably work late today, let's go see the castle now!"

How magnificent would the castle built by the Presley family, who exploited their subordinates in the snowy mountains, be!

I want to become a power-holder like that!

"More importantly, I received guidance to the room we will stay in. It will be night soon, so it would be best to check that first. Changing rooms late at night can be noisy."

"A room?"

Pastel rolled her pink eyes.

It felt like a thrilling idea was flashing through her mind, or maybe not.

Thrilling idea: It definitely was! Hello, brain friend! I'm passing through!

Wow, really?

If that's the case, it seems like it really was a thrilling idea.

For example, due to various circumstances, I might have to share a room with the Demon?

Wow!

Pastel thought deeply and then put on a serious expression.

"Although it's not my place to say since I was wandering around alone until just now, is it really okay to stay alone in the room provided by the Order? What if it's a trap? Or what if they release poison gas while I sleep?"

"You seem to know how to wander around well."

The Demon sighed.

Poo-poo, poo-poo.

"Anyway, anyway! We're talking about the room right now!"

Pastel shot him a glare.

"I'm discussing the safety of Pastel, the most important power-holder in this world, so please don't change the subject."

"Well, the Emperor will be surprised."

"Changing the subject again!"

The Demon raised his hands in surrender. Although he raised both hands, it was awkward since Pastel was holding onto one of his arms.

Pastel felt a thrill of victory. She hugged the Demon’s arm tightly and moved forward.

"Loyal Pastel prioritizes the safety of the royal family and His Majesty above all else, or rather, that's not it. Anyway, I don't think it's safe to stay alone in the room provided by the Order. Mr. Pepperoni, the subject of the assassination plan, did apologize, though."

"That's true. The Order is inherently treacherous and cruel, so they can't be trusted."

"But that doesn't mean it's polite to refuse the room they provided. I mean, I should stay there, but it feels wrong to stay alone."

A tremendous dilemma.

But since there are two of us, there might be a solution...?

"That's incorrect. The treatment of a host varies. If a guest is someone who doesn't need to be respected, then there's no need to maintain etiquette as a guest. If you feel uneasy after inspecting the room, it's better to change it."

Pastel suddenly pouted her lips.

That's true, but...

The Demon’s harsh statement, which missed the point, caused her thrilling idea to crash and burn.

Something, something.

Pastel felt her emotions become complicated.

What should I say?

Why am I clinging to someone so oblivious?

I have plenty of popularity.

I could choose anyone, so why am I going through this trouble?

An objective self-reflection occurred.

Pastel pouted her lips even more.

"That's your opinion, Demon. It's because of that kind of thinking that you got rejected by my mom."

The Demon looked stunned. He opened his mouth in disbelief and then appeared flabbergasted.

"Why are you suddenly saying that? I can't understand."

"You might not realize it because you're oblivious, but I'm in my teenage years. Wow, I'm a teenager~."

How surprising.

Pastel deliberately walked ahead. The Demon, who had been awkwardly dragged along, became even more awkward with her quick pace.

"There's nothing less persuasive than rationalizing oneself as a teenager."

"It is persuasive! You’ve become someone who can no longer fulfill your preference for older women, and it seems you've lost your younger self!"

"What on earth are you talking about?"

Pastel stuck out her tongue.

Neh neh.

Not telling~.

"Anyway, enough of that. As you said, we should check the room! Who knows? There might be something suspicious that I have to tremble alone in!"

Pastel walked briskly.

The Demon looked reluctant but didn't deny it.

"Good thinking. Regardless of your sulking, checking the room is very important. You may not feel it, but the Order is inherently bad. They can't be trusted."

Wow, that's a completely terrible statement.

Regardless of your sulking~.

Regardless of how oblivious you are~.

"But where are you going confidently like this? You're quite bold."

Oh?

Pastel stopped walking.

The hallway adorned with vintage paintings was filled only with the wind.

Silence fell.

"...Where is it?"

She pointed her finger behind her.

"That's the opposite direction?!"

"That's exactly what I meant."

Did I just confidently go the wrong way?

Pastel's face turned bright red.

Oh no!

The Demon must have intentionally not told me to tease me!

A wicked prank by the Demon to mock innocent Pastel! Totally the embodiment of a devil!

The Demon silently chuckled.

It was real...!

He truly was the embodiment of a devil!

Oh no!

"Demon, you're so bad! The embodiment of a devil! A devil surpassing the Archdemon! A devil devil beyond a devil devil!"

Pastel shouted loudly while tightly hugging the Demon’s arm.

"Yes, in fact, I am a devil devil devil. How unfortunate."

The Demon said calmly.

Pastel suddenly felt a rush of embarrassment.

She hurriedly shouted back.

"That's not true! Saying it four times in a row is completely childish! It's a violation of the rules! A million times a million times a violation!"

"That's exactly what I meant."

Oh no!

The Demon is teasing me...!

Someone please scold him...!

220 - Even the Devil Needs to Be Punished
Cock-a-doodle-doo.

Cock-a-doodle-doo.

Ugh, chicken.

Pastel's eyes flew open.

Where am I? Who am I?

She wiped the drool from her mouth with her pajama sleeve. The fluffy bed and the cold air hit her at once.

A feeling of déjà vu washed over her.

Haven't I been in this situation before?

Is this another Demon’s bed?

Pastel rolled her eyes while lying down.

She saw the elegant room prepared by the Order. Luxurious furniture adorned with elaborate decorations filled the space. She remembered being told it was a room for someone of High Priest rank.

That meant this was her room.

Ugh.

"It wasn't the Demon’s bed~."

Pastel's expression deflated. She rolled around on the bed, enjoying it. The blanket slipped off, revealing her bare legs. The warm air from the fireplace wrapped around her thin pajamas.

One wall caught her eye. Bookshelves, dark like ancient wood, filled her view. The space was filled with thick, boring books that no one would read, seemingly there only for decoration.

In front of it sat the Demon in a white dress shirt, flipping through the pages of a book.

Eh.

The Demon turned his head. His red eyes glanced sideways.

"What do you mean it wasn't my bed?"

Pastel's mind went blank.

Blank.

This was her room.

The bed was her bed.

But when she opened her eyes on the bed and looked to the side, the Demon was there.

What does this mean?

A headline formed in her mind.

[Superstar Pastel, "I woke up to find that man next to me," denies any romantic relationship.]

Ugh.

Ugh.

Pastel's mouth dropped open in shock.

If she woke up and found someone next to her on the bed, that means they were in a romantic relationship, right?

If she woke up and found someone next to her (in the armchair by the bedside), that also means they were in a romantic relationship...!

A shocking realization.

What on earth happened in just one day for such a super ultra powerful relationship progression to occur?

Pastel couldn't remember anything at all.

Ugh.

Ugh.

When she didn't respond, the Demon turned his gaze back to the book.

"If you're not fully awake, you can keep sleeping. There's no particular schedule."

Huh.

Pastel snapped back to reality.

No schedule? That can't be!

Just now, she had a schedule to interrogate the Demon for barging into someone else's room!

Is it okay for someone to just enter another person's room without any memory of it?

Moreover, is it acceptable to watch someone sleep without permission?

Ugh, that's right!

It's not okay to watch someone sleep without permission!

Because, because...

Just now, PinkPink Pastel drooled and slept soundly...!

Uwaah!

She drooled in front of the Demon while sleeping...!

Uwaah!

This is absurd!

It's definitely a wicked scheme by the Demon to torment her!

Yes, yes!

It's a wicked scheme!

I admit it!

That means the Demon is completely bad!

Pastel did her best to not expose any more weaknesses in front of the wicked Demon.

That meant she rolled herself up in the blanket. She rolled side to side, creating a perfect blanket burrito, completing her impenetrable defense.

She quickly glanced at the Demon. Her pink eyes opened slightly.

"Demon, why do you just come into my room without permission? As I said before, it makes me uncomfortable when you enter without asking. This is my space."

Pastel moved her body actively to express how angry she was.

That meant she squirmed in her blanket burrito.

Squirm, squirm.

Squirm, squirm!

The Demon looked back, his expression one of disbelief.

"The permission to guard you while you sleep was granted by young Kraft."

Huh?

Huh?

She remembered.

After thoroughly investigating the room provided by the Order with the Demon, she could conclude that there was nothing wrong.

However, the Demon had made a very biased evaluation, claiming that the room for the High Priest felt uncomfortable and suspicious, so they should request a new room.

But such an evaluation was absurd for Pastel, the capable, intelligent, and objective Governor General.

On the other hand, it was also absurd to reject the Demon’s valid concerns as a true authority who respects those above and listens to the rightful words of those below.

Moving rooms could create more risks, so she concluded that it was sensible to strengthen the guard.

Surprisingly, it was a judgment made purely as Pastel the Governor General, excluding any selfish motives.

Objectively, sleeping without a guard in the base where assassination plots had taken place was a bit concerning. The Demon didn’t need to sleep anyway, so there were no better conditions than this.

She thought she had no memory of what happened yesterday, but in fact, she did remember~.

Wow, the mystery of memory~.

Pastel felt a gaze on her.

She just smiled.

As she rolled around, the blanket loosened. The cold indoor air wrapped around her thin pajamas.

Ugh, cold.

She rolled around again. The blanket rolled up.

"Demon, fireplace, fireplace."

"It's not a fireplace; it's a hearth."

"Oh, right. Hearth, hearth."

The Demon added a few more logs to the hearth. When he added oil, the flames flared up warmly.

"It'll be warm soon. Since you heard the rooster crowing, we might be able to have warm chicken dishes for lunch."

Huh?

"Isn't it morning? I also heard the rooster friend crowing at dawn. Cock-a-doodle-doo?"

"That was the sound of the rooster being killed. It does sound the same, though."

Shock.

Another rooster friend has died today, just like yesterday.

The harsh reality.

Pastel didn't want to go outside the blanket. So she decided to stay inside.

"Demon, hearth, hearth."

The Demon looked at her with a frown.

"I said there’s no schedule, but I didn’t say to stay like that. If you’re awake, tidy up the blanket."

Ugh.

Pastel pretended not to hear. She rubbed her cheek against the blanket.

"Blanket friend, what’s wrong? You don’t want to part with me?"

She pulled her hand out from the blanket, surprised, covering her mouth.

"This is unbelievable! I feel the same way! We’re so in sync!"

Wow.

"Telepathy! We must be best friends! Let’s stay close like this from now on!"

The Demon sighed.

"Do as you wish."

Hehe.

I win!

Wow, wow.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.

Huh?

She turned her head, but since the room was large, she couldn't see the entrance from the bed.

The Demon went to check the visitor. After a brief conversation, he sent them away.

"What did they say?"

"They said there will be a meeting of the leadership soon, and you are to participate. They plan to discuss cooperation with Governor Kraft."

Pastel's eyes widened.

"They want me to participate?"

"Yes. Although you entered by bloodline, they probably thought it necessary to discuss cooperation."

"No, my question isn’t that. Did the Order command me to participate? Was it an order?"

The Demon looked somewhat flustered.

"Not exactly. It had the nuance that participating in the meeting is natural, but I don’t think it was a command."

"Ah."

So it’s a suggestion.

She loosened the blanket. She felt the warm indoor air quickly.

"When is 'soon'?"

"Literally soon. It seems they plan to have a short meeting before lunch."

Hee.

Pastel propped her chin on her hands and looked at the Demon.

A smile appeared on her lips.

"We’ll participate after lunch."

Because food is precious.

Her legs playfully wiggled.



The leadership meeting of the Order.

More precisely, the High Priest Conference.

It was a meeting composed of High Priests responsible for the Empire, Sky Island, and the Demon Realm under the Archpriest.

As an organization gathered for dealings with the Evil God, there was a round table in the room. Soft candlelight illuminated four seats.

As always, the Archpriest did not show up and sent a representative instead. The Empire's High Priest was absent due to being assassinated while trying to manage the assassination of the eldest son of the Bellamonte family.

The High Priest of the Demon Realm had collapsed after ingesting an unknown poison, so he also sent a representative, leaving only Pastel's father present.

The representative of High Priest Fernando of the Demon Realm was very displeased with this scene.

Where had the wealthy and powerful Order gone, now hiding in the outskirts of the Demon Realm mountains to hold a leadership meeting?

She envied those who had worked during the Order's heyday. How comfortably could they operate, and how easily could they deal with the Evil God?

Compared to them, she was struggling more, yet her results did not measure up, making her unable to sleep from frustration.

All of this was because of the Kraft family.

Thanks to the previous head of the family doing something foolish like hunting down the Order, what kind of suffering was this?

It was truly the essence of the Kraft family to cause trouble here and there for their own benefit. If they were going to struggle to sever their bad ties, they should have given up if they couldn't sway the former classmate, the head of the Camelot family, instead of trying to hunt down the Order.

In the end, they died without properly finishing anything, and their family fell into ruin, so it was karma.

Yet, it seemed they had learned nothing, as the current head of the family was once again causing trouble for the Order by working diligently.

If she were to list them one by one, it would never end, but the biggest trouble she felt as a representative was...

Her stomach growled.

It was past lunchtime, and she was making everyone starve by not participating, which was a bigger trouble than anything else.

This was something that needed to be shown.

Suddenly, the Archpriest's representative spoke up.

"It seems Governor Kraft was quite upset."

Then, smiling, he pulled a sandwich from under the table. The sound of him eating the sandwich echoed.

A sandwich?

The representative paused.

When he looked at the High Priest, who was the father of the Governor, he saw a bodyguard who had contracted mercenaries pulling out jerky.

"I don’t need it."

"Come on, eat. If you don’t eat, your brain won’t work."

Huh?

Am I the only one who didn’t bring anything?

Unfortunately, that was the correct answer.

The time quietly passed while only one person was unjustly starving.

221 - You Should Take Care to Eat Well
Yum yum.

It was delicious.

"I don't like the chatty mercenary, but I must admit the chef here is skilled. I got some help for this meal."

"Really? Wow. No wonder it tasted a bit different."

The sound of leisurely footsteps echoed in the holy corridor.

"From what I hear, the chef has experience in the imperial palace, but he's tied up because of a relative enchanted by the Order. It's a shame given his skills."

"Ugh. That chef must be having a hard time. I can't say who, but PinkPink Pastel doesn't commit any crimes against family, yet I'm also struggling because of blood ties."

"It seems everyone would know who you're talking about without you saying it."

"Wow."

The footsteps soon arrived in front of the executive meeting room. A group of stern-looking guards in black robes was visible. Strange gazes converged all at once.

Pastel was calmly conversing with the Demon but felt a slight shiver inside.

Wow, wow, intense gazes.

The sight of the pink-haired one, bold enough to come after lunch, attending the executive meeting that started before lunch.

It wasn't an overtly hostile atmosphere since Pastel the Governor General joining the Order was a good thing, but there were definitely watchful and probing looks.

Ugh, ugh.

Pastel trembled.

Did I, um, cross the line a little?

But, but as Governor General Pastel, this was a necessary psychological battle.

After all, believing that the Governor General would attend on time just because they called before lunch was naive.

The guards might not know, but the executives would have naturally brought some snacks.

After starting the meeting before lunch, they would have planned to smoothly transition into a meal, creating a harmonious atmosphere, and it was only natural to consider the possibility of being rejected.

Oh no.

But what if they get angry for not having eaten? Rationally, I understand that I was rejected, but it would feel bad to not eat.

Feeling too bad, I might end up complaining in various ways.

Huff, complaining.

Pastel's heart raced and trembled.

Did I cross the line?

I hadn't even declared a friendly relationship yet. If they suddenly pointed a gun at me, I wouldn't have anything to say.

What if I act recklessly in a dangerous place and end up in trouble?

Huff.

My brain spun around.

No, no.

That can't be.

The Pepperoni Pizza guy, who was preparing an assassination plan for Governor General Pastel, is currently collapsed from poison. In contrast, my dad, who is related to me, is participating in the meeting just fine.

When assessing the factions within the Order, the likelihood of the executives turning hostile at this point is low.

The variable could be the Archpriest, but the person who boldly pushed my dad, a member of the party that caused the Order's downfall in the previous generation, to become the Archpriest likely wouldn't harbor any personal feelings about such matters.

The Order is a business group that operates with the purpose of trading with the Evil God. There is a strong tendency for profit and loss to take precedence over personal feelings. It makes no sense to point a gun at a business partner just because I missed a meal.

Hehe.

So it's safe even if I cross the line!

Governor General Pastel has thought it all through and sabotaged the executive meeting~.

Wow, I'm so smart.

Having concluded my rational contemplation, Pastel felt proud. She walked confidently, enduring the gazes of the guards.

When she reached the massive door, a guard attempted to open it for her.

"I'll open it myself."

Pastel spread her palm to stop him.

The guard bowed his head and withdrew his hand.

Leisurely, she raised the door. The antique relief depicted a sky whale. The shadow stretching over the giant creature seemed to illustrate the ambitions of the Order.

"How arrogant. Just like the Order."

"Hahaha."

The sky whale is indeed impressive.

Whale breath~.

Swish, swish.

Pastel turned halfway and looked back coyly.

"If I open this door, my father will be there. Will you hit me as promised?"

"Hmm."

The Demon rubbed his chin.

"I didn't expect such an official moment, but if you want, I can do it."

"Hehe."

Pastel slightly bent her upper body and shook her finger side to side.

"That wouldn't do. Business is business, and personal is personal."

Her pink lips fluttered.

"You silly Demon."

Silly.

"Well, well."

Hehe.

Pastel looked back at the door again. As she gazed at the sky whale relief, her smile gradually faded.

She stretched out both hands. The massive door pushed open. A gap appeared, revealing the round table set in the room.

Candlelight softly illuminated the space. In front, the Archpriest's deputy, cloaked in a hood, was visible. To his left and right were her father and the deputy of the Archpriest who had collapsed from poison.

Business, business.



The deputy of Archpriest Fernando, who was repeatedly remembered as the Pepperoni Pizza guy by Pastel, nervously cracked his fingers. A sound came from his joints.

How could he not arrive even after lunch?

Surely, a notice had been sent out about the Archpriest Conference before the meal, but did they ignore it and eat instead?

Did Governor General Kraft even intend to attend in the first place?

If Fernando had succeeded in poisoning as planned, there would have been no need to starve like this, and as that thought crossed his mind, his irritation grew.

To be taken down in reverse like this. The cunning Kraft must have pulled some trick as his reputation suggested.

If he came to build a friendly relationship, he should have remained quiet instead of plotting against his allies and causing the important Archpriest to collapse.

In the first place, allowing Kraft to enter amicably was a mistake. Although the previous Order had been abruptly cut off, wasn't it a family that had caused the Order's downfall?

If he had naively entered believing in mere verbal promises, it would have been right to show him a lesson. Instead of giving up the room where the Archpriest resides.

No, wait.

Before that, it was wrong to have the husband of the previous head of the family sit in the Archpriest's position.

Surely, the funds from selling off the entire estate of the Kraft family played a significant role in reviving the Order.

No one knew the identity, and even now, no one knows that the Evil God's transmitter drew the power of souls, which was crucial for the birth of the Artificial Spirits.

But isn't it only fair that he should do at least that much to revive the Order he caused to fall? It was merely correcting a mistake, and saying he did well or anything like that was unreasonable.

Moreover, manipulating the magic circle created by the god of the Sky Island to disrupt the balance of the world is something that could be done with a casual touch, and the research on Artificial Spirits was merely taking credit for the achievements that Fernando had already accomplished, meaning that deputy Archpriest had done nothing right.

He even said he would take over the magic stone mine, yet didn't he lose it to his own daughter? He was of no help at all.

It's obvious that even if Governor General Kraft joins the Order, he won't be of much help. He'll likely just take the results that others have worked hard for and claim them as his own.

The notorious reputation that has spread around is also suspicious.

What kind of Governor General of the Sky Island is he at such a young age? What could he possibly do with such unfathomable intentions?

The Emperor, feeling guilty for completely neglecting the child of his old crush, must have just given him the position of Governor General. Isn't it a well-known fact that the Emperor confessed his unrequited love in front of the subjects and was rejected? There was certainly enough possibility for that.

The deputy was increasingly convinced that his thoughts were correct.

While he had thought that Fernando collapsing from poison was a cunning scheme by Governor General Kraft, now it seemed that it might not be the case.

Could it just have been luck?

He had simply eaten without suspicion and was fortunate enough not to have ingested poison, remaining unharmed.

The deputy tried to speak to the Archpriest's deputy. Wasn't there no need to embrace a Governor General whose abilities were questionable and who didn't even participate properly in the Archpriest Conference?

Suddenly, the door opened.

Bright light from outside poured into the room.

The deputy frowned and covered his eyes.

Footsteps echoed calmly. Pink hair flowed like waves.

The door closed behind her. The light diminished, and darkness enveloped the girl. The soft candlelight illuminated the interior. A cold gaze surveyed the assembly.

The deputy felt a chill as their eyes met.

The gaze analyzed and observed every detail—expressions, complexion, color, tremors, and breaths, thoroughly dissecting the inner self.

It was different from what he had imagined.

He had certainly heard reports of a girl who appeared younger than her age, chatting with the Archdemon after arriving at the castle, but the girl before him was entirely different.

As if revealing her true nature when no one was watching, reflecting the infamous reputation of the Kraft family that had been passed down through generations.

Could it be that this new head of the family was even using her age...?

The deputy hurriedly spoke, trying to hide his confusion.

"Governor General, the time is—"

The Governor General interrupted him and spoke.

"The Order lacks courtesy towards guests."

Silence fell.

The pink eyes were cold.

"I didn't expect hospitality, but the one who came out to greet us is just a mere mercenary, and the Archpriest you invited to the meal has collapsed alone from poison."

The girl's arms spread wide.

"It seems everyone here is meeting for the first time today."

Her gaze swept over everyone.

"Is this an insult?"

A cold voice rang out.

"Are you hoping for war?"

A suffocating silence ensued.

222 - The Governor is Very Disappointed
Hoo-wah hoo-wah.

Was that too much? Was the wording excessive?

The war might have been a bit too much!

Pastel maintained a cold expression while observing the leadership of the Order.

The Archpriest Deputy was so obscured by the hooded robe that it was impossible to discern even their face, let alone their expression.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza's deputy seemed overwhelmed by the sudden change, perhaps having done some prior research on PinkPink Pastel.

Dad is just Dad.

Pastel sharpened her instincts.

Seeing the guard standing behind her father, she noted their bewildered expression.

If even that teasing person reacted like that, it seemed the surprise attack had worked to some extent.

Should I press harder?

Oh?

But wait, am I not completely Kraft itself right now?

In fact, PinkPink Pastel was born with the surname Kraft~.

Wow.

"Oh dear."

The Archpriest Deputy spoke up.

"It seems the Governor General is quite upset."

Pastel observed the Archpriest Deputy. They appeared flustered, but a sense of calmness seeped through their tone.

Even though the Governor General of Sky Island, having received the Emperor's sword, made a statement about war, their reaction was far too relaxed.

If they wanted to, they could immediately implement a decree to suppress the Order with the power equivalent to an imperial command, so why this reaction...?

Oh dear.

Pastel felt a chill in her chest.

No matter how she looked at it, their attitude suggested they had some confidence.

It wasn’t even the Archpriest themselves, but the Archpriest Deputy shouldn’t be this relaxed in a critical situation.

If that person were actually the Archpriest pretending to be the Deputy, such a reaction would only be possible if they had a solid contingency plan.

Assassination?

Killing the Governor General who came to the Order's stronghold might be possible, but dealing with the aftermath would be a different story. The Demon, with their biased judgment, might see the Order as a high possibility, but objectively, it didn’t make sense.

If the Governor General were to die suddenly, the Demon Realm United Kingdom, which doesn’t want to go to war with the Empire, and the Demon Realm Corporation, acting on imperial orders, would form a coalition and annihilate the Order. Could the Archpriest make such a choice?

A person who could revive a completely fallen Order would be a shrewd Archpriest, and the chances of that happening are close to zero.

What is going on?

Do they trust the blood relation with Dad? The belief that as a daughter, she wouldn’t declare war on her father’s workplace?

I don’t think the Archpriest would trust a father who has the honorable title of having sold off his inheritance and fled.

What is this?

I can’t figure it out.

It seems I need to take a step back.

Step back, step back.

Pastel slightly relaxed her cold expression. She glanced at her father and then turned back to the Archpriest Deputy.

Until now, she had spoken as the Governor General, but since her father was present, she decided to express a bit of her true feelings.

"I am quite upset. I came to visit with the understanding of the United Kingdom and the Sky Island Knights, but if the Order is going to act like this, it puts me in a difficult position in the future."

The expression hidden beneath the dark hood of the Archpriest Deputy was obscured, but the hood turned as if to give a glance at her father. It felt as if they were silently criticizing him for not meeting with his daughter.

Pastel felt a sense of pride inside.

Yes, yes.

I came all this way, and Dad didn’t even show up, just worked late. Please scold him as his superior.

But the super ultra shameless Dad showed no reaction. He just remained indifferent.

The Archpriest Deputy turned their gaze away. Their head slightly bowed.

"I apologize, Governor General. I didn’t realize that the welcome was insufficient since I just arrived today."

A perfect declaration of defeat.

Oh yeah.

I don’t know what kind of contingency plan the Archpriest Deputy has prepared, but it seems they have no intention of fighting.

That person is a reasonable person.

Pastel took a deep breath and exhaled. She didn’t respond but looked at her father, making a sour expression as if to say she would endure it since they were blood-related.

That alone began to thaw the previously cold atmosphere.

Using blood relations as a justification seems like a good escape strategy when the stakes are raised against the Order.

Dad should just be used as a justification for blood relations. That’s the most helpful use in Pastel’s life.

Wow, that’s so true.

In fact, the sour expression she wore was not an act at all, so it felt quite comfortable.

The Archpriest Deputy lightly clapped their hands.

"Alright, everyone, this isn’t the time for this; it’s late, so let’s have a meal first. Governor General, why don’t you enjoy a glass of wine?"

As the door opened, the dishes that had been prepared were served. Colorful plates filled the room, illuminated only by candlelight.

She wondered why they had made the room so dimly lit with only candles, but once the food was served, the atmosphere perfectly suited a dining setting.

Ugh.

After a few exchanges, the meal began.

She knew that if she sabotaged, everyone here would go hungry, but facing it like this made her feel guilty.

Seeing Mr. Pepperoni Pizza's deputy start cutting into the steak with a brightened face made her feel even more so. Watching the expression of dissatisfaction disappear after eating a piece of meat made her feel even more guilty.

Ugh.

That person was innocent, having just attended after being wrongfully poisoned, yet they were starving.

I’m sorry.

Unable to apologize due to her position, Pastel merely swirled her glass, inhaling the scent of the wine.

"I’ve always had an interest in the Order."

"That’s good to hear."

"Given the past and the position, it was difficult to express, but if the opportunity arises, I would like to create a good position."

The Archpriest Deputy’s hood swayed as if nodding.

"Although it requires hard work, the divine grants many things. An ageless body, eternal wealth, absolute power. Do you have any wishes, Governor General?"

"Um."

The wine level decreased by a sip.

"An ageless mind, thirst for wealth, challenging power?"

Wow.

Pastel laughed heartily.

The Archpriest Deputy looked at her silently for a moment.

The candlelight flickered in the silver candlestick.

"It seems the Governor General is not interested in wishes."

She shook her wine glass slightly as if to deny it.

"That can’t be true. If there were a convenient fairy in the world that granted wishes, I would wish for immortality first."

"God is not a fairy, so in the end, the Governor General will not wish for anything."

Pastel did not respond. Instead, she tilted her head with a subtle expression.

How many wishes have I made to the Fairy?

I know I’ve made quite a few.

The Archpriest Deputy let out a gentle laugh.

"It’s alright. Our Order can embrace anyone. Even a Governor General who enjoys the process of wishing more than the results."

Oh?

Am I like that?

I do enjoy rolling around in bed and begging the Demon for snacks, then munching away.

The Archpriest Deputy looked around at the attendees one by one.

"Today, it would be best to just have a meal and end it. Archpriest Fernando is in a collapsed state, so let’s postpone the High Priest Conference for another time."

The Archpriest Deputy’s gaze landed on Mr. Pepperoni Pizza's deputy.

"Is there any improvement with Archpriest Fernando? I hope he’s feeling much better so we can set the next schedule."

The deputy flinched.

"Well, since it was an attempted poisoning, the doctor is restricting visits. I haven’t met him, but I’ve heard he needs to focus on detoxification for a while."

"I see. I will be staying for a while, so I hope he recovers before then."

The atmosphere turned to one of dispersal.

Oh dear.

Pastel rolled her pink eyes.

Isn’t this a surprisingly family-like workplace that’s good for working?

I don’t think Mr. Pepperoni Pizza would have been perfectly harmonious with the Archpriest. Taking advantage of the deputy’s presence, it seems there was something to try, but they just let it pass so easily.

Such a family-like atmosphere.

After the meal ended, everyone began to leave one by one. Pastel, who had been gauging the atmosphere, also stood up.

"Governor General, let’s have a chat for a moment."

"Oh, sure."

Wow.

Am I also getting a good family-like workplace?

Wow wow.

Pastel was left alone with the Archpriest Deputy. The door closed, and the candlelight flickered gently.

The Archpriest Deputy stood with their hands behind their back, admiring the silver candlestick.

"I understand the Governor General's wish. The imperial throne is something that must be earned to be truly valuable, isn’t it?"

Eh.

Pastel’s expression became blank.

The imperial throne?

What is this?

"As you know, the Order is not interested in obtaining the imperial throne. Among the Archpriests who wish to make a wish, there is no one who would wish for the throne. Not even the Archpriest."

Ugh.

I don’t understand what they’re saying.

Why suddenly mention the imperial throne?

As everyone knows, Pastel is a loyal servant of His Majesty the Emperor, right?

I’ve never thought about it and have no intention of doing so.

The Archpriest Deputy looked directly at her.

"If the Governor General cooperates with our Order, we will do our utmost to dethrone the current Emperor and support you instead. That is surely what the divine desires."

Oh dear.

Pastel's hands trembled.

Hearing such an absurd proposal as a loyal subject filled her with rage.

What do they think of people to say something like this...!

The Archpriest Deputy added softly, almost in a whisper.

"If any unavoidable difficulties arise in that process, would the divine abandon the Governor General who has been of help until now? While it may not sit well with your heart, there are times when one must seek help from the divine."

Oh?

Is the imperial throne something that can be obtained just by wishing for it?

Her pink eyes rolled.

Emperor Pastel.

That was a word with a profound resonance.

The great Emperor Pastel.

Isn’t that a title that suits her better than the great Governor General Pastel?

Pastel felt a thrill.

Thinking about it, there doesn’t seem to be anyone more suited for the imperial throne than herself. Where else would you find someone inherently suited for power like her? Power should go to those who are inherently suited for it.

And, most importantly.

The fact that she has never been a loyal subject...!

Oh dear, that’s surprising.

A shocking report that the Emperor would be surprised and press the rubber duck.

Pastel was, in fact, not a loyal subject~.

Isn’t it justifiable for someone like me to challenge the imperial authority?

Wow.

Pastel glanced at the Archpriest Deputy.

Sneak peek.

As she scanned their entire body, she looked into the dark hood.

"It doesn’t seem like a matter to discuss with someone whose face is hidden."

"Oh dear, I apologize."

The Archpriest Deputy smiled gently. The hood was slowly pulled back. A man’s face was revealed.

It was an ordinary-looking face that could be seen anywhere. It didn’t suit a person of power, but it was so ordinary that it rather suited a cult.

"Ahem."

Pastel pretended to be aloof.

What should I do?

What should I do?

Good Pastel wanted to be a loyal subject, but it seems like there’s no choice when such an opportunity arises.

If I just wish, I can become the Emperor, and not doing so would be a loss.

Hehe.

Pastel beamed.

"I can’t help it! I had no desire for the imperial throne, but with so many people wanting to support me, it wouldn’t be right not to follow their hearts!"

She raised one hand high.

"I want to be the Emperor!"

It seems like no one else is as suited as I am!

The Archpriest Deputy nodded.

And then spoke.

"That would be difficult, Governor Kraft."

Oh?

I feel like I heard something wrong.

The Archpriest Deputy placed a hand near their face. The skin layer seemed to peel away, revealing the hidden face.

It was a familiar face.

"It’s been a long time."

The Archpriest Deputy placed a hand on their chest and bowed their head.

"I am Redmond, serving as the Archpriest Deputy in the Demon Realm by the command of His Majesty the Emperor."

It was Mr. Penguin.

Wow!

A trap investigation...!

Both arms shot up.

"Long live His Majesty the Emperor, greater than anything in the world!"

Pastel was, in fact, a loyal subject~.

223 - You Have to Show Your Face First to Understand
Pastel felt her loyalty towards His Majesty the Emperor, which had always been overflowing, flood like a river in spate.

Swaying.

Surging.

To think that the Order was actually in the grasp of the imperial family!

It is only natural for an educated intellectual to question how such an anti-national organization like the Order could exist so brazenly in such a peaceful world.

Having been officially labeled a bad organization by the Empire, no matter how strong their military might, they were merely a civilian secret organization. If the Empire truly set out to eradicate them, they wouldn't be able to withstand it, so why were they still intact?

The former tyrant had, as a tyrant would, engaged in a futile endeavor to capture the prophesied Demon King by massacring all citizens of a certain age, so it was plausible that the Order could still be alive.

But now, wasn't it the honorable His Majesty the Emperor, who had also led the eradication of the Order alongside Blossom Craft, who was in power? It was strange that they were still alive.

The Order had committed acts of terror at the Academy twice and had even stirred up trouble in Sky Island, so at the very least, Pastel, the Governor General of Sky Island, should have been ordered to eradicate the Order, yet there was no such command.

Wasn't it reasonable to expect that at least when Pastel visited the palace to meet His Majesty the Emperor, this topic would have come up?

The command she received when she was appointed Governor General was to investigate because Princess Ellie claimed to have discovered the Demon King. While the Demon King was indeed a very important issue, it was not so urgent that other matters could not be addressed alongside it. The need to keep the Order in check was worth mentioning.

The Academy, which was the Empire's foremost officer training institution, had been attacked twice, yet it was not even mentioned. If the command to investigate the Demon King was issued because the Empire needed to pay attention to the Demon Realm, then it was absurd to ignore the fact that the frontline Sky Island was being subjected to military terror by a trivial secret organization.

Very strange.

It was truly, truly strange to think that Pastel, as the Governor General, was doing well enough that it wasn't even mentioned.

How had the Order remained intact until now?

An educated intellectual should be able to subtly deduce while avoiding the imperial family's gaze.

In fact, it was possible because the hegemonic nation allowed it~.

Indeed, His Majesty the Emperor, who is greater than anyone in the world and will be remembered in history!

The cult that worships Evil Gods and is filled with dubious beliefs was in the palm of the imperial family!

How suspicious!

How suspicious!

It was certainly strange that the next heir of Duke Bellamonte, whose security was likely thorough, suddenly died amidst the chaos involving the Order!

The most suspicious candidate for betrayal in the prophecy of the Empire's downfall, Duke Bellamonte (formerly of the Kingdom, a northern warlord), was entering a succession civil war due to an unfortunate accident that happened so coincidentally!

Completely coincidental!

The heir had died, but the Duke of Bellamonte was still alive, and someone was stirring things up from behind, leading to a civil war!

Completely, completely coincidental!

There is a good saying that if a series of great coincidences occur, the one who benefits is the mastermind.

Gasp.

Tremble.

It was indeed strange.

When the Order was planning the assassination of Governor General Pastel while forming ties with the Hawks of the Demon Realm United Kingdom, something felt off.

In the past, it was speculated that the assassination plan for Governor General Pastel was prepared by His Majesty the Emperor to use the unfortunate Pastel (already a corpse) as a pretext for war when the United Kingdom showed dangerous growth as prophesied.

Usually, it is important to control such pretext triggers so that they can be detonated whenever desired, while ensuring they do not explode when unwanted.

The Hawks, with Mr. Penguin disguising himself to infiltrate, and the Doves being able to lead back to their original identities, seemed to be within the control range.

However, a cult that worships Evil Gods did not fit with stable control. If the Order was to be properly prepared as a trigger, it would be best to exclude them.

Yet, the fact that they were included meant that control was possible.

It was strange that the imperial family considered the Order, which frequently committed acts of terror on the frontlines, to be controllable.

In fact, the Archpriest was His Majesty the Emperor~.

Wow.

Pastel was left speechless.

Mr. Penguin personally filled her wine glass. The wine flowed gently.

"I never expected to see the Governor General here. I was so surprised to hear that the Governor General had come when I visited as usual for the High Priest Conference."

Ugh.

Mr. Penguin was surprised.

But Pastel was even more surprised.

Mr. Penguin set the wine bottle down. The candlelight flickered on the surface of the bottle.

"His Majesty the Emperor has responded to the report that Princess Elicia claimed the Demon King is a fake."

A letter was produced.

It contained the message that the existing mission was to be halted as it had become meaningless. While the Demon King could still appear, it was not a complete withdrawal, but rather a return to the original duties of the Governor General of Sky Island.

There was also information regarding cross-verification.

Pastel wondered why the Emperor's order had come so late, but it seemed there had been cross-verification.

If the Demon King were real, Princess Ellie would not be acting so hesitantly as she was now, and upon reviewing the budget of the United Kingdom, it was found that there were no significant changes, and so on.

The issue with the republic was that its budget was fully disclosed in the assembly, while the greatness of the monarchy lay in its thorough confidentiality, and so on.

Gasp.

It was unlikely that the great His Majesty the Emperor would personally write a letter, so Pastel glossed over the trivial details from the sycophants who obscured the Emperor's vision.

Sigh, loyal Pastel should have been by His Majesty's side.

The past of running away after being told she resembled her mother was unimportant.

In any case, it had been revealed that the Demon King was a fake.

Only bright light lay ahead for the Empire!

"Long live His Majesty the Emperor!"

Pastel cheered for the moment.

Suddenly, Mr. Penguin looked at her suspiciously.

He seemed to be contemplating how to interrogate this Governor General who had declared, "I want to be Emperor!"

Hehe...

Pastel turned her gaze elsewhere with all her might.

Instead of an interrogation, Mr. Penguin pulled out a new letter.

"This is something His Majesty instructed to deliver in case the Governor General visits the Order. It is also the reason I revealed my disguise."

Oh?

"His Majesty was pleased with the investigation results confirming whether the Republican Faction was the prophesied traitor after hearing the Governor General's heartfelt counsel."

The investigation revealed that, aside from the Republican Faction and Duchess Nastasha not raising conspicuous military forces, there were signs of significant investment in establishing local schools to educate the Empire's citizens.

Until now, Pastel had not paid much attention to it, but if the Republican Faction was indeed planning a rebellion with citizens enchanted by the republic, then the establishment of local schools was fitting for that preparatory process.

While it may seem very threatening to immediately arm enchanted citizens with general weapons, that was not the case.

War is not merely a numbers game. A large-scale rebel army that cannot solve supply issues can be easily dismantled without a fight. Trained officers must operate soldiers while adhering to at least minimal rules of war for smooth operations.

Establishing local schools was a very suitable method for training these officers.

Since they had to avoid the imperial family's gaze, there was no military training in the curriculum. However, if there were many educated citizens who could read and write, the ratio of those who could become officers during a rebellion would increase dramatically.

If one cannot read or write, no matter how much military talent they possess, they cannot hope to bridge the overwhelming gap in military science built by countless geniuses. But if they can read and write, even a single book can make them capable of competing with regular troops in real combat.

That single book could be a military science book supported by the Republican Faction or perhaps a military science book that happened to be lying around in a local library.

Just reducing illiteracy could dramatically enhance the quality of the rebel forces.

Oh dear.

Oh dear me.

The letter did not contain any trivial details about what measures had been taken regarding local schools. However, it was unlikely that any positive measures had been taken in the local community.

Pastel felt a pang of conscience.

Did my single statement suddenly collapse the illiteracy eradication campaign?

Feeling like a bad person.

Gasp.

For some reason, Pastel felt a surge of passion as a republican.

Though she was the great Governor General Pastel of noble blood who had never lived in a democratic republic, her pure goodwill and high moral sense ignited a kind-hearted mindset that fueled her passion.

Am I allowed to remain a loyal subject like this?

Though she had never lost her loyalty towards His Majesty the Emperor, she felt shaken at this moment.

"Kraft Governor General?"

Mr. Penguin looked at her.

"Oh, yes."

Pastel reread the letter.

In any case, it seemed that His Majesty the Emperor had begun to trust Governor General Pastel after feeling the effects of her counsel.

So much so that he hinted to Mr. Penguin to reveal his identity and request cooperation if Pastel were to visit the Order at the invitation of her father.

Cooperation, huh.

"What does His Majesty intend to do with the Order?"

To keep the United Kingdom in check?

Whether that was effective enough for His Majesty to personally take the Archpriest's position, she wasn't sure.

Mr. Penguin's expression became subtle.

Oh?

Pastel stared blankly at him.

Silence passed.

Mr. Penguin hesitated as if it was difficult to bring up an embarrassing topic.

Oh dear.

Could it be?

Could it be that His Majesty still couldn't forget her mother?

As she sent a glance, Mr. Penguin averted his gaze with a subtle smirk. It was a response that anyone could see was the answer.

Oh dear.

Pastel rolled her pink eyes.

Was His Majesty still holding onto her mother?

The goal must be to resurrect her mother, just like her father.

When she confessed to her mother and was rejected, she was the Crown Prince, but now she was in the position of an omnipotent Emperor.

There was no way he would resurrect her mother just to hand her over to her father...?

If her mother divorced her bad father and started anew, would that make her a princess?

Gasp.

Princess Pastel.

What if she just increased the character count a little?

Crown Princess Pastel.

If increasing the character count made her conscience prick, what if she reverted to the original character count?

Emperor Pastel.

Gasp.

Suddenly, Pastel felt a surge of passion as a monarchist.

No, with the great His Majesty the Emperor still alive, a republic? That was nonsense!

It was unfortunate that the illiteracy eradication had been thwarted, but given the circumstances of the times, it couldn't be helped, right?

I acknowledge it!

Both arms shot up.

"Long live His Majesty the Emperor!"

His Majesty the Emperor was her new father~.

224 - Highly Likely Scenario
Pastel stepped out of the High Priest Conference room.

The guards, who had been maintaining a strict watch in the corridor, turned to look.

Governor General Pastel put on a serious expression with great effort.

It seemed as if she had just had an incredibly serious discussion with the Archpriest's deputy.

Very serious indeed.

The Devil, who had been anxiously tapping one foot with her arms crossed, hurried over.

"What were you talking about for so long? Were you threatened or something?"

The guards of the Order, reflecting their prejudices, cast subtle glances filled with concern.

Pastel shook her head silently, conveying a sense of gravity.

It was indeed a very serious matter.

It might be a bit heavy to talk about here~.

—But, but. His Majesty the Emperor is already married, right? Is it okay for an old crush to show up in the midst of this?

—...It is not good for a subject to discuss matters of the imperial family, but I understand that the relationship is not so harmonious.

—Gasp, the terror of political marriage.

I just had a very heavy conversation.

Perhaps it’s the difference between political marriage and love marriage.

This is a very important issue, too heavy to discuss here.

Nodding.

"Everyone, take care. I’ll be on my way."

Pastel walked ahead briskly.

The Devil, looking suspicious, glared at the closed conference room door before following her. Leaning slightly forward, she whispered.

"Don't forget the purpose of our visit here. We came to tidy up the situation so the Order doesn't hastily plan your assassination. We are not here to cooperate with the Order."

Ah~, assassination.

Now that I think about it.

But that assassination was prepared by His Majesty the Emperor as a pretext for war, right? Since he has become a new father, is there really a need to worry?

Pastel had confidence in trusting her new father, who was not someone who would steal away all of her inheritance and run off.

Assassination? No problem.

Even the pepperoni pizza guy apologized for planning to assassinate that girl because of her father, and it turned out that her new father was also the Archpriest, so there was no issue.

Seeing the lackluster reaction, the Devil hurriedly added. There was a hint of desperation in her voice, as if she didn’t want Pastel to go astray with unnecessary thoughts.

"You may not feel it, but the Order is a very vicious group. They are a collective gathered for their own selfish desires, and they will easily disregard promises if it suits their needs. You must never trust them. No matter what sweet words or flattery they use, it’s all lies."

Hmm~.

Since my father is in a group led by the Archpriest, I agree with that viciousness.

But since my new father is the Archpriest, shouldn’t I also agree with that goodness?

Wow, that makes sense!

I haven't asked my mother's opinion yet, but Pastel was ready to accept her new father without any prejudice.

What era are we living in!

The old-fashioned past where one was expected to marry only once in a lifetime and never divorce, no matter what problems arose in the marriage, is long gone.

As a child with a full wallet who can be independent and start a family on her own, Pastel could look at her new father without prejudice.

Looking at her new father without prejudice = supreme power, supreme wealth, supreme lineage, supreme family.

Gasp.

I support this!

This means my mother should get married!

As a child, I cheer for this pure love that has no selfish desires!

The Devil looked doubtful.

"Are you listening?"

"More importantly, Devil."

"You’re not listening at all."

"Hehe."

With her arms crossed, Pastel looked up at the Devil playfully.

"By the way, what do you think about free love, Devil? Excuse my rudeness regarding your age."

Ahaha.

"Do you see it negatively because of your age?"

The red eyes narrowed. The Devil looked down silently for a moment. Observing her, she finally spoke.

"That’s not the case. The deity has never looked favorably upon political marriages. Since the moment the personification of the deity revealed itself and religion was born. Although it does not enforce doctrine, in noble society—"

"Ew, theology talk is boring."

Pastel pouted and walked ahead. The serene castle corridor filled her view.

Snow fell through the wide windows. The air was chilly.

Her pink eyes turned cold as well.

—You must keep the fact that His Majesty the Emperor is seated as the Archpriest a secret. From everyone.

—Everyone, including my father?

—Yes.

It seems His Majesty really likes my mother. Just look at how he’s already trying to suppress a rival before her resurrection.

I thought there would be a cooperative relationship since the Emperor helped my father dispose of the family assets, but perhaps not.

Looking at the current situation, it seems the Emperor is pushing my father away to make my resurrected mother lose her affection for him.

How frightening.

I’m not sure whether to feel pity or hatred for my father, who clings to his deceased wife while abandoning both his child and friends.

Duchess Nastasha, who still worries about such a father, seems like a truly kind person.

If only Duchess Nastasha and my father had married, and my mother had married the Emperor, everyone would have been happy, but fate’s tricks are troublesome.

If only selfish desires and calculations were considered, it would have been rational for my father to marry the next Duke and for my mother to marry the next Emperor.

"Is love a bad thing?"

It might be worth less than I thought.

I felt a strange gaze.

It was the Devil.

"Ah, hehe."

Pastel averted her gaze and twisted her body. Moving awkwardly, she rubbed her arms as if feeling cold.

Her gaze inspected the outside.

"Wow, wow! It’s snowing outside!"

So amazing.

"We came here while getting hit by snow too."

Gasp, that’s true.

It wasn’t anything special at all.

Pastel nodded and walked ahead briskly.

The Devil looked suspicious.

"Did the Archpriest's deputy say something?"

The Devil scanned the corridor. There was no one in the castle hallway.

"If you have concerns, it’s better to share them with those around you. Smart people tend to be arrogant, believing their intelligence can solve most problems. Even knowing that there are dilemmas that cannot be solved alone, they still think they can solve their current worries by themselves."

Pastel shot a pouty look.

"Devil, did you see me reading that book?"

The Devil paused. Narrowing her brow as if recalling, she looked displeased.

"I hardly saw it. Young Kraft, you should read more. If you don’t read, even if you live diligently, you will only accumulate experience and knowledge, and at some point, your perspective will inevitably narrow."

"Ew, ew."

That’s nagging.

Pastel made a pouty face.

Her finger pointed at the Devil.

"How much do you read, Devil? I can read a million million million books in one go! That’s an impressive amount of reading! A million million million, so the number is…."

Pastel folded her finger for a moment.

"A million million means at least 1 trillion books."

The Devil silently waited.

Her thin fingers folded and unfolded, making a jam-jam sound.

"One hundred million."

"That’s right! Then a million million million is…"

1 trillion times 100 million, so...

10 thousand billion.

Since it exceeds the unit, let’s simplify.

"One year."

Oh wow.

A million million million is one year.

Gasp.

Her pink eyes widened.

I just said it, but the number is neat!

Am I perhaps a super ultra genius?

"That’s right!"

Pastel raised her arms high.

"Governor General Pastel is a super ultra genius who can read as much as the sun friend in one go! Look!"

She ran to the window and opened it. Looking up at the sky, the sun was shining brightly amidst the snowstorm.

The sun shines brightly.

She raised one hand high.

"Hello, Sun! It’s Governor General Pastel!"

Instead of a response, the snowstorm covered her face. Because the sun couldn’t shine amidst the snowstorm.

Snowstorm, whoosh.

"Wow!"

No way!

Pastel hurriedly closed the window again. The snowstorm banged against the window.

"Ugh."

Snowflakes flowed down her messy pink hair.

"Well, well."

A sigh escaped. The Devil brushed the snow off her.

Fingers ran through her pink hair.

"I suppose we need a comb. It would be better to go back and tidy up."

"Yes."

Pastel trudged along.

A snowstorm party instead of the sun.

In fact, Governor General Pastel was not a genius at all.

Disappointing.



Oh wow.

As Pastel returned to her room, she turned a corner in the hallway and took a step back. Hiding behind the corner, she peeked her head out to watch ahead.

"Why are you doing that?"

She pointed beyond. The Devil leaned forward, following Pastel's gaze to look around the corner.

"Oh."

Her father was walking with the knight.

Heh.

Pastel met the Devil's gaze. She pretended to punch with her fist.

The Devil nodded silently.

Pastel calmly walked again.

The knight waved his hand cheerfully.

"Oh, young lady. You were impressive earlier! What did the Archpriest's deputy call you over for? If it was a warning, should I say something on your behalf?"

Totally treating her like a kid.

But since she was planning to punch her father like a child right now, Pastel felt no loss of pride.

The Devil subtly approached her father.

Her father, who had been indifferent when Pastel appeared, now showed a hint of surprise.

"Demonius? Do you have something to say?"

Pastel smiled and spoke to the knight.

"But, knight! Now that I think about it, I don’t think we introduced ourselves! What’s your name? I’m so curious, super curious."

"Oh! Is that what you’re curious about? It’s an honor to be noticed by young lady! I might get promoted like this—"

A sound echoed as a punch landed on his abdomen.

The knight, who had been smiling, turned around in a hurry, looking bewildered.

Her father had slumped down, curled up. His body trembled, and a faint cough escaped.

The Devil brushed her hands off.

"There’s nothing in particular to say."

Hehe.

"Are you okay?"

The knight hurriedly helped her father up. Her father's complexion was somewhat pale.

Perhaps that sudden punch from his scholar son was too much~.

Pastel approached the Devil, hiding behind her.

Something caught her foot.

When she picked it up, it was an old, broken locket necklace.

Opening the locket, a small portrait caught her eye.

Pink hair, pink eyes.

A beautiful woman.

It was her mother.

A hand reached out and snatched the locket away.

Her father put the necklace in his chest pocket and coughed lightly. His gaze turned to the Devil.

"Your hand has gotten heavy in the meantime."

"You are the weak one."

225 - Portraits are Good for Memory
Awkward, awkward.

Pastel held the wine glass with both hands and sipped.

Sip, sip.

Glancing at the seat in front, her dad sat with a dry face, talking to Demon.

When Demon asked why he lived like that, her dad would casually change the subject like a friend. Even though they used to be rivals in love, they were friends, so the atmosphere was somewhat as expected.

Ugh.

Pastel peeked her tongue into the wine glass. Her pink tongue splashed around in the grape juice, pretending to be wine.

Demon glanced sideways and, while talking to her dad, tapped her leg under the table. It was a gesture telling her not to just sit there but to talk to her dad or do something.

Ugh.

I know, I know.

It's like I have nothing to say now that I've actually met him.

I want to ask him why he lives like that, like Demon, but I've already heard the answer a long time ago.

It's also strange to ask such a question to someone who carries a rocket necklace with his wife's picture in it.

It was difficult to maintain any animosity.

Honestly, I'm still angry that he ran away with my inheritance and left me starving, but seeing him squander it all on pseudo-religions makes me feel sorry for him.

Sometimes, things can't be helped in life. The inevitable reason may be as intuitive as self-interest, but it can also be very personal and seem mysterious at first glance. I don't know if I should give up empathy and maintain animosity because of that.

As Governor General, I could act without considering things from his perspective, but Governor General already thinks it's unproductive to get angry about the past.

Bbu bbu.

Pastel dipped a cookie friend in Magic Stone powder. She held it with both hands and nibbled at it little by little.

Of course, empathy is empathy, and duty is duty.

A tooth mark remained on the cookie chocolate chip.

"Demonius, let's end this conversation here."

Her dad held out one palm and took a sip of wine. He put down the glass and looked at her.

"Have you decided to cooperate?"

Ugh.

Pastel froze, still nibbling on the cookie.

Demon frowned.

『Why is he using that businesslike tone with his daughter? If Blossom were alive, she would have gotten angry first.』

Her dad fell into thought. It seemed he couldn't ignore it since Mom's name was involved. But he decided to just ignore it, as nothing changed, and he repeated himself.

"Have you decided to cooperate?"

Pastel put down the cookie. She shook off the powder on her hands and cleared her throat.

Pink eyes stared straight at him.

"It would be difficult to give a hasty answer at this point. I am currently negotiating specific details with the Archpriest's proxy, and the only answer I can give at this time is that I am positively considering cooperation."

Her dad paused. He stared for a moment, then nodded calmly.

"Is that so."

Her dad's hand caressed the wine glass.

"From the outside, the Order may seem irrational, but."

『It is irrational.』

Her dad glanced at Demon and continued.

"It may seem irrational, but basically, the deals are clean. Since the organization itself is based on crime, they tend to value trust among the Order members. I can't be sure they'll keep their word in big deals, but there won't be any losses in the business relationship itself."

Pastel looked at her dad with strange eyes. Her lips twitched, then closed.

"It would be difficult to give a hasty answer at this point."

"Is that so."

The conversation ended.

Demon ran a hand over his face. He really didn't like this situation, but he seemed to be refraining from interfering deeply in the father-daughter conversation that was finally taking place.

Suddenly, the door opened. The guard who had been waiting outside came in with only his upper body.

"I brought the bandages. You should wrap them around your stomach."

The white bandages in his hand swayed.

Her dad said bluntly without even looking.

"I don't need them."

"You were so pale earlier?"

"I don't need them."

Her dad cut him off sharply.

"You're so stubborn."

The guard shrugged and closed the door, disappearing.

Her dad subtly rubbed his abdomen. It seemed the abdomen he had been hit in by Demon was uncomfortable.

Her dad's gaze came over.

"Do you have any questions about it?"

Questions.

"I heard that Artificial Spirits are created by extracting powerful energy from beings sent by the Evil God. What is that being, and where is it?"

Her dad paused. His gaze looked down at the half-eaten cookie and then returned.

"It's not something you need to worry about. It was an unidentified person, and they already died during the extraction process."

Great Fairy = Death

"Shouldn't they not die? If they were sent by the Evil God, they would have been like an Apostle to the Order."

"It's impossible to be healthy if you bear a deity in a young body. The process was an accident, but death was inevitable."

It seems the Order is only interested in trading with the Evil God and not in worshiping him.

Pastel nodded.

Her dad checked his wristwatch.

"If you're curious about Artificial Spirits, it would be good to go down to the basement. Originally, I can't show it to outsiders, but it will help you decide."

Huh.

Wait a minute.

When you say basement, are you talking about the place under the castle where that super-super ultra Fairy Mass is?

Is my dad telling me he's going to introduce me to the super-super ultra Fairy Mass?

Pastel turned pale. She no longer had the confidence to finish eating the half-eaten cookie friend cleanly.

『Hoo? Did he create a gloomy laboratory in the basement? How typical of the Order.』

Demon got up as if he was going to go see it right away. He seemed to be planning to show Pastel the evil and gloomy laboratory to completely disgust her with the Order.

Ugh.

Wait a minute, wait a minute.

It's true that there are evil and gloomy results in the evil and gloomy laboratory as Demon thinks.

But unlike what Demon thinks, the results are really evil and gloomy! They're results that PinkPink Pastel shouldn't see!

"It's not that it's gloomy so it's in the basement, but laboratories are sometimes in the basement depending on the necessary environment."

『You're good at making excuses.』

"It's not an excuse, it's the truth."

Her dad also got up as if he was going now.

Ugh!

Ugh!

Super-super ultra Fairy Mass...!

Pastel trembled, practicing the basic quality of a popular person, which is to act along with the atmosphere.

Demon leaned over and whispered.

『There's no need to worry. No matter what that guy is like, he's not the type to hide soldiers in the laboratory and do something to his daughter.』

That's completely clueless!

That's not what I'm worried about!

I don't want to encounter the super-super ultra Fairy Mass a second time...!

While she was thinking about how to refuse the evil and gloomy invitation, they arrived in front of the basement stairs. The security was still tight.

『Hoo. The way he arbitrarily remodels and uses a castle that clearly has an owner is really typical of the Order. Seeing how they don't even respect ownership, it's clear they're planning fraud before even making a deal.』

"Demonius, don't do that even though you know that internal trust is more important in criminal organizations."

As he tried to enter casually, Pastel suddenly staggered.

"Ah!"

Her hand touched her forehead.

"Suddenly, I have anemia...!"

This is anemia that even Fairy, who must be trembling somewhere, would acknowledge!

Pastel was anemic Pastel~.

Demon was flustered and supported her.

『Anemia?』

Pastel leaned against Demon's chest, swaying.

"The cookie friend was so delicious that it's lingering in my mouth without being digested."

Demon was embarrassed.

『That's not anemia.』

Pink eyes rolled.

『Are you constipated?』

"Huh, that's right!"

Pastel staggered again, this time touching her chest.

"Suddenly, my stomach...!"

『Indigestion. It's understandable since you only ate Magic Stone powder. It would be better to rest.』

Her dad looked at her indifferently and opened his mouth.

"There are digestive medicines in the basement, so you can drink them."

『That's good.』

Suddenly, the atmosphere is going down.

Huh?

Why is there digestive medicine in the laboratory?

Don't tell me.

Is it because the researchers often get indigestion after seeing the super-super ultra Fairy Mass?

Uwaa!

Super-super ultra Fairy Mass, who is fair to everyone...!

They went down the basement stairs one by one.

Pastel really felt like her stomach was getting worse.

She turned her thoughts elsewhere.

What should I think about?

Milk ice cream.

Huh, that's too random.

I don't think this is it.

She turned her thoughts again.

What should I think about?

Huh.

But now that I'm calling the super-super ultra Fairy Mass "Super-Super Ultra Fairy Mass-nim," I'm starting to think that the rejection I'm expressing might be a huge discourtesy.

I mean, come on.

Super-Super Ultra Fairy Mass-nim didn't want to become a mass. It's just that evil and gloomy researchers made them that way, and they were originally fairies who were more virtuous than anyone else.

Even thinking about Fairy, that's the case.

Even our Fairy, who is so virtuous and kind, could have become a Super-Super Ultra Fairy Mass-nim by the Order if she had been unlucky.

Huh.

I think I've been doing something very rude until now.

The Fairy Mass-nim hasn't done anything wrong, but I'm so disgusted and trying not to meet them.

This is a complete disqualification for a popular person.

Pastel came to her senses.

It's a disqualification for a popular person to not meet someone who hasn't done anything wrong.

Popular person Pastel has a duty to become friends with the virtuous and kind Fairy Mass-nim.

That's right!

Suddenly, a researcher came up from below in a hurry. There were drops of blood on his face.

"Archpriest! The test subject ate another person!"

Uwaa!

They weren't virtuous or kind...!

Save the popular person!

226 - Is Thinking of It as a Duty Arrogance?
"This is...?"

The Demon was at a loss for words.

Anyone would feel that way upon seeing Fairy Lump's massive, round body and the small fairy arms protruding in all directions like tentacles.

Moreover, there were bloodstains smeared all over the place, as if it had just devoured a person. The chaos in the laboratory, with various devices broken and in disarray, only heightened the sense of dread.

Pastel trembled and hid behind the Demon.

Tremble, tremble.

She clutched her suit tightly, cautiously peeking out to look at Fairy Lump.

Trapped within the magic circle, Fairy Lump leaped as if trying to escape its confinement. Just as it was about to cross the boundary of the magic circle, it flashed. A transparent barrier appeared like glass.

The enormous, rounded body collided with the glass prison. A tremendous noise echoed. The body crumpled in mid-air and slid down in a sticky manner, leaving a viscous trail behind.

Eww!

Pastel's mouth fell open. A silent scream escaped her.

Eww...

A sturdy hand hurriedly covered her eyes. Her vision darkened instantly. In the darkness, a calm voice spoke.

"That's not something you should be watching."

Gulp.

That's true.

The chaos that had been so frantic was now somewhat orderly.

She felt a bit sorry for Fairy Lump, as it seemed to be judged by its appearance, but it was indeed better not to look.

Pastel obediently accepted the blindfold.

Think of something else, think of something else.

Think, think, think.

"Is that an Artificial Spirit? It's grotesque. It's more serious than I expected, but it fits the Order. If they imitated the form of an Evil God, it seems they did it right. An Order that worships such a form can't be trusted."

Even in this situation, the Demon was still belittling the Order. She had heard that the personified deity had beautiful blonde hair; could it be that the Demon was revealing a preference for blondes?

"But, wasn't it a foolish self?"

The Demon made a sound of contemplation.

"I don't know if it can be controlled, but it seems to be the closest to the Order's long-held wish in history."

Oh? Is it that significant?

Was Fairy Lump actually a highly capable being?

A super-duper ultra wish-granting one?

Pastel felt intrigued.

In the first place, discriminating against fairies based on appearance is not good.

As for having eaten a person, well, one might make a mistake once in their life, right?

"How many times has it been now?"

"The fourth time. Now there are three casualties. We might need to relocate the facility."

Gulp.

So it wasn't just once.

Pastel rolled her pink eyes.

Blocked by the Demon's warm palm, she couldn't see, but she could clearly hear the researchers starting electric torture with their harsh equipment. As time passed, Fairy Lump's noise gradually subsided.

What to say...

Thinking of the dead, it felt very sorry to say this, but...

Isn't it karma?

No, no, thinking about it, she did feel really sorry for the dead, but objectively, isn't it karma?

Pastel felt slightly indecisive.

From the perspective of the deceased, this must have been extremely painful, and if they had families to support, it would be a tremendous tragedy. Even if they did bad things, wasn't death excessive?

But then again, Fairy Lump's life itself was a tragedy. Isn't this level of revenge self-defense?

She tugged at her suit. It was better to look down at the presence looming over her.

"I understand. The sound isn't pleasant."

The Demon slowly stepped back while maintaining the blindfold. Once they were alone in the corner of the laboratory, the noise definitely diminished. Thanks to the magic stone, her ears, which had brightened beyond human, could still hear well, but it was at a level that could be ignored.

Pastel pressed her face against the Demon's palm and shook her head, a gesture asking for her palm to be removed.

The palm fell away. With the warmth receding, her vision returned. The Demon looked down at her with some concern.

Pastel put on a brave face, like an audience who hadn't seen a horror movie.

"Demon, is it karma?"

Though her gaze was fixed on the Demon's face, she still looked quite brave.

"Hmm."

The Demon glanced at the electric torture.

"They deserve to die."

So that's how it is.

If there are times when capital punishment is illegal, there are also times when it is legal. Regardless of the moral standards of the era, there are times when the technological and institutional limitations of that era force unavoidable choices.

Am I slightly maladjusted to this era? If I play alone, I would be disqualified as a popular person, but it's hard to adapt.

I felt it from the time I acted as a true power figure, upright and incorruptible, in an era rife with corruption, but I have a slight sense of being out of sync with the world.

I realized it when I couldn't even eat properly and was only munching on alien magic stones.

Pastel Lovecraft was, from birth, an outsider.

Perhaps because there was a moment of silence, the Demon's red eyes looked down with concern.

"You don't need to feel too much pity. Regardless of their sins, they are those who participated with the resolve to die. When the death they anticipated arrives, feeling pity for them is rather dishonorable. Send them off as a warrior, not as a coward."

Pastel looked up at the Demon.

"Is that so?"

The Demon smiled faintly.

"Of course."

How touching.

"Though they don't have much honor left to lose."

Eww.

"If it weren't for that unnecessary comment, it would have been a good comfort."

"I say it because it's necessary."

"Completely unnecessary!"

Pastel pouted and pointed towards Fairy Lump, keeping her gaze fixed on the Demon's face while only her finger pointed.

"Please go closer and find out what's going on. I can't go myself."

"I think we can just ask that thing later."

The Demon glanced at the busy father, who was watching, listening, and giving orders, then returned.

"How about covering your ears? The sound isn't very pleasant. Hmm, no, it's better to go to the break room. Didn't you say you felt sick? The emergency antacid might not be very effective for you, but checking wouldn't hurt."

Eww.

"I'm not scared, okay? Just because I'm alone doesn't mean I'm trembling in fear! If you could not leave me alone after seeing something scary, I'd suddenly feel offended! I'd change from brave Pastel to sulking Pastel!"

"It seems you are scared."

Gulp.

Caught.

Pastel rolled her pink eyes.

The Demon let out a small sigh. A sturdy palm gently stroked her pink head.

"I understand. It might be important for me to judge as the Governor General. Don't overdo it."

The Demon's footsteps turned towards her father.

Pastel looked at the Demon's back before shifting her gaze.

Though she didn't see Fairy Lump struggling in agony with its limbs being fried, the blood-stained ceiling caught her eye.

"Karma, huh."

Honestly, she couldn't comprehend it.

There is no such thing as a death penalty in this world.

Everyone has their own story, and selfish decisions exist under the pressure of the world.

While interests and fun might harm others, it seems the biological limitations that evoke such interests and fun are the real issue.

Phew.

Her pink lips pouted. Pastel felt like she was drifting away from the world.

Was there ever anyone around me who hesitated to kill?

The most ill-tempered Leonard was running the inspection department, and it was worrying to think about how far he might go.

Ellie, as the princess of the Demon Realm, could casually mention mass purges, and Alsier, as the daughter of the northern duke, had no hesitation in killing.

The kindest Melissa, absurdly, even knew how to conduct torture interrogations. It felt natural for her to be the heir of the southern warlord, and I was the only one surprised.

And so on and so forth.

Relying on hormonal friends to blur memories is one thing, but there was a world of difference between that and Pastel, who couldn't even stab someone with a clear mind.

Even that hormonal friend, after relying on it and realizing the memories were intact, had no confidence to endure mentally, so recently, she had been trying not to create situations to fight, making the difference as vast as the earth and sky.

Such thoughts crossed her mind.

Am I really able to fit in with the Demon while feeling this out of place?

Her mother, who had experienced the nightmare of blood feud, could reach a point of love beyond pity.

But Pastel herself felt like she was forever destined to drift, needing care.

Pastel stared blankly at the ceiling. Blood was pooling on the laboratory ceiling. The droplets trembled as if about to fall.

At first.

When she first engaged in smuggling and faced a pirate ship.

When the Demon, not intending to protect the young Kraft, instead provided education for self-reliance.

The morals of this era.

She should have learned them.

Before money and power locked her back in a greenhouse and made her drift from the world, ensuring she wouldn't starve.

She should have crossed the line.

The busy sounds of the Order members echoed.

Pastel felt a strange sensation.

Why am I not taking revenge now that I've arrived at the Order's stronghold?

Am I feeling pity for the death of someone I've never even spoken to, while the vassals who died for me are nowhere to be found?

No, more importantly, why is my father still alive? There's no need to worry about the aftermath of an unidentified benefactor who has cooperated in the downfall of the Kraft family anymore.

A droplet of blood fell from the ceiling, slicing through the air and spreading the scent of blood. When the droplet hit the ground, it shattered into pieces.

Pastel reached into her pocket. A small stick-shaped magic signal device came into her hand.

She had asked Ellie to pretend not to know that she had something to discuss with the Order, but that was that, and of course, she had the Knights Order and soldiers on standby around her.

When Governor General Pastel visits, no matter how much of an Archdemon it is, she wouldn't just trust a guard who is half-sealed to visit a criminal organization.

She carefully moved her hand to break the signal stick without making a sound.

There was a request from His Majesty the Emperor to cooperate with the Order to save her mother...

But...

As long as she saves the great Fairy Lump, it wouldn't contradict the essence of the request.

She slowly applied pressure to her hand.

The signal stick was about to break.

Suddenly, the laboratory door burst open.

"Ambush!"

A guard with a frantic expression shouted.

"Military airships are approaching!"

Oh?

Pastel's expression went blank.

She fiddled with the signal stick in her pocket. It had cracked slightly, but it hadn't broken yet.

That means I didn't call for this.

Oh?

She felt piercing gazes.

Everyone present was looking at her suspiciously, including the Demon.

Oh?!

Pastel suddenly felt wronged.

"It's not me!"

The guard approached with a stern face.

"I will restrain you for a moment."

Ropes bound Pastel's wrists.

Rope friend!

"Waaah!"

I was just sitting here being completely good!

"I'm really not the one!"

I'm so wronged...!

227 - I Who Have Done Nothing Wrong
Doubt.

Doubt, doubt.

Doubtful gazes.

And me, feeling wronged.

"I really, really didn't do it!"

Pastel, tightly bound to her chair, shook her body. The chair clattered, conveying her sincerity.

But sincerity doesn't always work.

The high-ranking officials and key members of the Order, bustling in the High Priest Conference hall, did not withdraw their suspicions at all.

"Governor General."

"Yes, yes! I didn't do anything! I know nothing about military airships!"

Absolutely unrelated!

The representative of Mr. Pepperoni Pizza squinted his eyes.

"Earlier in the High Priest Conference, you showed a serious demeanor, so why is your voice so theatrical now?"

Huh?

What does that mean?

"Anyone who doesn't know the Governor General would think she's a lively girl of that age."

What does that even mean?!

"I am a lively girl of that age! I'm originally very lively, fresh, and popular! I'm PinkPink and love playing with friends!"

The chair clattered vigorously.

The representative shook his head.

"Governor General, it's unbecoming. There isn't a single person here who would be fooled by your acting. Perhaps someone was deceived by Kraft's lineage on the first day, but we are not fools to be tricked by someone who has already revealed their true self."

The representative looked around as if asking for agreement. Positive gestures followed.

Gasp.

I really don't understand any of this.

I was originally a lively PinkPink! Where's the acting in that? Is this the fate of someone bearing the name Kraft?

Oh ancestors!

You should have moderated your betrayal and deceit!

How much have you taken that even suspicion falls on me, who was just quietly being good!

"It's not me!"

The doubtful gazes intensified.

"Governor General, let's stop denying and have a constructive conversation. What are your intentions?"

"I really, really didn't do it! I'm curious about what your intentions are too!"

"Hey, even if you deny it to the end, we won't be fooled."

The Demon, standing next to the chair with vigilance, leaned forward. His voice whispered.

"It seems you've been found out, so it would be best to take care of business. I don't know what you were trying to resist, but if you're going to do something, you should hurry and escape. It will become more difficult to flee if more guards gather."

No, Demon, I really didn't do it!

Don't assume I've done something...!

I was tied to the chair not because I was trying to do something, but because I didn't do anything!

I'm innocent, Pastel!

Innocent, innocent!

Even amidst this, armed members of the Order busily moved in and out of the conference hall.

The unidentified military airships flying in real-time were revealed to belong to the United Kingdom. Specifically, they were forces overseeing this mountain range.

It seems Ellie, who asked for silence, did not mobilize the army. Perhaps it was the commanding officer investigating whether the Order had a base here who mobilized the troops.

The United Kingdom had declared its intention to expel the Order from the Demon Realm, so the field commander had the discretion to conduct such a secret operation.

Given that the army arrived just when the Archpriest's representative visited and the High Priest Conference began, it seems the commander had already identified the Order's base.

If they had thoroughly investigated the records of large quantities of food supplies being regularly purchased and transported from the upper echelons or markets of the jurisdiction, it wouldn't have been impossible to find it.

It's a peaceful era. With no suitable place to build military merit as a soldier, it seems they plan to wait until the food is at its most delicious before they feast.

If the border mountain range is under jurisdiction, there might be a possibility that an officer who lost in a power struggle in the center and was pushed out is using the Order as a scapegoat for a triumphant return.

Gasp!

In the first place!

If large quantities of food are regularly transported to a castle in the middle of a snowy mountain, it would be difficult to maintain secrecy, so why are they staying here!

Considering that, the number of people here is relatively small, but being caught at this point is not an excuse!

Of course, even if it's a large quantity of food, it wouldn't involve many people, so unless it was a level of investigation that mobilized public authority, the chances of being caught would have been low.

So, while maintaining a close relationship with the parliamentary Hawks and not causing major incidents in the Demon Realm, they must have worked hard to build an anti-imperial, pro-demon image!

But if they got caught, there’s no excuse...!

Huh?

But now that I think about it, the Order has indeed been working hard.

Why did they get caught after all this effort?

Because they plotted to assassinate the innocent Governor General Pastel, and in doing so, lost the parliamentary Hawks and their connections, and their image was ruined, causing all their efforts to go to waste~.

Efforts: Goodbye~.

In fact, the assassination plot against Pastel was likely intended to exert pressure by involving Mr. Pepperoni Pizza's faction in a power struggle with her father, but the Order would have a different purpose.

They probably meant to show that they could prepare an assassination plan for the imperial governor for the sake of the Demon Realm and the Hawks, so please continue to take care of us~.

But whether it was a fake plan or not, if the documents were found, it was over~.

So why did they touch the innocent Pastel?

I admit it, I admit it!

Huh?

But if that's the case, doesn't that mean I'm ultimately the root cause?

Because of me, the carefully managed image was ruined, and the location of the base was exposed.

Pastel rolled her pink eyes.

In fact, I was the cause~.

There was no need to feel wronged~.

Wow.

I seem to deserve to be tied to this chair!

Pastel's sense of injustice diminished.

Hello, rope friend?

You seem to suit me well?

Comfortable.

The Archpriest's representative, Mr. Penguin, clapped his hands to draw attention.

"Alright, let's calm down."

He gestured towards the bound Pastel.

"Seeing that the Governor General is offering no resistance, it seems there is some misunderstanding. I will vouch for her, so let's release her for now and prepare for the current situation."

"No, Archpriest's representative!"

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza's representative was incredulous.

"Even if you ask a passerby, it's clear that this Governor General is the cause, and you want to release her!"

"Why wouldn't I trust someone related by blood to the Order? Let's not act on mere suspicion, come on."

Even though his daughter was tied up, the father, who said nothing and was just listening to the field reports from one side of the conference hall, might also have to transport Fairy Lump~.

Looking at her father, Pastel noticed that his expression suddenly became serious while listening to the whispers of the reports.

Huh?

I could immediately tell what was going on because of the shout from the hurried Order member.

"Archpriest Fernando is escaping after stealing the airship carrying the test subject!"

Pastel's mouth fell open.

Gasp.

And for a moment, she rolled her eyes.

But who is Archpriest Fernando?

She retraced her thoughts.

Ah, Mr. Pepperoni Pizza!

He must have stolen the test subject while he was incapacitated and unable to come here.

No wonder, no wonder.

The person sent as a representative seemed a bit clueless.

"What does that mean..."

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza's representative mumbled in a daze. When the Order members looked at him, he hurriedly stepped back.

"Wait! I know nothing about this!"

The surrounded representative's back hit the wall.

"I have never heard of such a plan from Archpriest Fernando! Stealing an artificial spirit! It has nothing to do with me! I didn't hear anything! Let's calm down and talk! I'll tell you everything! All of it!"

Pastel's face hardened.

She pointed a finger at the representative.

"Nonsense! Everyone knows you're Mr. Pepperoni Pizza's henchman! This accomplice!"

"I'm really not! I didn't do anything!"

His expression, dripping with cold sweat, looked genuinely innocent.

But in Detective Pastel's eyes, it looked different.

"How disgraceful! There isn't a single person here who would be fooled by your acting! We are not fools to be tricked by someone who has already revealed their true self!"

"W-what?"

The betrayer was aghast.

"What do you mean-"

"Even if you ask a passerby, you're an accomplice, so what excuse do you have!"

Completely a bad person!

"Bind him! Bind him!"

Pastel raised one arm in triumph.

"Mere suspicion is enough! Bind him immediately!"

The Order members rushed at the betrayer.

"Governor General! This shameless-!"

The spear handle struck his face.

"Ah! Wait! Let's talk! Ah!"

Pastel turned away from the painful scene, crossing her arms with a sad expression.

A world full of betrayers.

In this fierce and wicked world.

Is it only the great Governor General Pastel who upholds loyalty and faith?

"Ah! Ah! I didn't do anything-! Ah!"

Sigh, sadness.

228 - Governor of Faith and Loyalty
"Everyone, get on! Hurry, hurry!"

Pastel climbed onto the railing of the airship, waving her arms. The members of the Order rushed onto the airship.

"I never thought this day would come."

Beside her, the Demon wore a strange expression.

"To be fleeing from the Order we need to hunt down, alongside the forces of the United Kingdom. Blossom would have something to say about this."

Pastel jumped down from the railing.

"Isn't it more likely that Dad will have something to say than you, Demon? If he has any pride, he can't do his job as Archpriest with his head held high!"

That's right, that's right!

"If Dad has any conscience, he should take all the nagging that the Demon would have to hear! Mom didn't even order it, but she locked you up in the underground prison, calling you a rival!"

Oh dear.

Thinking about it, she had intended to confirm whether Dad was really the one who locked the Demon up without permission, but she couldn't.

"Demon, Demon! We haven't confirmed anything! Is Dad really a super ultra bad person who betrays even his friends?!"

"That's true."

The Demon rubbed his face with one hand. His red eyes glanced at her subtly.

The Demon's lips twitched before he spoke.

"I'm not in a position to criticize others, so I'll think about questioning that later. First, I need to resolve my own issues before I can criticize anyone with a clear conscience."

Oh?

"Did you do something wrong to Dad too, Demon?"

Is the Demon really such a bad person that he can't even question the act of locking someone up for over ten years, breaking a promise to release them?

The Demon fell silent.

He turned his gaze slightly and looked at the Order members hurriedly carrying food supplies.

"It seems everyone is on board."

This time, his gaze scanned the sky beyond.

"I still don't see the encirclement. Even if the United Kingdom's army is involved, they are likely stationed in the border mountains and may have been lax in their training. The Order is doing well to flee, so there shouldn't be a major issue for survival. Even if a battle breaks out, revealing your identity should keep you safe."

Pastel's pink eyes widened.

"Demon."

"What is it?"

"Are you changing the subject?"

What is this?

What could the Demon, who is not very demonic, have done wrong to feel this guilty?

Pastel felt a slight sting to her pride.

When they had talked before, she had spoken without hesitation about wanting to confirm her father's wrongdoings, but now it seemed like the mistake was on her part for living together with him.

But how come she was the only one who didn't know?

After spending so much time together, it felt unfair for new secrets to emerge in their relationship.

She had felt isolated because she couldn't fully understand the past from her mother's time, but at least her mother was dead, so there was no competition! She had felt a sense of pride, but now she learned that the Demon had done bad things without her knowing, and it was shocking.

Isn't that the kind of bad thing that should be shared?

The fact that he could do something worse than locking someone up for ten years without her knowing means he could also be dating without her knowledge.

Gasp.

Pastel's expression turned to one of shock.

"Shock, horror."

"You don't need me to explain it; it shows."

The Demon pressed down on her pink head with his hand, his gaze drifting elsewhere.

"You don't need to know."

Gasp.

He's not even going to share this secret with her.

"Is it a more important secret than the moment I confessed to Mom and got rejected?"

The Demon looked displeased.

"Don't make up strange things. I have never confessed to Blossom. After that Emperor fellow publicly confessed in front of the citizens and failed, we promised not to confess to Blossom to avoid causing her trouble. Your father betrayed me, but I kept the mutual agreement until the end. I have no feelings of being rejected to share with you."

Wow, a past I didn't know about!

The shy Demon couldn't express his feelings and ended up losing Mom.

The Demon seems like a total loser.

Hehe.

Pastel felt good.

So she decided to speak her mind.

"Demon, back then, you were too shy to confess, and now you're rationalizing that shyness as a mutual agreement! Now you're saying you just held back for the sake of loyalty, but secretly, you're implying that if I had confessed without holding back, I would have won!"

Pastel winked.

"You seem like a total loser!"

Her clear voice rang out.

"After the winner was decided, you must have suffered bitter feelings, unable to confess even once! Acting cool as if it didn't matter to the daughter of your crush! Total, total loser!"

The Demon was at a loss for words for a different reason.

Oh!

She had revealed too much of her thoughts.

"Good meaning! Good meaning!"

Pastel laughed.

It really was a good meaning!

She liked this Demon so much!

The Demon staggered slightly and grabbed the railing.

"…Young Kraft."

"Yes!"

The Demon rubbed his face again.

"Your words are sharp. Don't speak like that when you're with others. That's not being popular."

Oh?

"I only do this with you, Demon."

And, and.

She really meant it in a good way!

"Why is it only with me, sigh."

The Demon looked into the distance, his eyes lacking strength.

"My karma is heavy…"



The airship set sail.

The destination would be reviewed along the way, but for now, it was moving along the route to track down the traitor Pepperoni Pizza.

"Since that airship is a research vessel, tracking it isn't difficult. If Fernando did call the army, he would have prepared an escape route from the encirclement, so as long as we follow properly, we should be fine."

In the conference room of the airship, a high-ranking member of the Order, if not an Archpriest, briefed them.

While there were some hopeful wishes mixed in as a fugitive, it seemed like a reasonable judgment.

Pastel raised her hand.

"What if Archpriest Fernando didn't call the army? Then wouldn't we be acting as bait for the rear instead of pursuing?"

The Order member nodded slightly.

"You may not know this, but there are magical devices planted all over the mountains. They serve to hinder the airship from flying directly to the castle. We have added to what the Priestly family had previously set up, so without a traitor of Archpriest level, it wouldn't be easy to fly smoothly like this."

Ah-ha.

It was strange that the obvious traitor was Pastel, but since Mr. Penguin, the Archpriest's representative, had some blood ties, it felt odd that they would immediately release her from captivity after just one word.

So there was a basis for it.

"Is there no possibility of a trap? If that Archpriest is a traitor, he could have prepared the army and a plan. Since they are in the process of stealing the test subject and fleeing, they might expect us to pursue them. At some point, the hidden army might greet us."

"That's not the case; I can almost assure you. Given Archpriest Fernando's usual personality…"

The meeting was bustling.

When the military operation was mentioned, Pastel's expression turned somewhat blank. She looked at the Demon, then at Mr. Penguin, then at her father, and back at the Demon again.

"Inferring the direction of the operation based on an individual's personality is nonsensical."

"I fully understand the doubts of the Archdemon. However, those doubts arise because you do not clearly understand the value of the test subject. Preparing traps with the United Kingdom's army could also mean that Fernando himself could fall into a trap…"

Blah blah blah.

Gasp.

Shouldn't someone like Melissa, the heir of the southern warlords, or Alsier be brought to this kind of meeting?

Just the pink Pastel didn't know what to do.

"Indeed. I understand what you're saying. In a desperate situation like this, it's impossible to act based on perfect evidence. Some compromise is necessary. The desire to recover the test subject must be strong as well. But…"

Pastel poked the Demon in the side. When the Demon looked at her while speaking, she gave a thumbs up.

Go, Demon!

Work hard in the meeting!

She quietly slipped away. As she closed the conference room door behind her, the airship's corridor came into view. Many members of the Order were bustling about.

She walked calmly to the deck. The snowy mountains were filled with snowstorms even in the sky where the airship floated.

"Wow, wow."

Pastel pressed her arms tightly against her body and looked around. There were many Order members on the deck, but they all seemed busy watching the sky behind them to see if the military airship was visible.

She stealthily approached a corner where the railing was hidden. Instead of looking behind for the pursuing military airship, she quietly examined the side of the airship.

In the chaotic sky whipped by the snowstorm, a streamlined little creature was gliding.

It was a mackerel.

Wow, a flying mackerel.

Pastel took out a signal stick from her pocket. She waved it like a cheering stick towards the mackerel.

Mackerel friend!

Over here! Over here!

The mackerel moved its fins. It gracefully changed its path, flying stealthily towards the railing.

Upon closer inspection, it had a string tied to its side.

Oh yeah, oh yeah.

Pastel hurriedly took out a letter she had prepared in advance.

It contained a message instructing the knights and soldiers waiting near the mountains to track the airship carrying the test subject and secretly steal it from the Order.

She carefully tied the letter to the mackerel's side. The coldness of the mackerel made her fingers turn red.

Totally frozen mackerel.

They say frozen mackerel is delicious, but this one is completely fresh!

After finishing tying the letter, she gently tapped the mackerel friend.

The mackerel flew away as if nothing had happened, disappearing into the snowstorm.

Pastel waved her hand.

Frozen mackerel friend!

Please take care of it…!

Wow, wow.

229 - Frozen Mackerel is Cold
Mackerel is frozen solid.

Frozen mackerel is icy cold.

Frozen Pastel is chilly chilly.

Huff, chilly chilly, huh.

Totally a frozen mackerel friend.

"Chilly! Chilly!"

Pastel trembled as she walked around the deck.

Her breath came out in white puffs. The wind mixed with snow was quite cold.

As she pondered whether to fix her hair, which was whipping around her face, or to wrap her scarf more tightly, one of the Order members watching the back of the airship shouted.

"There's a pursuit squad!"

Huff.

When she hurriedly turned around, a steel-plated airship was swimming through the gloomy sky. It was small, barely visible, but the steel covering its whale-like shape was quite ominous.

Whoa!

A steel-plated sky whale…!

If it’s a steel-plated ship, it’s a completely state-of-the-art warship!

The Empire's latest military airships were made of metal too, but not to that extent. The Empire added steel plates to the design of wooden airships. Even that was impressive enough to disregard the inferior artillery fire of civilians.

But that one had a distinctly angular and sturdy appearance, unlike the existing wooden airships. Despite its whale shape, it had a chimney from which smoke billowed, giving off a strong scent of steel. Originally, airships were magic-based, but this one seemed to fly on coal alone.

"Whoa! It's a warship! It's a warship!"

Pastel dashed around the deck in a panic. The Order members around her were also running about.

The difference between Pastel and the Order members was that Pastel was just running around, while the Order members were busily pulling out guns and moving shells next to the cannons.

"Help! Help!"

I didn’t do anything wrong!

Whoa!

Several steel-plated airships revealed themselves through the snowstorm. Although they were behind, they seemed to be appearing simultaneously from various places, as if they had been waiting nearby.

"Whoa! This is a trap! This is a trap!"

Governor General Pastel has become a pink mouse caught in a rat trap…!

In this emergency, the Order members began to load shells into the cannons and adjust their angles, preparing with tension.

Pastel just kept running around.

"Whoa!"

I should have brought Melissa! I should have brought Melissa!

『Calm down.』

Suddenly, her waist was grabbed. Pastel found herself floating in the air, her feet off the ground, and she went, "Huh?"

Huh.

The Demon had approached and was holding her up with both hands.

"Demon?"

She looked up to meet his gaze.

"Did the military meeting end?"

『With the pursuit right in front of us, there’s no way it would continue.』

As he said, Mr. Penguin, the deputy Archpriest, and even her father had somehow made it to the deck.

Huff, was I running around while everyone was watching?

Oh dear.

The Demon set Pastel down. He turned his gaze and began to observe the United Kingdom's group through a telescope.

『Oh, is it a full-fledged steel-plated ship? The Empire's excessive control over magic stones has led the United Kingdom to challenge military technology. Even though they’re border troops, their level of technology is impressive. What a rare sight.』

"Demon, this isn’t the time to be impressed?! That super super ultra steel-plated ship is our enemy! Not a friend!"

The sky whale is a friend, but the steel-plated sky whale is not a friend!

Just like how a squid friend is harder to get close to than a cuttlefish friend!

『No need to worry. There’s a reason the Empire hasn’t fully introduced a steel-plated ship. I thought they had solved the drawbacks, but it seems they haven’t. Or maybe it’s because they’re border troops that they have something like that. Hm.』

"What’s the drawback?"

『It’s heavy and slow.』

Ugh.

Calming her fear, she took a closer look. As the Demon said, the approaching steel fleet seemed somewhat peculiar.

Even though it was a chase, the distance wasn’t closing at all; it felt like they were the ones being pursued, desperately asserting their position.

Thinking about it, it was strange.

They clearly seemed to be hiding nearby and ambushing the Order's airship. But if that were the case, a blockade should have been formed. Right now, it just looked like they were clumsily chasing after them.

It was as if they had prepared a blockade and appeared ambush-style, but while they were trying hard to pop out, the enemy passed by at such a fast speed that it turned into a chase instead of a blockade.

『They generalized their technological superiority and prepared their operations. It’s a classic case of desk-bound strategists. It seems they’ve been overly cautious with a commander stationed in a border area where no battle will occur.』

The Demon looked around at the Order members.

『Increase speed! We’ll shake off the pursuit like this!』

Huff.

That was a harsh fact attack.

I’m sorry, Commander.

You must have studied hard to become an officer because being a soldier was your dream...

But still.

If it doesn’t suit you, it might be better to find another job!

I admit it!

『If they brought a steel-plated ship, even if that traitorous high priest conspired with the military to set a trap, it would be easy to detect it in time by seeing the chimney smoke.』

The Demon rubbed his chin. His gaze turned toward her.

『Young Kraft, it doesn’t seem too dangerous to pursue the experiment subject. What do you want to do? Since your status doesn’t seem to put you in real danger, you can do as you wish.』

Should I go save Fairy Lump, who was stolen by Pepperoni Pizza? Or should I just run away and create a second base for the Order?

There was no need to think.

Since I had already vowed to live for the salvation of the fairy world, I couldn’t just abandon Fairy Lump!

It would probably be terrifying if a battle broke out, but I wouldn’t be the one fighting, huff.

I might have just thought something selfish like a popular person dropping out, but no!

Absolutely not!

Anyway, I have to save Fairy Lump!

"Let’s go! Let’s go! We’re going to save her!"

『That’s right. Just wait a moment.』

The Demon went over to Mr. Penguin.

Oh dear.

I’m finally going to save the fairy world!

Pastel’s heart raced with excitement. It was beating so fast that her hands turned bright red.

Huff, it’s just because it’s cold!

I’m still a frozen Pastel!

"Chilly! Chilly!"

Pastel headed inside the ship. Unlike her frozen mackerel friend, frozen Pastel could freeze solid from the cold.

She passed through the corridor and headed to her assigned cabin. She didn’t know exactly which room it was, so she asked a passing Order member to find it.

The room was warm.

"Whoa."

She took off her scarf and hung it on the back of a chair. She rubbed her hands together.

Since it was inside the airship, the slightly cramped cabin made her cup her hands around her mouth like a megaphone.

"Fairy! Fairy!"

Her scarf fluttered.

―Did you call me?!

The Fairy peeked out.

"That’s right! That’s right! I called you! You heard our conversation, right?!"

―Yes!

"We’re finally going to save the fairy world!"

How long has the kind Fairy been looking forward to this moment!

The Fairy tilted her head.

―How are you planning to save it? It seems like the Emperor is trying to use the fairies too?

The Fairy’s finger pointed at her.

―You’re a loyal subject who will go down in history! Is it okay to betray him?

Huff.

She saw right through my unfortunate dilemma.

The Fairy is indeed kind.

Pastel’s expression turned gloomy.

"That’s right. I am the one and only loyal subject of the great His Majesty the Emperor. I’m on a different level from those treacherous scoundrels. So I shouldn’t interfere with His Majesty’s foolish love for a married woman."

―What?!

The Fairy’s mouth dropped open.

―Saying that really makes it sound foolish! Even though he’s already married and has an Empress, he can’t forget his childhood crush and is trying to resurrect his married crush! Even believing in the Evil God!

Huff, I didn’t say it that bluntly.

Pastel was shocked by the blasphemy against the royal family.

Then she rolled her pink eyes for a moment.

But it was all true!

Oh dear.

―Partner! How about abandoning that foolish Emperor and becoming the Emperor yourself? For everyone’s sake!

Huh?

"Me?"

―Yes!

The Fairy pointed somewhere.

―Even though the fairy friends have turned into unfortunate pieces of meat, the power I received from the Great Fairy hasn’t disappeared! According to your father, the Great Fairy sadly passed away, so how to use that power is up to me!

The Fairy pointed at herself.

―I’ve thought about it, and you have enough qualifications to become the Emperor! Let’s take the piece of meat and make a wish! The Fairy God will welcome you!

Huff.

Me, becoming the Emperor?

The reality was right in front of me.

Pastel swallowed hard. Her hands trembled.

"B-but I’m a loyal servant of the great His Majesty the Emperor?"

The Fairy declared confidently.

―A madman who is eyeing the daughter of his childhood crush while muttering that if only I were ten years younger doesn’t deserve to be Emperor!

Huff.

The kind Fairy is cursing…!

Shock.

Pastel was astonished.

Then she rolled her pink eyes.

But it was all true.

If such a person can be Emperor, then why shouldn’t the great Governor General Pastel rise to the throne?

Moreover, I wasn’t going to start a civil war and cover the world in blood.

If I make a wish for Fairy Lump, the Fairy God will appear and sprinkle magic on the world, and no one will get hurt.

Pastel’s heart was tempted.

Emperor, could it be my destiny?

Maybe fate wants Emperor Pastel?

"I-I’ll think about it. Positively!"

―Yes! Yes!

The Fairy clapped her hands.

―But you know!

She added.

―Before making a wish, I need to be alone with the piece of meat! The bad Order has messed up the Great Fairy’s power, so it needs to be adjusted safely! You and I are like family, so I can’t let you make a wish in a dangerous state!

"Really?"

―Yes!

The Fairy nodded.

Oh dear.

"I understand!"

The Fairy is indeed wonderful!

We’re like family!

230 - You Must Keep Your Promise with the Fairy
Pastel stepped onto the platform on the Airship's deck.

"Members of the Order! We have reached a turning point!"

He passionately addressed the crowd of Order members armed with guns and swords.

"Our achievements! Our efforts! Our hearts! The culmination of all this is now in danger of being stolen by the machinations of a treacherous betrayer!"

Pastel pointed towards the sky.

"Some may say! Is it truly right to not believe in the personal god that the people, the Imperial Family, and the world believe in, and instead worship an Evil God! Is that truly proper effort!"

He spread his arms wide.

"But we can say with pride! This is our aspiration, our belief! We cannot allow it to be stolen by a mere betrayer!"

At his gesture, the Order members responded by waving their guns and swords.

Pastel paused for a moment and gazed intently at the Order members. He gestured to himself.

"I was once lost in a false belief."

Murmurs arose.

"The Order is wrong. Trading with the Evil God is wrong. We should follow the teachings of the Grand Temple and enjoy peace under the Empire."

Pastel wore a sorrowful expression.

"I lived a life of hearing as I was told and learning as I was taught."

How wretched.

"But!"

He clenched one fist tightly.

"Look! At us beside each other! At us in front and behind! Are we wrong?! Is our passion, this life, wrong?! Are we all wrong?!"

He slammed his fist on the lectern.

"No, we are not!"

A roar echoed. The lectern shattered with cracks. Splinters of wood scattered.

"We will fight! Against the world's distrust! Against the world's ignorance! We will shout that our lives are not wrong!"

He kicked the remains of the lectern aside. The wooden debris flew like an explosion. The sky was covered with wooden fragments.

A blizzard raged.

"Judgment to the betrayer! Judgment to the world! Take up your arms, soldiers!"

A shout resounded.

Pastel closed his eyes and savored the roar.

Then, as another high-ranking member came up, he handed over the spot and skipped down from the platform.

He hummed a tune.

Ooh-ooh.

Am I good at propaganda or what?

If I had focused on inciting war as befitting the Prophetic Demon King, I might have started a civil war by now.

Heok, my talent is terrifying~.

As he yawned, Demon greeted him with a dumbfounded expression.

『You're good…….』

Pastel crossed his arms and nodded.

"I'm surprised by my own talent too."

Super-genius.

I should have started a secret society instead of a trading company.

『To use that talent for helping the Order for the first time is enough to make one clutch their neck, though.』

Heok.

A prick of conscience.

Pastel was currently aboard an Airship for chasing the betrayer.

After outwitting the desk-bound commander of the United Kingdom and completely escaping the encirclement, the Order selected a separate pursuit team.

Although he described it as outwitting the desk-bound commander, an officer is still an officer. There were several times when they had to go around ambushes. To properly pursue Pepperoni Pizza, who had escaped in the meantime, it was necessary to select a separate pursuit team.

Pastel was scared but participated in the pursuit team. He couldn't ignore the righteous mission to save the fairy world.

Ooh-ooh.

Pepperoni Pizza's Airship wasn't visible yet, but since the opponent was a Research Vessel and slow, they would catch up soon anyway, so he gave a speech to boost morale in advance.

What should I say, what should I say.

After doing propaganda, I feel touched by what I said myself.

It was all a lie, but once I said it out loud, heok, is that really so? Is that what I thought? That feeling is strong.

I didn't prepare a speech, but the words flowed so smoothly on the spot. Could it be that I was unconsciously thinking this way?

I feel comfortable and like I'm in the right place, it's like this is the destined vocation.

It feels like I've been living wrong all this time.

Could it be that the Order is a righteous and sincere group, and I've misunderstood them all along? I've been biased because of the terrorist attacks and my bad relationship with my dad, but the Order itself might be a group that suits PinkPink Pastel?

Archpriest Pastel.

Archpriest Pastel.

Heok.

I feel some kind of resonance of the soul, and it feels as good as Emperor Pastel.

Emperor Pastel is just an achievement that makes my heart flutter, while Archpriest Pastel is an achievement that makes my soul flutter.

I feel like I should preach the greatness of the Evil God right away.

Evil God is completely, completely great!

And also completely, completely great!

And also.

Completely, completely great!

Ooh.

He really seems great!

I'm so good at praising?

Pastel seemed to have found his calling.

I don't know how many callings I've found, but I think I've found one anyway.

If my dad hadn't killed his retainers and run away with other people's inheritance, I would have seriously challenged the position of Archpriest.

If I had lived a normal life, just hearing about the existence of the Order.

Heok, a religion that values trading with the Evil God? Isn't that similar to modern corporations that sell their conscience for money? It's completely purple-purple business itself! As PinkPink, I can't help but be interested~, I would have peeked in with that thought.

Even knowing that the Order commits terrorist attacks.

No way! The Order that my soul desires shouldn't be like that! If it's an Order that worships and trades with the Evil God, it should naturally target financial capitalists who operate in the shadows of the world, how can they do such ignorant terrorism!

If there are people you want to kill, you should secretly use things like carriage accidents, terrace falls, or wine poisoning, what's with the terrorism, you idiot?

To abandon the super-super ultra purple-purple behavior of legitimately raking in money as a financial capitalist and manipulating the world behind the scenes and trading with the Evil God, and instead do ignorant terrorism!

This is unacceptable as PinkPink! I have to become the Archpriest and fix it……! That Archpriest position suits me! For the peace of the world and the peace of my soul!

I would have thought.

Heok.

Heo-eok.

Thinking about it, I really would have.

Pastel became somewhat afraid and stopped thinking.

Instead, he grabbed Demon's arm and shook it, saying.

"Bbu-bbi bbu-bbi."

『What does that mean?』

"Bbu-bbi bbu-bbi."

『Hmm.』

Pastel hugged Demon's arm and rubbed his cheek against it. The melting snow made his cheek feel cold.

It wasn't long before they found Pepperoni Pizza's Airship.

They heard the shout of an Order member on lookout. They rushed to the deck railing and saw an Airship floating alone beyond the mountains, where the blizzard had subsided.

The head, not the whale-shaped rear, was facing this way. It looked like they were welcoming them instead of running away.

"Oing."

Did he repent for his betrayal?

Demon, who was observing with a telescope, narrowed his brow.

『Looks like he's planning a fight.』

"Isn't it a negotiation?"

『No. That Archpriest is standing on the deck with a sword.』

As he said, Archpriest Fernando was alone on the deck.

『There's nothing more pathetic than the betrayer himself coming to a negotiation.』

That's true.

Is his goal to crush the pursuit team?

There was no sign of the Research Vessel. The Research Vessel is slow, so it seems they hid it somewhere and only came to meet them with combat troops.

But all they could see was Archpriest Fernando.

The betrayer's Airship turned its direction and began to fly as if to say, follow me.

『He's going to a place good for fighting.』

Demon shouted to the Order members.

『Increase speed! The enemy lacks crew! That means it's difficult to use all the Airship's cannons! Shoot it down with a barrage before it finds a place to dock!』

Uwak.

Demon is ignoring the opponent who came to fight fair and square and planning to bombard them first.

He's a complete Devil himself!

The Airship increased its speed. Pastel enjoyed the wind and held onto the railing tightly.

Cannons lined up on the deck and shells were loaded. The cannons all aimed at the target.

"Fire!"

A roar erupted. With a vibration, shells flew and filled the sky.

Shells poured towards the betrayer's Airship. The magic circles engraved on the surface of the shells glowed and caused explosions. Flames covered the world.

In the flames, the whale-shaped Airship emerged as if escaping. Murky smoke followed like a tail.

On the deck, Archpriest Fernando was seen extending one hand towards the flames of the shells.

『Hmm.』

Demon grabbed Pastel's side with his arm.

『A Devil is a Devil, after all.』

"Huh?"

『That apostate. The one who stole the power of God acts as if he himself is God.』

The flames covering the world gathered as if being sucked into Archpriest Fernando's hand. The smoke mixed and created a dark red ball of fire.

Et.

『Hold on tight.』

Demon suddenly turned around and ran towards the cabin door.

"Demon?"

Pastel looked back while dangling from his side.

Archpriest Fernando flicked the ball of fire with his finger. Flames erupted. The heat created red waves and dyed the world. The red waves surged as if to swallow the Airship.

"Uwaaak!"

Pastel flapped his arms.

"Demon! Demon!"

『Alright.』

Demon burst open the cabin door and went inside. As the door closed, a roar erupted. Flames surged through the gap in the door. Hot air swept through the interior.

231 - Make Sure to Close the Door Tight
"Fuwah!"

"Fuwah!"

Flames surged over the doorway.

Pastel shivered.

Then, shivering like an ice-cold penguin seemed too much, so she decided to tremble instead.

Tremble, tremble.

Pastel trembled.

"Demon!"

Devil calmly examined the flames.

『Too excessive to be considered a mere check. Are they just trying to buy time and escape?』

"Demon!"

Pastel shook Devil's arm vigorously.

"Demon! Show me a super ultra fantastic grand magic! A boom-boom-bang-bang grand magic that crushes the evil Mr. Pepperoni Pizza!"

If the opponent throws flames, we'll counter with water droplets!

Devil let out a subtle groan.

『There's a great misunderstanding spread throughout the world.』

"What is it?"

『The assumption that the Devil from the Old Testament is the same as the Devil from the New Testament. I am the end of the Old Testament and the beginning of the interregnum. Unlike me, the apostates who stole God's power after the New Testament have no restrictions on using their power.』

"What about you, Demon?"

『Divinity only elevates the soul's status, allowing it to manifest mysteries. It's difficult to utilize it in such a simple and crude form, like a child who got a convenient toy from their parents. Washing your hands with ice water is easy, but washing them with eternal snow is difficult.』

Why is this person an Archdemon?

His personality isn't demonic, his magic isn't demonic, he can't even make PinkPink into PurplePurple because he can't do demonic contracts, and now that a fantastic and great magic is flying at us, he's saying he's not good at that kind of thing.

"Waaah!"

Pastel felt like crying because Devil wasn't acting like a Devil, and now they were in mortal danger.

"Just live as a Devil!"

Devil looked embarrassed.

He awkwardly averted his gaze, looked at the door where flames were surging through the gap, and lightly knocked on it. With a single knock, the flames receded as if a wave had spread out. They subsided and disappeared, and before she knew it, the flames were gone.

Huh.

Pastel's eyes widened.

『The term "simple and crude" also means they are easy to deal with.』

Devil opened the door. A hot gust of air and a deck engulfed in flames came into view.

However, despite the Airship being engulfed in flames, it seemed that not many Order members were injured.

One of the Order members shook off the hem of his black robe. The flames clinging to the robe fell off. His shoes stepped on the flames and extinguished them.

Huh.

The subtle magic circle on the surface of the black robe glowed.

Gasp.

The black robe wasn't just for show...!

Moreover, she thought it would be a super-super grand magic that was incredibly flashy, terrifying, and made PinkPink girls tremble, but it was actually just magic that could be blocked by a robe they usually wear...!

Shock.

『The Great Temple doesn't refrain from stealing God's power because they can't calculate profit and loss. In the Old Testament era, they couldn't do it because they feared God's gaze, and in the New Testament era, they don't do it because it's not profitable.』

Devil took the lead and walked forward. With each step, the flames on the deck receded, clearing a path.

Wow, wow.

Pastel stuck close behind Devil, following him.

Looking around, the Airship was definitely damaged, but the Order members as a whole were calm. Bringing water to put out the fire and handing bandages to those who were burned seemed to be within their expectations.

Are these the Order members selected for the pursuit team?

Am I, who's just a pink-haired girl, even supposed to be here?

Huh, huh.

『Let's see.』

Devil rested his hand on the deck railing and looked out at the horizon. Then, he raised his gaze slightly to look at the high sky.

『Hoo, they have no intention of escaping.』

Suddenly, a shadow fell on the Airship's deck. It was a shadow in the shape of a sky whale.

Looking up, Archpriest Fernando's Airship was floating there. Its exterior was damaged and the interior of the Airship was exposed in a tattered state, as if it had undergone an overload-bearing acceleration, but it had definitely taken control of the skies.

The Archpriest's Airship suddenly turned its stern towards them. The huge Airship slowly descended. The Airship's wing fins moved, starting to accelerate. The shadow completely covered the deck, and the Airship's massive form filled her vision. The air rushed out, causing her pink hair to flutter.

Eep.

"Waaah!"

Pastel screamed and ran away. Then, Devil's arm grabbed her and lifted her up.

『It'll be alright.』

Devil picked up Pastel. His gaze quickly scanned the deck, assessed the falling Airship, and then jumped off the deck.

"Waaah!"

At the same time, the Airship collided with the deck. A series of crashing and shattering roars echoed. Explosions and flames mixed together, and screams spread.

"Waaah!"

『Hmm.』

Devil, who had somehow pulled out the knife from Pastel's waist and stuck it into the Airship's outer wall, furrowed his brow.

The Airship slowly descended.

"Fuwah!"

The wind rushed past her ears. Her pink hair fluttered wildly.

"Demon! Demon!"

I'm going to die!

Death by falling!

Falling-falling death!

The great Governor General Pastel, dies here!

『Calm down, you won't die. If necessary, you can step on the Magic Stone knife.』

Gasp, the Magic Stone knife.

Pastel's eyes widened in a daze.

Come to think of it, I had a Magic Stone knife.

Still held in Devil's arms, she rummaged through her pockets.

She took out the Magic Stone knife and raised it high.

Ta-da!

Magic Stone knife friend!

If necessary, I can float it in the air and stand on it!

The great Governor General Pastel doesn't have to die from falling.

Wow.

Turns out, I was a Demon King who knew how to ride a knife.

Awesome.

Pastel admired herself.

Then, hearing the chaos and screams coming from the deck, her eyes trembled in fear.

The fight has started!

The sounds of guns firing and swords clashing rang out in succession.

"Demon! Demon!"

『I know. It must feel like the Airship is falling, and that's true. But it won't collide vertically with the ground. Airships are basically built with collisions between Airships in mind. The engine room probably wasn't damaged in the current collision, so an emergency landing will be-』

"Not that!"

I'm not curious about such a scary future yet!

"Everyone's fighting on the deck right now!"

I don't understand why they're fighting while the Airship is falling, but everyone's fighting!

Devil thought for a moment.

『I see. If you want to fight, it would be better to go up to the deck. I don't really like helping the Order, though.』

Huh?

I didn't say I wanted to fight.

Pastel suddenly wanted to ignore the situation on the deck. But she hesitated, wondering if it was right to cling to the Airship's outer wall and watch while others were fighting for their lives.

Unable to answer Devil's words, she just trembled.

Wow, wow.

She felt like it would be good if Devil made a good decision on his own, but also not.

"There's no need for that, Archdemon."

Huh?

A voice came from the railing above her head. Looking up, Archpriest Fernando, wearing a black robe, was holding onto the railing and looking down.

Gasp, a traitor has appeared.

Archpriest Fernando had a calm expression, even though a battle was taking place behind him and the Airship he was standing on was falling.

The wind between the Archpriest and them became magically calm, conveying his voice.

"If you don't like the Order, why don't you just leave? If you hand over that Governor General, I have no intention of fighting you. Besides, you have a grudge against Kraft, don't you?"

Gasp.

Devil narrowed his brow.

『What do you plan to do if I hand her over?』

What?

Devil?!

Pastel trembled with betrayal.

Devil is abandoning me, he's the very definition of a Devil...!

But come to think of it, Devil is a Devil, so there was no need to tremble with betrayal. So Pastel decided to just tremble with fear.

Tremble, tremble.

"What I do depends on what the Governor General wants."

Archpriest Fernando met her gaze.

"What do you want to do, Governor General? Don't you want to abandon your blood ties? From what I can see, you don't seem to get along very well."

Huh?

What is he asking?

Is he suggesting that I betray my dad and join him?

"Why?"

Archpriest Fernando gave her a steady look.

"I'm suggesting it because I feel sorry for you, Governor General, as you seem too bound by blood ties. Although our first encounter didn't start well, I apologized and we ended on good terms this time, so I'm making this offer as one person to another. I trust in your abilities, Governor General. I promise to give you better treatment than the Order."

Pastel felt a strange sensation.

Judging from his calm and nonchalant expression, it seemed like he had something to rely on. She didn't know what it was, but it wasn't good to coldly reject the offer of someone who was exuding confidence.

In the first place.

What does it matter to me if the Order has internal divisions? Both the betrayed and the betrayer are still part of the Order.

The only difference was that Archpriest Fernando was currently in possession of Fairy Lump. If she just held his hand, she could take a step closer to saving the fairy world.

"I have one question."

Their gazes met.

"Didn't you collapse after eating poison?"

Archpriest Fernando looked down at her strangely for a moment. He observed her as if studying her, then said bluntly.

"It was an act."

Wow.

He was someone with great acting skills?

"I'll think about it!"

Pastel said that for now.

232 - A Difficult Question to Decide
Completely suspicious.

It's common knowledge that Archpriest Fernando betrayed for his own selfish desires, even the passing clouds know this fact.

No matter how much Pastel radiates an aura of wanting to befriend others, is it normal to propose camaraderie the moment you meet on the battlefield?

It was right to think there was something fishy going on.

It was fine that he had stolen Fairy Mass and fled, but once he regained his senses and thought it through, he realized he needed a collaborator.

As Governor General Pastel, it would be easy to gain the necessary cooperation from various avenues. Aside from that, being young made him a convenient target to deceive at the last minute.

Was there a better collaborator than this? Although being his daughter was a concern, she had seen with her own eyes that her father didn’t even come out to greet her when she visited, so it was a manageable risk.

It seemed plausible.

But there could be a more sinister plot at play.

As a pure PinkPink, it was wise not to trust someone with exceptional acting skills who didn’t have a career in acting. If it were talent, that would be one thing, but when it seemed like their acting skills came from experience rather than pure talent, it raised a prickly sense of caution.

As someone who had lived a life completely unrelated to deceiving others through acting, I felt a tingling wariness that came from experience. I couldn't even imagine how much experience one would need to develop such acting skills. The existence of reverse polarity was worth being cautious about just by approaching.

If I were to downplay Archpriest Fernando's character and open up a few possibilities, it could very well be a wicked intention to toy with her father. There wouldn’t be a fresher experience than having his daughter betray him.

Huh.

Thinking about it, it seemed like her father could use a fresh experience.

As the most filial PinkPink in the world, it felt only right to offer her father a refreshing glass of lemonade.

They say love is something you give and receive. Having felt abundant parental love, isn’t it the true essence of being a proper PinkPink to repay that love in kind?

After all, a PinkPink must practice love!

Even our Fairy acknowledges this fact!

Wow.

Suddenly, I really want to drink some lemonade!

How about I devote myself to being filial to my father?!

"Is it all just a forest? Not good."

Huh.

The voice of the Demon snapped me back to reality.

Now is not the time to positively contemplate Archpriest Fernando's proposal!

Looking down at the ground, just as the Demon said, a snow-covered forest stretched out below. The sight of white snowflakes piled on the lush trees was beautiful.

If Pastel weren’t currently cradled in the Demon’s arms, the Demon wasn’t hanging onto the exterior of the airship with a sword stuck in it, and the airship wasn’t plummeting with smoke, I would have exclaimed in admiration.

Instead of an exclamation, Pastel shouted something else.

"Waaah!"

The ground was getting closer.

"We're falling! Falling! Please save me…!"

Help!

Pastel struggled in the Demon’s embrace.

"It’s not a fall, it’s an emergency landing."

The Demon adjusted his hold on Pastel and calmly surveyed the ground.

"However, since it’s all forest, there’s no suitable place to land. We can’t avoid crashing."

"Then it is a fall!"

"Hmm. That’s true."

"That’s true?!"

The snow-covered trees were approaching rapidly. The airship swayed and barely managed to stay afloat. The friction with the air shook the snow off the trees.

The airship flew low over the forest. Leaves scraped against the underside of the airship. The sound of branches breaking followed in succession.

"Waaah!"

Pastel clung tightly to the Demon.

"Demon! Magic! Magic! Teleport! Emergency escape! Summon friends!"

"Calm down."

The Demon raised his head as if inspecting the airship’s deck. Even though the flight was failing in real-time, the sounds of gunfire and sword fighting could be heard.

"Are they not engaging in serious combat? Are they planning to engage once we land? Regardless of who wins, it would be best for us to withdraw for now."

"Huh?"

What does that mean?

"The magic stone knife—no, it’s not high up anyway."

The Demon tensed his arm that held the sword. His body lifted, and he positioned himself horizontally by stepping on the exterior of the airship.

"Hold on tight."

"Huh?"

I didn’t understand what he meant, but obedient Pastel hugged the Demon tightly. It was a decision filled with selfish intent.

The Demon narrowed his eyes. He watched the branches hitting the underside of the airship, and just as a tall tree approached, he crashed into the exterior. A sound of leaping echoed. With the sound of the sword being drawn, his body floated.

Huh.

Pastel’s expression turned blank.

Did the Demon just jump down?

The wind rushed in. The sensation of falling hit, and the snow-covered trees rapidly approached.

"Waaah!"

"Demon, you’re bad!"

Branches and leaves covered her view. The leaves she collided with scattered snowflakes.

The Demon stepped on a large branch. The branch bent under his weight. A cluster of leaves made a noise. Snowflakes flew everywhere.

Suddenly, the sound of breaking branches echoed.

"Hmm."

The Demon let out a strange huff. For a brief moment, his red eyes looked flustered as they scanned Pastel.

Oh?

What’s with that look?

Come to think of it, her body has grown too; is that a look of miscalculation?!

Isn’t this treating her like a child?!

He had never shown interest before, but now that he didn’t even care about washing underwear, it seemed like he was just realizing it!

Suddenly, I felt an urge to confess…!

Actually, it’s not just a feeling; I’m already doing it…!

"Actually, I—!"

Just as the Demon was about to leap, he suddenly stepped back down. With a powerful step, the branch broke beneath him. The sensation of falling returned, and her pink hair flowed long behind her.

"Waaah!"

Pastel clung tightly to the Demon. The Demon embraced her in return, spinning as they moved.

"Demon! Demon!"

Branches broke one after another. Her view spun, and leaves brushed against her skin. Snowflakes slipped into her clothes, making her feel disoriented.

Her view cleared, and the snow-covered thicket came into view. The wind whipped her hair around. Her body fell toward the ground. With a thud, the snow stirred.

"Ugh."

Pastel lifted her head with a dazed expression. She saw the forest blooming with snowflakes. It was the ground.

The snowflakes that had stuck to her pink hair fell off. Pastel blinked blankly before her expression brightened.

"Wow! I’m alive!"

She jumped up and cheered.

"I survived!"

She bounced up and down in place.

"Oh yeah! Oh yeah!"

Waving her arms, she danced joyfully.

Doo doo doo!

"The great journey of Governor General Pastel has not ended yet~!"

Suddenly, a voice came from below.

"Hmm."

Looking down, she saw the Demon. His formal coat was covered in numerous boot prints.

Huh.

Pastel’s eyes widened. The feet that had sounded so cheerful now seemed startled as they came down. One more boot print was added to the coat.

Huh.

The Demon looked displeased.

"Come out now."

"Hehe…."

Pastel stepped aside, feeling embarrassed. Trying to look elsewhere, the Demon lowered his gaze and stood up. The footprints on the coat were brushed off a few times. Then, as if it wouldn’t do, he completely took off the coat.

"The airship will collide after going a bit further. Normally, it would be expected for the Order to win, having selected a pursuit team, but seeing how inexperienced they are at attacking a demon, I don’t trust them much."

"Will Archpriest Fernando win?"

"Who knows. He might be able to escape."

The Demon casually draped the formal coat over one shoulder. Pastel brushed the snow off his shirt with her hands.

"If he escapes, doesn’t that mean he won?"

"That’s true, since the pursuing airship is damaged."

Wow.

It seems I need to offer my father a glass of lemonade!

A loud explosion echoed from the direction the airship had flown. It seemed to have gone quite far, as the sound was distant. Following that, a tremendous noise echoed as large trees fell. The ground trembled slightly.

"Huh?"

The sound of thunder struck in quick succession. With the explosion, a column of fire shot up from the horizon. A flock of birds fled in panic.

"Huh?"

Something is happening.

Standing here, Pastel felt something she had never experienced before. It felt as if a battlefield that looked down on gods and took human lives lightly was approaching.

Is this the stench of blood on the battlefield?

She felt weak for only expecting the sounds of history's power.

"First of all."

The Demon spoke.

Pastel swallowed hard. Even the cold wind seemed unable to change the future that was about to crash down.

What kind of resolve would an Archdemon, who had experienced such chaos countless times, express?

What kind of life would be contained in those words?

The Demon rummaged through his coat.

Magic stone jerky was pulled out.

"I suppose we should eat first."

Huh.

Pastel’s mouth dropped open.

After a while, the Demon handed her a piece of jerky. Pastel put the jerky straight into her open mouth.

Yum.

Huh, it’s delicious.

"While eating, go break a few branches. We’ll need to make a campfire."

"Yes!"

Pastel trotted off. She picked up a branch that was right in front of her.

"One acquired!"

Not knowing much about the stench of blood, I just want to eat!

233 - It's Difficult to Take Sides
Pastel walked through the snowy field with a piece of sizzling, delicious jerky in her mouth.

Busy chewing the jerky, she stumbled over a tree root, and the Demon caught her.

"How about we side with whoever wins?"

It made sense to refuse betrayal and stick with the Order, but she also liked the idea of keeping an open mind and preparing some refreshing lemonade.

Of course, it might seem like a violation of His Majesty the Emperor's request for cooperation. But since His Majesty's ultimate goal was her mother's resurrection, the fate of the Order didn't really matter.

If she sided with Archpriest Fernando and secured Fairy Lump, there wouldn't be any major issues.

In fact, it would be a good outcome since His Majesty could manipulate the Order while also controlling Archpriest Fernando, thus broadening the options.

"There’s a better plan."

Huh?

Pastel hurriedly swallowed the jerky.

"What is it? What is it?"

The Demon opened his mouth with a serious expression.

"Focus on the sounds of battle."

A tremendous noise of rocks breaking echoed from the distant forest. The debris fell, making a series of sounds.

"Whoa."

It felt like they shouldn't go anywhere near there.

"Whoever wins, it will be a mutual destruction. In such cases, the one who kills the exhausted opponent and seizes the treasure is the true victor."

Gasp.

Pastel was astonished.

What a notion she had never considered as an innocent PinkPink!

How could such a wicked and cruel method come to mind so easily? The Demon was totally demonic!

Pastel was completely taken with it.

"How? How?"

She bounced around in the snow, urging the Demon.

"Hmm."

The Demon rubbed his chin.

"That's something to think about."

Ugh.

"If I could defeat them, that would be one thing, but if it goes beyond that, I think we’ll have to wait for luck."

"Ugh."

If only the Demon weren't sealed. Wasn't a heart from the Kraft family member needed to break the seal? The conditions were so strict.

Pastel walked dejectedly.

As an innocent PinkPink, she couldn't come up with such ideas herself, so she had to rely on the Demon, but now he was saying it wouldn't work, and she couldn't help but feel disappointed.

"Or we could ignore their fight and look for the research vessel. It might be difficult to put into practice, though."

Huh?

"The fact that the Archpriest crashed the airship he was supposed to ride means that there’s a research vessel within walking distance. If we know its location, we might be able to seize it."

"Wow! That sounds great! Great!"

If my heart is troubled no matter which side I choose, I can just become a criminal!

The Demon shook his head.

"It would be difficult since we don’t know the location. If we were to do it, we’d have to wait for the Archpriest's side to win and start moving, then sneakily check their direction and move faster than them."

"The location is fine!"

Because we have the good Fairy!

The Fairy Lump's location should be known to her as a fellow fairy.

"Why do you think it’s fine?"

"Anyway, it’s fine!"

Pastel confidently declared.

Then she pointed at the Demon.

"More importantly, I need some alone time, so please disappear far away!"

"What?"

The Demon looked taken aback.

"Hurry up! Please disappear from around me!"

"What kind of sudden request is that?"

"Quickly! Quickly!"

Pastel urged the Demon, eager to talk to the Fairy.

"No, you need to tell me the reason—"

"Oh, come on."

Pastel waved her arms.

The Fairy's existence was a secret, so how could she explain the reason!

"The Demon is like this, so you have no sense! You lost to a bad dad and still have no progress! That's why you’ll always remain a loser! When Mom and Dad are cuddling in bed, the Demon just reads the casual letters Mom gave as a friend and cries!"

The Demon was left speechless.

Perhaps a little shaken, he rubbed his forehead and staggered backward.

"Well…"

Gasp.

Did I go too far?

Pastel felt a pang of regret.

What to do, what to do.

Then she rolled her pink eyes for a moment and thought.

But isn’t everything I said true?

I don’t think I said anything wrong!

Feeling proud that she had given the Demon some good advice for his life, Pastel cleared her throat.

"Ah, I really seem to fit next to the Demon!"

Hehe.

She watched the Demon, who was blankly staring at the sky, as he walked away. Once he disappeared among the trees, she stealthily hid behind a tree.

She quickly scanned the surroundings.

"Fairy?"

The branches above her head rustled.

—Here I am!

Snowflakes fell, and the Fairy peeked out from between the leaves.

"Wow, aren’t you cold staying there?"

—It’s cold!

The Fairy flew over, shivering. When she nestled against Pastel's chest, it felt like an icicle.

"Ah! Cold!"

—Yeah! I’m cold!

"That’s right! It’s cold!"

Frozen Fairy!

"Warm up, warm up."

Magic, zap zap!

Pastel hugged the Fairy tightly.

—Wow!

The Fairy rubbed her face against Pastel's clothes.

—I think I’m warm now!

Wow.

After a while, they looked into each other's eyes.

"You heard about the Fairy, right? We need to know the location of the Fairy Lump to save the fairy world!"

—Hehe, you need my help.

The Fairy became all puffed up, nestled against Pastel's chest.

So she knew the location!

As expected of the Fairy!

—The location of the meat lump is...

The Fairy paused dramatically.

Pastel swallowed hard.

"What’s the location?"

The Fairy boldly shouted.

—I don’t know either!

Wow.

—Fairy doesn’t know such things!

As expected of the Fairy!

She really didn’t know the location!

Pastel was impressed.

And then shocked.

Gasp, she doesn’t know the location.

The Fairy raised her chin.

—But I can grant a wish!

Ah!

Thinking about it, she just needed to make a wish.

"Okay! I’ll make a wish! Please grant it!"

—Yes!

Pastel closed her eyes and clasped her hands together. She made her wish reverently.

"Please tell me the location of the Fairy Lump."

—Okay! I’ll grant your wish!

The Fairy also closed her eyes reverently.

—God, please reveal the location of the meat lump—

Suddenly, lightning struck from the sky. A nearby tree was hit, making a tremendous noise.

Pastel opened her eyes wide. The electric current swept through the air, making her hair stand on end.

The Fairy's mouth dropped open.

—What is this? I haven’t even made my wish yet, and there’s already a revelation?

Gasp.

Does that mean?

—Once again, my unconscious couldn’t hold back and made a wish!

The Fairy cheered.

—It seems that absorbing the Corrupted Fairy had a huge effect! From now on, all that’s left is to grow!

Wow.

"You’re amazing, Fairy!"

Pastel clapped in admiration.

The tree that was struck by lightning was smoking. A crackling sound echoed. The trunk broke. Half of the tree fell down. The snowy field shook.

Pastel nervously looked at the fallen tree. No matter how she looked at it, it seemed like the Fairy Lump would come out if she went straight in the direction the tree had fallen.

"Is this the Fairy, Fairy?"

—Yes! You’re probably right!

"Great!"

She had to call back the Demon, who had left after hearing the loser’s sound!

Pastel turned and ran.

"Demon! Demon!"

Realize the reality of being a loser and come back quickly!



"What’s your basis?"

The Demon looked at her with a subtle expression.

Pastel spoke confidently.

"Intuition!"

The Demon pressed his forehead in silence.

"My intuition, honed through inexpressible years and experiences that transcend mountains, is shouting that way!"

She pointed in the direction of the fallen tree.

"Truly astonishing years and experiences."

The direction the lightning-struck tree pointed?

There couldn’t be a more accurate revelation!

Even without making a wish, it was something to believe in.

"Look! Look! Even the ant friend agrees!"

Pastel pointed at an ant clinging to the tree trunk.

The passing ant friend: I agree!

Wow, even the ant friend agrees!

The Demon observed the ant friend with a peculiar expression.

"This is a frozen ant. A corpse."

Gasp.

So you were actually dead?

The ant friend (deceased)?

Shock.

After that, Pastel walked weakly while listening to the Demon tell the story of the hibernating ant friend.

"My friend died right in front of me..."

"It didn’t die in front of you; it was already dead."

"My friend died right in front of me..."

As she said this, Pastel stealthily followed the revelation of the lightning-struck tree Lv99.

Once she started running instead of walking, the Demon, who had belatedly realized, tried to refute the superstition, but the great Governor General Pastel did not listen to the words of a mere servant and continued on.

The journey filled with snow-covered trees continued.

The change came after the sounds of battle that had been heard from afar disappeared and a little time passed. Someone's footsteps could be heard approaching. It wasn’t exactly from behind, but it was roughly from the rear.

"Huh?"

When she stopped running and turned around, she saw a human figure. The Order members were all in black robes, so she couldn’t identify them properly, but as they got closer, she recognized it was Archpriest Fernando.

It seemed the traitors had won.

"Governor General?"

Unlike before, Archpriest Fernando was in tattered and torn clothes. His face looked weary, as if he had wiped away bloodstains.

Drops of blood fell from the Archpriest's hand.

Blood drops?

"Are you okay?!"

Pastel flailed her arms in a panic.

What to do, what to do!

She looked back at the Demon.

"Demon!"

Hurry, hurry!

"I know."

The Demon observed the Archpriest. After scanning his condition, he clicked his tongue.

The Demon met her gaze. He shook his head slightly and sent a meaningful look. It seemed to imply that it was unfortunate, but that guy was not in a state to die.

No.

"Heal! Heal!"

What was he thinking, facing someone in pain!

"Oh."

234 - What Are You Thinking When Someone Is Hurt?
"I believed Archpriest Fernando would win!"

Pastel said with a face free of deceit in front of the archpriest, who was wrapping bandages around his injured arm.

Because she truly believed it.

No matter which side won, someone would come out victorious!

A heartfelt sincerity without a trace of falsehood!

"So, we were discussing how to cooperate and lead together with the Demon!"

This too was without a lie.

Although they had ended up concluding to just abandon both plans and let them take the lead!

Right now, Pastel was the very embodiment of a betrayer's accomplice.

The pointed Demon looked bewildered. His clueless expression even made Archpriest Fernando suspicious.

Pastel hurriedly added,

"Even though the Demon and I couldn't have a constructive discussion due to past grievances, I can confidently say we exchanged constructive intentions!"

As she spoke, she poked the Demon in the side repeatedly.

The Demon flinched and nodded vaguely.

"I don't like it, but the young Kraft is right. Realistically, we lack knowledge about the subjects, so we need to cooperate regardless of which side it is. The past must be left in the past."

Archpriest Fernando understood.

"I'm glad to hear that."

His gaze turned towards them.

"Governor General, blood ties aren't something that can simply be severed at will. Your father still weighs heavily on your mind. However, as we work together, those feelings may fade. I will strive to achieve results worthy of that."

Wow, what a magnanimous person.

Pastel felt a bit moved.

Her biological father had barely shown his face after meeting her, yet this Pepperoni Pizza guy was being so considerate!

So touching.

So heartwarming.

The Demon looked at the archpriest with suspicion.

"It seems your attitude is different from when we first met. What are you plotting?"

Oh no.

What if I just said that outright!

A statement that felt like it came from someone who had been locked away in a dungeon for over ten years!

Pastel scolded the Demon in her heart. But on the other hand, she was genuinely curious, so she perked up her ears.

Archpriest Fernando awkwardly checked the bandages he had wrapped around his arm.

"It's a bit awkward for me to say, but isn't it necessary to change our attitude depending on the situation? Since my relationship with Governor General Kraft has increased in value since last time, I want to maintain a close relationship, that's all."

Pastel's mouth dropped open.

Such a blatant reason.

But that made her trust him.

The Pepperoni Pizza guy seemed as reliable as the olive friend on the pizza!

Wow, wow.

With someone like this, maybe she could provide her father with a refreshing experience?

Since the other party had revealed their true intentions, Pastel decided to share her thoughts as well.

"Actually, I would like to be alone with the subject at least once. What do you think?"

Since it was a request from the Fairy, she needed to say it in advance.

Archpriest Fernando looked a bit uncomfortable. He seemed to ponder for a moment before nodding.

"There are many concerns about a layman like the Governor General being alone with the subject, so I will have to consult with the field, but I have no intention of opposing it. Since it's an equal cooperative relationship, you can do as you please."

Wow.

If they were alone, they could steal the subject, so if he had just agreed right away, it might have been seen as a blank check for a moment of cooperation, and she might have been suspicious. But adding that a field expert's judgment was needed made her feel a million times more trustworthy.

Somehow, Pepperoni Pizza was delicious!

Pastel decided to cooperate with the Pepperoni Pizza guy.

Her father would have to drink refreshing betrayal lemonade starting today!

Please accept my filial piety!

Just imagining it made her thrill with excitement.



She ran alongside the Pepperoni Pizza guy.

When she asked if he was the only one who survived due to the fierce battle, he replied that he wasn't. There were survivors, but many were injured, so he was trying to reach the research vessel alone for now.

The Demon, suspicious, whispered in her ear.

"It seems there is another intention at play. They wouldn't have brought all the combat personnel, so there must be remaining troops on the research vessel. After we join them, their attitude could change."

He added,

"That guy is the type to change his attitude depending on the situation, as he said himself. He has sustained some injuries, and I can't be sure of my sealing state, so he is likely trying to join forces with the troops to betray us. Don't trust him and stay vigilant."

Shock.

It wasn't the reality that the Pepperoni Pizza guy could harbor such malicious intentions that shocked her, but rather the Demon's bad attitude that belittled the innocent Pepperoni Pizza guy.

"Demon, what are you talking about!"

Pastel exclaimed in shock.

"No matter how much past grievances exist with the Order, we must not harbor the mistaken suspicion that Archpriest Fernando will change his attitude upon arriving at the research vessel! We are in an equal cooperative relationship! We must not break a promise once sworn!"

The Demon became dumbfounded.

She quickly turned her gaze away from the Demon, who had made such a nasty remark, and looked at the innocent Pepperoni Pizza guy, who also wore a dumbfounded expression.

Pastel hurriedly apologized.

"I'm sorry. Older people tend to get caught up in the past. The Demon, being quite old, often speaks this way. Perhaps around five hundred years of experience?"

"No."

They clenched their fists in a gesture of encouragement.

"I believe in Archpriest Fernando! When there are not enough troops to trust, he wouldn't be the type to change his attitude shamelessly upon arriving at the research vessel after just flapping his tongue!"

And then.

"Even though I lost to my father in a male competition due to lack of ability, I know he wouldn't be the kind of person to take out his frustrations on his daughter, lacking the courage to surpass me in a fair fight! The Archpriest I have seen so far is not a petty and narrow-minded person!"

The Pepperoni Pizza guy's expression became twice as dumbfounded. For a moment, he was speechless in that state.

Then, he nodded in a daze.

"I'm not that ugly of a person."

"That's right! That's right!"

The corners of the Pepperoni Pizza guy's lips trembled. His fingers fidgeted with his lips.

The Demon suddenly whispered in her ear, sounding very pleased.

"Excellent. Seeing that guy's reaction, it seems he really does have such feelings. As you said, he is indeed a petty and narrow-minded fellow."

Oh wow.

After I said all that, to doubt the very embodiment of trust and belief, the Pepperoni Pizza guy!

"Could it be that you haven't secretly summoned the Knights Order or something? If so, it would be best to call them and punish that guy. Or perhaps just run away now."

Pastel shot a glance at the Demon. She puffed out her cheeks in a glare. They swelled up so much they looked like they were about to burst.

The Demon stared blankly for a moment before moving his finger. Her cheek was poked. Air rushed out with a whoosh.

Waaah!

Getting angry while letting out air...!

Even a hamster friend munching on sunflower seeds would be furious at such an act...!

Hamster friend: Anger, acknowledged!

She pointed an accusing finger at the Demon.

"Demon! If you keep this up, I'll sulk! I won't talk for today, tomorrow, or even three days!"

The shocking declaration left the Demon speechless.

Phew!

Three days might be a bit much.

But still, it finally felt like her words were getting through.

The Pepperoni Pizza guy glanced sideways, pretending not to hear, and kept running. He seemed eager to reach the research vessel.

They ran through the snow-covered forest.

After a considerable amount of time, the Pepperoni Pizza guy spoke.

"Once we get over that hill, we should see the docked research vessel."

Wow, we're almost there!

"Oh yeah!"

Everyone's expressions brightened except for the still awkward Demon.

Pastel suddenly looked up at the sky and noticed airships flying far away.

Huh?

Upon closer inspection, one of the airships looked very similar to the research vessel they had been searching for.

Why is that in the sky?

Since she had only seen it in a drawing during the pursuit meeting, she wasn't sure if it was really the research vessel, so she looked back at the Pepperoni Pizza guy.

He was startled, his mouth agape.

"Why is that..."

They hurriedly climbed over the hill. Below the hill was an open space surrounded by trees, wide enough for at least one airship to dock.

There were remnants of wooden debris that could have served as a makeshift dock. Corpses draped in black robes adorned the surroundings, and the ground bore traces of a struggle.

Ew.

The Pepperoni Pizza guy's face turned pale. He turned around to look at the retreating airship fleet in the distance.

"What kind of scum are they?!"

Though it was hard to see from afar, the airships that were escaping with the research vessel were of very high quality.

Combat airships that would not be cost-effective for a mere civilian to possess.

Oh wow.

Pastel's mouth dropped open.

How many combat airships, which civilians shouldn't have, were flying around? And they were escaping with just the research vessel?

No way.

"Is that...?"

The Demon's expression turned strange. He glanced at her and then back at the airships, glancing again.

The power that brought in combat airships that would typically be used by a legitimate military organization.

The audacity to steal only the target while appearing to understand the situation as if they were involved.

A perpetrator that meets all these conditions.

It was none other than...

"The United Kingdom Commander!"

Waaah!

Pastel's face fell.

She had planned to cooperate with the Pepperoni Pizza guy and save the Fairy world, but the United Kingdom Commander had beaten them to it!

No wonder, no wonder!

They had been executing operations with a slow ironclad airship and couldn't even properly encircle the Order!

Even if it was a border area without worries of war, he was still a high-ranking general governing a region.

With the capability to induce carelessness with a slow ironclad airship and swiftly steal the target with a fast wooden airship, he certainly had the means.

"Damn it."

The Pepperoni Pizza guy raked his hair in frustration.

"That naive and incompetent commander hit us from behind? The one who got promoted through bribery?"

Ugh.

"Our family saying warns us to be cautious of those who seem naive and incompetent for their position! It seems we were all deceived!"

Waaah!

"Damn it."

The Pepperoni Pizza guy splashed water on his face. Pastel shared in the sorrow beside him.

We had all become the very dogs we were chasing.

"Woof woof woof..."

Ugh.

235 - Somehow, Somehow
A wanderer lost without an airship.

That refers to Pastel and her companions.

Pastel squatted in front of the campfire, wrapping her arms around her legs and staring blankly at the flames.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza sat in front, also staring vacantly at the fire.

Having had our future and hope snatched away by the cunning and sinister commander of the United Kingdom, we now had nothing to do.

"Ugh."

Pastel wiped her eyes with a handkerchief. Though she didn't cry, sitting by the campfire like this made her emotions swell.

She had formed an alliance with Mr. Pepperoni Pizza to hand her father a refreshing glass of lemonade, but they hadn't even started and had already run aground.

Was there no peaceful family relationship in her life?

The Demon sitting next to her stared intently. The Demon was completely detached from the damp and sad atmosphere.

Even if she were pricked with a needle, not a single tear would fall, and even if Pastel was sad beside her, she showed no empathy—she was the very embodiment of a cold-hearted demon.

Usually, it felt almost apologetic to call the Demon a demon, but now it seemed she would have to retract that apology entirely.

"I'm sorry, Governor General."

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza, who was kind and good-natured compared to the Demon, apologized.

"I never thought that seemingly incompetent commander could devise such a scheme. I joined you with such high hopes, and now look where we are—it's embarrassing. I should have been better at reading people."

"It's okay... Just your feelings are enough for me. I joined not because of the presence of the experiment but because of Archpriest Fernando. The experiment may be gone, but Archpriest Fernando is still here in front of me."

They exchanged a wistful smile.

It was a warm atmosphere, a stark contrast to the Demon, who remained unable to empathize and looked on strangely.

With this person, it felt like they could overcome any adversity.

There was no better partnership in the world.

Pastel pondered.

"Given the circumstances, how about we set aside our internal disputes within the Order for now? Since we've lost the key experiment, it's more important to unite our strength to reclaim it."

"That's not a bad idea, but..."

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza stared blankly at the campfire.

He understood the emotions well. It was absurd to suggest cooperation after having betrayed them while the important experiment had been stolen by the United Kingdom.

But it was okay. Because there was the great Governor General Pastel here.

"The Order doesn't know yet that I've betrayed them. If I return and explain the situation, asserting that we need to cooperate with Archpriest Fernando, it should be quite effective."

The Order was, after all, a business entity. A rational business entity that even considered the Evil God as a trading partner.

While a betrayer might be awkward, if a more urgent matter arose, they wouldn't hesitate to join forces.

If the betrayer was awkward, they could use them as a shield or bait, and if they tried to betray again, they could betray back, so there was no problem.

Even her father, who had once led the charge against the Order, was still serving as an archpriest, wasn't he? Of course, that was because the Archpriest was actually His Majesty the Emperor in disguise, allowing for a broader acceptance.

"Governor General..."

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza's expression turned emotional. The scarlet heat of the campfire softly illuminated his face.

"I haven't done anything for you, is that alright? I've really done nothing at all."

"Nothing at all? That's not true."

Pastel tapped her chest.

"You've given me courage."

Courage to hand her father a glass of lemonade.

"That's enough for me. Just leave it to me. Once we secure the experiment, we can betray the Order again!"

It was a chance to reclaim a future that was just and would make the whole world happy.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza wiped his eyes.

"I misunderstood you, Governor General. May I apologize for the wrongs I've hidden?"

Hidden wrongs?

"Of course."

A choked voice came through.

"Actually, I had poisoned the chicken soup I served last time. It was an attempt to poison you."

Gasp.

Pastel's eyes widened, and her mouth fell open.

The chicken soup she had been served as an apology was actually a dish meant to poison her?

Was it not an apology but a double dose of poisoning?

Shock.

"W-wait, then what about the Archpriest collapsing back then?"

Wasn't he an innocent victim of the poison? Wasn't her father, who had strong suspicions, the culprit?

"That was, as I said, a smoke screen."

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza looked awkward.

"After several attempts, I found that the poison didn't affect you, so I prepared it this time with the intention of covering it up if it truly didn't work. If the poisoning failed, I had a sub-plan to collapse and use the excuse of needing an antidote to slip away with the experiment."

"What? Several times before?"

"There were various intentions behind plotting the assassination of the Governor General with the Hawks of the United Kingdom, but fundamentally, it was because the poison didn't work on you. I disguised myself as a street vendor and coated the chicken skewers with poison, but it never worked no matter how many times I tried."

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza rubbed his face, looking apologetic and embarrassed.

"When you visited, I happened to be about to eat chicken soup, so I thought it would be easy to get a chance to poison you by offering a meal to the Governor General, who likes chicken."

The Archpriest's hand fell from his face.

"The reason I didn't refuse when the Archpriest's deputy suspiciously brought in a chef from the palace, who was related to an Order member, was that since the chef used chicken as the main ingredient, it would be convenient to arrange a meal if the Governor General visited the Order at your father's invitation."

He cleared his throat awkwardly.

"I thought that if the chef was brought in by the Archpriest's deputy, who is close to your father, it would reduce suspicion. It's easy to keep an eye on the Archpriest trying to poison me, but it's difficult to lower the Governor General's guard."

Shock.

Pastel swayed on her feet.

No wonder.

It was exactly the chicken dish she wanted to eat.

No wonder.

If they were going to assassinate her, they should have prepared the easiest poisoning first, but they planned a direct assassination instead.

In fact, the chicken skewer had been a symbol of poisoning.

No wonder.

She could buy chicken skewers wherever she went.

Honestly, it wasn't modern times, and it was strange for street food like chicken skewers to always be active. It wasn't even festival season.

In fact, chicken skewers had been prepared by diligent and kind assassins~.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza lowered his head.

"I made a mistake because I didn't know the Governor General well back then. Will you accept my apology?"

Pastel closed her eyes and exhaled. She organized her shock and faced him directly.

"Of course. Many people live in the present without reflecting on the past."

Just like the cruel, vicious, and heinous commander of the United Kingdom. When everyone was struggling toward their goals, he was the one who snatched away the Fairy Mass, so it was highly likely he wouldn't reflect on his past either.

Gasp, how terrifying.

"But few can rise above the past and look toward the future. If Archpriest Fernando can see the future, then I too want to see the same future."

"Thank you for understanding."

A warm atmosphere formed.

It was so warm that even the Demon, who had been displeased with Mr. Pepperoni Pizza until now, cast a slightly sympathetic glance this time.

Finally, even the Demon had begun to empathize with the unfortunate reality created by the evil, cunning, and sinister commander of the United Kingdom.

What a miserable reality it must be that even the Demon, who wouldn't shed a drop of blood even if pricked, could empathize.

But still, it became a moment of unity for everyone!

Even if reality had sunk below ground and was teaming up with the lava friend, as long as they were together, they could do anything.

Pastel felt courage bubbling up.

Was this the courage of PinkPink?

Kind Fairy!

Please give me the courage to paint the world pink!

It was time to move, not to have damp conversations by the campfire.

"I'll head back right away to persuade the Order! No matter how much my father fails at being a parent, he can't ignore my opinions considering the eyes and pressures around him! I will make sure the plan to cooperate with Archpriest Fernando passes!"

"Yes! Governor General, I won't forget this grace."

Pastel stood up and looked back. A group of Order members was repairing the damaged airship a little distance away from the cozy campfire.

They would all board and fly to a nearby city, and then Pastel could head to the base where the Order was operating.

"Everyone! We'll depart before morning, so hurry up! We need to leave before this heat cools down!"

Enthusiastic responses came back.

"No way! It will take three days to repair!"

Ugh.

"It takes three days?"

"Yes!"

Pastel looked back and forth between the airship and Mr. Pepperoni Pizza. Then she hesitated and slowly sat back down.

"Wow, the warmth of the campfire..."

She gathered her legs and wrapped her arms around them.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza also coughed awkwardly.

"I think it's about time we should eat. What do you think?"

"Ah! Sounds good!"

It hadn't been long since she had eaten jerky, but she was ready for more!

Yay!

236 - There Are Plenty of Ingredients to Eat and Drink
"Whoa!"

In a flurry.

"I'm not at fault! I'm not at fault!"

Pastel had to endure a treacherous journey to evade the pursuing airship of the United Kingdom.

To be precise, it was the other members of the Order who were struggling to keep the airship, which was still under repair, flying while conducting real-time repairs day and night.

"Governor General! Just jump down from here! We'll turn around to lure them, so you can enter the city!"

When they had temporarily shaken off the United Kingdom's airship from their line of sight, Pepperoni Pizza shouted.

"Yes! I'll tell you what I discussed with the Archpriest! We can forget our past and recreate the moment when all the members of the Order were under one roof!"

Pastel stood on the railing of the airship. The wind was howling, shaking her body and making her pink pigtails flap wildly.

"Wooah! Wooah!"

The winding dirt path created between the trees looked dizzyingly impressive from above.

Pastel tightly shut her eyes.

"Here I go!"

She bent her knees and jumped.

"Wooah!"

Her body soared through the sky. The moment of freedom was fleeting. The sensation of falling came, and gravity pulled her down.

"Yikes!"

The wind rushed past her ears. Her body spun, and her view whirled. The ground and sky alternated in her sight.

"I'm falling! I'm falling! Demon! Demon!"

『Right.』

With the voice came a soft impact. A cushion enveloped her body, sending feathers flying.

"Oh?"

Before she knew it, she had landed on a mini airship for emergencies. Pastel lay sprawled on the cushion with a blank expression. Her pink hair had gotten into her mouth, making her look comical as she munched on it. Above, the patched-up airship with wooden walls drifted away.

The Demon turned the steering wheel set in the cramped space. The mini airship spun and flew toward the distant city.

『It's all good, but I don't understand why you had to jump down to board. We could have just boarded together safely, couldn't we? I don't see the need for you to fall from the railing to get on.』

Oh.

Pastel pulled her hair out of her mouth.

"Bing bing bing!"

Flopping her body on the feather-filled cushion, she pointed at the Demon.

"You lack a sense of camaraderie, Demon! Since Pepperoni Pizza volunteered to be the bait, I also need to face danger! It's through high-risk experiences that we can feel unity with everyone! Look!"

『Hmm.』

The Demon didn't seem to empathize and adjusted the steering wheel. The airship gradually descended toward the city.

"And, and, it's important for someone of my high status to say goodbye, even if it's just for a moment, while the underlings prepare the airship."

Parting without a farewell and parting after saying goodbye leaves a different impression in memory, wouldn't you say?

『That's true.』

The Demon conceded.

『From now on, it would be wise to cultivate the habit of stating important reasons first.』

"Wooah! Stubborn to the end! Stubborn, stubborn! Just stubborn!"

Pastel stuck out her tongue and made a face before rising from the cushion. She waved her arms at the departing airship. Some members of the Order saluted her as they saw her off.

"Haah."

Pastel lowered her arms.

Had she finally separated from the Order?

She felt incredibly exhausted.

She had only come with a light heart to meet her dad, but how did she end up being chased by the United Kingdom's army?

Was she now a spy trying to mend things between the traitor Archpriest Fernando and the Order?

It was clear that all of this was the fault of the wicked, cunning, and vile commander of the United Kingdom!

Taking advantage of the internal strife, Fairy Lump had stolen everything!

The achievements the Order had painstakingly built up were snatched away by a third party who had merely been watching!

Whoa.

This was the worst crime imaginable in Pastel's life.

Unnamed commander of the United Kingdom: the worst criminal in history.

The Demon gave her a look.

『Now you can report the remnants of the Order. Even if that city is underdeveloped, they should be able to contact the nearby military base immediately.』

Gasp.

Pastel's mouth dropped open in shock.

What wicked statement did the Demon just make...?

Was he suggesting betraying Pepperoni Pizza, who had trusted her and even played the bait role, without taking a breath?

Shock.

Even though he was a Demon, he was so much of a Demon that it doubled the shock.

"I can't do that! As a PinkPink with a righteous mission to save the fairy world, I need to uphold loyalty and righteousness against the treacherous commander of the United Kingdom who stole the results of others' hard work! Justice always prevails in this world!"

The Demon's expression became strange. Confusion filled his red eyes.

『Are you the one who stole and then blamed it on others?』

Oh?

『I did get rid of all the noticeable marks, but there's no way you wouldn't recognize the airship you've ridden a few times. No matter how much you try to cover it up, the fact that your Knights Order stole the research vessel doesn't change.』

Oh dear.

Pastel's eyes widened.

Wait, wait.

In the midst of the chaos, she had handed over the order to steal Fairy Lump to her mackerel friend.

Her mackerel friend had flapped its fins and flown through the blizzard in the sky, and in the end, the Sky Island Knights had carried out the order!

"Gasp."

Pastel covered her mouth.

She had completely forgotten!

Wow.

The wicked, cunning, vile person was actually her!

The one who munched on the results of others' hard work was the blank-faced pink-haired girl!

Wow wow.

The Demon watched her and facepalmed.

『Don't let your mind wander everywhere. I'm saying this out of concern.』

Oh, the Demon is worried about her.

"Hehe."

Pastel twisted her body.

"These days, I've been so preoccupied with thoughts of you, Demon."

As the great Governor General Pastel, she shouldn't be like this.

But it seems like it's not going well!

The Demon turned his gaze back to the steering wheel and made slight adjustments to their course, then turned his head toward the sky behind them.

『Hmm?』

Following suit, she turned her head and saw military airships flying toward them. The forces of the United Kingdom were chasing Archpriest Fernando.

"Gasp."

Pastel turned into an ice-cold penguin.

A soldier at the deck railing checked them with a telescope and shouted something. One of the military airships veered off course and flew toward them.

『Well, this is convenient.』

The Demon took a small comb out of his suit pocket and approached her. The comb moved gracefully, neatly arranging her pink hair.

『We can reveal our identities and report them. I already know how the Archpriest plans to escape, so even if those fools can't properly surround us, we should be able to catch them.』

"Gasp."

Pastel couldn't close her mouth.

Betraying Pepperoni Pizza, who had trusted her.

It couldn't be, it couldn't be!

Pastel's expression turned shocked.

Then her pink eyes rolled for a moment.

But, but.

As the Governor General, isn't it her duty to report the fleeing members of the Order?

The United Kingdom had officially declared the extermination of the Order, and as a high-ranking official of the Empire, ignoring that declaration could lead to serious diplomatic issues and internal interference.

She really, really didn't want to do it, but...

Pastel waved her arms at the approaching military airship.

"Please save me! Please save me! The great Governor General Pastel, who just escaped from the wicked Order, is right here!"

Regardless of her feelings.

Public and private are separate!



From the very beginning.

She thought it was karma.

Pepperoni Pizza had done many bad things as a member of the Order.

Killing the Order's pursuers as a traitor was something she had to do, but it was also true that Pastel had given a speech for the beloved pursuers she had killed.

She felt no regret toward Pepperoni Pizza, who had even apologized for the poisoning, but wouldn't it be better for Pepperoni Pizza to willingly enter the oven?

Because, because.

Pepperoni Pizza tastes best when baked in the oven!

Wow.

That seems so right!

Pastel conveyed information to the forces of the United Kingdom. Although she had recorded suspicious actions that were deserving of questioning, her high status as the Governor General of Sky Island allowed her to brush it aside and report without facing any inquiries.

"I hope you don't try to monopolize the public credit unnecessarily and do it properly. I won't make it public, but everyone knows what kind of diplomatic issue it would cause if the Governor General of Sky Island was kidnapped by the Order. I hope a mere commander doesn't decide on a matter of national importance."

She added,

"Because you can't take responsibility with just your neck."

Leaving behind the commander, who was sweating profusely, she exited the building.

Pastel closed her eyes and spread her arms.

The sun was shining brightly.

"Is this the scenery that those in high positions always experience?"

The sun shone brightly.

"A noble position where one must make decisions without forgetting duty and responsibility, even amidst the conflicts that shake the self. A final hope that must be resolutely decided upon, even if faced with blame and cries."

And.

"The me that fits there."

It's a power-hungry nature.

『Oh, wow.』

The Demon clicked his tongue.

『It seems you're only learning to be more arrogant as time goes on. The Kraft bloodline is problematic for this reason.』

"Hehe."

Pastel glanced sideways playfully.

"You said bloodlines and individuals are unrelated~."

『That's what the words imply.』

The Demon moved on, looking somewhat displeased.

"Oh, let's go together!"

She quickly took the seat next to him and clung to one of the Demon's arms.

『Are you going to join your father?』

"That side will send a letter and return to the capital for now. Melissa and Ellie will be worried."

『That's true.』

She should call the Knights and ride along~.

237 - A Ball is a Ball and a Four is a Four
"Here it is! Over here!"

Waving both arms at the airship docking station, Pastel watched as the airships of the Sky Island Knights descended one by one. A relatively small research vessel was also visible.

Wow, Fairy Lump!

"Welcome, everyone, for completing your mission! Welcome, welcome! And to you too, Demon! To you too!"

Pastel grabbed the arm of the Demon beside her and shook it.

"Come on, welcome! Hurry!"

『Well, whatever.』

The Demon raised one arm awkwardly, his palm open in a light wave.

"What is that! You’re not doing it because you don’t want to! If you welcome like that, it just lowers morale!"

Pastel manually lifted the Demon’s other arm. With both arms shaking, it created a somewhat welcoming atmosphere.

"Welcome! Welcome!"

『I don’t understand why I’m shaking my arm.』

The Knights began to disembark from the flagship.

"Ah! I’m getting back on anyway, so don’t get off!"

"Excuse me?"

"Turn! Turn! Re-embark!"

Pastel waved her arms. The bewildered Knights turned around and re-boarded in confusion.

The Demon was flabbergasted.

『If that’s the case, why did I shake my arm?』

"I wanted to shake it!"

『Oh, really.』

Footsteps approached.

"After finally touching the ground, do we have to set sail without a break?"

Turning around, Pastel saw a familiar man. It was Leonard, with his sturdy build and a crooked expression and posture, looking like a rogue.

"Wow! Leonard! Did you come to pick me up?"

Oh my.

Is he aware of me enough to come greet me from such an unexpected place?

What should I do?

I already have someone in my heart!

Is this the tragedy of being popular?

"No, you called me. What’s with pretending not to know after putting a busy person like me in the Knights while I’m building a spy network in the Demon Realm?"

Leonard looked incredulous.

Wow.

"Now that I think about it, that’s true!"

Wow wow.

"Wow, me."

"Don’t worry, Leonard! I think there’s no need to rush the spy network in the Demon Realm! While you were gone, I thought about it, and it seems right to slowly return to the Sky Island?"

I’ll have to think about what to do with Fairy Lump, but for now, it seems right to return to the Sky Island following His Majesty the Emperor’s orders. Dad will figure out how to create a new headquarters for the Order.

"No, seriously. You told me to hurry, and now you’re saying this."

Leonard made a face as if he was about to curse but held back, grabbing the back of his neck.

He looked like a subordinate caught in the whims of a superior.

I never specifically told him to work overtime day and night, but voluntary overtime is expected in this era, so he probably did it anyway.

"Hahaha."

Pastel felt a pang of conscience for not providing a modern working environment, even though she knew.

"Sorry, sorry."

She rubbed her hands together.

Meanwhile, she had a fleeting thought.

But, but.

It seems I didn’t do anything wrong!

I did have to roll my friends because the spy network in the Demon Realm was lacking, but that was just part of the job.

Even though I decided to return to the Sky Island now, it’s only right to adjust past judgments if it turns out that His Majesty the Emperor was actually the Archpriest! Or if Fairy Lump came into my hands to grant wishes!

Yes, yes!

I should quickly wrap up the pending tasks on the Sky Island and then go see His Majesty the Emperor.

"Sigh. Do as you please."

Leonard scratched his head.

"Anyway, since Camelot was also taken as a territory, it wouldn’t make sense to stay in the Demon Realm without any staff."

Oh?

"Melissa has returned?"

Pastel’s eyes widened.

No way, no way.

Did Melissa, who had to handle various affairs alone because Ellie was busy working as a princess, finally decide to run away and resign rather than take the blame?

Oh no!

Melissa!

Don’t abandon me!

"There was a problem in the Southern Great Forest, so she had to return urgently."

Leonard handed her a letter.

Oh?

Did something serious happen?

Skipping over the long and trivial noble greetings, she read the content and realized that the situation in the Great Forest was serious. It seemed that the range of movement of the monsters had expanded too much into civilian areas, causing chaos.

Ugh.

Did people die?

If Melissa had to leave without even saying goodbye to me, how serious could it be?

Ugh.

"Melissa is having a hard time."

It seems that even if a family is well-off, there are still problems. Having power from birth is good, but it feels like there are many responsibilities to bear.

What a burden it must be for those who can’t just throw it away, even if it’s a privilege that wouldn’t cause significant loss if abandoned.

"What should I support?"

"It’s better not to consider support until we request it from Camelot, right? It’s not the royal family, and it wouldn’t look good for the Governor General of the Sky Island to meddle in the Southern Great Forest."

Ah.

It seems there’s an implication that it would look strange for the Governor General of the Sky Island to assist the Southern Commander.

That’s true.

So complicated.

Pastel tucked the letter into her chest and pouted as she boarded the airship.

The airship set sail and flew into the sky.



"Um?"

Pastel rested her chin on her hand, deep in thought. The Fairy God hesitated at the table before tugging at the sleeve of Pastel’s shirt.

"Um? I just made my entrance!"

"Whoa!"

Startled from her thoughts, Pastel jumped.

"Fairy God! When did you appear?"

As she turned her gaze, the Fairy God’s expression brightened.

"Just now!"

The Fairy God raised both arms high.

"Fairy God has arrived!"

Wow.

"I have arrived!"

"Fairy God, you’re amazing! I want to make my entrance too!"

Pastel clapped her hands.

"Yes! You too! Anyway, I hope you can start fulfilling your promises soon!"

Oh?

Pastel tilted her head. Her pink hair flowed down her shoulders.

"Promises? Did we ever make any?"

The Fairy God’s expression turned shocked.

"What?!"

Flustered, her small arms waved around.

"You said you’d let me be alone with the meat chunk! You’re not pretending not to know, are you?"

The Fairy God blurted out.

"Lying is bad! Good Fairies don’t like liars! Neither does Fairy God!"

"Ah! That’s right! I completely forgot!"

Pastel jumped up, slapping the table.

"Wow!"

The Fairy God stumbled in shock but managed to regain her balance. Her small hand wiped her forehead.

"Phew."

"I totally forgot!"

Pastel was excited, her cheeks flushed.

"I can now evolve from the great Governor General Pastel to the great Emperor Pastel, and I forgot this!"

"That’s right! You can become the great Emperor Pastel! If you just let me be alone with the meat chunk!"

The Fairy God seemed excited about the future too, her voice very high.

As expected of the Fairy God!

To consider my life as her own and actively try to help like this!

This is what it means to be like family!

I should also regard my life as the Fairy God’s life and actively embrace it!

The Fairy God raised her arms high.

"I can grant you anything you want! Immortality? No problem! Wealth to live in the world? No problem! Power that no one can covet? No problem!"

Whoa.

"Then, then! How about the Demon’s love charm?!"

"That can just be attached with a Love Charm!"

"Wow!"

"Don’t just think about that; you can aim higher!"

The Fairy God clenched her fist.

"Emperor?! That’s nothing! Spread your wings of imagination! I can even make you an Emperor Emperor!"

Whoa.

Emperor Emperor.

That’s twice the number of letters as just Emperor.

An unexpected status!

Pastel’s mouth dropped open in shock.

"W-what? Emperor Emperor?"

"Yes! Emperor Emperor! I can grant you that tremendous power!"

Oh my.

Pastel realized how lacking her imagination and ambition had been all this time.

Not even thinking of an Emperor Emperor, I’m unqualified to be a Governor General!

Oh no!

The Fairy God gave a thumbs up.

"All of this can be yours if you just keep your promise with me!"

A wink came her way.

"If you let me be alone with the meat chunk."

The Fairy God’s persistent urging for the promise made her seem like a kind and friendly salesperson suggesting a special foreign car for just the price of a coin today.

In other words, she seemed like a scammer.

Whoa.

Having bought it, I can foresee a future where I’ll have to pay more than the original price for a special foreign car insurance that I’m obligated to join!

I didn’t look closely since it wasn’t included in the lump sum, but I have a feeling there’s a clause in the contract that the seller also receives a portion of the insurance payments…!

The clever and brilliant Pastel came to her senses. Her cold and suspicious pink eyes stared directly at the Fairy God.

"Fairy God, aren’t the conditions too good?"

No matter how kind the Fairy God is, does this make sense?

The attitude of saying she can grant anything you want as long as you sign the warranty seems like a scammer through and through.

Even though there’s a bond between us, warranty scams tend to happen more often the closer you are.

"Are the conditions too good…?"

The Fairy God covered her mouth in surprise.

After a moment of rolling her eyes, she spoke with a bright face.

"Then I’ll just make you an Emperor, not an Emperor Emperor!"

Oh?

An Emperor instead of an Emperor Emperor.

The number of letters has been halved.

Pastel pursed her lips and then opened them.

If the conditions are too good, it’s a scam.

But if the number of letters has been halved…?

Her pink eyes sparkled.

"That doesn’t seem like a scam!"

She raised her arms high.

"I’ll do it! I want to be an Emperor!"

"Good choice!"

238 - A Trustworthy Relationship
"Yes, I'll take a look alone."

Pastel sent back the Order researcher who seemed to have been won over by the Knights Order.

As the researcher left, silence filled the spacious room. It was a stillness that made it hard to believe Fairy Lump was in the same space.

Rubbing her arms nervously, she turned to face the center. Beyond the quartz wall, a massive creature lay as if dead.

Actually, she wasn't sure if calling it a creature was right. With a round body sprouting countless limbs and Fairy faces filling the gaps in between, it was hard to call it a typical creature.

But even thinking this might be rude to Fairy Lump. Even if she couldn't know whether it possessed intelligence or thoughts.

Pastel trembled, her lips quivering at the instinctive shivers she felt.

If Fairy Lump hadn't been drooping all its tentacle limbs and the Fairy faces hadn't been with their eyes closed, she felt like she would have collapsed from the overwhelming sight.

The white scarf she had deliberately wrapped around herself rustled. Little Fairy's upper body popped out.

"We're the only ones here, right?"

Fairy looked around the room.

"Yes, it's just the three of us. Fairy Lump seems to be asleep."

Pastel watched the other side of the quartz wall with trembling eyes. The tentacle limbs were completely still, as if dead.

"...Is it dead? It's not dead, is it? What do we do if it's dead? Should we just go back?"

Pastel was acutely aware that her voice was hesitant.

She knew it was disrespectful to Fairy Lump, but the truth was she was scared and afraid to approach. She just wanted to retreat with a reasonable and unavoidable reason. She could come tomorrow if not today, when she was mentally prepared. And the day after that if not tomorrow.

Fairy also stared at Fairy Lump. Tension and fear filled her expression.

Even for our bold and righteous Fairy, seeing a being made of a jumbled mess of the Fairy race seemed like an overwhelming challenge.

Fairy patted her cheeks. She shook her head and mumbled a few words, then her eyes became clear.

"If it's just a lump of meat, it's no different from being dead. It's time to act, not worry."

Fairy stepped out of the scarf with confidence. One hand clenched into a fist.

"We came to save the Fairy world! There's no time to be afraid or hesitate! Gold, silver, and riches are right in front of us, we can't stop in front of a lump of meat!"

"Huk."

Pastel covered her mouth with both hands.

Fairy must be more scared than her, yet she was making such brave statements.

"Fairy is right! Even if we try to avoid and ignore it, we are destined to save the Fairy world!"

"That's right! Let's go!"

Fairy flew ahead. Pastel swallowed hard and trailed behind.

They arrived in front of the quartz wall. Fairy Lump's bulk felt even larger. The drooping tentacle limbs and sleeping Fairy faces were also very vivid. It felt like they would open their eyes and stare at any moment.

"Hic."

Pastel hiccuped halfway and pressed her hand firmly against her mouth.

Hiccuping after barely getting close was completely, utterly rude.

"Hiup."

When she couldn't calm down, Pastel pressed her mouth even harder.

Meanwhile, she also had these thoughts.

But, but.

Wasn't Fairy Lump already a mature monster that had finished eating people? Was it necessary to observe human etiquette? No one would say anything even if she didn't.

But, but.

It felt too harsh to Fairy Lump, who was a victim as an experimental subject, if she didn't even observe etiquette. They were all good Fairies like our Fairy, but they ended up like this because of human's evil greed.

Fairy flew to the quartz wall right in front of her, as if to block her view.

Ah, Fairy!

Was her partner trying to shield her from the grotesque sight because she was suffering?

Fairy was so kind!

Fairy said comfortingly.

"How were we supposed to get past this again? I don't see any gaps in the wall."

Ah.

As Fairy said, Fairy Lump was trapped in a completely sealed space.

"Just a moment. What were we supposed to do here..."

Pastel rummaged around, trying to recall. The Order researcher had earnestly emphasized something before leaving.

Researcher: If you press a certain button, the entrance to the quartz wall may open, so never touch any buttons. It's dangerous even though it's only big enough for a human to pass through.

Wow, if she pressed a certain button, she could go over there!

She saw a machine full of magic circles and buttons in the corner. There were really a lot of buttons. She didn't understand any of it.

Not levers, but buttons. Was this the latest Research Vessel? Was this the feeling of a primitive person encountering new civilization?

Carefully observing, there was one button that stood out. The button was bright red all by itself, very, very noticeable.

Huk.

A red button!

It had a visual that made her feel like she absolutely had to press it!

"Could it be this?"

Fairy seemed to have noticed as well.

"A delicate red color that seems to announce the Fairy God's descent! This seems like the button we have to press!"

"I agree!"

It really had a visual that made her want to press it. If you looked closely, it was also huge, as if to say it was a very important button besides being red.

This must be the button the Order researcher earnestly emphasized!

100%, 1000% sure!

"Then I'll go...!"

Pastel raised one arm high. She also clenched her fist because she felt like she had to press it powerfully with her fist.

"Hap!"

"Wait!"

Her fist stopped as it was about to strike. Fairy stopped her as if she had suddenly realized something.

"What's wrong?"

Fairy had a serious expression, like a wise man who had reached a brilliant conclusion after racking her brain.

"Isn't this a button that will cause big trouble if we press it?"

Huh?

Fairy crossed her arms and said like a detective.

"With such a big button and even red, doesn't it seem like it was made to never be pressed? It seems like we shouldn't press it carelessly!"

Huk.

Pastel looked surprised.

"Is that so?"

"Yeah! That's right!"

Fairy was completely sure.

"In my opinion, it's a button that should never be pressed! For example, if you press this, the Airship will explode! It's like a self-destruct button that's there to be used at the last moment! A wicked and bad group like the Order might have made something like this to ruin things!"

Amazing insight.

She didn't know Fairy was so creative!

It was an idea Pastel couldn't have imagined. And that's why she could easily refute it.

"If it was such a dangerous button, they wouldn't have made it so easy to press, right? If an enemy who sneaked in just pressed the button, the Order's forces would self-destruct."

"Huh? That's true?"

Fairy looked dazed.

"Even if that's not the case, a passing rat friend or something could accidentally press it. A researcher could accidentally trip and fall and press it."

She shook her head.

"In the first place, a constantly prepared self-destruct device seems too dangerous. What if the device malfunctions and explodes? Besides, the Order doesn't seem to have great welfare for its members, so who could stop someone who was dissatisfied from pressing it while drunk?"

A self-destruct button that a manager could never tolerate.

"That's really true?!"

Fairy's mouth dropped open.

"You're so smart!"

"Ahem."

She was a bit smart.

Pastel shrugged her shoulders.

"Then I'll press it now!"

"Yeah!"

She raised her arm high.

"Hap!"

"Ah! Wait!"

Fairy hurriedly stopped her as if she had remembered something. Her expression became serious.

"What if it's just a dangerous button, even if it's not a self-destruct button? A red button is a dangerous warning sign no matter how you think about it! If not, why would it be red?"

"No, this is the entrance button."

"Why are you so sure?!"

"Well, because."

Pastel made a smart face.

"Pressing the red button is a completely cool action! The researchers must have wanted to do a super, super cool action like opening the entrance with a super, super cool button!"

Her finger pointed to the red button.

"This is definitely the entrance button!"

She would have definitely done that if she were them!

Sure, sure!

Fairy's eyes widened. Her mouth was also open, as if she had received a great shock.

"You're really..."

Fairy gave her a thumbs up.

"You're smart! I completely agree!"

Hehe.

This was Detective Pastel~.

"Then I'll press it!"

"Yeah!"

Pastel slammed her fist down. The red button was pressed with a thud. The machine made a series of noises.

Red light poured out of all sorts of magic circles. The red light filled the room.

Oh dear.

Something didn't feel right.

The quartz wall vibrated. The red light flowed over the quartz wall like a wave, then gathered on one side.

"Huh? Huh?"

Fairy looked around in confusion.

The red light flashed.

Huk, could this be?!

When it subsided, an entrance large enough for a person to pass through appeared in the quartz wall.

It was a cool entrance opening production~.

Yay.

Pastel danced the tantaran dance.

"My reasoning was right~!"

Detective! Detective!

"As expected of my partner!"

Fairy also danced the tton tton dance next to her.

"You're as smart as me!"

Yay.

239 - Say Mission Clear
Pastel stood in front of the quartz wall entrance.

"Are you really going to let me go in alone?"

—Yes! Do you want to come closer and watch for a bit?

The Fairy seemed to be generous.

"Um."

Pastel glanced at Fairy Lump. Although it had been noisy in various ways, it was still sound asleep. After all, it had been forced to sleep.

She didn't want to judge based on appearances, but was it really the right choice to go beyond the quartz where Fairy Lump was trapped?

Wasn't it just delivering prey? It had a history of cannibalism a few times.

Oh, right.

It wasn't a prejudice to begin with.

"I'm not going in. I don't want to interrupt the Fairy's reunion with her kind!"

—You might not get another chance! There aren't many sights like that in the world!

"But still!"

She felt a pitiful gaze from the one who had missed a second chance. She hesitated and stepped back.

"Go, Fairy! I'll be outside!"

Cheering enthusiastically, she dashed out of the laboratory. Pastel closed the door and let out a sigh of relief.

"Objectively, I don't know if it's rude or not, but being with that grotesque Fairy Lump feels a bit off!"

Our Fairy, who is overflowing with love for her kind to the point of asking for time alone, is truly the embodiment of love.

『What do you mean by being with someone?』

Huh?

Turning her head, she found the Demon in the airship corridor. He was leaning with his arms crossed in a slouch.

His expression was not very pleasant, resembling a guardian welcoming PinkPink, who had snuck in. It seemed like he was on the verge of scolding her.

"Huh."

Pastel's eyes widened.

"I didn't do anything wrong!"

She had just ignored the Demon standing in front of the door to keep her promise with the Fairy and had broken the safety rules the researcher had earnestly warned her about!

Wow.

It seemed like there were indeed things she had done wrong!

But admitting it would only make it a fact.

Pastel was prepared to be shameless whenever necessary for the greater good, as it was the responsibility and duty of a ruler.

Her pink eyes sparkled earnestly. They were innocent and pure, as anyone could see.

Sparkle, sparkle.

Sparkle, sparkle.

The Demon raised one eyebrow. His red eyes narrowed.

『It's certain that you have done something wrong.』

Huh.

My perfect poker face...!

Pastel trembled in despair.

"I didn't do anything wrong!"

『Then why are you shaking like that?』

She spun her brain around.

"It's because it's cold! Winter has long since taken over the world! In the midst of harsh oppression and exploitation, the innocent Pink Pastel can only tremble in pity!"

『Oh.』

Seeing a decent reaction, Pastel quickly raised one arm in cheer.

"Even if it's winter! Even if it's winter! A winter that only gives cold eyes and ice to friends is no longer a friend!"

Winter friend, I'm sorry!

I know you did nothing wrong, but to escape the scolding of the Demon, who is colder than winter, I have no choice but to sell you out!

Please understand as a true friend...!

The Demon nodded.

『So you're finally breaking the habit of calling the seasons friends. That's good. It's a good idea.』

Wow.

By selling out a friend, she received praise instead of scolding!

Oh yeah.

From now on, she should be PinkPink who sells out friends!

『But that's that, and there's no excuse for being left alone in a dangerous laboratory and spending suspicious time. What were you doing out here?』

Huh.

Even selling out a friend didn't make the scolding go away.

Pink Pastel just ended up losing a friend...!

Waaah!

"Winter friend! I'm sorry!"

I was wrong!

『Oh, come on.』

A large palm covered her pink head. Looking up, the Demon was staring at her coldly.

『Don't change the subject.』

Huh.

I wasn't changing the subject...

Pastel averted her gaze. As she hesitated and stepped back, her back hit the door.

Ahh.

『Something feels off.』

The Demon frowned.

『I know you need your own time and space. But it seems like you avoid me at strange moments. As if you're hiding something. Like how you just dodged me to come here, and how you had a meal with someone who tried to assassinate you at the Order's stronghold without me.』

Oh?

It was true that she was hiding the Fairy, but she was being questioned on a strange point.

"That's just me being a teenager! I need my own time and space, just like you said! Do you think I'm the kind of person who cries without you, Demon!"

The Demon looked incredulous.

『Do you realize that saying you're a teenager makes it less convincing?』

That can't be.

What if I only told the truth and you don't believe me?

『Just confess what you're hiding. Don't keep doing dangerous things alone.』

One of Pastel's cheeks puffed up and then deflated.

"No! I have my own privacy! If you keep this up, what have you done that makes you...?"

Pastel paused as she was rebutting based on her emotions. Upon reflection, there was something unnecessary in her current actions.

Why did she have to hide the Fairy?

Originally, the existence of the Fairy was classified information. If it were discovered, the Order could come after her, so it needed to be kept secret even from the Demon.

But now, the relationship with the Order had improved. Even if the existence of the Fairy were to be exposed, it would be possible for Pastel to handle it at her discretion.

"Suddenly, I think you're right, Demon! You have done a lot of wrong to me, but this time, I'll make an exception and yield!"

『What wrong have I done?』

The Demon looked baffled. Still, he didn't seem inclined to argue, nodding for her to speak.

Pastel cleared her throat.

With a serious face, she opened her mouth.

"Actually, I am PinkPink, who has received a mission to save the Fairy world."

The Demon was left speechless.

It was a perfectly understandable reaction.

As the Governor General, Pastel bore a heavy responsibility, and to think that she was secretly on a significant mission to save the Fairy world!

Such mature responsibility.

Tears of emotion could not help but well up.

Pew pew.

Did I score some points with the Demon?

"I'm trying to save the world with the Fairy, who is like family! And sneaking into the laboratory like this is part of the greater good!"

『Wait. What do you mean by Fairy?』

What should she say?

"The Fairy is the Fairy! A convenient being who grants wishes when you make a wish! It seems rude to say, but anyway, she's a kind being! We even agreed to be like family!"

We're like family!

"Pew pew~."

The Demon's expression became strange.

『What kind of wishes does she grant?』

"Immortality or wealth! Of course, to make such wishes, a lot of preparations are needed! A whole lot! This much!"

Pastel spread her arms wide.

This much!

"The Fairy has only granted small wishes until now and hasn't been able to grant big ones, but this time, it's become possible, and I'm super excited!"

Wow wow!

The Demon still had a strange expression.

『Do you even know what you're saying right now?』

Oh dear.

The reaction was very unfavorable.

The Demon’s expression turned serious. He opened his mouth to explain but then looked as if he realized something chilling. His gaze fixed on the laboratory door.

『You didn't let that self-proclaimed Fairy in, did you? It should have been impossible to sneak in since it was magically sealed, but you let her in?』

"Wow! That's right!"

Pastel jumped up and down in excitement.

I might be able to become Emperor Pastel now!

"Do you want to make a wish too, Demon? The Fairy is so nice that she might grant your wish too!"

The Demon's lips trembled. His hand quickly reached out to open the laboratory door.

The girl's hand grabbed his wrist. She stood in front of the door as if to block it. The Demon stiffened and met her gaze.

『What are you doing? Step aside.』

"What about you, Demon?"

『What do you mean? Can't you feel the situation? Hurry and summon the Knights Order!』

"The Knights Order? The Fairy is trying to grant my wish right now."

『You're being deceived! No matter what promise was made, you were supposed to pay the price in advance! Do you think she will grant your wish?』

"Huh?"

Pastel pouted.

"Demon, the Fairy has been granting my wishes well so far! She keeps her promises and is a really nice person! I think it's not good to belittle her like that without even knowing her face!"

The Demon rubbed his face. Calmly collecting himself, he spoke.

『A typical scam is to keep small promises while betraying on the big ones. Think about it. Where is there a clearer scam?』

Oh?

Pastel's pink eyes widened.

That's so true.

While she didn't doubt the Fairy's kind nature based on the time they spent together, it was indeed a very scam-prone situation.

Oh dear.

Suddenly, a noise came from beyond the door. It seemed to be coming from the laboratory. A faint vibration could be felt in the corridor.

Oh dear, oh dear.

As she turned to look at the door, the Demon hurriedly flung it open.

The scene of the laboratory unfolded before her eyes. Countless tentacle limbs writhed. A round body rolled and crashed against the quartz wall. The impact shook the laboratory.

Could it be that this situation is...

A scream echoed.

—Help me!

It was the Fairy, caught in a tentacle. She seemed to be in a terrible state after an intense struggle in a short time.

—She's too strong...!

The tentacle swung the Fairy like a club. Her small body collided with the quartz wall.

—Kuwak!

Pastel's mouth fell open. The Demon also wore a stunned expression.

The Fairy, torn from the wall, was flailing around.

—Save the kind Fairy!

It was a desperate scream.

"Fairy!"

In fact, the Fairy was in a life-threatening situation...!

240 - It's Nonsense to Suspect Such a Fairy
How can I fix my friends' awkward first meeting?

Should I step in as a mediator, gather the two friends who aren't getting along, and have them hold hands and play a game together?

That's right!

But, but.

The Demon and the Fairy have a problem because they can't do it that way.

The Demon isn't a friend, and to play a game together, their hand sizes need to be similar, but the Demon's hands are quite large. On the other hand, the Fairy's hands are small, so if they were to play together, it wouldn't look friendly at all.

I wonder if the Demon would suggest doing a grip strength test with the Fairy's tiny hand.

The kind Fairy, who only came to the reconciliation spot at Pastel's invitation, would have to suffer the tragedy of having even smaller hands.

Gasp.

Gasp.

Shock, shock.

And, and there's a bigger problem.

It seems the Demon simply dislikes the Fairy.

When I set up a three-way meeting in the laboratory on the second floor, the Demon whispered this:

"Listen well. That is a servant of the Evil God. I don't know what wicked words have been whispered, but you must never trust them. The sweeter the words from such a being, the more they are lies. Remember, they are lies."

The Demon's attitude didn't change even after witnessing the poor Fairy being captured and tormented by Fairy Lump.

Although now the Demon looks at the Fairy with a slightly silly gaze, unlike when they were criticizing and being wary of her without having seen her, the suspicion hasn't disappeared.

Pastel, who merely introduced the Fairy as a family-like friend, felt a bit down.

It seems the Demon's colored glasses are too much. There can't be a kinder Fairy than the Fairy.

Who would grant a wish without a price, like a servant of an Evil God? But the Fairy was indeed a kind being who granted wishes without a price.

"Poo poo, poo poo, poo poo."

Pastel pouted. The Demon, who had been whispering next to her, sighed as if giving up upon seeing that.

"You're not listening."

"I think it's the Demon who isn't listening."

Pastel pointed at the Demon.

"Prejudice, prejudice! A lump of prejudice! Prejudice is a bad thing!"

"Well, well."

The Demon pressed their forehead. It seemed like pressing their temples was giving them a headache.

—That's right, that's right!

The Fairy, who was part of the three-way meeting, sat in the corner of the table and suddenly popped up.

—This is unfair!

They had a completely unfair expression.

—I don't know what bad prejudice or thoughts you have about me, but this Fairy is an innocent victim! That chunk of meat just hit me for no reason!

A small pinky finger pointed downstairs. The scene of former Order researchers and Knights Order members stabilizing Fairy Lump was visible below. The chaos had ended, and they were merely administering various medications.

"I don't know what they did to make it so aggressive."

The Demon scoffed.

—It's not that I did anything; I was the one who was wronged! I'm the one who's unfair!

The Fairy turned her gaze this way. Her eyes sparkled with the meaning, "You will believe me, right?"

"That's right! The Fairy is unfair! Demon! Don't suspect the innocent Fairy! The Demon has a bad personality that washes others' underwear without permission, but the Fairy is kind! A million times kinder than the Demon!"

The Demon looked dumbfounded.

"Why do you keep bringing that up? Young Kraft, what are you trying to achieve by bringing up the past? It doesn't even fit the current topic of conversation."

"Ugh!"

Pastel puffed out her cheeks.

"That means I was that shocking! It's because of the Demon that my unrequited love fails! The Fairy thinks so too, right?!"

She turned to the Fairy.

The Fairy flinched in surprise. After rolling her eyes for a moment, she vigorously waved one arm.

—That's right! That's right! The Fairy completely agrees! That's why unrequited love fails!

"That's right! That's right!"

The Demon squeezed their eyes shut and leaned back deeply in their chair. They looked defeated, unable to refute. It was as if they were a loser who had failed in unrequited love.

Hehe.

Even when saying the right things, the Demon's shameless attitude made it ineffective, but with the Fairy, it worked immediately!

Oh yeah, oh yeah.

"Young Kraft, think as you will..."

The loser squeezed out their voice.

"But it's clear that they were trying to betray you. You shouldn't keep them close, at least keep them at a distance."

Hmm.

Pastel's ears perked up at the Demon's squeezed voice.

It wasn't because her heart raced at the sight of the loser worrying about her, even after being teased.

Rather, as the cold, smart, and somehow highly intelligent Governor General Pastel, that opinion felt plausible.

Am I being too swayed by kindness? Was it thanks to the Demon's rational caution that I was able to prevent the Fairy from betraying me?

Hmm.

The Demon's opinion about granting wishes without a price does seem strange.

Pastel and the Fairy's relationship isn't that of a freeloader and a landlord collecting rent; they are like family.

Even if they are like family, there are boundaries.

While it could be understood with a sea-like spirit of sacrifice, it could also be seen as a sea-like spirit of deception.

Hmm, hmm.

Pastel glanced at the Fairy. Suspicion was evident in her pink eyes.

The Fairy seemed to notice and was startled.

—I'm unfair!

"That's true."

—That's a completely untrue reaction!

"I believe in the Fairy."

Pastel's expression darkened.

"I really, really believe, but reality seems to force me to doubt."

Reality is cold.

—I didn't harbor even a tiny bit of bad intentions!

The Fairy looked completely unfair.

Then, as if wiping away tears, she rubbed her eyes with her arm and looked clearly at Pastel.

—I understand! Then I'll prove my innocence!

Hmm.

"Oh?"

The Demon, who had been silently watching with a tired expression, became interested.

"What do you plan to prove? A fraud?"

—Just wait a moment! Unlike the loser, I'll show you through action!

The Fairy flew off. She glanced around the bustling laboratory and then went outside.

The Demon watched her back and then spoke softly.

"She's gone."

Their gaze turned this way, and their expression was stern.

Huh? Do they have something to say without the Fairy?

"We need to summon the Knights Order immediately and eliminate that self-proclaimed Fairy. Opportunities to easily dispose of a servant of the Evil God are rare. Since they don't know how to fight properly, now is the right time."

Gasp.

Pastel's mouth dropped open.

"Demon! The Fairy just left to prove her innocence, and you mention such a heinous plan right away!"

I can't even imagine!

"That's not heinous."

The Demon spoke calmly, as if soothing a child.

"Think about it. The self-proclaimed Fairy realized she was being suspected. Then she made a plausible claim to prove her innocence and suddenly left the scene."

Their gesture pointed to the door the Fairy had exited.

"Just that alone is enough reason to summon the Knights Order without needing to think further. How can we trust a fraud who leaves the scene when suspected? Let alone a flying being who can escape at any time? We must not trust them. They might have gone to execute a heinous plan, just as you said."

Gasp.

"Calm down and think with that smart head of yours. If she truly wanted to prove her innocence, she could have moved with us. To run away in a situation where she is suspected is nothing but suspicious behavior, indicating other intentions."

That can't be.

"I hope you understand? We must summon the Knights Order immediately and capture the self-proclaimed Fairy."

Pastel's face fell.

"Demon."

"Yes. It must be shocking. But when ending a relationship, it must be ended."

"Demon."

"Speak."

"The Fairy flying away just now is indeed suspicious. It was a typical escape behavior."

That's all true.

"But."

The time spent with the Fairy flowed through her memories. It was warm and joyful.

"No matter what you say!"

Pastel squeezed her eyes shut.

"The Fairy! The Fairy!"

She shouted with all her might.

"She doesn't have that kind of intelligence...!"

The shout echoed.

No intelligence!

No intelligence...!

"What?"

The Demon looked dumbfounded.

Suddenly, the laboratory door opened. It was the Fairy. She flew in triumphantly and said,

—I’m ready! You’ll see my innocence with this!

The Fairy held up a small piece of paper.

The letters caught Pastel's eye.

Kind Fairy.

The Fairy moved the small paper with a serious face. The paper stuck to her forehead.

—Look!

The Fairy cheered.

—I’m the Kind Fairy!

The paper with glue stuck prominently in view.

Kind Fairy (stuck to forehead)

Gasp.

"The Kind Fairy...!"

—That's right! The Fairy is kind and wouldn't betray anyone! Her character is completely different from that of a loser with no abilities! Plus, look!

The Fairy pulled out a new piece of paper.

The letters caught Pastel's eye.

Super Kind Fairy.

The new paper stuck to her forehead.

—This means...

Super Kind Fairy (stuck to forehead, further details omitted)

The Fairy cheered.

—I’m the Super Kind Fairy!

Gasp.

"The Super Kind Fairy...!"

She’s even kinder than the Kind Fairy~!

"Wow!"

The Super Kind Fairy would never betray!

"I acknowledge her innocence! Acknowledge, acknowledge! The Fairy is completely innocent!"

Poo poo poo!

The Demon looked dumbfounded.

Then, after splashing water on their face, they muttered.

"How absurd..."

241 - It's a Terrible Truth, But It's a Fact
Sky Island came into view.

"Fairy, there it is! That's Sky Island! The place where I'm the super-duper ultimate ruler!"

Pastel hopped up and down on the deck.

—Wow!

The Fairy, who had poked its upper body out from the scarf, became giddy. The Fairy's eyes sparkled.

—Just like you said, Sky Island resembles a sky whale! It looks like a very important strategic point! A super important ruler of a super important place!

"That's right! That's right!"

Pastel bounced around. The Fairy shook violently inside the scarf.

"The fantastic geopolitical value created by God makes the ruler here the ultimate ruler! It has been undervalued due to the division between the Sky Island Knights Order and the Academy administration, but after someone cold and capable realized the value investment, the current value of Sky Island is unimaginable! The person who monopolizes all of that is!"

She pointed at herself.

"Me!"

I'm the ultimate ruler~!

Wow.

—Wow!

The Fairy clapped quickly.

—I'm the one and only Fairy of such a partner!

"That's right, that's right!"

The good reaction made me feel twice as proud!

Is this what it's like to show a friend from the countryside around the capital? But I'm the owner of that capital!

Wow, wow.

A presence with a gloomy atmosphere, far from the sparkling and shimmering mood, sent a gaze. Of course, it was Devil. Completely gloomy.

『Hmm…….』

Devil still seemed displeased with the Fairy. The wariness in its eyes hadn't disappeared.

Whether it planned betrayal when alone with Fairy Lump or not was something to be put aside for now, but its eyes definitely saw it as a potential traitor.

The Fairy seemed to feel it and flinched.

—W-Wow!

It tried its best to pretend it didn't notice the gaze, but it was clear that the Fairy's expression was becoming uneasy. Accordingly, Devil's gaze only intensified.

『Hmph…….』

Huk.

How devilish was Devil to oppress a good Fairy who hadn't done anything and had no plans to do anything, just with its gaze?

How angelic was the Fairy, who trembled at just a nasty look, even though it hadn't done anything and had absolutely no plans to do anything?

Pastel hid the Fairy with her hand as if to protect it.

"Demon!"

Pink eyes glared at Devil.

"What's with that look on this good day? Giving our good Fairy such a look! You're completely disqualified as a Devil! Disqualified, disqualified!"

Devil looked dumbfounded.

It seemed to say something but gave up and ran a hand over its face.

『You know it well, so I won't bother saying it.』

"Sounds like you said it all already, though?"

Phoo phoo!

"A stingy person who pretends not to say anything but shows it all!"

Stingy, stingy!

The Fairy peeked its head out from the hand shield. It glanced back and forth between the two, then looked at Devil and shouted triumphantly.

—Stingy Devil!

"That's right, that's right!"

—A stingy Archdemon who's just jealous of a good Fairy who hasn't done anything wrong!

"That's right, that's right!"

Pastel enthusiastically responded, then paused.

Huh?

Jealous?

Pink eyes rolled for a moment.

Does this mean Devil is jealous right now?

Does it mean it likes me?

Huk.

That's very plausible!

There's no way it would stick around all the time if it didn't like me!

Pastel remembered the truth that it was just bound by the Demon Sword seal.

But that wasn't an important fact, so she decided to acknowledge it as fake news.

Fake news!

Fact check! Fact check!

Passing ant friend: That's right, it's fake news!

Huk.

Even a reliable expert (ant) acknowledges it!

Devil likes me so much that it sticks around all the time, and it was even jealous of the Fairy just now~!

Oh my.

Pastel became aware of one eerie fact.

Devil was the type of person who couldn't confess to the girl it had a crush on and suffered alone, full of loser spirit to the point of being stolen away by a bad guy.

It wasn't the type to get angry and confess when jealousy was provoked, but the type to despair and become teary-eyed.

Teary-eyed.

Huk.

Pastel suddenly calmed down. She rummaged in her scarf and took out the Fairy.

—Stingy and stingy Archde—! Huh? What's wrong?

She stared intently at the Fairy.

"I think we're too close. I'm sorry, Fairy, but let's separate!"

—Suddenly?!

She stretched out her arm holding the Fairy and moved it far away. She examined the Fairy with suspicious eyes.

"I think I know now that I'm far away. Maybe I've been too positive about the Fairy because of lingering affection."

『Hoo?』

The Fairy's mouth dropped open in shock.

—It hasn't even fallen farther than an arm's length, and already?!

Huh?

Now that I hear it, that's true.

How can it be far away if it hasn't fallen farther than an arm's length?

So Pastel wrapped the scarf around the Fairy and sat it on the railing. Then she took a long step backward. When her back touched the cabin door, she put her hand to her eyebrow. Narrowed pink eyes examined the Fairy.

"I think I know now that I'm far away! Maybe I've been too positive about the Fairy because of lingering affection!"

The Fairy was horrified.

—Is that so?!

"Yes!"

An undeniable realization came at the end of being far away!

The Fairy trembled. The scarf wrapped around the Fairy also trembled, and a piece of paper poked out.

It was the Super Good Fairy paper.

—But I'm……!

The Fairy stuck the paper to its forehead.

Super Good Fairy complete.

—I'm a Super Good Fairy!

Huk.

A Super Good Fairy!

There's no way such a Super Good Fairy could be a potential traitor!

Pastel had a lightning-like realization.

What have I been doing until now?

Trying to abandon a family-like Fairy and choose love!

As Dad taught me, love isn't just positive. Abandoning a Super Good Fairy and flirting with Devil is something only Dad would do.

"Fairy, I'm sorry! I was blinded by love for a moment!"

Pastel ran over and hugged the Fairy. The Fairy crumbled and coughed, and when it loosened up a little, it patted her back.

—I understand that feeling! Because I'm the Fairy of love!

Pat, pat.

—But love is useless, so let's cherish our relationships with the people around us!

The Fairy is so good!

Devil gave a strange look and turned its head.

『It seems we'll be docking soon. Prepare to disembark.』



Pastel arrived at Sky Island, receiving a warm welcome from Director Horace.

Pastel was able to experience how much work piled up when the top decision-maker went on an overseas business trip.

"Hwaaa! It's document hell!"

She had summoned Ellie with a letter on the way, but she would still be in the Demon Realm capital, and Melissa and Alsier were busy in their own territories, so the only student council member she could get help from was Dustin, who had been alone at the Academy.

"Thank you! Dustin, whose name I wouldn't even remember if it weren't for Pastel, the popular person who remembers everyone's name……!"

I'm glad you're here!

"Huh? Isn't my modifier weird?"

After putting out the immediate fire, she met with Grace, the head of the Grace Merchant Guild, and handled the overdue work of the Kraft Merchant Guild.

"Hwaaa! It's document hell here too!"

But I'm not the guild leader, so I don't have to sign the documents.

Thank goodness!

"Duke Redgrave stopped by briefly to invest and talked about smuggling. Was there anything you discussed?"

"Duchess Nastasha?"

"Yes."

While she was struggling with the Order, Duchess Nastasha seemed to have returned to the Empire via Sky Island.

Did something urgent happen?

With Camelot territory in chaos and Melissa having returned, there might have been changes in the central political world.

"We talked about a trade route connecting the Demon Realm to the Empire. I don't have any intention of opposing it, so I think it's okay for the guild leader to proceed at her discretion."

"I will."

Time flew by in a daze.

"Hwaaa! More document hell!"

I would have been in big trouble if I were alone.

"Thank you, Dustin! I'm so glad you're here!"

"Ahem."

Dustin coughed, his ears reddening.

"Hey, wait a minute."

Leonard, who was reading documents in another seat, suddenly glared.

"I'm here too, why are you treating me like I don't exist?"

Huh?

Oh my.

I forgot to mention it!

"I'm glad you're here too!"

"Are you kidding me?!"

Thank goodness, thank goodness!



Sunlight streamed into the student council room.

It was cool and cold winter sunlight, but now that winter was passing and spring was peeking in, it also held a warmth that was good for napping.

In other words, Pastel was lying on the desk, taking a nap.

Snore, snore.

In her dream, the Fairy said.

Fairy: Let me be alone with the meat lump again! Don't make me go in with that evil and gloomy Devil! The Fairy is shy and needs to be alone! The reason why I haven't been able to grant the Emperor's wishes yet isn't because of the Fairy's lack of ability, but because of that Devil!

Then the gloomy Devil said.

Devil: If you make that thing go in alone, you'll have to be prepared to eat only salad without dressing from now on.

Huk.

Salad without dressing.

Every day, too!

Shock.

"That can't happen……!"

Pastel jumped up.

Then something slammed into the top of her head.

"Cough!"

Leonard, whose face was hit in the top of the head, staggered. The blanket in his hand fell.

"Huh."

Pastel went huh, huh.

"Ugh, I got mugged trying to do a good deed."

Leonard rubbed his nose. His nose, already red, became squashed, and blood gushed out.

"Wow, I……. Damn it."

Huk.

"Leonard, are you sick?!"

Shock.

"Hey! You hit me!"

Pastel rolled her eyes for a moment.

Then she said.

"That's true, though!"

"What do you mean, that's true! You're so shameless?!"

"Hehe."

Please forgive me~.

242 - Nyon Nyon Nyon Nyon
"Looks like we can solve the semester report for the second semester with the Student Council's Divine Power Pyo Pyo."

Pastel munched on some snacks.

"Everyone else is struggling to fill their semester grades with academic research, but we've worked just as hard for the peace of the Demon Realm!"

"I knew this would happen, so I didn't even start."

Leonard was satisfied with the taste of power.

On the other hand, the clueless Dustin looked bewildered.

"Huh? I almost finished mine! I was planning to write and submit it by the end of this week."

"What a waste of time. Why would you do that? Tsk tsk."

Wow wow.

Not slacking off and diligently fulfilling his student duties.

"Alright! Then we'll acknowledge Dustin's diligence!"

Drumroll.

"I won't grant you the Student Council's Divine Power Pyo Pyo! Your efforts aren't cheap enough to be dismissed with Divine Power Pyo Pyo!"

Yay!

"Submit it by the end of this week!"

"Huh?"

Dustin became dazed.

"Cheer up, diligent Dustin!"

Pastel cheered him on while munching on snacks.

"Huh?"

"Pfft! Do well on your own."

"Okay! Next next!"

Having wrapped up this agenda without controversy, they moved on to the next item.

"I hear Ellie is coming back soon. What kind of welcome ceremony should we have?"

"It's just a student returning to school. A welcome ceremony is unnecessary. Even if she's a princess, there's no reason for her to perform official duties while on leave. Just tell her to come back quietly."

Hmm.

"But she's a princess, right?"

Isn't it a diplomatic faux pas to be quiet?

"Sigh. I guess that's true."

Dustin, who had been left to write the academic report alone and was drained, weakly raised his hand.

"Um, I think I've lost touch with reality being in the Demon Realm. The fact that Ellie is Princess Elicia is confidential."

"Ah! That's right! If we hold a welcome ceremony, it would be a leak of confidential information! Dustin, not only are you diligent, but you're also 0.7 times smarter than me!"

"0.7 times...?"

Saying he wouldn't grant the Student Council's Divine Power Pyo Pyo was actually a joke, but with such a smart head, he couldn't let the academic report he made go to waste, so it seemed he had to follow through!

Wow, I'm so considerate!

After finishing the Student Council meeting, Pastel skipped away.

Having completed urgent matters and with a shortage of Student Council members, various tasks had been handed over to the administration, leaving her with plenty of free time.

What should PinkPink do when there's a lot of time?

That is...

A deviation!

Diligently performing deviations to become a wonderful PurplePurple in the future~.

Pastel was confident she could laugh like a mastermind to become Emperor Pastel.

"Hehehe."

—Huh? Why are you laughing?

Today, she had just snuck into the lab alone with the Fairy. She was there to meet Fairy Lump.

The Demon had threatened that if the Fairy was let in again, she would only be fed salad, but where in the world would a diligent PinkPink follow that?

The educational method was wrong from the start.

When told not to do something, the mindset of a diligent model student is to want to do it even more.

If you threaten someone with something cruel like feeding them salad without dressing, the righteous PinkPink, who does not succumb to injustice, will never kneel.

As a model PinkPink who will go down in history, I swear not to succumb to the demands of the wicked and cruel Archdemon!

However, there was a problem separate from her determination.

—Ugh.

The Fairy held her head as she looked at the sleeping Fairy Lump beyond the quartz wall.

—I don't know how! I need to defeat that meat chunk one-on-one, but it's just a big mass of ignorance, and I'm no match for it!

In order for the Fairy to grant the Emperor's wish, she needed to subdue Fairy Lump. However, in the Fairy world, there seemed to be a rule of hierarchy that made it a no-go to receive help from others.

"Can't we use the power of love?"

Love Charm Pyo Pyo?

The Fairy shook her head.

—Despite its hideous and disgusting appearance, it's a being that combines fairies, so its rank is far superior to mine. Unless it's the Great Fairy, the original master of rank, the Love Charm I use won't work.

"Ugh, if only the Great Fairy were alive, we could have shown the power of love."

—True. But since your father confirmed he was dead, there's nothing we can do!

Fairy Lump had become a burden. It was a sad reality.

Since the Fairy couldn't do it, it seemed like wishing on Fairy Lump might work, but in its current beastly state, communication was impossible, so there was nothing they could try.

"How did the Order plan to make a wish?"

—I don't know.

Thinking back, it seemed they had other plans since they just created Fairy Lump and only managed it.

If she recalled correctly, their Fairy had gone missing, causing the experiment to be designed unstably, which led to this state, right?

Considering that Archpriest Fernando had stolen and run away, there must have been a solid backup plan.

For example.

Finding the missing piece, the Fairy, and recombining them.

Oh?

Pastel alternated her gaze between the Fairy and Fairy Lump. Noticing the gaze, the Fairy tilted her head.

—What's wrong?

Gasp.

"I wasn't thinking at all!"

Pastel flailed her arms.

"I never once thought that if we combined the Fairy and Fairy Lump, we might create a complete being!"

—What?!

"I never even considered which is more valuable between the Fairy and the Emperor!"

The Fairy, though fewer in letters than the Emperor, was actually more than the Emperor in kindness, and the incredibly kind Fairy was almost twice as much—such thoughts had never crossed her mind.

—What?!

The Fairy covered her mouth with both hands.

Then, she raised her thumb in admiration.

—You're truly the partner of the kind Fairy! Anyone could have thought of that at least once, but you never did! That's so reliable!

Pastel's eyes widened.

She stayed silent for a moment before raising her thumb.

"That's right! I'm reliable!"

I admit it!

Thumbs up!

"But out of pure curiosity, do you know how the fairies combined to create Fairy Lump?"

I'm so curious.

—Hmm.

The Fairy pondered.

—I don't know!

Wow.

"It's a shame, but I think we should re-establish contact with the Order."

There were Order researchers who had been captured and persuaded by the Knights Order, but it seemed that information about specific methods of wishing was not shared among regular researchers, as they might betray them if they knew. Or perhaps they were just hiding it in case of potential betrayal.

—I agree! I want to monopolize it, but I can share it, gather information, and then sneak it away again!

Going to meet Dad again feels a bit much.

Maybe it would be better to visit His Majesty the Emperor. I already asked for his cooperation in revealing the Archpriest identity he had hidden and in resurrecting my mother, so I have plenty of reasons to visit the palace directly.

Boo boo.

On the way to the Empire, should I visit the northern mountains and meet Alsier? I heard the blood feud has ended, so visiting wouldn't be seen as external interference.

Discussing the Camelot territory, which is tricky to help as a friend during the chaos, also seems like a good plan. The north and south are far apart, but since they are both military factions of the Empire, they might know something.

Boo boo.



"Huh? Pastel? Where are you going?"

Pastel turned her head at the voice that came while she was moving her luggage onto the speedboat.

Ellie was looking at her from the speedboat that had just docked next to her, accompanied by a maid who seemed to be helping her disembark.

"Ellie! Didn't you say you'd arrive in the afternoon?"

"The docking schedule changes depending on the activity of the fish schools. But where are you going?"

"I'm planning to visit the Empire when you arrive! I was just moving my luggage! Wait a moment!"

Pastel jumped onto the railing of the speedboat. Gauging the distance to the railing of the adjacent speedboat, she leaped.

"Yay!"

Her body floated, and her pink hair fluttered. Ellie looked startled and opened her arms. Pastel landed in her friend's embrace but ended up bumping her head due to a miscalculated jump.

Oh?

"Ugh."

With a loud thud, Ellie fell over. The maid nearby let out a small scream.

Pastel burst out laughing as they got tangled up.

"Hahaha! Collision!"

"Get off me for now..."

Ellie struggled to push her away.

"Ah! Sorry!"

She got up from the floor. Ellie also declined the maid's assistance, staggered to her feet, and shook herself off.

"So what's the reason for the visit to the Empire?"

Wow.

She had just collided with her friend, but workaholic Ellie was curious about that.

"Just this and that! I want to meet Alsier too! I was going to leave the Sky Island to you, but you came!"

Ellie's expression became strange.

"This and that?"

"Yep!"

Ellie seemed very curious about what this "this and that" could be.

Then she seemed to weigh whether to ask questions and unnecessarily stir up trouble or just keep quiet while gauging whether she would be munching on the military stronghold of the Empire as the Governor General.

Gasp, was I just about to hand over the Empire's front-line military stronghold to the hands of the enemy nation's princess?

Shock.

But, but.

It probably wouldn't matter!

Wow.

Ellie rummaged through her belongings. She pulled out an elegant letter and handed it to Pastel.

"This was given to me by an Empire diplomat to deliver. Take a look. We might need to change our schedule."

Thinking it was a flattery letter from an unknown diplomat, but upon reading the contents, it turned out to be a letter from His Majesty the Emperor.

Pastel tilted her head in confusion.

"Why did Ellie bring this?"

"Good question."

Ellie seemed displeased at being treated like a letter courier by the Empire diplomat, not realizing that the contents were from His Majesty the Emperor.

It was one thing to be treated poorly, but the delivery route was really strange.

The Emperor sent it to the Empire diplomat, who then gave it to the Demon Realm princess, who then delivered it to the Sky Island. Why not just send it directly from the Empire to the Sky Island?

The letter's content was nothing special.

It was just a simple message expressing that Ellie student’s academic achievements stood out, and as the father of the citizens, the Emperor wanted to reward her, so he asked the Governor General to bring her directly.

Wow wow.

It really was nothing special!

Pastel briefly contemplated whether to immediately capture the innocent princess who had come to visit and present her to His Majesty the Emperor or to kindly inform her of the letter's contents and take her along as a friend.

243 - A Friend is More Important in Times Like This
From the moment of birth, as a loyal subject who has only thought of the future of the Empire and the well-being of His Majesty the Emperor, it is very important to follow His Majesty's orders.

Moreover, the command to bring the hidden identity of the Demon Realm princess using external justification seemed extremely important.

Could there be a tremendous reason that requires us to touch upon the realm of diplomacy, even if it’s not war?

If I don’t comply, I can’t even call myself a loyal subject of His Majesty the Emperor; it’s a super, super, super, super important order.

But, but.

PinkPink would never betray a friend!

The fact that they called for Ellie, a student with outstanding academic achievements, to the palace to reward her sounded like a sinister plan to imprison her in the treacherous and ominous palace.

As a friend, I cannot take my friend to such a dangerous place. Given her status, she wouldn’t be tortured or anything, but the situation of a defeated nation’s princess being suddenly kidnapped and trapped in the palace of the victorious nation was a terrifying scenario, even without experiencing it.

But a friend is a friend, and work is work, so I have to bring her!

Thus, Pastel decided to kindly explain the situation and kidnap Ellie.

I seem nice!

"From your reaction, it seems like the letter is causing a disruption in the schedule?"

Ellie innocently worried.

"I don’t know what rude letter the diplomat sent, but I can handle it to some extent. It’s silly to say this after delivering the letter so obediently, but dealing with a rude diplomat is within my authority."

"Ellie."

Pastel’s expression turned to one of admiration.

Even though she said this, it was a huge burden to scold a diplomat from the victorious nation who could send a letter to the princess.

To say this much!

You’re really a good friend!

Just before she was about to be able to act freely as the acting Governor General of Sky Island, the chance of a lifetime could vanish because of a single letter, so even though it was a greedy action to resolve the situation quickly as a princess!

After hearing the news that she could become the acting Governor General, she was about to leave, and if she moved to help, her greedy desires would be fully exposed, and Pastel, the Governor General, would realize her mistake and retract the suggestion of becoming the acting Governor General. Ellie, being smart, knew this, but due to her still immature experience, she couldn’t suppress her anxiety and excitement and ended up speaking hastily!

And yet, her expression and face remained as chic as usual, but she was regretting late that she might have ruined the opportunity for national interest, trembling her eyebrows and trying to remain calm!

I like it!

So.

I must kidnap her as per His Majesty’s command!

Oh yeah.

"Are you really going to help? Because of this letter, a problem has arisen that makes it difficult to leave according to the original schedule!"

Pastel showed an impressed expression.

Ellie let out a sigh of relief. She seemed to feel fortunate that her hasty remark didn’t ruin things.

"Tell me. Depending on the matter, immediate resolution may be difficult, but I have plenty of time to resolve it on Sky Island anyway."

A statement filled with the desire to firmly establish the unspoken premise of remaining as the acting Governor General.

As a friend, I wanted to advise her that it was too obvious, but since she was aware of it and was trembling her eyebrows again, I refrained from saying anything.

"Thank you! If Ellie cooperates, it will end super easily! Follow me!"

Pastel took Ellie and headed toward the Knights Order of Sky Island.

"What’s the content that requires my cooperation? This time, the imperial diplomat was relatively not one to demand bribes."

"It’s a secret!"

Hehe.

Ellie looked puzzled. A strange and uneasy intuition seemed to pass through her as a princess, and her expression became peculiar.

Objectively speaking, the situation itself was strange.

No matter how much it was the arrogance of the victorious nation, it was a special event for a princess to be asked to deliver a letter to a diplomat.

As royalty, she must have been warned and kept on guard against various kidnapping methods throughout history, so she must have felt a chill.

Pastel didn’t know the specific reason for the current situation, but Ellie, given her position, likely had a lot of information to speculate and realize.

However, since there hadn’t been any major issues while attending the academy, and now it was just a peaceful moment after returning from a break, and moreover, the letter delivery target was her friend Pastel, she might have thought that her intuition and reason wouldn’t lead to anything bad.

The answer of "It’s a secret!" which was suspicious to anyone seemed to pass as just how Pastel was, as a friend.

But life is life.

If Ellie, as a princess, cannot distinguish between her position and that of a friend, no matter how smart she is, her brain won’t function properly.

"Arrived!"

Pastel cheered in front of the Knights Order building.

Successfully bringing the kidnapping target in front of the kidnapping troops!

Oh yeah.

"Let’s go in, let’s go in!"

"What’s the matter that we had to come to the Knights Order? Are you asking to borrow a guard troop for a personal business?"

"No, no!"

Ellie looked around. The Knights were hurriedly gathering at the Governor General’s visit.

"Everyone! Arm yourselves and assemble in the training ground! Assemble, assemble!"

"What? Gather everyone."

Ellie helped gather the Knights.

Wow wow.

"Could it be that the major pirates of the Demon Realm are changing their activity area to Sky Island? That would be troublesome."

It seemed like Ellie’s head was spinning.

But even after she mentioned a plausible reason, she became increasingly uneasy about why Pastel wouldn’t reveal the content.

The assembly of the Knights was completed. As the armed troops gathered, a tense atmosphere formed.

"Everyone, please stand in a circle! Standing in a line is too stiff, and voices can’t be heard well, plus it’s not lively!"

Right, right!

I acknowledge it!

"Don’t you think so too, Ellie?"

When she turned around, Ellie seemed to be deep in thought as she looked at the Knights surrounding them.

Pastel stared at Ellie when there was no response.

Ellie, lost in deep thought, suddenly met her gaze, as if she had reached some conclusion. It was an attempt to search and observe. But realizing that she was the one being watched and observed, her complexion gradually paled.

Pastel asked again.

"Don’t you think so too, Ellie?"

"……What?"

"Standing in a line is too stiff, and voices can’t be heard well, plus it’s not lively!"

So it seems right to stand in a circle!

Ellie was silent for a moment.

She licked and rubbed her dry lips, then slowly nodded her head.

"That’s true. While structure and discipline are important in war, in everyday situations, they can often lead to inefficiencies. Breaking the frozen lake and taking time to think is a good thing."

"Wow."

Her desperate attempt to maintain a peaceful atmosphere stood out.

What kind of thoughts does smart Ellie have that such words flow out in a confused state of mind?

"Wow wow."

The conversation came to a halt.

Silence fell.

When silence comes, it is the duty of a popular person to create a conversation topic in place of a friend who lacks verbal skills.

When a friend who doesn’t like a comfortable atmosphere without conversation isn’t present, Pastel usually fulfills that duty well.

But since she wasn’t in a popular state right now, she just stayed quiet.

As she watched, Ellie opened her mouth like a vending machine with the button for 'new conversation topic!' pressed.

"Um, but I think I need to drop my luggage off at the dorm. While structured wisdom can often lead to inefficiency, sometimes it reminds us of historical teachings that had to be followed."

Ellie made a trembling smile. She raised her index finger and calmly said.

"When you return from a trip, you need to organize your luggage and get to work. If you leave your travel luggage unattended, you can’t return to a peaceful daily life. Travel luggage is meant to be organized."

Oh?

Pastel tilted her head.

"But Ellie already handed over her luggage. Isn’t the maid taking care of it? I don’t think you need to worry!"

Thank goodness!

Ellie remained silent for a moment, still smiling.

She quickly closed and opened her eyes a few times, then creaked as she looked around. She saw the Knights surrounding them. There were no gaps.

Then, as if she noticed a new sight, Ellie froze.

Huh? What is it?

Pastel, who had been staring at Ellie, turned to look in the same direction.

A Knight was coming from the training ground entrance. Someone was slung over their shoulder, bound like a bundle.

It was Ellie’s maid.

Wriggling.

The travel luggage they had taken was also being carried back by the Knight.

"Oh no."

Ellie’s eyebrows trembled.

Pastel’s pink eyes widened.

Just a moment ago, she told Ellie that the maid would take care of the luggage, so bring up another peaceful conversation topic! But now the Knight had kidnapped the maid.

The travel luggage was not organized and had returned!

Pastel rolled her eyes for a moment.

But, but.

Since they were going to the palace right away anyway, it probably doesn’t matter!

Oh yeah.

244 - There's No Other Choice!
The sun was shining brightly.

The winter wind was biting.

『So what did you do?』

The Demon asked.

Pastel raised her hands in celebration with a bright expression.

"I captured my friend!"

I'm so capable!

Bam bam~!

The Demon rubbed his face.

『...I don't even know where to start with this.』

The Fairy peeked out from the gap in Pastel's scarf, wriggling.

—Are you really trying to scold my partner right now? An old man who isn't even here?

The Fairy pointed an accusing finger at the Demon.

—I can understand the outdated notions of the past generation that don't even believe in the existence of the Fairy God, as a kind Fairy with a broad mind! But an old spirit who scolds without seeing or knowing is irredeemably hopeless, and even this Fairy cannot forgive that!

Wow.

The Fairy's tone was so modern.

Having secured the Fairy Mass and feeling a burst of happiness, the Fairy was now in a gloomy state because she didn't know what to do, but that was probably not directed at the Demon.

Because the Fairy is kind!

This is just a rightful protest as a member of the new generation!

The roughly 500-year-old Demon was unaware of this sentiment!

The Demon looked incredulous.

『What is this servant of the Evil God saying? Young Kraft, I've said it many times, but I think it would be best to get rid of this self-proclaimed good Fairy as soon as possible. Keeping her around will only teach you bad things.』

The Demon's concern was misplaced.

Because Pastel had already learned a lot.

Wow.

Pastel pointed an accusing finger at the Demon.

"The Fairy is right! It's bad for the Demon to scold without listening or seeing!"

『Huh?』

—That's right! It's undeniably true! That's bad!

The Fairy became emboldened.

Pastel also felt emboldened.

"I was going to hear the Demon's opinion, but that's enough! It would just be an outdated opinion anyway! It feels like it won't help even if I don't listen or see~!"

Her finger pointed at the Demon's cookie basket.

"Keep baking cookies in the kitchen while testing the oven's performance, Demon!"

Pastel stuck out her tongue and made a face.

Bleh~!

—Keep baking cookies!

The Fairy also made a face.

Bleh~!

Oh yeah.

『Huh.』

Pastel turned to run away but realized that the cookie friends were innocent, so she turned back and stealthily reached into the cookie basket.

She grabbed a warm cookie and stuffed it into her mouth, giving one to the Fairy and holding a bunch in both hands.

—Wow! Delicious! Give me more! More!

Then, a tremendous realization struck her: instead of taking a bunch, why not just take the basket?

Pastel widened her eyes and stood still for a moment before pouring the cookies back into the basket and snatching it.

She unleashed a torrent of mockery at the Demon, who had finished his business.

Ugh!

Old generation...!

Make cookies!

But right now, her cheeks were stuffed with cookies, so when she spoke, only cookie crumbs flew out.

"Ugh! Ugh ugh ugh! Ugh ugh ugh ugh!"

Mumbling.

The Demon, who had been watching, looked dumbfounded.

He opened his mouth but gave up and pointed inside the basket.

『You probably can't chew properly, but drinking milk will help.』

Upon closer inspection, there was a glass bottle of milk.

Just then, a coup d'état was happening in her mouth with the cookie friends. Needing a means to suppress it, Pastel quickly drank the milk.

Gulp gulp.

"Ahh-!"

I thought I was going to die of thirst!

Today's lesson.

If you put too many cookies in your mouth, you might die from a cookie coup d'état~!

Wow.

Thank you for today's lesson!

I need to be careful next time!

Pastel learned a life lesson today.

Proud!

She felt a gentle touch on her neck.

"Oh?"

When she turned around, it was the Fairy. The Fairy was in a painful state with a mouthful of cookies. Her face looked very pale. A small palm was hitting Pastel's neck, signaling for help.

—Ugh!

Instead of words, cookie crumbs flew out.

"Ugh!"

The Fairy was on the verge of dying from a cookie coup d'état...!

"Fairy! Drink this!"

Pastel hurriedly handed over the milk bottle. Then she realized that she had downed the milk herself and was now in a clean state, her mouth agape.

"Ugh, I drank all the milk!"

—Ugh!

The Fairy also gasped in shock, her mouth agape. The cookie crumbs in her mouth fell out.

"Ahhh!"

Pastel clutched her head.

"The Fairy is in danger of dying!"

The Fairy also clutched her head.

—Ugh!

The Fairy was about to become the first Fairy to die from eating cookies...!

That would be utterly shameful!

"Ahhh!"

—Ugh...

The Demon silently watched, then moved his hand. He pulled out a new bottle of milk from the basket and handed it to Pastel.

Oh?

Pastel stopped screaming and looked at her milk friend.

The milk friend greeted her.

Milk friend: Hello!

So there was milk after all~.

Wow.

Pastel handed the milk to the Fairy. The Fairy struggled to hold it alone, but with help, she gulped it down well.

—Phew! That was close to death!

But since she didn't die, it's all good!

Wow.

Pastel tucked the cookie basket under her arm. Then she gave the Demon a thumbs down and shook it.

"Anyway, ugh! Old generation that only wears dull suits! Make cookies!"

The milk stains left on her lips sparkled.

—Me too! Ugh! Make cookies! But they were delicious!

The incredulous Demon opened his mouth.

Whatever he was going to say would be unhelpful, so Pastel stuck out her tongue and dashed away.

"Ahaha!"

She dashed down the corridor of the fast ship.

The Fairy giggled.

—Did you see that expression just now?! Did you see it?! I've never seen such a silly face before!

"Ahaha!"

As they neared their destination, they slowed down. While walking, she checked if she had spilled any milk from the basket and adjusted her position.

The Fairy, who was watching along, suddenly spoke up.

—But.

"Yes."

—Don't you like that Demon? Is it okay to tease him like this?

Oh?

Pastel hesitated.

Now that she thought about it, it was a bit much.

Wasn't what I just did a very troublesome action to be recognized as an equal being?

Ugh.

Not "wasn't it?" but "that's right!"

In a situation where I should have been cautious to restore my image, I just teased the Demon because it was fun!

Honestly, honestly!

It's also partly the Demon's fault for being so oblivious and constantly thinking about his mother in front of others, but to succeed in a romantic relationship, I should have been more patient!

"Ugh!"

Pastel froze.

—Huh? Isn't that not okay?!

Oh no.

It was already not going well, but now it's really a disaster!

"Waaah!"



Pastel decided to focus on her work. She hugged the cookie basket and headed to a secluded cabin.

After looking at the door for a moment, she flung it open.

"Ellie! I'm here!"

The spacious VIP cabin came into view.

Two people were sitting at the tea table in the center: Ellie, looking down at the Emperor's letter, and a maid, both with gloomy expressions.

"I'm here! I'm here!"

Pastel waved her hands to get their attention.

Ellie looked back with a vacant expression.

"You came...?"

If someone saw her, they would think she was going to the execution ground after a citizens' revolution.

Pastel placed the cookie basket on the table.

"Have you guessed why this happened? I went to ask the Demon, but he was such a closed-minded person that he didn't say a word."

Totally closed-minded, right?

She sent a look seeking sympathy, but Ellie seemed too preoccupied for that. After a while of looking down at the letter, she muttered.

"First of all, it probably isn't a matter of the Demon Realm. The Hawks have already lost their influence to move the Emperor's heavy behind, and I haven't heard anything else."

That makes sense.

If the enemy nation, the Demon Realm United Kingdom, was doing something to intervene, they wouldn't bring the princess over through peaceful means like a letter.

Since the recipient was her friend Pastel, Ellie was relaxed, but normally, she would have fled to a safe place. Pastel herself could have helped Ellie escape.

In the first place, it was a terrible situation for a defeated nation's princess to be kidnapped to the victorious nation's palace, but it had been a long time since the great war ended, so it couldn't really be that terrible.

While it was necessary to distinguish between public and private matters, if Pastel truly thought it was a serious situation for Ellie, she would have considered whether there was a safe escape route for her.

Ellie, who had regained her composure during her confinement, calmly analyzed the situation.

"I think it might be an internal issue within the Empire. Even though the civil war in the northern Duke Bellamonte's territory has ended, the chaos remains, and in the south, Camelot has problems that need to be resolved before Melissa can return. It seems to be more serious than outsiders perceive."

"Ah."

So, since the internal situation of the Empire has become chaotic, they plan to temporarily hold the princess as a hostage to prevent the Demon Realm United Kingdom from moving recklessly.

Pastel nodded.

And.

Are they also keeping the Governor General of Sky Island at the palace as a bonus?

Heh.

245 - A Friend is a Friend
After taking a few measures, I departed for the Imperial Capital, along with the experimental ship carrying Fairy Lump.

"Beep beep! Toot toot!"

I shouted, reveling in the wind on the deck railing.

Beside me, Ellie stared blankly at the sky with vacant eyes, seemingly enjoying the sorrow of a defeated kingdom's princess.

Tsk tsk.

"Ellie! Trust me!"

Pastel thumped her own chest.

"Even though I look like this, I'm a loyal subject favored by His Majesty the Emperor! Even if His Majesty the Emperor is deceived by the whispers of corrupt officials and torments Ellie, I will boldly offer my loyal advice!"

Ellie just wore a blank expression, only moving her lips to mutter.

"Maybe... he won't torment me. Even though I'm uneasy because his intentions aren't clear."

She knew it in her head, but her mind seemed to be wandering separately.

『If it really comes down to it, I can say a word to that Emperor guy.』

Demon approached from behind, holding a plate of cookies. The cookie plate was placed on the tea table.

『Anyone who torments their subjects at that age doesn't deserve to be Emperor.』

"Woah! Demon, you're so reliable! Awesome!"

Pastel gave a double thumbs-up with both hands.

Meanwhile, in a corner of her mind, she recalled Demon's unsightly past record of being barred from entering beyond the head maid's position during her last visit to the Imperial Palace. But she didn't mention it for Ellie's sake.

"Alright, alright! Ellie, Ellie! Here are some delicious cookies! Sit down, sit down!"

She led Ellie to a chair and sat her down. Pastel sat in the seat opposite her, gazing at Ellie with sparkling pink eyes.

Ellie stared blankly at the cookies and muttered.

"Thank you, even though I'm not an Imperial subject."

Gasp.

That's right!

The Demon Realm's princess isn't an Imperial subject, so even if she's tormented, it's not "an Emperor who torments his subjects at that age," so it's okay...!

Demon, who had made a slip of the tongue that wasn't even comforting, was speechless.

Pastel criticized Demon on Ellie's behalf.

"Poo! Poo! Poo!"

Lips making a "poo poo" sound!

Anyone would think the United Kingdom was a vassal state of the Empire!

This is why being born in the Empire is a problem!

What's the point of Demon falling and settling in the Demon Realm! Their soul is still Imperial, so you can't trust them when it matters!

The only person Ellie could trust right now was the ever-popular Pastel, who would never betray her.

Sniff.

I have to be 100 friends in one!

Ellie, seeing the "poo poo" lips, seemed to come to her senses and pressed her temples. Her black eyes closed tightly and then opened.

"Anyway, since it's already happened, let's start by analyzing the situation. Have you heard anything from Melissa?"

Pastel shook her head.

"Nope."

"Not even a letter?"

"Nope!"

"Is the problem really in the Southern Empire?"

I have no idea about that at all.

Considering the international situation, one could conclude that Ellie's safety wouldn't be threatened.

But the subtle cracks and ripples within the Empire could only be truly understood by living there. Sky Island wasn't Imperial territory, but Imperial dominion.

"Ugh, seriously."

Annoyance and anger flashed in Ellie's eyes. It was directed at His Majesty the Emperor, but Pastel, who was taking her away under Imperial orders, felt guilty and remained silent.

Aha ha.

Innocent PinkPink, who knows nothing, should eat cookies~.

Nom.

A sweet cookie was chewed.

『Wait, that's not for you.』

Demon panicked and reached out.

Huh?

Looking down, the Magic Stone cookie neatly placed in front of her was untouched. Instead, one of the chocolate cookies from the center plate was gone.

"Gasp."

I was watching Ellie's reaction and ate the wrong cookie!

Pastel swallowed it in surprise.

And then, she widened her eyes in a second surprise.

"Gasp."

So surprised that I ate it without spitting it out!

Her clean mouth was revealed.

Clean clean.

Silence flowed.

Pastel looked at Demon with round eyes.

"Demon, am I..."

...going to die?

Demon, bewildered, touched their forehead.

Blood rose from within. Pastel vomited blood. "Gweh." Her body tilted and she collapsed with a crash.

"Keuheuk."

"How much are you underestimating the Demon Realm, huh?"

Ellie, who had been lost in irritated thoughts, looked over.

Only blood was flowing from Pastel's mouth.

Ellie's eyes grew wider and wider.

"Governor General... poisoned?"

The chair creaked and Ellie stood up.

Pastel reached out a trembling hand.

Words of a plea for help came out.

"Bee-yoo bee-yoo, choco nom nom."

Ellie's expression changed to one of shock.

"Bee-yoo bee-yoo, choco nom nom...?"

Pastel nodded with difficulty. Like the last words of a victim leaving a dying message, she screamed.

"The number of letters is the same...!"

Ellie's face was twice as shocked.

"The number of letters is the same?"

She had the expression of someone who had discovered a great secret code.

It was foolish.

Wow.

The princess must be under too much stress.

Wow wow.

Pastel passed out.

Passed out.



Arrived at the capital!

"Ootootoottoo!"

Pastel stretched widely. She took a deep breath of the bustling port air of the capital.

She had slept soundly after collapsing, so she felt great.

"Good morning!"

She greeted the sun.

『Even though it's not morning.』

Demon unnecessarily corrected her.

"Ehhh, don't worry about that."

The morning sun and the afternoon sun are the same sun.

Ellie, who had followed her down with a maid, looked around. Her eyes were filled with tension and wariness, but she was gradually becoming flustered as if something she had expected wasn't there.

"What's wrong?"

"There's no one to greet me."

Aha.

No matter where you looked in the port, there was no protocol befitting a princess.

Hmm.

So the Demon Realm is really an afterthought.

It's understandable. She wasn't summoned as a princess, but under the ridiculous pretense of praising Ellie's academic achievements as a student, so there was no way there would be an official welcome.

But even if it was an unofficial invitation, if they had used coercion close to kidnapping, there should have been a troop waiting commensurate with the weight of that, but there wasn't even that. As if she wasn't important.

Ellie twisted the corners of her mouth silently.

It's a bit much.

It's the kind of treatment you can only give if you're sure of the hierarchical relationship.

"Still, still."

Pastel clung to her, crossing her arms.

"It means that the worst-case scenario we were worried about isn't happening!"

Thank goodness!

"Haa."

Ellie nodded vaguely.

They headed to the Imperial Palace.

It wasn't possible to meet His Majesty the Emperor right away. If you came from a long distance, it was right to rest for a few days, and His Majesty the Emperor also had to schedule a meeting.

However, because she didn't know exactly what the situation was, she went to inform them of her arrival and to scout around, instead of sending subordinates.

Then Pastel was able to realize something obvious.

Ellie is popular!

Ellie, who is bad at making friends, is famous for not having friends, but friends and customers are separate concepts.

She could see the unusual sight of most of the nobles she encountered bringing up business talks.

Each time, Ellie's mood became proud and the corners of her mouth rose. It seemed like her offended feelings had been resolved.

Pastel, whose position was too awkward to make friends with just anyone, spaced out while watching the sun and heard the information that the princess had obtained.

"I'll summarize it since it's long."

"Okay!"

I'm a smart Pastel who understands everything even if you summarize it!

Ellie opened her mouth.

"Camelot is challenging the Imperial authority."

"Ehhh?!"

Too much of a summary...!



Camelot is a warlord family that manages the Southern Great Forest.

Recently, as the mining and use of Magic Stones increased and the magical energy increased, it was also the place that was directly hit by the rampaging monsters.

This time, the monsters migrated to the villages on a large scale and the Great Forest habitat expanded, so Melissa had to rush back to solve it.

"But why suddenly challenge the Imperial authority? Don't they not have the leeway to do that?"

"Even though there was damage, the subjugation itself is almost complete."

Well, it would have been within the predicted range. The head of the Camelot family I met during vacation didn't seem incompetent either.

"But Camelot is claiming that the Emperor orchestrated this habitat expansion, and the atmosphere has become strange."

Ehh?

"Originally, according to predictions, the habitat should have only expanded into villages in some areas, but the damage was great because it happened all over the Great Forest. The claim is that there was external intervention. That hidden forces stirred up the Great Forest."

Ehhh.

Is that so?

"What's the evidence?"

"There isn't any."

Poo.

I want to believe my best friend Melissa's family, but it feels like I'm unfairly hitting His Majesty.

For the sound of challenging the Imperial authority to come out, Camelot must be militarily intact to that extent, but it doesn't make sense that they're intact while claiming to have experienced an unexpected major crisis.

But Ellie seemed to have a different opinion.

"If Camelot hadn't carried out military reform in time this time, the damage would have been enormous. If soldiers with swords and spears had been wandering around as before, it would have been impossible to subjugate the monsters that had spread throughout the territory in time."

"What did they do?"

Ellie smiled proudly.

"They introduced our Demon Realm's firearms. Currently, the armament of Camelot's military is made in the Demon Realm."

Aha.

So they bought guns.

Melissa and Alsier kept having military discussions, and Ellie would occasionally peek in, and that result went to each territory.

"Aha aha."

Pastel nodded and then paused.

Huh.

Camelot is challenging the Imperial authority by reforming the military with Demon Realm-made guns?

And the Demon Realm's princess who was unfairly captured due to the sorrow of a defeated kingdom?

Pink eyes stared at Ellie.

Ellie looked back, wondering.

"Why?"

No, you shouldn't be feeling wronged.

Pastel turned away from the evil arms dealer.

Instead, as the unparalleled loyal subject who kidnapped the evil princess according to the orders of the great His Majesty the Emperor, she held her head up stiffly.

His Majesty the Emperor, I believed in you!

Proud!

246 - The One Who Benefits is the Culprit
Until the Emperor's call came, I focused on understanding the situation.

Originally, I had planned to meet Duchess Nastasha and enjoy the chaos of the central political scene along with PinkPink's innocence, but it seemed inappropriate to meet someone who was the leader of the Republican Faction in the current atmosphere.

If I had met her, His Majesty the Emperor might have doubted my unwavering loyalty!

Instead, as a thorough outsider, I busied myself with meeting nobles to grasp the situation.

However, the fact that Pastel had to wait for the Emperor's call meant that no matter whom I met, I was likely to be misunderstood politically.

So, while rolling around on the bed, spilling crumbs from snacks, I could only welcome Ellie, who returned and, despite being a hostage, was surprisingly free as a victim, if only to share some news.

"I’m back."

"Yay!"

"The nobles are emptier than I expected. At first, it seemed like they were genuinely welcoming, but now it feels like it was just a ceremonial greeting, and they’re not showing their true intentions."

Ellie sighed.

"Still, it seems correct to say that the Emperor bringing me here was a diplomatic faux pas. After meeting with the diplomats, they indirectly apologized. It feels like they’re forcing understanding, though."

"Yay!"

As Ellie took off her winter coat, she looked at me blankly.

"Why are you reacting like that?"

Pastel shook her head, her cheeks dusted with snack crumbs.

Ellie looked at me suspiciously. The way I was pretending to be innocent with crumbs on my face seemed a million times more suspicious to her.

Oh no.

Receiving such an intense gaze from the weapons dealer would mean the Emperor's loyal subject would be doomed!

"Thud."

Pastel flopped onto the bed, her pink hair cascading over it.

Ellie's gaze only intensified. She seemed anxious about what I had been doing in her absence but was too afraid to ask.

But honestly, I couldn’t tell her.

After docking the research vessel with Fairy Mass, I had a chat with the Fairy, and then the Demon found out, leading to a flurry of pink excuses.

Oh no, this is too suspicious!

If I said I talked about the future with the Fairy, who is called the wish-granting servant of the Evil God, I would probably be suspected too!

As the standoff dragged on, Ellie subtly averted her gaze.

"When is the Emperor calling for me? He can't just leave me like this."

"Um..."

Pastel rolled her pink eyes.

Well...

Would the busy Emperor really need to take the time to meet a hostage princess he brought along?

Even though they mentioned weapons, the fact that no soldiers welcomed me when I arrived was practically a certification that I was a hostage for a totem. They might be monitoring my escape outside the capital, but beyond that, they showed no interest.

Ugh.

Ellie must have realized the atmosphere of neglect too.

The nobles meeting me without hesitation was similar to how they would treat a captured heir from a defeated nation, feeling comfortable enough to engage with me.

Ellie seemed to wish that a friend would deny the reality of being perceived as a mere floating hostage, unable to struggle against anything.

As the snack atmosphere failed to work, Pastel fidgeted with the blanket and then forced a smile.

"It might take a while, right? If it’s urgent, it could be a few days, but usually, it takes weeks to meet with His Majesty the Emperor."

"Is that so?"

Ellie sighed.

Her gaze blankly fell to the floor before she turned away. Only then did she take off her winter coat and hand it to a maid.

The theatrical conversation came to an end.

An awkward silence flowed.

Pastel rolled the blanket into a ball and hugged it tightly. Her voice slipped out from the blanket.

"I'm sorry."

For bringing me here knowing everything.

Ellie, who had been nervously adjusting her collar with trembling hands, stopped. She turned to look at me and watched for a while.

Ellie's lips trembled as she hesitated, then she spoke calmly.

"By the way, that's my bed. You know it would be quite rude if we weren't friends, right?"

Pastel squirmed, meeting her gaze. As our eyes locked, she smiled playfully.

"Isn't it normal for friends to share?"

Ellie looked incredulous.

"How shameless. Why would friends share a bed? You've never even let me lie on yours."

"Oh, really?"

"You might not know because you haven't received proper heir training, but Kraft tends to hold grudges, so they let it slide. They take others' things but get angry when someone takes from them."

Oh no.

Suddenly, the wicked past of the family overshadowed innocent PinkPink!

"Ugh?"

Pastel trembled in indignation.

Then, after a moment of rolling her eyes, she smiled brightly.

"But they don’t forget their grudges!"

I might be a bit shameless!

Hehe.

Ellie exhaled sharply.

She turned to the maid and asked, "Did you bring it?"

"The thing?"

"The Order."

The maid brought something over. It was a stack of documents that, at a glance, looked like papers from the United Kingdom.

Ellie placed the folder on the bed. Pastel propped herself up on her elbows to look down at the documents.

"What’s this?"

Student council work?

"It’s the results of the Order suppression. After hearing that the Order's headquarters was in the Fortress of the Snowy Mountains owned by the Presley family, the field commander took matters into his own hands, and the results aren't bad."

Oh?

Could it be that Pastel, the Governor General, was like, "Ahh, run away! I'm a good Governor General not involved with the Order! Go catch that bad guy, Mr. Redmond, who came as the Archpriest's representative!"?

Ellie flipped through the documents and pointed to the contents with her finger.

"In the process, they captured a high-ranking official named Archpriest Fernando, and he mentioned your name."

Oh no.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza has been caught!

Pastel seemed to be on the verge of tears. Memories of sharing stories and promising futures around a campfire flooded back.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza...!

Did he end up in the pizza oven...?

"All the nonsense about you being an accomplice or a traitor is just that—nonsense. You don’t need to know that. I just wanted to give you the authority to decide since it has come to light that you were behind the assassination attempt along with the Hawks."

Her finger pointed to the punishment section.

"You can decide the charges as you see fit."

A black fountain pen was handed over.

Oh no.

Pastel's hand holding the pen trembled.

Am I really supposed to wield the power to decide someone's fate? The weight of it made it hard to breathe.

The princess looked down at me as if urging me to hurry. Pastel felt the princess's bed was hard and burdensome. She swallowed nervously.

"Ellie, there’s something I’ve always wanted to say to you. I’m just a timid friend who gets scared by heavy and difficult matters. I might be very different from what you expect. I’m just a friend who wants to be good."

The princess looked down at me blankly.

Her silent gaze pierced my heart.

Ahh.

Ugh.

I looked down at the documents. The fountain pen trembled.

Pastel squeezed her eyes shut.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza came to mind. He was giving a thumbs up and smiling warmly.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza!

What should I do?

I don’t want to betray my friend’s expectations!

Ellie would surely want to see the wicked and cruel side of Kraft, but I’m not that kind of person!

I’m just, just...

A young head of a family who is kept in a room and monitored!

In my imagination, Mr. Pepperoni Pizza moved his thumb. He poked his cheek, and suddenly, a person’s head turned into a pizza.

A voice echoed.

Mr. Pepperoni Pizza: It’s okay because I’m pizza! Pizza is meant to be baked in the oven!

Oh really?

Wow.

The girl opened her eyes.

"I don’t care about your assassination, but the evil deeds pursued for personal gain are excessive compared to your abilities."

The black fountain pen wrote letters.

Burning at the stake.

The documents were organized.

The princess's eyebrows twitched. Slowly, she received the documents and silently looked down at the punishment section.

Pastel rested her chin on her hands and looked up at her friend. The corners of her mouth formed a smile.

"Is it as you expected?"

The documents trembled.

"I... didn’t expect much."

"That’s a lie."

Pastel looked at Ellie and then flopped onto the bed. As she slowly rolled her body, marks appeared on her clothes.

"Ellie, you’re so bad at lying; it’s a big deal~."

What if the princess said, "What should I do?"

I’m just worried as a friend.

Ellie handed the documents to the maid.

"I’ll send it now, but it might take some time. I’ll let you know the results too."

"Really?"

Pastel tilted her head.

"Since it’s a past connection. I don’t want to dwell on the past."

"But it’s a tradition of the Demon Realm. I’ll let you know."

Heh.

"Do as you wish. I can only respect that as a friend."

Pastel rubbed her hands together. It was winter, and perhaps the heating wasn’t working properly, as her fingertips were trembling.

"But, Ellie, if gathering information is difficult for you, that’s a problem. I can’t just step in."

Ellie looked at me, flustered.

"Uh? About that, I think you might need to coincidentally step in."

"Why?"

"During the Bellamonte Civil War, the head of the family eventually fell, and Alsier is scheduled to visit the capital for official succession. If you happen to run into him, you might be able to talk."

Ugh.

"Alsier?"

Why now?

"The Emperor called for him."

Pastel’s expression became strange.

"Now?"

"Yeah, that’s what they said."

Pastel clenched and then relaxed her fists.

She smiled and looked at her friend.

"Then let’s go meet a friend!"

Ellie hesitated and then averted her gaze.

"…Let’s do that."

247 - I Always Like Friends
Alsier Bellamonte arrived in the capital after some time had passed. It was the kind of time that could transform a Sky Mackerel into a filleted mackerel from a frozen mackerel.

Huff, filleted mackerel.

Filleted filleted mackerel.

No worries about swallowing bones even if you eat it with a fork!

In other words, the snow had melted, and it was just on the verge of spring. Although it was still cold enough for winter clothes and shivering bodies to insist that it was winter, theoretically, it had become early spring.

During this time, it seemed that His Majesty the Emperor had been quite busy. The requests for meetings from Pastel and Ellie had been postponed repeatedly. Thanks to that, Pastel was able to search for Alsier with a dazed mind.

"While casually strolling through the palace, I happen to meet the next head of the Bellamonte family and have a conversation without any ulterior motives, oh my."

Huff.

Even I can see there’s some ulterior motive!

"If you say that, I feel guilty too."

Going to meet Alsier directly felt politically awkward. Ellie, who had been attempting to stroll through the palace disguised as coincidence for several days, looked uneasy.

"But it’s the truth."

Even though she said it was her earnest wish, looking at it coldly, it was something that shouldn’t be done.

After wandering for a while, Pastel seriously debated whether the flowers blooming in the garden were winter flowers or early spring flowers before finally spotting the silver-haired girl walking in the distance.

Even in the palace, she was confidently accompanied by guards armed with firearms. Her indifferent and cold expression conveyed an attitude that the remote Bellamonte was unconcerned with the current state of the Empire.

Oh dear.

It had been a while since they last met, so Pastel felt hesitant.

As a friend, she wanted to run over and shout, "Alsier, Alsier!" but as Governor General Pastel, she felt the need to consider whether it was appropriate to approach her.

"That gun is from the Demon Realm."

Ellie beamed with pride.

"Although it wasn’t directly shipped from our munitions factory, it was manufactured by bypassing subcontractors, so the quality is guaranteed."

Pastel turned back with trembling pink eyes.

The merchant of death suddenly boasting about sales made her conviction that she shouldn’t speak to the next head of Bellamonte double!

The merchant of death was subtly sending a hopeful glance toward the Sky Island Governor’s purchase, making her conviction quadruple!

But then Alsier spotted her and approached first. There was a confident and well-founded belief in her unhesitant steps.

The armed guards stopped right in front of her.

"Why are you here?"

Alsier tilted her head.

Pastel’s mind raced, trying to figure out how to respond.

Was the question of why she was there meant to set aside their past friendship and treat her as the head of the Bellamonte family?

She knew that the Sky Island Governor and the Demon Realm princess had been strolling through the palace for several days, and she would understand the intention behind it. But asking why she was waiting right after meeting didn’t seem to carry good connotations.

While the southern Camelot was staging an unsettling protest, the northern Bellamonte was visiting the capital with only armed guards, sending a nuance of bowing their heads.

It was correct to view it as being on the Emperor’s side or at least neutral. Given the significant damage from the succession civil war, it made sense to reorganize the territory.

Even though Melissa Camelot and Alsier Bellamonte had a special friendship, business was business.

It seemed best to disguise this as coincidence and retreat for now! It would be wise to assess the political position of the next head of Bellamonte and approach again!

It wouldn’t be good to confront a friend who had to wear a social mask as well!

It was like visiting a friend in work mode during office hours and playing around—just not polite!

Pastel raised one hand high.

"Wow, Alsier! So nice to see you! We happened to meet, but we have urgent matters, so we’ll be going first!"

As she turned around, her arm was caught. It was Ellie.

"What a coincidence."

Ellie was nonchalant.

"Let’s have a cup of green tea."

Wow.

The princess was so shameless!

That shameless attitude ensured she wouldn’t miss out on what she needed, but conversely, she lost a lot too. Immediately, the retainers following Alsier whispered among themselves, glancing at the shameless princess.

Pastel swallowed hard. She subtly glanced at the next head of Bellamonte.

Alsier blinked blankly like before. After a beat, the girl nodded.

"Yeah."

It was a blank response.

Huh?

Pastel suddenly began to doubt whether Alsier had any thoughts at all.

Did she really just come over because she saw a friend?

Was the question of why she was there just a random inquiry after running into a friend?

No way.

Was she not aware of her position as the head of the family?!



Mackerel chirp chirp.

Sparrows splash splash.

The palace garden was beautiful.

"I’m curious about the detailed circumstances."

It seemed the wicked merchant of death was planning to take advantage of her oblivious friend.

How wicked it was that even a greeting was omitted.

Neither Ellie nor Alsier seemed to care, but honestly, I thought they should offer some consolation to a friend who had come to the capital after resolving a family conflict.

Alsier blankly sipped her green tea.

"Camelot is staging a show of force against the Emperor."

Ahh.

She was kindly responding.

As the head of the same family, should she offer advice? It felt like watching a child left by the river, and it made her anxious to death.

It was just right for exploitation, but as a friend, it was too worrisome!

Pastel trembled as she gulped down orange juice. She dipped a cookie into magic stone powder and ate it. And feeling it wasn’t enough, she had another.

Because the cookie was delicious.

Yup yup!

A palace maid quietly approached. The cookies were freshly replenished.

Huff.

It felt like the cookie she was eating suddenly got stuck in her throat.

"Cough! Cough!"

This maid was clearly the eyes and ears of His Majesty the Emperor…!

"Huh? Are you okay?"

Alsier asked with no awareness of the situation.

That was the question I wanted to ask!

Pastel waved her hand instead of answering. Ellie handed her a handkerchief and continued the questioning.

"We’ve heard up to that point. They say the monster subjugation is over, but Camelot hasn’t disbanded its troops and is protesting."

"Yeah."

"Specifically, what happened? Even if the Emperor claims to have encouraged the expansion of the Great Forest’s habitat, there’s no evidence. There’s a lack of circumstantial evidence too. What does Camelot believe in to act like this?"

Ah, that’s true.

Camelot seems to be making some unreasonable claims.

Alsier thought blankly.

"Because there’s a temporary gap…?"

"A temporary gap?"

What was that all of a sudden?

"The Empire has been undergoing long-term disarmament. Meanwhile, both our side and Camelot have been continuously increasing military expenditures."

Alsier mumbled, her focus drifting. It seemed she was retracing the analysis of her retainers’ current situation rather than thinking about it now.

"Originally, both our side and Camelot were poor. If it turned into a long-term war, we would surely lose. But the situation has changed."

Her finger pointed at Pastel.

Pastel looked at her friend’s finger and then turned around. The beautiful scenery of the garden unfolded. When she looked back, the finger was still pointing at her.

What’s this?

"Modern administrative reforms based on document management, as Kraft said?"

Oh dear.

Pastel herself was frustrated as to why the results of her efforts to overhaul Sky Island’s administration were being mentioned now.

"They say Camelot was impressed and immediately reflected it in their territory. After trying it out, they found costs were reduced, and they secured previously missed tax revenues, gaining some leeway. It’s still ongoing, but tax revenues are continuously increasing."

Ugh.

Ugh ugh.

Melissa’s decisiveness is so great…!

"While discussing previously, we decided to try military innovation together, so Camelot and I agreed to share our current situations."

Alsier rubbed her cheek slightly, looking tired. The hand that had been rubbing her cheek still rested on her chin.

"But I’ve half-experienced a civil war, and Camelot was able to create a new military doctrine during this major subjugation."

Alsier’s gaze shifted. It was directed toward the maid quietly pouring tea. Their eyes met.

The head of the family calmly opened her mouth.

"If we go to war now, we can show the enemy a battlefield they don’t know."

The tea water trembled. The teacup was filled to the brim. The teapot was placed down with a sound.

Alsier rubbed her cheek and then yawned widely. She rubbed her eyes and blinked blankly.

"This level of qualitative gap is rare. The Empire is large and cumbersome, so reforms take time, but it’s best to hastily take advantage of the temporary advantage. Some radical elements are preparing for rebellion, but Camelot probably just wants to be treated according to their advantage."

Ellie twisted her hair.

"Since they’ve been restrained from entering central politics as a southern border, do they want a financial and honorary apology from the royal family? The Emperor’s alleged expansion of the Great Forest’s habitat is a show of force anyway, so the truth doesn’t matter, and it’s just a pretext."

"Yeah. The Emperor didn’t orchestrate this, but the Empire belongs to the Emperor, so they want to compensate for this major subjugation with a broad mind and acknowledge Camelot’s struggles during that time."

Ugh.

The scale is large and radical.

Is this a warlord?

Ellie’s expression became complicated. It was a relief that it wasn’t a major incident involving the Demon Realm, but her situation, which had been caught up in an internal imperial affair, seemed disheartening.

"But according to Camelot’s claims, they say they have evidence and circumstantial evidence."

Alsier added jokingly.

"The habitat expansion is the Order’s scheme, and the Emperor is supposedly the Archpriest."

"Whoa!"

Pastel, who had been sipping juice while being cautious, coughed.

Ellie handed her a new handkerchief.

"Use this. It’s true that it’s just a pretext."

"Yeah."

"From the Emperor’s perspective, it could be a significant threat, so perhaps they intentionally made absurd claims to keep everyone at a distance. Camelot probably doesn’t really want military conflict either."

"Yeah."

Alsier thought for a moment. Politically tense, she made a joke to soothe her friends who couldn’t even greet her properly.

"If the Emperor is the Archpriest, then my brother’s death due to the Order means that I half-experienced a civil war as a measure to control the warlords."

"Exactly. It doesn’t make sense."

With the tension eased, Ellie began to offer her condolences mixed with greetings.

But Pastel was frozen stiff.

Oh no!

Oh no!

His Majesty the Emperor is indeed the Archpriest!

Right now, Governor General Pastel’s delusions are expanding without restraint!

248 - You Can't Share All Secrets with a Friend
Uwaang!

Uwaaaang!

His Majesty the Emperor is indeed the Archpriest!

Indeed!

"It's hard to drink green tea in the territory."

"It should be possible, right? Even though the transportation period from the Demon Realm's green tea fields to the northern mountains of the Empire is long, with today's distribution technology, it shouldn't have deteriorated into black tea."

"The cost, you know."

"True."

Governor General Pastel was in a state of Uwa Uwa, while her friends were enjoying tea time!

The juice glass in her hand trembled. The orange juice sloshed around, greeting her with a cheerful hello.

Something, something.

It felt like watching a play just before a chandelier falls due to an accident.

The play's content was about a chandelier falling, so even though it was genuinely broken and shaking, the audience laughed and enjoyed it, while I was anxious because I knew it shouldn't happen.

Her lips felt parched.

If Bellamonte, who would be greatly affected by Camelot's show of force, thought this was just an extreme play, then other nobles must think the same, right?

So they were all standing back, watching the spectacle with a laugh? Even the Demon Realm princess, who was captured as a hostage out of boredom, was teased without being informed of the detailed circumstances after meeting her?

Hwaaa.

Somehow, somehow!

Even though she was a Demon Realm princess, there was no overt surveillance.

If there were strict monitoring considering the civil war and foreign invasions, everyone would realize this wasn't a fun play, so it felt like His Majesty the Emperor intentionally removed it.

The continuous postponement of Governor General Pastel's audience request was probably because it was deemed difficult to play a significant role in the civil war since she would meet the Governor of Sky Island anyway.

Right now, it's a theatrical situation, and since there is no invasion from the Demon Realm, the audience with the Governor, which would be important for defending against foreign invasions, is being postponed to maintain the theatrical atmosphere?

Even though foreign invasions are a problem, if they negotiate behind the scenes with Camelot and manage to stabilize things without a civil war, it could really end as a play?

Oh wait, hold on.

This situation depends on whether Governor General Pastel knows or doesn't know that the Archpriest is His Majesty the Emperor.

She heard the identity from Mr. Penguin, who came as the Archpriest's proxy, but at that time, Mr. Penguin only handed over a prepared letter from His Majesty the Emperor. It was an order to reveal His Majesty's identity and seek cooperation when Pastel visits the Order's stronghold.

From His Majesty's perspective, it was just an order that might be revealed depending on the situation. It's still unclear whether Pastel, who is visiting the capital, knows her true identity.

Mr. Penguin might have delivered the news earlier, but given that the Order's stronghold was being suppressed by the United Kingdom's army and the test subjects were being stolen, it's uncertain whether he could have conveyed that.

If His Majesty the Emperor received the news, then Pastel shouldn't be having a sunny tea time right now.

What kind of suspicion would arise if the only loyal subject who knows that the show of force isn't a play is giggling and drinking juice during tea time?

At least enough to raise doubts about loyalty!

Huh.

Huhh.

The orange juice trembled.

N-no, he won't know!

His Majesty the Emperor won't know!

In the first place, how could Mr. Penguin deliver the news in that chaotic situation!

He must be busy creating a new stronghold in the Demon Realm while being chased by the army, so it makes sense that he wouldn't know yet!

Of course, Mr. Penguin is a trusted aide who is favored by the princess and engages in external activities both domestically and internationally, but he is actually an infiltrated Imperial spy and is capable enough to operate the Order while acting as the Archpriest's proxy when bored, but there's no way he could have sent news in that chaos!

Huh.

Now that I think about it, he might have sent the news!

If it's Mr. Penguin, he would!

Penguin Kkong Kkong!

Pastel gulped down the trembling orange juice with her shaking hands. Some juice dribbled down her lips.

"What's wrong with Kraft?"

Alsier stared blankly.

"Maybe it's cold."

For some reason, Ellie, who had been unusually caring these past few days, wrapped a scarf around her after receiving it from her maid.

Pastel, who was already in a scarf, became doubly wrapped up.

It's kind, but it's a consideration that doesn't help against the cold reality.

What was Alsier joking about earlier? If His Majesty the Emperor is truly the Archpriest, wouldn't the conflict over the Bellamonte bloodline also be His Majesty's doing?

Hwaaa!

It doesn't sound like a joke!

It really seems like it was His Majesty the Emperor!

Somehow, somehow!

Even though the incident involved radical Demon factions in the Order, how could the heir of the Duke's family be assassinated so suddenly!

Feeling uneasy, she had subtly probed her father's knight when she visited the Order's stronghold, but since she knew the Order had suffered a significant loss from an accident, she let it go.

But if it was His Majesty the Emperor moving behind the scenes, the situation becomes clear.

If His Majesty's shadows disguised themselves as either radical Demons or Order members, creating chaos within the Order and then swiftly eliminating the Bellamonte heir, it would lead to an unfortunate death that no one desired.

Huh.

Simultaneously gaining enmity from both the southern and northern warlords!

Achieving a double front without doing anything!

His Majesty the Emperor has succeeded in this difficult feat!

But the funny thing is, from His Majesty's perspective, the assassination of the heir was a scheme that could have been easily executed.

Who would suspect that the Emperor, who had once brought down the Order alongside her mother, is now personally reviving it and becoming the Archpriest? Even now, Camelot is making a show of force, and everyone is taking it as a joke.

Moreover, considering the possibility that the Order might be suppressed and the circumstances revealed, the Order's meticulousness in wrapping it up as an accident means there shouldn't be any problems.

Of course, there were slightly risky aspects. Since Camelot had been manipulated by the Order, if Camelot managed to catch evidence and press charges, Bellamonte would suddenly be like, "Huh?"

But that was originally unlikely to happen. Since Camelot and Bellamonte are rivals, if Camelot seriously claims something funny, they would mock it rather than believe it.

After riding the wave of mockery, they would deal with the isolated Camelot and then stabilize the situation, leading to a neat resolution.

But, but.

While His Majesty was swiftly eliminating the Bellamonte heir in the Empire, someone wicked and disloyal was playing games on the faraway Sky Island!

Because of their bad relationship, Melissa and Alsier, who should have been mocking each other, ended up holding hands and playing together, advancing their relationship to the point of sharing military doctrines between rival families!

What kind of naughty PinkPink would do such a thing!

Huh.

That was me~.

Since the rival families have become friendly, it could have been possible to halt the grand scheme and manage the risks, but from His Majesty's perspective, there was no need to stop.

At that time, Bellamonte was in a state of ruin, engulfed in a civil war due to the heir competition. No matter how much Bellamonte heard unsettling news from Camelot, the civil war would prolong, leading to an irrecoverable state. There was no need to be afraid.

What about Camelot? If the habitat of the grand scheme is devastated,

His Majesty the Emperor: Phew! Since I've trampled on the two warlords who are candidates for the betrayer of the prophecy, I might be able to relax a little!

Huh.

His Majesty the Emperor: Huh? Why are they fine? Why isn't the Bellamonte civil war prolonging and already ending swiftly? Why have the competitors for the heir suddenly finished their military innovations? This shouldn't be happening!

Huhh.

His Majesty the Emperor: Huh? What's wrong with Camelot? Why are the monsters hiding all over the territory, taking years to suppress them? Why are they easily hunting with their military innovations? But I did consider the possibility that your military innovations would yield results. You guys are lacking in military supplies anyway. Even if you're aggrieved, bow down. Huh? How did they find the leisure to show force after suppressing the grand scheme? The traditional military supply limits of Camelot's territory are clear, so where's the money coming from?

Ah, is it unknown?

That is a modern army, and this is a modern bureaucracy. Troops can be easily mobilized, and lost tax revenues can be recovered.

His Majesty the Emperor is innocent.

What more can be done here?

Is it to deceive the military intelligence organization of the southern commander of Camelot, who guards the Empire's front line, right in front of his territory without being caught?

Just deceiving them into thinking it was the Order's doing instead of the Emperor's is already a tremendous achievement! Right now, the real Order is being suppressed by the Demon Realm's army and dying in real-time, yet making them believe otherwise was an incredible information operation.

Camelot claims that the Emperor is actually the Archpriest, but the fact that they can't present evidence shows that evidence destruction was also certain.

The claim itself has come out, but since Camelot's military organization must have conducted situational analysis, deducing who benefits from it would inevitably lead to rough estimates.

Instead, they made it so that they would have to make a claim that is ripe for mockery without evidence, isolating them among the nobles, which is a very favorable situation for His Majesty the Emperor. An isolated Camelot would find it difficult to borrow military supplies from other nobles, and thus, due to traditional military supply limits, they would have no choice but to submit.

Until the emotionally explosive Camelot manages to maintain a show of force after the grand scheme.

His Majesty the Emperor did his best.

He abandoned the memories of the past when he had brought down the Order alongside his unrequited love and prepared a grand strategy to prevent the prophecy of the Empire's downfall by reviving the Order with his own hands, leaving the risks of the scheme to the Order. What more should he do?

He was just a pink-haired Demon King of unknown identity, scribbling down unnoticed achievements and feeling proud, while exemplary Melissa just happened to see and followed along. Alsier was blankly following her friend.

Great His Majesty the Emperor!

Pastel felt tears welling up at the effort and sorrow.

Huh.

Don't worry!

I am by His Majesty the Emperor's side!

This loyal subject, Pastel……!

249 - To Repay the Great Majesty's Hard Work
"It was expensive, but the quality was good."

"Of course. There seems to be a rumor in the Imperial political circles that we sell used goods, but that's just a prejudiced rumor. I personally inspected the quality of the firearms before they were shipped."

"Yeah. The quality was good, even though it was expensive."

"Thanks for the compliment. It would be a great help if Duke Bellamonte could guarantee the quality. How about this? Many Imperial nobles don't trust products from the Demon Realm, so it would be good for both of us if Duke Bellamonte acted as a sales agent in the Empire."

"Ah? Like that? I was thinking of paying half of the delayed payment with iron ore."

"In combination with that."

Alsier and Ellie chatted like close friends.

Actually, it didn't quite feel like a friendly chat. From the start, they had only been friends of friends, and had never really become proper friends, so it was understandable.

But Pastel, who was trembling, had no time to worry about managing friendships.

The Empire was on the verge of falling into chaos due to the evil and heinous warlord Camelot. A dark and stifling storm was engulfing the continent, but no one was alarmed.

All of this was because of Camelot, who was making the absurd claim that the Emperor was an Archpriest, and downplaying the seriousness of the situation.

Huff

It's true that His Majesty the Emperor is an Archpriest, and it's true that His Majesty the Emperor plotted something and is now playing dumb after being caught, but still, the warlord Camelot is bad!

The one with the gun is always the bad guy!

The modern Camelot army has guns, but the outdated Imperial army has spears and swords, so the former is bad!

As the only loyal subject of His Majesty the great Emperor, Pastel trembled at the Emperor's wavering safety and the dark future of the Empire.

"Kraft? Are you sick?"

"I brought him here a bit forcefully, so he's probably nervous. But it seems more extreme than I thought...?"

Whispers were heard. They sounded worried, but they also seemed a bit confused as to whether something was wrong since Kraft was acting like this.

"Hah!"

Pastel slapped both cheeks. A popular person shouldn't make their friends worry.

He raised both arms high.

"Yay! Yay! Oing-yay!"

Silence followed his loud shout.

Ellie and Alsier exchanged glances. After a silent conversation, they turned suspicious eyes towards Pastel.

"Is there really something-"

"Huff! What's that!"

Pastel pointed at random. But he pointed so randomly that it was just a tree. A luxurious and beautiful old tree, but just a tree.

The gazes that had been on the tree returned. Their eyes were now a million times more suspicious.

Pastel maintained his finger with a confident and brazen expression. Instead, he widened his pink eyes.

"Oing! In the subtle cracks between the tree's patterns, an ant friend, smaller than dust and invisible to the naked eye, is waving at me!"

Huff

Unbelievable! Unbelievable!

If an ant friend greets you, you have to return the greeting!

"Friends! I must leave to converse with my ant friend! Come to think of it, I had a prior engagement with them!"

Pastel scurried away.

The back of his head tingled under the bewildered gazes.

After running for a while, he arrived at a secluded part of the Imperial Palace. Panting, he leaned against a wall. He wiped his forehead for no reason.

"Phew! If it weren't for the ant friend, loyal Pastel might not have been here. Thank you, ant friend!"

He waved at a passing ant friend.

His scarf rustled. Fairy peeked out. He looked around and spotted the ant friend on the ground.

—Wow. Is that the ant you were talking about, the one smaller than dust and invisible to the naked eye?

Pastel remained silent for a moment, just maintaining his wave.

Then he exclaimed cheerfully.

"Yes! That's right!"

Fairy's eyes widened.

—Really?! I've never seen an ant like this before!

Fairy was amazed, then tilted his head.

—But unlike what you said, it's big enough to see? Why is that?

Huff

Huuuff

I don't know what to say.

I really don't know!

So Pastel stopped waving and instead rummaged through his pocket. A Magic Stone cookie was pulled out.

He held up the cookie. Demon's snack was warm in the early spring sunlight.

"Cookie!"

It's dusty, but it's delicious!

Nom

A gritty texture followed, as if it really was dusty. He subtly took it out of his mouth and tapped it.

Nom again.

"Woah, delicious!"

As the ant friend left, Fairy's curiosity also disappeared. But perhaps because he was bored of being buried in his scarf, Fairy's gaze wandered around.

—Huh? What's that?

In the distance, a person passed through the shadows covered by trees. It was a person wearing a white robe and hiding their face with the hood's shadow.

Not suspicious at all.

Not a black robe, but a white robe.

Really, truly, not even 1% suspicious.

The completely, utterly innocent white robe is a million times different from the completely, utterly suspicious black robe.

But Detective Pastel felt something was off. It was the intuition that only a detective who had solved countless cases could feel.

What could it be?

The white robe has absolutely no connection to the Order's black robe, but the super-ultra detective's intuition seemed to say that there was a connection!

Honestly, if you're hiding your face with a hood, you're suspicious! And if you're wandering around in a secluded place, you're twice as suspicious!

From the start, His Majesty the Emperor is an Archpriest!

Huff, that's right.

I'm so smart.

Fairy, also smart, narrowed his eyes.

—Isn't that your dad?

Huh?

Pastel's thoughts stopped.

His senses focused on the white robe.

The build, the center of gravity, the hand that was briefly visible. He recalled the hand that had snatched the locket with his mother's picture from the Demon Realm headquarters.

Oh, it is.

Ehhh.

—Why is he here? Since the United Kingdom is mobilizing its army, did he give up on the Demon Realm and decide to move to the Empire?

"I guess so."

He secretly followed. It was a tricky task. He was PinkPink, after all. But thanks to his good eyesight and hearing, he was able to follow without suspicion, maintaining a considerable distance.

After a long journey, they arrived at a civilian dock. The Imperial capital, with its developed market, also had a thriving private Airship docking business, and this was a place where such docks were concentrated.

Pastel climbed up a tall building and secretly looked down at the ground.

His dad joined up with his white-robed subordinates. The dock they moved to afterwards was a familiar place to Pastel. It was where the experimental Airship carrying Fairy Lump was docked.

Huh.

His dad was watching the experimental Airship, disguised as an ordinary Airship. He kept a distance that wouldn't arouse suspicion, and his gaze was clean, but his intention was clear.

Huhhh.

He had bribed Order researchers to manage Fairy Lump. It seemed there was a traitor among them.

—What?! That's mine! That's why greedy humans should disappear! They should all disappear!

Fairy was very excited and waved his arms.

Pastel looked at the ground. Sky Island Knights Order members disguised as homeless people were watching his dad's group.

Poo poo.

Of course, betrayal was within the expected range.

In fact, he had even encouraged it.

Fairy couldn't defeat Fairy Lump alone, so he couldn't make a wish. All he could rely on were the Order researchers he had captured.

But whether they were hiding something or didn't know, nothing had come out yet. He couldn't keep trusting them, so he needed bait.

He thought he would reach His Majesty the Emperor's shadow, but he reached his dad who moved to the Empire.

He felt myong-myong.

He was focused on his work life, but suddenly a family feud came crashing in.

Myong-myong, myong-myong.

Fairy shook his small fists.

—Let's punish them! Punish! Punish them!

Pastel rolled his pink eyes.

The situation might actually be good?

His Majesty the Emperor is scary, but his dad is easy to deal with, that's a fact. Putting aside personal awkwardness and calculating coldly, that's how it is.

Surprisingly, his dad is very lenient towards Pastel himself.

It's been like that since their first meeting during the academy terror incident.

He didn't know it was his dad back then, so he was trembling, but his dad's bodyguard brought a victim student to him during a live terror attack and let him look around freely, without any interference, threats, murder, or extermination.

How did he know how the victim student would interfere? Or how they would testify later?

That was treatment that could only be given because the student was his daughter.

What about after that?

He mobilized the Knights Order to wipe out the Order that had invaded the Sky Island sanctuary. What was his dad like when he encountered the mastermind?

He ignored him without any reaction or hostility. When attempts to talk continued, he eventually talked. In a context far removed from the live extermination site.

Unnatural indifference.

He was being given special treatment.

He had a strong feeling that if he ran up to him right now and brazenly said that he had protected the test subject for the Order, he would get away with it without any questioning.

In a really strange way.

In fact, Pastel wasn't sure if this was really an objective calculation.

Maybe he just wanted to believe it. The hope that his dad had his own reasons and he just didn't know them.

A hope that shouldn't be realized.

But whether it was hope or whatever, what did it matter?

Thanks to that, he had the mental capacity to make such calculations.

Should he deliberately hand over Fairy Lump?

Then, when his dad finishes preparing...

He'll snatch it all away.

Nom nom.

It would be fun.

250 - When the Storm Approaches
"Uwaang!"

"Calm down, you can get it back."

As the Demon flustered, Pastel cried even harder.

"Our Fairy Lump...!"

The carefully hidden experimental airship was stolen in its entirety.

It was an incident that occurred without any battle. On that very day, all the security forces were unable to come to work due to unexpected events, allowing a bold thief to cross the line.

A friend's wedding, flu symptoms, taking care of sick parents, a grandmother's second death, forgetting to go to work because of a cat encountered on the way, nice weather—should I list the reasons? A tragic series of events happened very coincidentally, creating a gap in security.

At that moment, the quick-witted thief made off with the airship.

Huh.

"Uwaang! The experimental airship that was docked properly has been stolen!"

Moreover, the only witness (an unidentified person with pink hair) happened to see the theft, but after eating ice cream, brushing their teeth, and taking a nap, they stretched and reported it late, so the large experimental airship flew away openly, and no one knew where it went. They were unable to pursue it.

Huh.

Eating ice cream and brushing teeth is indeed more important than reporting a theft.

Because ice cream is delicious, if you don’t brush your teeth, the Demon will scold you, and when the sun greets you, you should be napping.

The witness cannot reveal their identity to protect themselves, but there was an unavoidable reason for the late report!

"Uwaang!"

An unavoidable tragedy has occurred...!

"It will be alright. Since you selected the troops, we will quickly find the route that large airship took."

"How did you hear what I said, Demon! No! This is bad for you too! Uwaang!"

Pastel, who accidentally ate something spicy, cried loudly.

"No."

The Demon was flustered, unsure of what to do with both hands.

"Stay calm. Although it was a time when few people were around, the witness will surely connect the dots. If we know the direction, deducing the route will be easy."

"Uwaang!"

It was a situation where I should be comforting them, but seeing the Demon presenting solutions first made me feel sorry for myself for liking such a person!

In fact, I’m somewhat like that too, but still, I feel sorry for myself!

"I don’t need your unhelpful advice, Demon! It’s not helpful! Not helpful! Look here! The Fairy agrees with me!"

I pointed my finger at the mansion's flower vase. The Fairy, who was hanging like laundry on the vase, cried sorrowfully.

"My meat chunk...! It’s mine! It’s mine! If my meat chunk had surrendered willingly, it would have been mine already!"

The Fairy was genuinely crying.

They could have gained enough power to grant the Empire's highest authority and the wish for immortality, but they failed due to lack of combat ability, so it seems they feel wronged.

Pastel was slightly taken aback by the sincerity.

Since I had already planted a spy, I wondered why the Fairy was so sincere.

My dad had coaxed the Order's researcher back to betray them, and they figured out the location of the experimental airship through betrayal upon betrayal. So, Pastel was now preparing for betrayal upon betrayal upon betrayal. While I thought only the Order's researcher would be on the stolen airship, I had also put my friend-researchers on board.

It wasn't difficult.

The Order is fundamentally a business relationship. They commit evil deeds because they have wishes they want to fulfill by trading with the Evil God.

However, since there are people involved, even if they want to trade with the Evil God, they can't just jump to the front of the line. At the moment, they are in the preparation stage for trading, so no one can make wishes, which hasn’t caused a major problem yet, but now that the experimental subject is almost complete, the feeling is different.

So, Pastel thought, "I can grant that wish too! Both sides have wishes as their goal, but I have a much smaller number!" and coaxed them. Researchers who wanted wishes rather than the Order easily fell for it.

This is why organizations shouldn’t be run solely on calculations. The time spent loving the organization itself is insufficient, making betrayal easy.

Of course, to coax the Order's researchers, I had secretly induced civilian marriages, and there were a few successes, so those spouses are settling on the Sky Island, but that’s not the important fact. The pink-haired person just congratulated the marriages and gifted a mansion each on the Sky Island.

"Hoo."

The Demon pinched the bridge of their nose.

Pastel crying was fine, but it seemed hard to endure with the so-called servant of the Evil God crying out.

Noticing a bit, Pastel stopped crying.

"Anyway, anyway. The Fairy Lump has been kidnapped. It’s hard to get them back."

"It seems that way."

The Demon looked down gently.

"It might actually be a good thing. Look at that self-proclaimed fairy. Struggling with a greedy appearance reveals their true nature."

"What?! I’m a good Fairy! They acknowledged it too!"

The response that came was ignored.

"Don’t be greedy for the futile and focus on reality, and you will have better days. That is separate from the fact that the experimental subject has fallen into the hands of some evil being."

Pastel puffed one cheek.

"Demon."

"Speak."

"I know that too. I’m smarter than you, Demon. A million times smarter!"

"I'm glad you know."

The Demon nodded.

Their overly calm reaction made me feel rebellious.

"Excuse me, Demon. Do you think I’m telling you about incidents and accidents to hear any advice?"

I pointed at the Demon.

"I used to be so moved by everything you said because I had no one to trust, but not anymore. I have high self-esteem now. I’m Governor General Pastel! The Governor General doesn’t get gaslighted!"

"Hmm, I see."

Although many counterarguments sprang to mind, the Demon seemed to agree.

Pastel felt a surge of anger.

No, no!

I just came back from dealing with my dad, and I’m in a fragile mental state, wanting some comfort from someone I like, and why don’t you understand that?

Of course, the Demon doesn’t know that my dad is in the Empire.

But still.

If the experimental subject was stolen, it’s only natural to deduce that it’s a thief related to the Order, and if it’s related to the Order, it’s reasonable to think that they reminded me of my bad dad.

Since I just said I wanted advice, it’s obvious that I want comfort, and since I said I’m not moved by words anymore, I’m asking for actions to move me.

To conclude...

I just want a hug, and this person can’t even give me that!

The oblivious Demon is just a Demon! A Demon, a Demon!

I could fully understand why my mom kicked the Demon out. They have no sense!

Is love really unnecessary?

The Demon observed my expression and, after some thought, said softly.

"As you said, you are the Governor General. That means you don’t have to rely on me anymore. In fact, it might not be good in some cases. Take some time to think about it."

Absurd.

Ridiculous.

The Demon wasn’t making completely nonsensical statements. It’s not good for the Governor General to rely on the Archdemon. It’s true that keeping distance, as the Demon said, is a normal judgment.

But hearing it as the person involved, I don’t know what the Demon wants me to do while they keep stepping back and observing.

They don’t grant demonic contracts, don’t corrupt me, and don’t actively help me either, and now they want me to think about the quasi-family relationship.

No, no.

I’ve been dissatisfied from the beginning to the end.

Given the history with the Kraft family, I could understand keeping distance while providing protection and education. It’s impressive that they’ve cared for me this long, considering I’m a child who lost my parents after all that.

On the other hand, I could understand raising the daughter of my unrequited love who married another man and had a child.

I could fully understand giving advice without acting to help. Since the Demon can’t stray too far from the Demon Sword seal, if they take action and a problem arises, I would have to clean up after it myself.

But what I don’t understand is why they still have this attitude.

The betrayal by my mom resulted in my dad being the betrayer. Even though there was a history with the Kraft family before that, there’s enough reason for hatred and resentment to evaporate. It’s time to stop keeping distance just because of the Krafts.

And.

Can’t they stop thinking about that damn mom? I feel sorry for her, but can’t they just stop thinking about her?

After all the time we’ve spent together, why are they still thinking of Blossom instead of me?

No matter how I look at it, it’s not a good look for the daughter of my unrequited love to be dependent, so it’s an intention to keep distance.

While they say I’m capable of standing on my own now, referring to me as the Governor General, considering how the Demon usually treats me like a child, it’s not persuasive at all.

Rather, the title of Governor General is a plausible excuse, and the underlying reason is my identity as Blossom’s daughter.

After all the humiliation I’ve faced, now they’re pushing me away just because they remembered their mom?

The fact that the Archdemon is taking care of the daughter of my unrequited love must have spread all over town, so why are they acting like this now?

If someone saw this, they would think the situation had deteriorated to the point of evolving into an extreme relationship. At that point, it would be understandable to transcend humiliation.

Pupu!

It’s truly a situation that transcends humiliation, so good for you!

Congratulations, Demon!

Good for you, good for you!

After all, the Demon doesn’t even know about my unrequited love!

They don’t know there’s a storm right in front of us!

That’s right, that’s right!

Why are they acting like this without knowing anything...?

Oh?

My thoughts stopped.

251 - Could it be?
Pastel was in a difficult situation.

"You look serious again today. Is something really going on?"

Alsier asked, as if interrogating her.

"No, no."

She shook her head.

"I'm totally fine!"

She had run away under the pretext of greeting an ant friend, but her friends' suspicions hadn't faded.

Alsier and Ellie seemed to have come to the tentative conclusion after some hushed discussion that the Camelot riot wouldn't end as a simple happening.

However, the only basis for this was Pastel Lovecraft's suspicious reaction. The two had been waiting for the right moment to grill her, and finally, that day had come.

In fact, Ellie would normally just be curious and watch cautiously before giving up, and Alsier would be aloof and spaced out. But Pastel herself had been looking serious and troubled for the past few days, so a three-way meeting had inevitably been arranged.

Boo-boo.

His Majesty the Emperor is actually the Archpriest, so Camelot is at 100% sincerity right now, which is a secret hard to tell even to friends.

Ellie seemed to be reading her mood.

"You don't have to tell me if you don't want to. But I want you to know that this meeting was arranged out of concern as a friend."

Huh?

"Really?"

I've never seen Ellie talk so kindly!

Touching!

So touching!

Alsier, who didn't quite grasp how new this sight was, even looked at Ellie with a puzzled expression.

No matter how you looked at it, Alsier wasn't interrogating her out of concern. But Pastel was so moved that she could overlook Alsier's insincere attitude.

My popular life isn't wrong after all!

I've been thinking these past few days that there's no one to trust around me, but I have so many good friends!

With such a close and deep relationship, maybe I can tell them the secret without hiding it!

Pastel's face turned red.

"Actually, the truth is..."

As she wiggled her fingers, Ellie swallowed hard. She could see her clasping her hands together under the table.

It's understandable.

This is a major event that will go down in history.

As a friend, she can't help but be nervous.

Pastel also became nervous and closed her eyes tightly.

She took a deep breath and shouted with all her might.

"I think my crush found out!"

The shout echoed on the mansion's terrace.

Since he probably found out anyway, let the Demon hear it all!

Nyah nyah!

Ellie's expression went blank.

The super-top-secret level 0 information that the Demon might have noticed my crush was revealed, which was even higher than the top-secret level 1 information that His Majesty the Emperor is actually the Archpriest. Her expression seemed to say that she didn't know I would reveal such a huge secret.

A beat later, the reaction came.

"...Are you talking about the Archdemon?"

"Yep, yep!"

Pastel smiled sheepishly.

Then, something came to mind, and she looked directly at Ellie.

"But Ellie, weren't you going to stop calling the Demon 'Archdemon'?"

"Ah."

Ellie nodded, looking dazed.

She must have forgotten.

"What are you guys talking about?"

Alsier tilted her head.

Oh?

Come to think of it, Alsier was busy with the succession battle in the North, so she didn't hear about my crush!

Huk.

It feels like I'm spreading an embarrassing story all over town!

Ellie quickly summarized the situation.

After hearing everything, Alsier looked at her with a puzzled expression. It was a look that said, 'Kraft, you're in love?'

Huk.

What's with that look!

Who is more suited for love than PinkPink!

Of course, everyone's darling being in love might create unnecessary trouble, but I think we should overcome that for the sake of love!

Alsier's silver eyes glazed over slightly. Her lips muttered.

"Isn't this a crime?"

Huk.

Such a direct assessment.

"The only guardian shouldn't do that, right?"

Alsier seriously weighed the situation.

"Yeah, shouldn't."

Ugh.

What should I say?

When I told Melissa and Ellie, I heard softened evaluations like it's easy to get rejected given the Demon's position, but hearing Alsier's direct evaluation feels like a blow to the heart.

It feels even more impactful because the timing is bad.

"So, has your relationship progressed since he found out? Is that why you've been so serious lately?"

Buh-buh.

Pastel avoided her gaze.

"It's not like our relationship has progressed or anything."

After reviewing her memories several times, she came to the conclusion that the Demon was pretending not to know.

What this means is that the news of her crush wasn't a big enough deal to shock the Demon. If he felt any attraction, there would have been a moment of confusion, but there was none of that.

"Ugh."

Pastel slumped onto the table.

"I think Melissa was right. The Demon doesn't love me enough to risk dishonor."

The wall of reality is too high.

"I see."

Alsier, who had reacted casually, became indifferent. Her eyes, filled with prejudice like 'There's no way Kraft is really in love,' turned to her own reasoning and worries.

Hic.

What did I do in the past to deserve such prejudice...!

"Um, it'll be okay."

Ellie cleared her throat.

"It's not like the Archdemon can leave, so there are many opportunities. If necessary, using the Kraft method doesn't seem entirely impossible."

Wow, wow.

Ellie is so kind these days.

I thought she was being careful even with friends because she's a hostage princess, but there's a lot of sincerity in it. Did something change in her heart? I don't know.

"Kraft method?"

Is there even a super-ultra confession method? With Kraft attached, it sounds dangerous.

Ellie flinched. She hesitated, even after saying it herself, and her gaze shifted slightly. Her lips moved and mumbled. She looked apologetic to the respected Archdemon and then spoke.

"You can always gain love later. The Archdemon is in a sealed state, so he can never leave your side, so he can't refuse even if you fill out the marriage papers."

Ugh.

Ugh-et.

Shock.

More shocking than when Fairy said, "Love is just a Love Charm~!"

This is a million times more realistic than "Love Potion is bad~!", so it's even more shocking.

Alsier blinked slowly.

"Isn't that the Demon Realm way?"

Ellie became serious.

"No, it's not."

Alsier stared intently.

"I'm telling you, it's not. I'm saying this considering Kraft's tradition. Traditionally, marriage was a transaction, not love. Love comes after."

Ugh-et-et.

"It's not appropriate for the Archdemon to demand the release of the seal without any compensation. That's an excessive demand that doesn't suit his low position. That's separate from morality. But if you demand it through a traditional transactional relationship, you can make a reasonable deal."

Ugh-et-et.

Pastel's heart became complicated and subtle.

She should just say in one breath, "What's better about that than Love Charm~!"

But a completely different word popped out.

"Won't the Demon hate me if I do that?"

That's complete blackmail.

"He might to some extent. But the Archdemon doesn't have a heart strong enough to be harsh to someone he's been taking care of. That much will disappear if you just spend time together. Besides, if you give the reason that you're marrying to use the Archdemon's authority or power, not for love, the story changes a lot."

Ellie added with conviction.

"The Archdemon will never bring up the awkward topic of love himself. During that hesitation, you can secure the relationship and start."

Ugh?

That's true.

The Demon, who is about 500 years old, tended to avoid big conflicts and get tired of them.

Just looking at how he noticed her crush but didn't solve it right away shows that.

Even though he could have refused with his authority and duty as a guardian, he didn't express his opinion directly and cut it off, whether he fought fiercely or not. It was as if he was waiting for puberty to end and for it to be resolved on its own.

A tired life makes you choose to let time pass rather than solve problems. Even if that time makes the problem bigger.

How can the Demon resist when Kraft forces a deal for Kraft-like reasons?

If she gives love as a reason, he can brush it off with the authority of a guardian, but if she presents cold gains and losses, the Demon, who is betrayed by the pink-haired girl every day, can't hold out.

Oh-ing, oh-ing.

Something is very realistic.

Love Charm~! was awkward because it was fake love, but wasn't this love guaranteed by human history?

Get married first, then get love!

In fact, it's a method that has a million times deeper history than free love.

Pastel was confident that she could make the Demon go into a daze if she secured the relationship and started.

Daze~.

Thinking like this disqualifies me as a popular person, but...

I'm pretty and cute, so!

Wow.

Pink imaginations bloomed.

Meanwhile, the two friends whispered.

"But, isn't this almost an equal transaction? As far as I know, the release of the seal?"

"Someone has to sacrifice anyway."

"Demon Realm style, yeah."

"No, it's not. The Kraft family designed it to be used like this from the beginning. This way, you can use the weak-hearted Archdemon multiple times. It's an arrangement for dealing with the imperial family. And the Kraft family's succession process is a blood feud. Only one person remains anyway."

"Ah, I see. So, self-proclaimed love. Even this is a plan."

Hehe.

Pastel's cheeks turned red. They were warm to the touch. Her body twisted.

The more I imagine this, the more effective it is!

I've imagined it a million times now, and the number of times the Demon hasn't gone into a daze is zero!

The super-super PinkPink power is something that a Demon who always wears drab suits can't withstand!

"Adopt! I will adopt it!"

Yay.

252 - Selection Completed
"So what?"

Pastel spread her arms wide.

"Look at this chaotic situation! In a world so urgent and dangerous, where anyone could betray you at any moment, the only thing you can trust is a marriage alliance based on blood!"

"Oh, really."

She pointed at herself.

"Actually, I was hiding my true nature! I was Bora Bora all along! Demon was completely fooled, but I never trusted Demon! Our relationship was nothing but lies!"

She jabbed a finger at the bewildered Demon.

"But considering the value! The looks! And all the other benefits! As the head of the Kraft family, I need to strengthen my business relationship with Demon!"

She raised both arms high.

"Through marriage!"

Gasp, so persuasive.

"Blood ties! Regional ties! Academic ties! Only blood ties can save the world!"

Ellie, who was hiding behind a tree in the distance, squeezed her eyes shut.

I did too well.

I think I'm pretty Bora Bora Kraft-like!

Demon rubbed his forehead.

"Say it again. I can't understand the context at all."

"Huh, again?"

Do I have to do it again?

Pastel, rolling her pink eyes, spread her arms wide again.

"Look at this chaotic situation—!"

Demon stopped her with a gesture of his hand.

"In summary."

Pout.

She pouted her lips and then energetically raised her hands in a cheer.

"Marriage!"

Yay.

"Haa."

Demon sighed deeply.

"What were you thinking to come to that conclusion?"

Oh dear.

Does Demon not understand the deep and far-reaching plans of this Governor General Pastel at all?

She put on a serious expression.

"It's exactly as I said. Think about it. The current situation is chaotic. The southern warlord Camelot is staging a military demonstration, and the Order of the Evil God, who has recovered Fairy Lump, is trying to fulfill their wicked wishes."

Ellie felt guilty and told me, but even judging objectively, we really need a marriage alliance right now.

It should be with a noble family, not a Demon in a suit with no house, no money, and no job, but if I compromise with reality a few times, marrying an Archdemon is not a loss at all.

A judgment thoroughly considered as the head of the Kraft family!

It's a very common story for a ruthless head of the family to force their child into a marriage alliance to gain profit!

I'm such a ruthless head of the family right now!

"I don't even know where to start refuting."

Demon pondered and then reached out his hand. Her pink hair was messed up.

"Uwaaack!"

I spent an hour setting it!

"Seriously! I told you not to do that! I'm getting angry!"

Pastel shook off his hand and stepped back. She glared at him irritably while fixing her hair, and Demon said calmly.

"More importantly, Emperor says he can see you now. He kept asking me to urge you while you were wandering around, and he finally made time."

"Huh?"

His Majesty the Emperor?

Oh my.

Could it be that Camelot's ridiculous claim that His Majesty the Emperor is the Archpriest is actually true, and the situation is dangerous, but Governor General Pastel, who is supposed to be a loyal subject, is spending time with Princess Ellie and Alsier Bellamonte, so he's calling me in to say something?

Gasp.

It really seems like that!

A loyal subject who just plays around will have his title taken away and be thrown into prison...!

Clang of handcuffs, iron bars, gallows, bang bang, guillotine, kerplunk.

Heeok.

Kerplunk, kerplunk...!

Pastel trembled.

No, no!

Good idea! Good idea!

Judging from Demon's expression, the situation isn't that bad. He just looks displeased that his friend the Emperor is acting his age. If it were serious, he would be angry. Even though Demon is a professional victim who can't even see through his friend's heart and only gets betrayed!

"It's such a waste of time to call someone who isn't even busy and make them waste their time. Now that I see it, that guy isn't fully grown up either."

Anyway, finally an audience with His Majesty the Emperor!

Governor General Pastel, who was forced to play around, finally has work to do~!

Oh my.

Is having work a good thing...?

Heeok.

Isn't this also a bad thing?!



"Sit comfortably."

The coffee pot was tilted. Black liquid swirled and filled the cup. The scent of coffee filled His Majesty the Emperor's office.

Pastel sat stiffly on the sofa. It was an honor to have His Majesty the Emperor personally pour her coffee, but she wasn't comfortable at all.

The pot was set down. When their eyes met, the blond Emperor gave a apologetic smile.

"First, let me apologize. As Demon said, it wasn't good of me to call a subject and not meet them."

Heeok.

His Majesty the Emperor's apology.

"No, it's not! Thanks to His Majesty the Emperor's wise orders, I was able to finish defending Sky Island a long time ago, so I had time to spare, but it's difficult for His Majesty the Emperor, who oversees this vast empire!"

"Is that so?"

The Emperor smiled gently.

"Yes!"

"Thank you for understanding."

I could understand the inevitable reasons of the highest authority a million times over.

The Emperor tapped his chin.

"What I originally wanted to call you about is, as Marquis Pastel knows well, Princess Elicia exporting firearms."

Ugh.

Ellie.

I understand a hundred times over the desire to enjoy the depravity of becoming an evil arms dealer, but this was too noticeable.

The reason Pastel herself was forced to come was probably because she was responsible for not properly managing the Sky Island trade, through which military weapons were being distributed.

Ugh ugh.

So unfair!

No matter how you look at it, the Camelot merchant ships and the United Kingdom merchant ships must have been working together in the Sky Island airspace and then loaded them up, how can I openly crack down on that!

The Emperor smiled gently.

"The United Kingdom is proud of its firearms technology, so I didn't understand why they would actually export it. It's a technology leak."

Huh, that?

"I'm grateful that they're transferring technology that will be used to overthrow the Empire, but..."

The Emperor tapped his seat.

"The person sitting in this seat has a responsibility to doubt even good intentions. I'm curious whether the United Kingdom has finally understood our Empire's help and goodwill and has converted, or whether they have developed other firearms technology."

A smile came and went.

"Marquis Pastel, have you heard anything? You lived in the Demon Realm for a while."

Oh my.

It is really strange.

The United Kingdom is sensitive to technology leaks.

The same goes for train technology. They were desperate to prevent the Empire from knowing the technology, even mobilizing various intelligence operations.

The Choo-choo train is currently installed throughout Sky Island, but that was an unavoidable exception. It happened because the Demon Realm merchant went bankrupt and the Kraft merchant took over. If Pastel herself wasn't close to the Princess, it's highly likely that the Demon Realm merchant takeover would have been impossible due to unknown terrorism.

So, the United Kingdom is exporting the latest firearms? Even to the Empire's warlord groups?

The risk is too great to think that they are aiming for Yi Yi Zhi Yi.

As His Majesty the Emperor said, this would not have happened unless they had developed other firearms and were passing off old firearms as inventory disposal.

Ugh.

I haven't heard anything from Ellie.

No matter how close we are as friends, we can't share national top secrets.

"I don't know. I'll investigate."

"Is that so? That's a shame. I'll wait for news."

He seemed to agree readily, but his gaze seemed to be scrutinizing every detail.

Ugh.

I really don't know.

I really, really don't know.

The Emperor reached out his hand. His hand came closer to her pink hair.

Oh my.

Is this a premonition of messing up my hair?

Pastel shrugged her shoulders.

The shadow of his hand covered her head.

"Your hair is sticking out."

His finger tapped her hair. Her hair fell down neatly.

Heeok, a different level of kindness.

It's a million times different from Demon.

Is this the difference between a man who confessed and was rejected and a man who couldn't even confess and was rejected?

They are both men who were rejected by their mothers, but there seems to be a huge gap between His Majesty the Emperor and Demon.

"After our last meeting, I regretted that I hadn't treated my friend's daughter well enough."

The Emperor gave a apologetic smile.

"After all, there is a difference between a friend's daughter and a friend, so I knew that Marquis Pastel would have a hard time, but I still helped with the sale of the Kraft family's assets, and I did terrible things."

Oh.

He seems to be talking about how my father sold off all of the Kraft family's assets and ran away to the Order. It is well known that the imperial family helped with the sale of assets.

"I was sorry, so I forcibly revived the Sky Island Governor General position that had disappeared and put you in it, but that can't be an apology."

Oh my.

The Emperor walked to his desk.

"Let's see."

A drawer was opened.

"Here it is."

It was a long, long list of assets.

Land, farmland, mines, mansions, etc., the details with different prefixes continued.

"It's difficult to return it to you as I please because it was purchased using imperial family assets that must be managed for generations, but I have been keeping it as it is so that Marquis Pastel can receive it back at any time if you wish."

Ugh.

"My friend's earnest request is important, but..."

A gentle smile came.

"Arrangements for Blossom's daughter, whom I love, are more important."

The Emperor winked lightly.

"Sky Island is the world's largest trading center, so if you continue to serve as Governor General, it won't be impossible to recover it. Will you accept my apology?"

Pastel swallowed hard.

A grand strategy that encompasses the entire world.

A flexible safety device to prepare for variables.

A soft choice of position that does not cling to pride.

The absolute power that designs all of this in the shadows is...

Scary.

253 - There is a Scary Person
"He's so absorbed in one thing that he can't focus on anything else. I wouldn't have been like that, but Marquis Pastel is suffering because he met a bad father."

"Really?"

The atmosphere was very friendly.

"The Order originally had no intention of resurrecting him. But I couldn't just watch my friend live like a cripple, so I paid attention, and I never expected it to escalate to this extent."

"Really?"

The atmosphere was extremely friendly.

Pastel received the past list of assets from Kraft. Although he had to repurchase it at a cost since his father had squandered the funds long ago, the foundation to recreate the past honor and glory had been established.

As the Empire's only remaining loyal subject, he had never harbored any disloyal thoughts toward His Majesty the Emperor. However, after learning that the confiscated list of assets was being safely kept, it felt as if he had become very close to His Majesty.

Like a stepfather and daughter.

The Emperor expressed his sympathy.

"As you know, Marquis Pastel, he's a naive scholar. He gets so absorbed in his own work that he doesn't pay attention to international affairs or power dynamics, so unlike me, he's not very delicate. He doesn't even take care of his household; can you imagine how he would handle other areas?"

It really felt that way.

The atmosphere was like that of a stepfather and daughter meeting.

Pastel was sweating profusely.

To find himself in a situation where the Emperor subtly belittled his father while emphasizing that he could be a good parent was overwhelming.

Ugh.

Mom.

He knew it was unfilial to think this way, but...

He should have cleaned up before he died.

He never would have imagined that his father would abandon his precious daughter and roam around, nor that the Crown Prince, who had a crush on him, would still be out of it after becoming the Emperor and would resurrect the Order to save his mother. But still, he should have cleaned up!

Ugh, it seems like he's asking too much of his mother.

Anyway, he understood that his father's project to resurrect his mother had reached its final stages. Returning Fairy Lump to the Order had definitely had an effect. The Order had a way after all.

Moreover, it seemed that his father, without revealing that he was the Archpriest, was convinced that the Emperor would divorce his mother after she was resurrected and remarry him. Just look at how he was already trying to build connections and keep an eye on things.

If his mother were to come back to life, divorce was certain.

But remarriage was uncertain.

Should he take the Emperor's attempts to build connections at face value or not?

The list of assets in his hand was wrinkled with sweat.

As the Emperor's only loyal subject, it was an unparalleled honor, but was it right for him to act this way as a child?

Since his father was not acting according to parental duty, could he accept it as "Wow! I'm a princess!"?

He imagined Emperor Pastel sitting on the throne. Ministers were bowing on either side.

Ugh.

Emperor Pastel!

It seemed that in the face of power, parents didn't matter!

"That's right! That's right! I haven't had many conversations with my father, but I could immediately feel how lacking he is in the delicate aspects!"

Princess Pastel spoke passionately.

"Every time I thought about it, I had to imagine how it would have been if my father had been as attentive to the Empire as His Majesty the Emperor is to his subjects!"

The Emperor smiled gently.

"Did you think that? Thank you. As you might have experienced as Governor General, there are many aspects where efforts from above go unrewarded. Knowing that you understand makes my heart feel lighter. But there was a mistake in what you just said."

Huh?

What could be wrong with such a sincere statement that came straight from the heart, without any malice?

"I am the father of the subjects. If that's the case, then I must also be the father of Marquis Pastel, right?"

The Emperor winked playfully.

"Huh."

A thought that a mere subject could never have imagined.

"That's true! The father of the subjects is also my father! Total enlightenment!"

"Oh, you've completely realized it? Hahaha!"

It was only natural for him to call His Majesty the Emperor his father instead of the Demon, who had so many shortcomings that he could never place above the family tree!

The Emperor had a smile on his face. He took a sip of coffee with a light touch.

Even in a situation where the grand strategy was faltering and the major plot was failing, and the warlord Camelot was showing military force, he maintained a relaxed demeanor.

"Hmm, the coffee has cooled a bit. I should make a new one."

The Emperor called for a maid outside the office. The maid nodded and took the coffee and pot back out.

"I'll make some for the Marquis too."

"Ah, thank you."

The Emperor personally made the coffee again.

A moment later, there was a hurried knock on the office door.

A rigid-faced, flustered knight entered quickly. He glanced at Pastel and covered his mouth with his hand. A whispered report began.

What?

Pastel, glancing around, blew on his coffee.

Coffee friend, blow blow.

The Emperor looked puzzled.

"With what confidence?"

The whispered conversation continued.

The Emperor's expression darkened.

"I didn't wish for this."

Even after the knight left, his expression did not brighten.

Pastel blew on his coffee friend, then blew again, and after blowing on it, he glanced around.

"Is something wrong?"

The Emperor looked regretful.

"Camelot has always been dissatisfied with the location of its territory. Being far from the capital means that its influence inevitably diminishes during peaceful times."

The topic was now Camelot.

"Every time, they sought alternatives to increase their influence, but it seems this time the Grand Duke is thinking of making a radical choice. He never reconciled with Blossom during his school days, and it seems his stubborn personality hasn't changed."

Tension began to rise.

Could it be that Camelot, which had only protested without disbanding its army, was attempting to cross the line?

The Emperor stared into space, contemplating.

"I didn't mind when Camelot spread strange slanders, but I never thought they would seriously believe it. That the Emperor is the Archpriest and instigated this Grand Incident from behind."

Ugh.

An awkward topic.

Pastel froze.

The Emperor looked embarrassed.

"While it is true that I am the Archpriest, I have never done anything so wicked. Still, since we are friends, if I did something like that in my friend's territory, I would get scolded by Blossom."

Ugh.

That's right!

The Emperor had no reason to engage in such schemes and plots because he would get scolded by his mother!

What if he did that by mistake? What would he hear from his resurrected mother?

For the Emperor, who was aiming for remarriage (and had a history of failed confessions), the risk was too great.

This can't be.

Pastel, who knew the absurd premise that the Emperor was the Archpriest, had thought all along that the Grand Incident was a scheme of the Emperor.

But what if it wasn't?

What if the Emperor was just wronged?

What if Camelot only got half of it right and the other half was a false claim?

Shock.

This was disloyalty.

No matter how close he was to Melissa Camelot, to believe the sinister claims of the warlord Camelot without any doubt was unacceptable!

To put it bluntly, Camelot might not be disbanding its army because of a greedy desire to become Emperor.

"Still, since you are the Archpriest, I feel it would be inappropriate to refute it with my own words."

The Emperor smiled.

"Could you, Marquis Pastel, go and clear up the misunderstanding? They say they want to come to the capital with some elite troops to protest directly, but it would be better for everyone if we could resolve it peacefully before that."

"Understood!"

Loyal subject Pastel, to the rescue!

The Emperor looked satisfied.

Proud!

"And just in case, I would like you to summon the Sky Island troops. I will keep some docks open so they can be called to the capital in case of emergency."

"Ah, I've already summoned them!"

A capable loyal subject!

The Emperor fell silent for a moment, still smiling. His gaze seemed to say, "Why did you already summon them?"

Ugh, that's right.

He forgot why he summoned them!



"The airship has taken off!"

Pastel hummed on the deck of the airship.

Although the atmosphere had become somewhat delicate at the end, the conversation with His Majesty the Emperor had ended very successfully.

Oh yeah, oh yeah!

It was proven that he was the Emperor's only loyal subject!

『You seem to be in a good mood. Did you receive some good news?』

The Demon asked.

It was good news.

The fact that the Emperor signaled to the maid and called in the prepared knight, pretending it was urgent news, proved the usefulness of loyal subject Pastel.

But.

"What?"

The Demon had no idea.

Pastel roughly ignored the existence of the Demon.

The Demon was flustered but seemed to know that he had committed the sin of ignoring the marriage alliance by changing the subject, so he didn't protest.

The Imperial Fast Ship flew directly through the Empire's skies toward the south. After a while, a warship flew in from the opposite direction.

"It's a Camelot warship."

"I know that too. Since we don't know who is on board, everyone make sure the Imperial flag is clearly displayed!"

He observed closely. There was a blonde girl in a wizard's robe on the deck. She was talking to an officer.

"Wow, it's Melissa!"

She seemed to have grown and looked even more dignified.

He dashed to the railing.

"Melissa, Melissa!"

He waved his hands vigorously, but Melissa only continued talking to the officer and didn't glance at the Imperial messenger ship even once.

Suddenly, the Camelot warship turned. The cannons on the side of the ship aimed at the messenger ship in an instant.

"Oh?"

The cannons fired in unison. A tremendous sound echoed. Countless shells covered the view.

"Ahhh!"

Pastel, save me!

He crouched down, covering his head.

The trajectory of the shells narrowly missed the messenger ship. The trajectory unexpectedly hit the Sky Mackerel swarm behind it. The sky was engulfed in flames.

Afterward, the Camelot warship officially announced that it had fired to protect the great Imperial messenger from the fierce Sky Mackerel swarm.
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