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            Chapter 1: Breaking Off the Engagement (1)
 
Romance fantasy.
Commonly abbreviated as '*Ropan', this was among one of the many web novels genres such as fantasy and martial arts. If one asked what the difference was from the aforementioned fantasy, apart from the fact that romance was added before fantasy and the primary target audience was female, there wasn't much of a difference.
=In the fantasy genre, male protagonists are often favored to better engage the primary readers who are predominantly male. In romance fantasy, on the other hand, female protagonists are embraced in a similar fashion. In essence, if the protagonist is a woman, it falls under the category of romance fantasy; if it's a man, it's just a fantasy.
Of course, for a novel to truly be called romance fantasy, it should incorporate romantic elements. 
 
If the gender of the protagonist in a fantasy world story is switched, where they create a harem or excel in various aspects, it wouldn't be entirely inaccurate to label it as romance fantasy. Some romance fantasy novels are built on a solid foundation of world-building, centering around female protagonists, and offering a genuine fantasy experience rather than being solely character-focused.
 
That was why I, as a devoted enthusiast of the fantasy genre, have been indulging in romance fantasy novels.
"If I had known it would be like this, I wouldn't have read it."
Now, what are the clichés prevalent in these recent novels?
 
Regression, possession, and reincarnation, otherwise known as R-P-R.
Regression was when the protagonist would travel back in time to rise through the ranks and become the strongest. It provided a chance to rectify past failures and achieve success in subsequent attempts. Possession was when a reader of a book or a player of a game would enter the world of that book or game, and possess the body of the character within it. And finally, there was reincarnation, a phenomenon that occurred when someone met an unfortunate end in their own reality, often due to getting hit by a truck, only to be reborn in a completely new world. 
 
And now, I had been subjected to that clichés.
It was a thought that any reader would have had at least once.
'I want to enter the world of a novel and become the protagonist.'
 
I, too, have undoubtedly had such thoughts. Of course, it was just a thought, and I never desperately wished for it. Unfortunately, it seemed that the author deity considered my fleeting thought as a once-in-a-lifetime wish.
Perhaps it was a lottery, and coincidentally I happened to win it, or else how could I suddenly be sent to another world without any notice?
Honestly, even though I had read a lot of such novels, when it actually happened and I woke up to find myself in another world, it was extremely bewildering for me as the person experiencing it. It was also confusing because I couldn’t tell whether this was a dream or reality.
It has been 5 years since I possessed this body so I'd already adapted to everything, but even I, at first, couldn't believe it and pinched my cheek as soon as I woke up.
 



 

 
Later, after enduring years of child abuse disguised as training from my father, the pain and liveliness of the world felt through my five senses told me that this wasn't a dream but a reality. 
 
I should have realized it a little earlier.
Anyway, since realizing that fact, I had been living diligently in my own way.
I had mastered the secret swordsmanship of my family and obediently followed the education my family set out for me. I not only showed respect to the elders of the household but also treated those beneath me with care. 
 
Honestly, it was quite a struggle for me, as I had previously led a life as an ordinary citizen in 21st-century South Korea, where there was no caste system. But as someone once said, humans are creatures of adaptation, and after spending a few years, I did manage to adapt, although a lingering unease remained.'
"It seems like the young master is quite nervous. This will only be a simple meeting to get you two acquainted, so there's no need to be so tense."
"Even if it's just for formality, she is my fiancée. Ken. She's different from Sarah and Chloe, whom I see every day."
The old butler standing next to me grinned and said, "Of course, sir." Before gently pressing my knee, which was shaking at an alarming speed like a jackhammer used at a construction site.
It was obvious what Ken was thinking inside. Clearly, he saw me as an energetic teenager who couldn't contain his excitement at meeting his fiancee. Especially if that person was the eldest daughter of the Edelweiss family, the one rumored to be a beauty. 
But he was wrong.
The main reason for my current shaking was not the anticipation of meeting a stunning fiancée; rather, it stemmed from a primal human emotion: fear.
I had heard countless rumors about her to the point where they were etched into my ears.
Edelweiss' white lily. The owner of the beauty that was even praised by the emperor. A pitiful flower blooming on a cliff, and so on. All the words were praises of her beauty, but there was not a single rumor that indicate I should be afraid of her. In fact, there were even those who praised her personality as being as beautiful as her appearance. And even I, without a doubt, could vouch for that fact.
There was only one reason why I was afraid of such a flawless girl.
 
Because she was the protagonist of this world from, <The Princess is Loved>.
***
 
Although I was still myself, the person I possessed, Damian Kraus was not the main character in the novel. To put it bluntly, it would be appropriate to say that he was a third-rate villain.
 
He was the heir to Count Kraus, one of the three great households of the Empire, and the fiance of Elena Edelweiss, who was rumored to be the most beautiful in the empire.
If one looked at his specs, they were protagonist-level specs from a fantasy novel.
 
A strong background and a beautiful fiancee. On top of that, he was born with enough martial talent to be called a genius, even if he wasn't a prodigy. he had no reason to be envious.
But as always, his personality ruined everything.
A family with no flaws. Talents that were admired by others. And finally, a beautiful fiancee. This guy, who had all of this from the moment he was born, was intensely arrogant, self-centered, and reckless.
 



 

Truly a scoundrel itself.
If Damian were the male protagonist in a romance novel, all of these shortcomings would have been transformed into advantages by the hands of the female lead. Unfortunately, Damian's role was to determine the power of the first male lead candidate and serve as a catalyst for the female lead to rise with her own power, not relying on the family's influence. He was neither more nor less than that.
Knowing this fact well, I was cautious and self-aware.
If the original Damian was problematic because he was unruly, then I just had to act cowardly. The engagement with the female lead was merely a verbal promise made by the elders of the household, with no legal effect, so it could be easily broken.
There was no desire in me to become the protagonist, as in those novels where a scoundrel undergoes a change in perception.
In the future, whether it be the one worthy to be called the very first imperial swordmaster, or the master of the Twilight Tower harnessing the power of the world, or even the Crown Prince of the Empire, I would get embroiled in a bloody battle with these strong individuals just by being by her side.
 
I, who was nothing more than a villain who would leave at the beginning of the story, would do nothing and quickly exit the stage like Damian in the novel.
 
In the first place, it was not worth engaging in a fight where there was no chance of winning, and as someone who was possessed by a third-rate villain, I was well aware of my role, so my modest dream was to live an ordinary life while understanding my role.
In the first place, it was not a fight without a chance, and as a body possessed by a third-class villain, I know my subject well, so it is my small dream to live a normal life.
 
As a supporting character, and moreover, as an early-exiting villain who got close to the female lead as her fiance, it was an absurdity. I would undoubtedly be entangled in all sorts of incidents and accidents, and that was a life that was completely opposite to my dream.
 



 

So, I just have to not step onto the stage from the beginning. That way, I won't end up dying or getting entangled in any events.
In order to not interfere with her story, I must definitely break off this engagement.
 
[TL: Ropan '로판': In Korean, the term "Romance Fantasy" is abbreviated as "Ropan."]




            ---The End Of The Chapter---
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            Chapter 2: Breaking Off the Engagement (2)
 
I had never felt this nervous in my entire life.


-Thump, thump...
 
My heart pounded vigorously, as if it were on the verge of bursting. Even during my first hunting expedition with my father, my heart didn't race like this. Just having that woman in front of me instinctively heightened all my senses to a level of crisis I had never experienced before.
However, as the eldest son of Count Kraus, I couldn't afford to just nervously stand in front of a lady.  I reluctantly suppressed my heightened senses and faced the young woman in front of me.
Her pale white skin and her long hair resembled the snow. Her eyes were like a finely crafted amethyst, a clear and transparent violet. Even the slight curl at the corners of her closed lips would give rise to futile fantasies in the minds of men around her.
Truly a breathtaking beauty, deserving of the phrase 'Out of this world.'
As everything described only in words materialized before me, I realized how feeble my imagination had been in picturing Elena Edelweiss's appearance.
For a brief moment, various stray thoughts crossed my mind due to her enchanting beauty, but thanks to my strong sense of purpose, I quickly regained my composure. If even I, who was on guard against her, was nearly defenseless, I couldn't begin to imagine how the original male characters, who were undoubtedly more vulnerable, would have reacted.
So there was a reason after all as to why those guys, whether they were extras or minor characters, would take out everything for her, be it their liver or gallbladder.
 
Even Ken, who had experienced all sorts of things in this world, stood beside me dumbfounded, gazing at her. Needless to say, if it were those lustful teenagers in their prime, they would have swarmed around her like buzzing bees circling honey. In fact, it was written that after Damian and Elena's engagement was called off that day, the majority of men at the academy sent marriage proposals.
 
She would then be bombarded with letters of courtship starting from the academy's entrance ceremony.
“Nice to meet you, Lady Edelweiss. I’m Damian Kraus, the eldest son of the Kraus family.”
 
"...Nice to meet you too, Sir Kraus. I am Elena Edelweiss, the eldest daughter of the Edelweiss family."
Although she hesitated for a moment, Elena replied to my greeting with a bright smile. That smile ignited an explosion within my calm heart.
 
Truly, it would be best to annul the engagement as soon as possible. Otherwise, I might end up falling for her and engaging in some foolish behavior.
 



 

I stepped on Ken's shoes while he stood there in a daze, signaling him to leave. Whether it was fortunate or unfortunate, Ken misunderstood and winked at me before exiting with Elena's maid.
Now that the two of them were gone, only Elena and I remained in the room.

Although I wanted to relax a little and have a conversation, as it was now just the two of us, I began to feel nervous. In order to ease some of that tension, I offered her a cup of tea that I had prepared beforehand, took a sip myself, and gently cleared my throat before speaking again.



“We’re to be engaged, however, this is the first time we’re meeting in person, is it not, Lady Edelweiss?”
 
It was an engagement between the rumored beauty of the empire, and me, who was known for nothing else but my position as the son of a master swordsman in the empire. 
 
To explain this mystery and the reason for our strange relationship, there was actually a small backstory as to why we were engaged when we had never met each other before.
 
My father, Count Arthur Kraus, the head of the Kraus family, and her father, Duke Joachim Edelweiss the head of the Edelweiss family, had been longtime friends.
 

In this era where arranged marriages were common among noble families, it was natural for the two close friends to make a promise like "Let's marry our children in the future!" when I, Damian Kraus, the eldest son, and Elena were born. They agreed to our engagement, saying that they were happy with both of us.



However, the promise was only verbal and we had not been formally engaged. Perhaps they wanted to respect their children’s wishes as this was a once-in-a-lifetime marriage.
 
Therefore, this moment was an opportunity to meet before the official engagement ceremony. In the original story, it was mentioned that the two of them already had a formal engagement ceremony, but well, I was glad it was not the case for me. If I was lucky, I might be able to break off the engagement right here.
There shouldn’t have been any reason for the original Damian to be such an impertinent jerk to her early on in the novel. Elena could also have had some doubts about getting engaged to him. But her actions explained it all.
 
“Yes…” 
 
She answered my question softly and just toyed with the teacup I gave her.
From this behavior, it could be inferred that she was a person with weak self-assertion and an introverted personality in the early stages of the novel. If the female lead, who was the center of the novel, had continued to have such a personality, it would have been 100% sweet potato, so it was inevitable that her character would change as the events unfold. And it was truly sad that the catalyst for changing her character was our broken engagement.
It was not because she had been mistreated when she was little. On the contrary, Joachim Edelweiss was so devoted to his daughter that he could be called a doting father, and her mother was also kind and loving. 

The personality of a person was not solely determined by the environment in which they grow up, so this aspect of her was a disposition that she had from birth.



For her, who naturally received attention and admiration without having to do anything because of her inherent beauty, it became a burden and made her even more timid. Compared to Damian, who was always arrogant and reckless from birth, it was a completely opposite appearance.
Perhaps that was why she followed Damian's words, who spoke however he liked, and accepted the engagement without saying a word. It was probable that the original Damian said they should get engaged as soon as he saw her, and the meek Elena accepted it without a word.
Others had a difficult time approaching her because of her unique noble aura. In a way, it was almost comedic how their engagement was arranged due to Damian’s bold and straightforward personality. 
 
She was able to change after their breakup. She would become someone who would be able to refuse all the suitors that come to court her.
 
The chickling that couldn't say anything had reached the point where it could let out a small chirp, but the girl in front of me right now was in a state where she couldn't even do that.
 
'What should I do in this case?'
 



 

 
The reason why she changed in the novel was because of the negative emotions of not wanting to be swayed by Damian's whims. There must have been a number of more complex reasons, but it was undeniable that 'Damian' had turned into a trigger.
'So, should I behave here like the original Damian, acting shamelessly, in order to change her?'
 I didn't like that.

It was not like I was going to push the self-destruct button. I had decided to live a life for myself, not for her.



Besides, there would be enough scumbags who would pile up negative emotions in her without me having to step forward. They would be scattered throughout the academy, and the male lead candidates from the original work would take care of it on their own. All I had to do was give her an image that was neither good nor bad and break off this engagement.
“…..”
 
“…..”
 
First, there seemed to be a need for some change that allows for conversation.
Since I didn't say anything from my side, she never initiated a conversation. It was not that I didn't want to have a conversation, but I simply didn't know what to say, so I ended up fidgeting and playing with the teacup. 
'There's nothing else to do. I have to take the lead in the conversation.'
 
I removed the silver plate that had been covering the food and placed it beside me, revealing a selection of different desserts inside.
 
Most of them appeared to be sweet. I prepared these desserts in advance because of the mention in the original work that she likes sweet things. Just as I expected, when I removed the cover, her eyes sparkled at the sight of the desserts. It was fortunate that it seemed to please her.
"I enjoy eating sweet things usually. It’s embarrassing, but I prepared them in advance to have them with you. Do you also like sweet things, Lady Edelweiss?"
"Ah, yes. Yes, I do. I like them."
Perhaps captivated by the sight of the appetizing desserts, she didn't pay much attention to my question.
 
Well, these desserts were made by the top chef of our castle and estate, who put a lot of effort into them. It was no wonder her eyes are drawn to them. I had heard that he was a skilled chef who had worked at a famous restaurant in the capital.
Using the prepared tongs, I placed one type of dessert onto Elena's plate and another onto mine, then handed it to her.
“Thank you…”
 
'Does it really look that delicious?'
Although I said to her earlier that I like sweet things, it was just an excuse to give her the desserts. Personally, I didn't eat sweets much. They tend to be too sugary for my taste.
'Ugh'
 
After taking a bite of the cake, which was too sweet for me to continue eating, I quickly drank the tea that I had left beside me to balance out the overwhelming sweetness in my mouth.
'I wonder why people enjoy eating this.'
 
Of course, I knew that I was not good at eating sweet things compared to others. So, I could only eat chocolates with a high cocoa content; I didn't enjoy the ones sold in stores. I once thought that the 99% cocoa chocolate I always ate was the norm and recommended it to others, only to receive criticism.
 



 

After being lost in my past memories for a while, I hadn’t seen Elena’s reaction. Although the dessert looked like a work of art, it was over-the-top sweet. Even for Elena, it may be too much for her to enjoy.
 
“Is it to your liking, Lady…”
 
“Nyam~”
 
- Munch munch munch.
 
It was as if I was worried for no reason. Seeing Elena scarfing down the cake with a blissful expression left me speechless.
 
Just by slightly raising the corners of her mouth and smiling, she had an indescribable destructive power. Throughout my life, and especially never before with a desire for possession of another person, her smile created a magical feeling that made me want to be the sole focus of her attention.
'Do I really need to break off the engagement? I am different from the original Damian...'
-Squeeze
 
As unnecessary thoughts kept creeping in, I pinched my thigh so that she wouldn't notice.
The defensive wall of reason, regained through pain, buried uncontrollable emotions deep within my heart once again.
'This is driving me crazy.'

It seemed that each and every small action of hers greatly affects my emotions. It was too strange to say that I fell for her at first sight.




'Am I insane for feeling possessive just because a beautiful person smiled?'



It seemed that her being by my side was much more dangerous than I thought.
 
[ TN: In many places, the author actually used Yeong-ae, which is a way to refer to the daughter of someone in a high position such as Duke, etc, to refer to Elana but I replaced that with Lady Edelweiss.]
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            Chapter 3: Breaking Off the Engagement (3)
 
“Umm…”
 
Elena's face turned as red as a beetroot.
 
On the table between us, there were only two empty teacups and some cookie crumbs left on a plate.
But as I mentioned earlier, I didn’t really like sweets. I had cut a small piece of cake and barely manage to eat it.

So why did everything on my plate disappear completely?


Well, obviously, this Lady here ate everything.
Have you ever seen a hamster eating sunflower seeds? When you give seeds to a hamster, it chews them with its small mouth and it's so cute that you want to keep giving it more. To me, Elena Edelweiss was like that hamster.
If this world were a webtoon, there would definitely be a sound effect like "nom-nom" next to her as she ate the cookies. She picked up one cookie at a time with a fork and savored it slowly, resembling a small creature enjoying its meal.
 
Moved by her adorable sight, I transferred the desserts from my plate to hers, as if I were giving sunflower seeds to a hamster. She didn't notice and simply relished the treats on her plate, her face beaming with happiness.
 
Now, that same Elena was blushing, realizing what had happened.
 
"You seem to like sweet things more than I thought, Lady Edelweiss. I guess I did well to prepare in advance."
"Umm... Nnngh! T-Thank you... I'm sure these were things that Young Master also liked a lot, but you gave them all to me... When I come next time, there's a famous parfait shop in our territory, I'll make sure to bring one of each kind from there!"
'No, it's fine. I can't eat sweet things like that...'
She seemed quite embarrassed, but it was definitely a much better sight than before when she was stiff and couldn't say anything.
 



 

"It’s fine, I appreciate the gesture from my heart. Instead of that, if you tell our chef that you liked these, he will be very pleased. If you want to have more, please let me know anytime."
“Really?”
 
Upon hearing that she could have them anytime, Elena burst into delighted laughter, looking even happier than before. As a result, strange emotions began to well up within me.
Was it the influence of the satisfaction and contentment that desserts bring? Her appearance became brighter to the point that she seemed like a different person from the one who was just holding a teacup without being able to say a word earlier. Maybe it was because she found something in common with each other, which was supposedly liking sweets.
'I shouldn’t have said that I liked them.'
 
Anyway, this was a good development. Now we could have conversations with each other.
 

If she had remained in the same state as before, I might not have been able to listen to her opinion even if we stayed up all night.




Maybe I would have ended up talking to myself alone.



I wanted us to communicate, I did not want this to be one-sided.
 
My wish in this situation was for us to be of one mind and invalidate this engagement. In order to do that, communication between us was necessary. Frankly, if I simply wanted to break off the engagement, I could just say to her, "Let's break off our engagement," and it would be done.
She had a tendency to not assert her own opinions and be influenced by others, so unlike the original Damian, if I were to ask her to break off the engagement instead of getting engaged, she would probably be hesitant and do as I wish, even if it did hurt her pride.
However, that wouldn't be right.
I didn't know if this was an unnecessary overreaction, but I intended to avoid any methods that might have a negative impact on her, no matter how trivial they may be.
This was essentially the world of the novel I had been reading. And a novel tends to revolve around the protagonist. In other words, it wouldn't be an exaggeration to say that she was the center of this world.

Of course, not all novels were like that, and there were differences depending on the genre and the author's tendencies. But at least in this novel, I had read, 'The Princess is Loved' it revolved around Elena Edelweiss as the central character.
 



 




This might be just my unfounded delusion, but if my actions were to be considered as the antagonist towards her, even in this world, it would probably lead to me experiencing some sort of misfortune. Maybe I would be defeated by the male lead candidate who loves her. 
 
So, it was best for me to end things with her in a peaceful manner.
If we break off the engagement, she won't have any reason to meet me, and once the original story begins, I would no longer be her former fiancé, or rather, her past acquaintance, and events would unfold without me.
Moreover, the closer I get to her, the more it felt like my body was trying to break free from my control.
Perhaps it was luck that Elena Edelweiss was a barrier of sorts. It was clear that I would have been overwhelmed by such emotions.
 
For the past five years, my body had followed my commands perfectly, but from the moment I met her, something started to feel strange.

Especially my emotions. They started veering in a peculiar direction.



With Elena Edelweiss right in front of me, it was somewhat manageable. But if I were to act as freely as usual and these phenomena were to occur, I would undoubtedly be completely overwhelmed by those emotions.


The fortunate thing was that it seemed to be limited to Elena only.
Actions driven by uncontrollable emotions were no different from madness. Of course, it was not to the point where I had no control at all. It was just bothersome and disturbed rational thinking, but as long as I focus, I could somehow manage it.
However, if I continued to pay attention to these various things, there might come a time when I suffered from a mental disorder. From that point on, I would become a true lunatic.
I didn't want to become a psychopath, and I especially didn't want to bring harm to her and fall into despair due to this madness. So, unless I was going to live as an instinct-driven beast, I must not get closer to her.
 



 

 After organizing my thoughts completely, I asked her.
“Um, Lady Edelweiss. Pardon me, but would you allow me to address you by your name?”
 
“Ah, yes! Of course! Then, can I call you Lord Damian?”
 
“Yes, go ahead. Although it’s not official, we are still engaged. So long as it’s not a curse word, it doesn’t matter what we call each other.”
 
“E-Engaged… That’s right, we are engaged.” 
 
As if remembering what kind of relationship she had with me and why she was here, Elena lowered her head and replied in a hushed voice.
 
 
Well, I understand her feelings, but it was a bit disheartening to see her like this right in front of me.
 
....
 
"Just tie her up and lock her in the room... where she can't—"
 
-Grip
 
"Go away, you devil. Do you think I'm your slave?"
 
....
 


'Damn Damian, your craziness to die always pops up unexpectedly.'



'Ugh! Thanks to the marathon you ran, my thighs are suffering!'




It was understandable why Elena looks so downcast.
Marriage is generally a once-in-a-lifetime event. Whether it's a man or a woman, everyone has their own romantic notions about marriage, but that might not apply to her right now. However, unlike a typical arranged marriage, both she and I had a choice in this engagement.
Now the question was whether we would maintain this engagement and proceed with a formal marriage or return to being nothing more than acquaintances.
I would naturally choose the latter, and judging by her recent reaction, it seemed like she wanted the same. However, considering Elena's personality, she won't be able to say it directly in front of me. So, I had to guide her to express it herself.
"Elena, I understand how you must be feeling right now. It’s natural that you’re reluctant to be engaged to someone like me, who’s as good as a stranger.”
"Oh, no. Th-that's not it!"
 
"You don't have to force yourself to say it that. I feel the same way."
"Huh?"
Elena showed a stiff expression as if she had been stabbed.
Her face says it all, did she really expect me to believe it was not like that?
 
 "No, I mean, does it mean that Lord Damian dislikes the engagement with me...?"
"No, of course not. How could I dislike the engagement with you? Marrying you is like a dream come true for every man in the Empire."
 



 

Of course, I was thrilled about it. If this were a world without the original story, I would have done three somersaults in mid-air right here. Who wouldn't be pleased to marry a beautiful woman known as the most beautiful in the world?
The problem was that we were in a novel with a predetermined story, and our separation was an unavoidable fate within that story. There was no way our engagement with such a destiny would proceed normally. All I could do was, as much as possible, deviate from the original and end this relationship.
I carefully chose my words, trying to convey my values regarding marriage without hurting her feelings.
"However, I desire a marriage where both of us are happy together, rather than just my own happiness. Please be honest. Elena Edelweiss, do you love me?"
“That’s…” 
 
She couldn't give a clear answer to my straightforward question.
This was our first meeting today, and we had never exchanged stories about each other through letters before. Unless she was an extremely impulsive person, she couldn't possibly say that she loved me.
 
"I don't believe that a marriage will be unhappy just because the couple doesn't love each other. My parents did, and it's probably the same for other noble families. However, unlike them, we have the power of choice."
“What do you mean?”
 
"Choosing a stranger whom you have never mixed words with as a lifelong partner is a challenging task. Even though strategic marriages may be prevalent among nobles, our relationship is not a simple strategic marriage, is it? Elena and I have the right to choose, unlike those who were bound by family obligations."
'So, there is no need for you to choose someone you don't even know well.'
'Elena Edelweiss...'
 
'This engagement is not something dictated by someone else. It's a matter for you to decide. So, choose the answer that you truly desire.'
 

I spoke to her while contemplating these thoughts.



"I will respect whatever answer Elena gives. Please feel free to speak up. Our current meeting is not only for getting to know each other before the engagement, but also for expressing our thoughts about this engagement."
 



 

The answer was already predetermined, but I even forced her, who hesitated to speak, to make a choice.
Eventually, she seemed to gather her thoughts and with a determined expression, she spoke to me.
 
"Then, shall we proceed with our engagement? Officially."
"What?"
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            Chapter 4: Breaking Off the Engagement (4)
 
"This is unbelievable. Seriously."
In the early hours when everyone was asleep, I sat alone in a chair, took out a thin book, and muttered softly.
The pale green leather cover of the book in my hand had no title written on it. It was natural since it wasn't a book sold in stores but one I personally wrote. As evidence, the contents of the book were written in Korean, not the characters used here.
The first page was filled with a jumble of words, clearly showing the urgency I felt when I first possessed this body.
 

At that time, I only focused on recalling and writing down the contents of the novel as they came to me, so the characters written in the book were sloppy enough that they couldn't be called sentences. Even if someone saw it, the handwriting was so messy that they wouldn't be able to distinguish whether it was characters or drawings of an earthworm.



As the person who wrote it, there were several things that I couldn't understand when I looked at it again, so it was a struggle to organize them later.
I flipped through the pages one by one and stopped my hand at a certain part of the book.
Unlike the previous parts, it was written in neat and clear handwriting.
 
[1. Breaking off the engagement with Elena Edelweiss. Be careful of any anomalies which may happen afterward.]
 
 "Careful, my ass."
I scratched the paper with my fountain pen as if scraping off the words from the book.
 
The cancellation lines were drawn several times, and now the sentence was completely invisible. I recalled today's events while looking at it.
If everything had gone according to plan, today's meeting with her would have ended with breaking off the engagement or at most a simple greeting ceremony. Why did it turn out like this?
The words she said last are still echoing in my ears.
'Then, shall we get engaged? Officially.'
 
"Why would she say something like that..?"
At that moment, I went so far as to pass on the right to make decisions to Elena herself. I couldn't have imagined that she would think positively about our engagement, so I let her decide. But the outcome of the situation was completely opposite to what I had imagined.
 



 

'Unbelievable. That Elena Edelweiss offered an engagement to me..'
 
I didn't know what expression I had when she said, 'Let's get engaged,' but I was sure I must have looked like a fool.
 
For today, I had prepared dozens, even hundreds, of questions and answers based on the novel, considering her personality that I knew from the novel. However, nowhere among them was an answer to her proposal of engagement.

Because I had never once imagined her proposing to me.



"Did Elena ever say that to the other Male Lead candidates in the original work? At least, I don't remember."
Well, if there was a character in the novel who heard such words, then the term 'Male Lead candidate' would have been irrelevant.
 
In the novel, which revolves around Elena Edelweiss, male characters were connected to her since the genre was a romance fantasy. However, just as fantasy novels have numerous heroines around the male protagonist, here, there were several male characters who were attracted to Elena, but it was not clearly determined who would end up with her, so they were all simply referred to as candidates.
 

In the novel, it was not explicitly mentioned which candidate Elena had affection for.



The story followed a format where those who liked her helped her, leading to a butterfly effect, and later Elena would rectify the situation. It wasn't the typical development of a romance fantasy where the male and female protagonists would be involved in a clear flirtation or an open love affair.
Well, if the story continued until the end, a male protagonist could be chosen, and the development could focus on romance. Unfortunately, this novel was not a completed one, and at least until before I was reincarnated here, there was no description showing that Elena directly liked someone.
However, at that time, Elena had firmly closed her heart toward men, mainly due to her relationship with Damian. But the current Elena was not in that state.

That could be a reason, I suppose, but as far as I knew, there was one male candidate who had a relationship with her as a childhood friend.
 



 





Although things may have changed now, it was also a factor that allowed me to plan with confidence.


On one side there was Edelweiss, the owner of the Tower of Dawn, one of the seven great towers on the continent, and on the other side, there was Erthuwen, the owner of the Tower of Twilight. The one I had in mind was Richard Erthuwen the Great Mage, eldest son and the heir to the Erthuwen family, who would come to be known as the bridge to another realm in the future.
 
In the original work, the relationship between Elena and Richard, who were childhood friends, was not bad, and it was already described that Richard had been secretly in love with Elena for a long time. Therefore, if Elena were to choose between me and Richard, I naturally thought she would choose Richard.
I didn't know how Elena feels about him now since it hasn't been described in the text, but surely she would be closer to him than she is to me, someone she just met today.
 
So, I expected Elena to consider breaking off the engagement for Richard, but perhaps she didn't see Richard in a romantic way as much as I thought.
That expectation turned out to be completely wrong.
"I can't understand why she chose me when she had such a talented childhood friend."
Even at a young age, Richard Erthuwen was renowned for being a genius magician born into the Erthuwen family.  In comparison, my family was well-reputed for being swordmasters. I, on the other hand, was not particularly famous. 
 
'Just a son of a renowned swordsmanship family. Is that all?'
Taking into mind the difference in our skills and the time we spend with one another, it was rather strange she chose me.
In today's meeting as well, I didn't pressure her to choose, I didn't force an engagement. On the contrary, during our conversation, I subtly hinted that she shouldn't agree to the engagement.
 

And yet, the fact that she agreed means that the decision to become engaged was entirely her own.



'In that case, what did Elena see in me that led her to make that decision?'
Even from my perspective, excluding herself, and maybe even someone who knows her better than she knows herself, I couldn't find an answer no matter how much I pondered.
 



 


That means the answer to this lies solely with her.



"Still, the fortunate thing is that it was only an offer, and I haven't given an answer yet."
If I couldn’t come up with something no matter how much I deliberated, it would be better for me to come up with another method. 
 
There was still one year left until the beginning of the original work. In that time, I needed to find a way to break off the engagement somehow. Then, like Damian in the original work, what method could I use to make her turn to me without committing any misdeeds?
I tried to get lost in my thoughts again, but either as a recoil from using my brain too much earlier, nothing came to mind, and my head just throbbed.
"Ah, I don't know. Let's just go to sleep."
I gave up thinking about it.
***
 
Time flew by in an instant, and the dark sky suddenly transitioned to a clear blue sky.
The bed was like a time machine. Just lying down for a moment erases time in an instant, so it couldn't be anything other than a magical item. Even the cheap bed I used in my previous life did its job right, but compared to it, the bed in the Count's mansion was incomparable. Adding more to it, it was no less inferior to modern luxury goods.
The bed in my room was one of the few things in this new life that I was satisfied with.
 

Perhaps because I woke up from a deep sleep, my throat was dry.



I called for the butler and drink a glass of cold water, then entered the bathroom and washed my body. A shower was moving not by science but by magic. Even after spending quite a long time here, it never failed to amaze me. The water droplets hitting my body wash away the remnants of sleep.
 



 

The clothes were made with the highest quality of black fabric. On the left sleeve, there was a dragon embroidered in gold, symbolizing House Kraus. It was elegant and luxurious.
 
I didn’t know when he came in, but I saw Ken with the attire prepared when I returned to the room. 

The clothes were made with the highest quality of black fabric. On the left sleeve, there was a dragon wrapped around the sword embroidered in gold, symbolizing the Kraus family. It was elegant and noble, far from being extravagant.



I wiped the moisture off my body with a towel and naturally received the clothes from Ken, then put them on.
“The Count says not to come for breakfast.”
 
"Hmm? Did I do something wrong? Suddenly starving his son in the morning."
"No, it's not that. He said to have breakfast with Miss Edelweiss in the eastern annex."
"...He's really trying to stick us together. Tell my father I understand."

Seeing my grimacing face, Ken tilted his head and asked.



"You seem annoyed. Don’t tell me, Young Master, did you do something to offend the young lady?"
"No, how does my frowning make you come to that conclusion? Logically, it makes sense that Lady Elena did it, right?"
"I doubt it. Unless Young Master did something unconsciously, Lady Elena would not.”
“Ken. Are you sure you are really my butler?”‘
 
"It was a joke. A joke. But why are you acting like this? You should be happy to have such a beautiful fiancée. I'm 50 years old, and I've never seen someone so beautiful in my entire life. Is there something really bothering you?"
Worry crept onto the innocent face of the humble butler. I reassured Ken not to worry and tidied up my appearance before heading to the annex where breakfast awaited.
The morning mansion was busier than I expected. As soon as the servants woke up, they pulled the curtains hanging on each window and began cleaning without any hesitation between the exterior and interior. Ever since I entered Damian's body, I tried to act as exemplary as possible, and as a result, everyone I meet greets me with a smile and goes off to do their assigned tasks.
 



 

In the past, the maids used to secretly give me caramels and snacks under my father and mother's noses. Now that I had grown to a certain extent, they no longer give me treats, which was a bit disappointing. It was not that I disliked sweets, but I didn't mind them showing me favoritism.
As my thoughts reached that point, yesterday's events came to mind.
"Oh, Ken. Please ask the chef to prepare the same dessert as yesterday after breakfast."
 
"Young Master, you don't really eat sweets... Oh, I understand."

Ken smiled and responded with a face that showed understanding, then opened the doors of the annex, the Isillia Pavilion.



"Young Master, then I hope you have a pleasant meal with the young lady."
“Enjoy your breakfast too, Ken.”
 
As I passed through the door opened by Ken, the sight of a sparkling room illuminated by sunlight caught my eyes. The wall of the Isillia Pavilion, made of glass crafted by alchemists, was famous for providing a space where one could see the flower garden receiving the morning sunlight inside the mansion at a glance.

But what caught my eye now was not the flowers, but a person.



Her snowy silver hair reflected on the glass, glittering from the sunlight. As if a star had descended to the earth, she made everything else around her fade away.
It was quite dangerous from the morning.
Hiding my hand behind my back so she wouldn't see, I pinched myself lightly and spoke with a gentle smile.
“Good morning, Elena.” 
 
When my face appeared in her crystal-clear, deep violet eyes, she smiled.
"Good morning, Damian."




            ---The End Of The Chapter---
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            Chapter 5: Breaking Off the Engagement (5)
Although Count Kraus held a high noble status, his morning menu was not as extravagant as his title suggested.
Being a noble didn't mean lavishing gold dust on every meal. Sure, they could if they wanted to, but why bother? Unnecessary extravagance wasn't favored among the nobility.
The attendant brought in the prepared meal. Today's breakfast consisted of a small steak seasoned with the chef's special sauce and perfectly cooked fried eggs. In addition, there were various dishes including warm soup, but everything was small enough to finish with one bite, so the amount wasn’t overwhelming.
Elena picked up a knife, and cut the meat into small pieces. After that, she dipped it in the sauce and put it directly into her mouth. It seemed Elena enjoyed the taste, as she had a satisfied expression on her face. It was only after seeing her satisfied face that I felt relieved and could start my meal.
Similarly, I also picked up my knife, sliced the meat, and put it in my mouth. The meat used was of the highest quality, and the juiciness that came out of the tender flesh was like art. Although it had been quite some time since my taste buds changed to seek high-quality meals, I couldn’t get enough of all the delicious food.
"Do you like meat, Damian?"
 
"Yes?"
I was momentarily lost in the ecstasy of the taste, unable to pay attention to the people around me. However, Elena, who was sitting across from me, was looking at me with sparkling eyes, as if she found it fascinating how I was eating the steak.
"Yes, I do. To be more precise, I enjoy eating delicious food rather than just meat. How about you, Elena?"
Unless the quality of the meat was really poor, it was almost always delicious when properly cooked.
"It suits my taste as well. The chef at Kraus can literally make anything. Even the desserts here are at such a high level. I must admit, I almost want to live here for the rest of my life.”
 
"Haha. Thank you for the compliments. After the meal, I will show you around the castle.  I’m sure our chef will be really happy too if you say the same thing to them.”
'Don’t tell me, that's the reason she wants to get engaged to me?'
Watching her amazed expression as she clasped her hands together, I had a momentary thought that it might be her reason for the engagement. In fact, if that were the case, it would be a good thing. Although I might miss the chef's cooking, it would be better than directly involving myself in the conversation.
Even while eating, Elena couldn't stop marveling at the view of the garden beyond the glass wall that sporadically caught her eye. From my perspective, her face, which was delighted by the sight of the flowers, seemed more beautiful than any ordinary flower. But for her, who grew up in the cold land of Merohim, which resembled the icy lands of Russia, this sight in the southern region must have felt uniquely different.
 



 

"It's hard to see this kind of view in Merohim. My father enchanted the glass garden to regulate the temperature, but this is the first time I'm seeing flowers basking in the sunlight through the glass."
As far as I knew, Merohim had events similar to the Sapporo Snow Festival in Japan. If I had attended that festival, I wondered if I would have reacted the same way. As someone who grew up in a country with four distinct seasons, I find areas with snow throughout the year more exotic and fascinating than a place with the same four seasons.
 
'But more importantly...'

'Isn't she a bit too high-spirited?'



It was completely different from yesterday. Was she really the Elena Edelweiss that I know?
Not only the engagement offer, but Elena's image also was diverging significantly from what I remembered in the original novel. Could it be that Damian was the one who completed her character as it was meant to be when the original plot started? It was a plausible possibility.
'But it's not my concern.'
Whether her personality had changed compared to the original or not, it had nothing to do with me the current Damian. It might even be better for her. If she improved her introverted aspects from now on, it could reduce unnecessary troubles in the future. So, it won't have any adverse effects on her.
I decide to ignore her overly enthusiastic personality.
Later on, she talked about what she saw and experienced here in Sarham, as well as how amazed she was. I engaged in the conversation, responding to her accordingly.
Coincidentally, the dessert I requested to Ken had arrived, and the atmosphere was not bad.
The problem is...
 
 "Oh, Damian! On my way here..."
"I see. That must have been quite a remarkable experience. Well, here the macarons. Have a bite."
“Wow! Thank you.”
 
- Munch!
 
“…Ah, Damian! Speaking of macarons…”
 
“I see. To think there was such a famous store there. Why don’t we go together next time? Oh, and here, some macaron. Have a bite.”
“Wow! Thank you.”
 
-Munch!
 
"...Anyway, it was so fascinating! It was my first time seeing something like that!"
 
“I see. Here, some macarons. Have a bite.”
 
“Thank you!”
 
-Munch!
 
Elena's words didn't seem to end.
 
It was as if I was caught in an infinite loop. Every time she finished one story, I handed her a macaron, and she continued talking after eating the macaron.
I didn't expect things to turn out like this just because I found it cute when I feed her like a child.
'What's this? Is it a requiem?'
 
I couldn’t see this conversation ending. Elena's mouth kept flowing like a broken faucet that wouldn't stop.
 
'What on earth did that damn author do to make this talkative girl so quiet?'
Come to think of it, even in the original work, Elena did seem to become very talkative when she talked to her female friend.
 
That friend was one of the few people Elena opened her heart to. If that was the case, it meant Elena was comfortable enough with me. Although I didn't know the reason, it didn't feel bad that she thought of me that way.
 



 


Even though it was completely opposite to what I wanted.



Before I knew it, all the prepared macarons were gone. Other desserts were still available, but if we use them all, we definitely won't be able to leave this room today. It was the perfect timing to interrupt and take a look outside. I regain control of the conversation, intending to resolve yesterday's curiosity.
"Elena, I have one question to ask."
 
"Ah, ah... I've been talking about myself too much. I'm sorry. I, I got too excited..."
 
"No, it's okay. Seeing Elena happy also made me happy. However, I have a question about our engagement."
 
"Engagement? Ah! By the way, when should we have our engagement ceremony?"
 
“Yes?”
 
'What is she talking about now?'
 
I gave her a dumbfounded expression, but Elena, seemingly not noticing my face, continued speaking with a greatly enlightened expression.
"Spring would be nice, wouldn't it? No, it should be held in spring!  I’ve always dreamed about having a ceremony surrounded by blooming flowers. Oh, for the wedding, it might not be bad for Damian to come to our house and do it. Even if Merohim is different, at least one beautiful scenery is worth seeing."
“Eh? What? Um, wait. Let’s settle down for a second. Elena.”
 
I barely managed to stop her from spitting out words like an unstoppable train. If I had been even a little late, I might have heard about her plans for our second generation when we haven’t even come of age yet.

This was too abrupt.



Even though I wanted to point something out, seeing her smiling face made it impossible for me to figure out where to start. My heart, which should have been pounding, and the wicked desires that always emerged when I saw her face were overwhelmed and all that was left for me was confusion.
After much deliberation on how to talk to her, I decided to go back to basics. Considering Elena's personality, which seemed to have deviated a lot from the original work, it was unknown how she would react, but I thought it would be better to speak frankly for once.
 



 

 
Fear about how that smiling face might change flooded over me, but I gathered the courage to speak.
“Elena, we still haven’t decided on the engagement though. Above all, it’s too early for us to get engaged…”
“What?”
 
'How cold'
 
She only said one word, but the feeling it gave me was more than a blizzard blowing in from the Arctic.
 
The face that had been shining like sunlight until a moment ago turned into a cold moonlight, and just locking eyes with her made me feel frozen. A voice completely opposite to before called my name.
“Damian.” 
 
“Yes, Elena.”
 
Although the weather was clearly warm, her hand holding mine was as cold as ice. Elena continued to touch my hand as if seeking its warmth, and I trembled from the chill that traveled up my hand.
I was definitely not intimidated by her. Her grip became stronger, but it didn’t hurt. I only wondered why she was doing this.
 
But she seemed to have no intention of entertaining such thoughts and said to me as if to make it clear.
 
"Damian, remember? You promised to respect my choice. And I chose to be engaged to you. Isn't that enough? Is it not sufficient?"
The ice that seemed like it would never thaw, melted, resulting in the downpour of water. 
Her icy face was now covered in tears, and water droplets streamed down from her violet eyes as if it were going to overflow.
“So then, why are you saying that?"
 
It felt like she was going to break.
She resembled the thin ice which would crack at the slightest touch. 
 
Captivated by her seemingly vulnerable appearance, I found myself uttering words I had thought I would never bring up.
"I'm sorry."
 
I clasped her hand that was holding onto mine with both hands. It was still as cold as if it would freeze, but I knew I had to hold it now. It seemed necessary.
"I didn't say those words to make you feel anxious. It was just so sudden. I was trying to say that we need time to get to know each other. That's all."

Pulling her hand, I drew her into my embrace.
 



 




As I gently patted her back nestled in my arms, it was the only action I could take while waiting for her to calm down. The breath I felt against my chest was gradually becoming more steady, reassuring me that she was beginning to regain composure.
 
In that moment, a smile somehow formed on her face as she rested in my embrace, yet at the same time, a sense of unease washed over me. It was an inevitable feeling.




            ---The End Of The Chapter---
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            Chapter 6: No Clue (One)
 
People had claimed that the owner of the Tower of Dawn, also known as the "Witch of the White Night," had achieved divinity.
 
Even if an individual had transcended beyond the category of humans, it was still sacrilegious to use the god’s name. but despite this, she was already revered by people all over the world as a living god.
One day, gods from another world suddenly arrived, causing the sky to open, the ground to turn upside down, and tens of thousands of monsters to descend upon the earth like rain. The aftermath alone led to the collapse of one of the seven mage towers of the continent, known as "Twilight."
 
Humanity stood on that devastated earth and formed a full-scale army. Their once eternal and immortal empire dwindled to only a few dozen and eventually fell apart. Many species had gone extinct, and even those that survived could barely cling to life.
 
However, the continent's story did not end there. 
 
It was a tale of who united the survivors in a world filled with despair, facing the imminent destruction. Who brought together the isolated transcendentalists and led them to fight against the foreign invaders? Who lifted the abyss that loomed in the heavens, bringing light back to the world?
 
Who was the hero who achieved the seemingly impossible task of killing the untouchable god? Not only did they bring it down from heaven to earth but also shattered it into pieces, utterly destroying it. The name of this hero was Elena Edelweiss, "The Witch of the White Night," the owner of the Tower of Dawn, the eternal sun.
 
There was not a single person on this continent who did not know the name of this hero who accomplished all these feats.
When she saved the world from destruction, people worshipped her as a hero. When she destroyed the god of the other world, the cause of all the chaos, in front of everyone, she was worshipped as a god. Even the gods they believed in couldn't achieve what she did. If she proved it in front of everyone's eyes, what else could she be but a god?
 



 

 
All surviving transcendents knelt before her, and among them were those who believed in her divinity.
Was it because of their beliefs, or was her karma truly ascending to a divine position? She had finally overturned the principle of heaven, where no gods could interfere.
***
 
 "Miss Elena, wake up. We're almost there."
"Eh... Mnn... Ughh?"
 
Guided by a familiar voice, her consciousness emerged from the darkness.
 
"Lady" was a title she hadn't heard in a long time. 
 
Despite maintaining her youthful appearance, having lived for over a century, no one addressed her with such an awkward designation. Even her comrades who fought alongside her referred to her as "Goddess." It was needless to say how everyone else regarded her.
So, who exactly was calling her in such an affectionate manner?
 
When Elena opened her eyes, she saw a familiar face. She had lived a long life, over a hundred years, yet her memory was sharper than anyone else's. Her keen perceptiveness quickly retrieved the identity of the person from her sea of memories.
 
“Hai…ley?”
 
"Yes, I am Your Ladyship's head maid and the cutie of the Merohim, Hailey. But more importantly, you still seem half-asleep. How can you sleep so soundly in this bumpy carriage? You need to gather yourself! You'll be meeting your fiancé soon, but you can't meet him with a drowsy face full of eye gunk!"
“What?”
 
Elena couldn't fully grasp Hailey's rapid-fire words, but amidst it all, one thing caught her attention. Upon hearing it, she immediately looked out of the carriage window.
The spring sunlight illuminated the scene, as birds of all sizes flew gracefully over the well-maintained city. When the carriage turned a corner, Elena could see a beautiful manor in the distance.
 



 

 
There stood a towering spire and an unbreakable rampart. She knew exactly where she was.
 
As soon as she saw it, she could tell that all these things she was seeing were things that had already entered her memory once.
'I’ve really returned…'
 
Contrary to her expectations, all the buildings that should have been ruined and broken remained intact.
 

The person who had died before her eyes now stood alive with a smile on their face, and the world retained the vitality it had lost.


She had thought it was a futile wish, something that could never come true, but she never expected it to actually happen. It truly was a miracle. Although all the magic formulas remained in her head, they were still entirely incomprehensible.

These incomprehensible half-formulas only served to prove that the 'regression' she had experienced was merely a product of coincidence.



“What? Did you say something, miss?””
 
“No, nothing.”
 
"Ah, a lie. How can it be nothing when you’re making such an expression? It’s because of your fiancé, right? I knew this would happen so I prepared everything in advance. From what I discovered, your fiancé, Damian, is known for his kindness around here. He’s really handsome too! Oh, you’ve already seen his portrait…”
 
"Hailey, be quiet."
 
Hailey fell silent at Elena's cold reply.
 
At the mention of Damian's name, mana surged within her. Even though it had been a long time for herself, the scars he had inflicted still remained.
 
'Elena. Oh, my beautiful Elena. you are mine It's my own.'
'Why are you looking elsewhere? Your eyes should only look at me. I said, don't not paying attention to others. If that happens again, I'll gouge out those eyes.'
 

'Why are you saying that? What nonsense you're leaving me. you will never escape me!! Elena Edelweiss only belongs to me, Damian Kraus!!!!'
 



 




“Tsk.”
 
Her teeth trembled as she recalled the days when she had been a victim of his twisted obsession in the past. The momentous day of returning to the past was, of course, the day she first met him. The more she thought about it, the more disgusted she felt. Fortunately, the engagement ceremony hadn't taken place yet, so breaking off the engagement would be relatively uncomplicated.
'Just wait, Damian. As soon as we meet, I'll blow off your head.'
While Elena was such scary thoughts, Hailey was confused about whether that person was really the lady she knew when she saw her owner gazing out the window with glowing eyes and untied her hands.
 
It didn't take long for them to arrive at the Kraus family's castle. When Elena woke up, they were already in Sarham, and the lord's castle was within close reach.
The castle stood grand and magnificent, befitting the esteemed lord of the south. It was not the crumbling ruins she had seen before, but rather a masterpiece crafted by a skilled sculptor with utmost dedication and passion.
The main gate of the castle was engraved with a dragon wrapped around a sword, the symbol of Count Kraus, creating the impression that the dragon was guarding the entrance.
The knights stationed at the main gate wore uniforms adorned with the family patterns, and they stood as formidable as their master, one of the empire's finest swordsmen.
 
Count Kraus, the castle's owner, was among the five sword masters on the entire continent, so it was expected that his family's soldiers would possess exceptional skills.
 
Come to think of it, Damien was indeed extraordinary. Both Count Kraus, as well as Damian's younger brother Alphonse, were outstanding warriors and personalities, but only Damian resembled his father in appearance, but everything else was a man full of flaws.
After confirming the wolf, which symbolizes the Edelweiss family, engraved on the carriage, Hailey showed the knights who approached her a platinum plaque to prove her identity, and they were able to enter the castle without further inspection.
"Lady, don't be nervous. Just do what you normally do. Oh, that doesn’t mean you should look dispirited. They did say Damian was a big shot, but what about my lady? Of course, my lady is the best. The most beautiful lady in the North! No, in the empire, wait, the entire continent! Our Milky white Elena!!!”
 
“Hailey. I’m getting more nervous by you saying that.”
 
"Ouch! Okay!! I’ll hold my breath until the two of you finish your talks! Hph!
“Pfft… I'm kidding. And don't worry too much, it'll be over in an instant."
 
Elena had no intention of engaging in conversation with Damian. Her only desire right now was to confront him and deliver a blow with her own hand.
 



 

 
Before regression, Damian was not only excommunicated from his family, but even if he had tried to seek revenge later on, the destruction of the world was just around the corner, so it didn’t matter whether he was dead or alive.
However, this second chance she had been given allowed her the opportunity to personally punish him. She had no intention of letting it go to waste. Although he had yet to do anything wrong, he was a trash individual regardless. Breaking off the engagement would also be beneficial for her mental well-being.
Therefore, hearing Hailey spout off about Damian’s virtues was very unpleasant as she knew his real nature. For some reason, she had never heard those things about him in her previous life, but it was obvious they were all fabricated. She didn’t have to pay heed to it.
 
“You got this, miss!”
 
Before she knew it, she arrived in front of Damian's room. Hailey cheered her up by clasping her hands, and Elena also clasped her hands to prepare herself.
Although she was a magician, her body was one that had fought against warriors who had reached the pinnacle of their strength. She wasn't sure what to expect if Damian was a typical member of a swordsman family, but she was certain that she could easily overpower the indolent Damian with a simple martial arts move.

The senses that had reached the divine area sensed the presence in the room.



It might not have been a swordmaster, but there was someone strong near him. It wasn’t Damian, so maybe it was his personal butler, Ken? Elena wasn’t sure since she didn’t come across him often before, but she never knew he had been hiding his skills.
“Lady Elena Edelweiss has arrived.”
 
Hailey knocked on the door and announced Elena's arrival. She could sense the energy emanating from the room.
 
That was the starting point. As soon as Hailey opened the door, Elena even used 「Haste」 to prevent Ken from interfering and rushed at Damian, and immediately plunged her magic-enhanced fist into his chin.
-Bang!
 
She could hear the sound of a thud at the collision. Since the punch she threw had been enhanced with magic, the impact would’ve been enough to break something if it hit his bare body.
 
On the contrary, the outcome was completely different from what she had imagined.
 
“What is the meaning of this, Elena Edelweiss?”
 
Damian, who should have been lying on the ground with a broken jaw, calmly caught her fist and stared at her with golden eyes reminiscent of the dragons associated with the Kraus family.
That was her first encounter with 'him'.
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            Chapter 7: No clue (Two)
 
"Ah, so your fiancé, Lord Damian, is... um, Miss? Why are you suddenly grinning?"
 
"Huh, oh? It's because... I'm happy. I'm so happy, Hailey."
 
The warm southern sunlight streamed in through the carriage window.
 
Hailey’s babbling made me laugh. Although this scene had played out decades ago in my previous life, listening to her talk about this news made me smile.
 
"Miss, have you noticed that you've been acting rather peculiar lately? When you first heard about the engagement at the estate, you seemed lost in thought. But now, you're beaming as if you own the world. Are you feeling unwell, by any chance?"
 
"No, I feel better than ever. It's only natural to be happy when marrying such an exceptional person."
 
“Well, you’re only engaged, Miss.”
 
Upon hearing my response, Hailey held her chin and purposefully put on an anxious expression.
 
"Hmm... I guess I shouldn't have said such good things about Lord Damian. Miss, you can't afford to be so carefree. You must get to know him as a person before making any decisions. Rumors may paint him as a nice person, but the reality could be entirely different! What should I do? My lady is too naive."
 
Hailey's unnecessary concerns began to surface. Previously, she had showered Damian with compliments, most likely to reassure my anxious self. Now that I appeared relaxed, she must be worried.
 
However, I, more than anyone else in the world, knew that Hailey's fears would never materialize.
 
I had observed 'him', not Damian, from a distance for decades. How could I not know his true nature?
 
Images of my past with him naturally resurfaced in my mind, but they soon faded away. Shaking my head, I buried them once again in the depths of my memories.
 
Undeniably, there were moments of happiness, and memories of falling in love with him that I wouldn't trade for anything. Yet, ultimately, they were the outcomes of a failed life.
 



 

 
Instead of standing by his side, I had chosen to run away, acting selfishly and allowing someone else to steal him. Consequently, after several incidents, when I attempted to reclaim the empty seat next to him, I had to let him go because of my own mistakes.
 
'No, things had gone wrong from the very beginning. So I just have to go back and start over.'
 
During my first regression, I shouldn't have associated him with the Damian that I once knew. He was already doing everything in his power to distance himself from me, and yet, during our first meeting, I struck him with my fist, breaking off our engagement and squandering the chance I had been given.
 
If only I hadn't done that and clung to my image of him as Damian, I would have undoubtedly been able to connect with him.
 
Unlike in the past, there was no need for me to be lost in my emotions, nor did I want to leave his side. The information I possessed and my relationships with him and other men had changed. My starting point was different. Failure was only possible if I repeated my previous mistakes by running away.
 
'Damian, just wait. There won't be any more mistakes.'
 
Now I knew what he was worried about. I didn’t before, so I couldn’t understand why he was trying to distance himself from me, which made me resent him. 
 
I knew that I, Elena Edelweiss, was capable of tending to all his concerns. I had slain deities and defied the laws of nature, even if it was due to the forceful influence of fate. If anything went astray, I would eliminate any obstacles in my path.
 
What I needed to do now was plan ahead what kind of happy life the two of us would live in the future.
 
“Hailey?”
 
“Yes? What is it?”
 
“How many children should we have? One is too little, don't you think? Hm… Maybe at least three? Perhaps four would be sufficient?"
 
“Oh my. What did I just hear?”
 
I chuckled.
 
Meanwhile, Hailey seemed weary of her own position. As a result, some serious family plans spilled from my lips as Hailey listened attentively.
 
Hailey was perplexed by my transformation and questioned if her ladyship was the same Elena she had always known. It was to the point where she wondered if the invitation letter from Count Kraus had a brainwashing spell cast upon it.
 
Time passed as we conversed, and the carriage continued its journey toward Count Kraus' manor.
 



 

 
***
 
Did the world look different because my mindset had changed?
 
At first, the Count’s manor was simply repulsive, but now it almost felt like I was returning to a warm home after a long time.
 
In my first life, this place was a chamber of torture where Damian inflicted various wounds upon me. In my second life, it was where 'he' and his lover resided together, so just looking in the estate’s direction had left me exasperated and distressed.
 
Isn't it quite amusing that a place like this now feels like home simply because my mindset has shifted?
 
I slowly walked towards his room, guided by my past experiences. Unlike before, I felt no nervousness. Instead, I was filled with a sense of tranquility, as if I had finally found a place where I belonged.
 
Isn't there an idiom that said a person’s house smelled like their owner? 
 
Although it was too vast to be called a mere house, and many people dwelled within the manor, I could sense traces of him everywhere.
 
Following his distinctive scent, I was led to the same spot. Standing in front of the door, I noticed that my hands were trembling.'
 
'Behind this door is the “him” that I know. Not Damian.'
 
After a long time, my body automatically responded to his scent and presence. I quickly covered my grin with both hands, trying to calm my excitement.'
 
Huuuu… Fuuu…
 
Taking several deep breaths, I managed to somewhat steady my racing heart. I patted my composed face gently until it returned to normal and glanced at Hailey.
 
"Hailey, how do I look now? Is there anything unusual?"
 
"The most unusual thing right now is your exuberance... Well, you look as beautiful as always!"
 
'"I shouldn't just be beautiful! I should be the most beautiful in the North, no, in the entire continent!"
 
Hailey covered her mouth with her hand, almost disgusted by what I had just said.
 
“Ack, Miss, aren’t you embarrassed…? You are indeed stunning, but saying that about yourself is..."
 
'These are the words you once said to me!!'
 
I fixed my hair a bit and signaled to Hailey that I was ready. Hailey nodded and knocked twice to let the people inside know that I had arrived, and carefully opened the door.
 
Previously, I had rushed at him and thrown a punch at his chin as soon as the door opened. Shortly after, we immediately announced our annulment without exchanging a single word.
 



 

 
But now, how would he react if I entered the room as the original Elena Edelweiss?
 
As the door swung open, I caught sight of his jet-black hair, as dark as the night itself.
 
He sat on the chair, donning a black suit adorned with his family's golden emblem. The moment the door opened, he had exuded an energy akin to an erupting volcano. Yet, at some point, he managed to quell it, transforming into the embodiment of a composed noble.
 
His pupils, sharp like a dragon's, locked onto mine, and our eyes met.
 
The color was always beautiful. When I looked into the eyes of the past Damian, it held no meaning for me. But now, the color felt radiant and warm, like the sun.
 
How many minutes had passed since our gaze connected? To me, that fleeting moment seemed like an eternity, yet the clock on the wall indicated less than a minute had transpired.
 
He offered me a gentle smile.
 
Had I ever witnessed this expression before? Undoubtedly, there had been numerous occasions. He always wore that smile in the presence of his lover. Except for one instance, when he took his last breath in my arms, he had never bestowed such a smile upon me.
 
However, in this moment, his smile was naturally directed at me. This alone seemed to compensate for all the animosity and anguish I had endured prior to regressing.
 
In return, I reciprocated with a soft smile that reached my ears.
 
"It's a pleasure to meet you, Lady Edelweiss. I am Damian Kraus, the eldest son of the Kraus family."
 
The instant I heard those words accompanied by his smile, it felt as though my heart ceased beating. Reason abandoned my mind, leaving only an empty space filled with instinctual desires. Fortunately, due to my newfound divinity, my body refrained from acting on those imaginations.
 



 

 
I couldn't even fathom how he would regard me if my imagination were laid bare before him.
Although my mind was entangled with reason and desire, one thing remained certain.
 
It was that I was elated with what he just said even if it was for formality’s sake.
 
'Am I this easy of a woman?'
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            Chapter 8: No Clue (Three)
 
His response was different from what I had experienced in the past.
 
I felt a tinge of disappointment as I realized I would have received such a warm welcome had I not punched him in my previous life.
 
Nevertheless, my thoughts were not solely focused on lamenting. I knew my past mistakes better than anyone else, and I was confident that I would not repeat them.
 
I would change the course of events so that, despite any challenges he might face in the future, he would have his eyes fixed on me, just as he was smiling at me now.
 
Lost in my thoughts, I momentarily forgot to greet him in return. I quickly cleared my mind and responded.
 
"...Nice to meet you, Lord Kraus. I am Elena Edelweiss, the eldest daughter of the Edelweiss family."
 
'Aghhhhhh!! It's so hard!!!'
 
Although I was smiling, I was worried that it looked too unnatural. Perhaps due to nervousness, my words sounded stiff and rigid.
 
'What if he thinks I dislike conversing with him? What if he immediately calls off the engagement?'
 
All my worries flooded my mind at once. Thankfully, despite my concerns, he did not seem particularly displeased.
 
Believing that my nervousness stemmed from the presence of others, he conversed with his butler and asked both him and Hailey to leave. As Hailey made her way out, she winked at me, offering her support, and departed with a teasing smile.
 
Once the door closed, silence enveloped the room. It was now just the two of us.
 
'Just the two of us.'
 
'Huh?'
 
As I realized that, my mind began to wander once again. 
 
Strange thoughts refused to leave my head today, causing me to question if I had always been such an indecent person.
 
I knew in my head that he didn’t have that kind of personality or was the kind of person to do anything to me. However, desire consumed my thoughts.
 
A man and a woman in their prime sat alone in a room together. The attendants had already left and informed others of their privacy.
 
\With my transcendental senses that surpassed those of an ordinary human, I could easily detect anyone approaching the room.
 



 

 
What mattered was that no one would know what transpired within this room if something were to happen.
 
'Honestly speaking, isn't a woman like me worth touching?'
 
After living through three lives, I was well aware of my exceptional beauty. Regardless of their honor or status, there was not a single man who could resist stealing a glance at me, be it the Swordmaster, the Great Magician, or even the Emperor himself.
 
Even the goddess of beauty whom the priests worshipped paled in comparison. I wondered if I was cursed by the goddess because of my appearance. 
 
Of course, I swiftly retaliated. I brought down the deity and swiftly taught them a lesson they wouldn't forget, leaving their behinds burning red.
 
There were some transcendentalists who were charmed by my beauty and couldn’t resist their desires. They jumped at me which left them in for a lot of pain. 
 
But he had never been one of them.
 
However, right now, he had no lover or any animosity towards me.
 
'Then, doesn’t that mean there’s a possibility?'
 
If I had been rational, I would have known that such a thing was unlikely to occur. But rationality eluded me at this moment.
 
While I was lost in my delusions, Damian moved first. That small movement made my body flinch. I thought my delusion was finally becoming a reality…but as expected, it never happened.
 
He simply retrieved two cups from the tea set beside him and poured the fragrant tea, one for me and one for himself. After handing me the cup, he calmly took a sip from his own, mirroring the composed
 
It was only at that moment that I realized I had been indulging in nonsensical thoughts.
 
If the foreign deities and other divine spirits, who perished at my hands, witnessed the Great Magician, who had surpassed God, being swayed by desire and losing her reason, they would be left speechless.
 
Furthermore, if he were the type of man who would easily give in to his desires, I wouldn't have fallen for him like this. I felt embarrassed for forgetting that and expecting something to happen.
 
"We are engaged, yet this is our first meeting in person, Lady Edelweiss, is it not?"
Nevertheless, I couldn't help feeling frustrated that he didn't find me attractive enough to lose control. And so, a sense of gloom settled over me again. As I fiddled with the teacup, he broke the silence.
 



 

 
“We’re to be engaged, however, this is the first time we’re meeting in person, is it not, Lady Edelweiss?”
 
“Yes…”
 
The conversation stopped here.
 
He thought I was still nervous, while it didn't occur to me to engage in conversation since my mind was consumed by shameful delusions.
 
As the room fell silent once more, a sweet fragrance wafted through the air. When I turned my head to identify the source of the aroma, I noticed a plate beside the tea set that he had prepared. It had been covered, hence why I hadn't noticed it earlier.
 
The desserts on the plate were impressive, even compared to the famous chocolates made in the capital.
 
Come to think of it, I remember that there was a chef who used to work in the capital is the head chef at Count Kraus' place. It dawned on me why this artwork was here, considering that the only joy I had experienced in this place during my first life was being able to eat the desserts he created anytime.
 
He seemed to anticipate my reaction to the desserts, and relief flickered across his face as he spoke.
 
“I usually enjoy eating sweets. It’s embarrassing, but I prepared some in advance to have them with you. Do you perhaps enjoy sweets too, Lady Edelweiss?”
 
“Ah, yes. Yes, I do enjoy them.”
 
'Liar. You can't eat anything sweet...'
 
The fact that he couldn't savor sweets was one indication that he wasn't Damian. Damian enjoyed sweet treats even more than I did.
 
The reason why he prepared this was probably because of me and to calm my nerves.
 
As he mentioned the dessert, memories of what I had done to him in my previous life flooded my mind.
 
It had taken place in this very room, but the atmosphere had been much more intense.
 
Although the desserts had occupied the same spot, I had ruined them, causing them to fall to the floor.
 
'We worked so hard to prepare this, now it’s a mess.'
 
He said as stared at the unrecognizable desserts. Unlike now, his gaze had been sharp as a knife.
 
'I can see that there is no need for us to talk... Um, I suppose we needn't use honorifics either. Elena Edelweiss, you look like you want to cancel this engagement. I’ll do as you please.'
 
That was the end. There was no further conversation and I left the Count’s manor with Hailey without looking back.
 
Thus, my past self and he had started off on the wrong foot from the very beginning, and our relationship had been doomed from the start.
 
Although I knew things were different now, perhaps due to lingering feelings, I continued to blame myself and dwell on the past. The more I observed the present, the more I realized how starkly it contrasted with my previous experiences.
 
With great care, he began placing the desserts onto the plate. After selecting an assortment of sweets, he finally handed them to me with a smile.
 



 

 
If I hadn't behaved in such a manner in my previous life, he would have responded in this exact same way.
 
As I gazed at the exquisite refreshments before me, it brought to mind what I had once crushed.
 
I had crushed his goodwill.
 
A sense of remorse and gratitude washed over me simultaneously. I had already trampled upon his goodwill once, and I vowed it would never happen again.
 
Among the array of desserts he had presented, I chose a slice of cake, delicately cutting it into small pieces with a fork before taking a bite.
 
“Mmm~”
 
True to the skills of a talented chef, the cake tasted absolutely divine. It was crafted with the finest chocolate and whipped cream. Moreover, the texture of the cake, with its perfect sponginess and moistness, was a delight to savor.
 
As I relished the cake slowly, I offered a silent prayer, hoping that I would continue to experience such sweetness in the future.
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            Chapter 9: No Clue (Four)
 
The sweetness lingered in my mouth, and even my saliva tasted sweet. Yet, I couldn't resist indulging in more of the delectable desserts before me.
 
'How can I refuse this…'
 
These were the most delicious desserts I had ever tasted. Moreover, how could I refuse him when he personally offered them to me? I felt compelled to savor every bite.
 
Typically, men disliked women who ate too much. However, he continued to smile and placed more desserts on my plate, as if evaluating their quality.
 
Naturally, as a woman, I was conscious of my weight, so I did try to decline since consuming everything would be risky, but...
 
“How cute.”
 
Damian’s words made me lose control of myself. I devoured the sweets that had piled up on my plate.
 
Although he had muttered those words unconsciously, he genuinely meant them. Hearing him describe me as "cute" fueled my motivation even further.
 
The desserts disappeared into my stomach. 
 
No matter how many times I repeated my life, I still lived as a noblewoman. As such, I didn't want to reveal this side of myself to my partner. However, it couldn't be helped. I had already paid the price.
 
In the end, I couldn't refuse him. I smiled as I consumed all the sweets he had given me.
 
'It was delicious… But still! Stilllll!'
 
My embarrassment refused to dissipate. Steam seemed to rise above my head, uncontrollably. Moreover, his compliment had caused my face to turn red.
 
“Ngh, mm…”
 
Feeling embarrassed, I couldn't bear to lift my head. He was the reason for my current state, yet he continued to smile, seemingly amused. It was a pleasant sight, but I couldn't help but feel annoyed.
 
"You seem to like sweet things more than I thought, Lady Edelweiss. I guess I did well to prepare in advance."
 
"Umm... Nnngh! T-Thank you... I'm sure these were things that Young Master also liked a lot, but you gave them all to me... When I come next time, there's a famous parfait shop in our territory, I'll make sure to bring one of each kind from there!"
 



 

 
Was it a small act of defiance? I knew he didn't like sweets, yet I brought it up.
 
Seemingly flustered by my offer, his face momentarily hardened. I could imagine his displeasure as he reluctantly consumed the parfaits.
 
'Will he refuse? Or force himself to eat them? It’s a gift from his fiancée, after all, so he can’t refuse.'
 
That's right, I knew a lot about him, his likes, and his dislikes.
 
Despite becoming a Swordmaster capable of surpassing even the heavens, he had a fear of phantoms. He was extremely vulnerable to alcohol, yet he didn't stop until he was intoxicated.
 
Using the exclusive knowledge I possessed, I glimpsed various aspects of him that I had never seen before.
 
It ignited a fire within me, brightening my spirits like a roaring bonfire.
 
My heartbeat began to stabilize as I adjusted to being alone with him in this room. It still raced faster than usual, but it was no longer to the point where an accident could arise from either party succumbing to their desires.
 
He seemed to notice my increased ease, as I could sense that he was preparing to discuss our arrangement. I had a general idea of what he wanted to say. I already knew his intentions.
 
However, no matter how much I loved him, I had no intention of hearing him out. I was certain he wanted to end our engagement.
 
He opened his mouth.
 
“Um, Lady Edelweiss. Pardon me, but would you allow me to address you by your name?”
 
“Ah, yes! Of course! Then, can I call you Lord Damian?”
 
“Yes, go ahead. Although it’s not official, we are still engaged. So long as it’s not a curse word, it doesn’t matter what we call each other.”
 
“E-Engaged… That’s right, we are engaged.” 
 
The moment I heard him say we were engaged, a fire ignited in my chest. I wanted to put a ring on both our fingers right this instant and solidify our relationship. It was a shame that he had not escaped his fate yet.
 
'Yes, that damned fate.'
 
Fate was an intrinsic force in this world, preordained and necessary. Every being, be it a transcendentalist or a god, was entangled in the intricate web of fate. My talent, the breakup with Damian in my previous life, and the subsequent events I experienced—all of it was the manifestation of fate, following the decree of heaven.
 
And Damian, or rather "he," standing before me now, was aware of his own fate. He knew how Damian would fall and how his life would unfold.
 



 

 
The Damian I knew had not undergone regression like I did. The present Damian was inherently distinct from the other Damian. His soul radiated brightly in my eyes.
 
The deity, whom I had vanquished in my previous life, had disclosed that he hailed from another world.
 
Fate was woven into the fabric of original existence in this world. Consequently, he was an outsider to the laws of nature. Having arrived in this world alongside the foreign deity, he remained distant from the deterrent force of fate.
 
He was not aware of this fact. Moreover, since he currently lacked the strength to escape fate's grasp, he was more cautious of it than anyone else.
 
Later on, he escaped the fate of “Damian” and became a transcendentalist just like myself. It was still early now, but he’d definitely become one and I’d make it happen somehow.
 
With the information I possessed, I knew his troubles would become his obstacles. I desired to address them proactively, but if I grew too impatient, I could end up ruining things. Handling them one by one was the only way, as he would inevitably discover them sooner or later. After all, he was a perceptive man.
 
'But don’t say those words.'
 
"Elena, I understand how you must be feeling right now. It’s natural that you’re reluctant to be engaged to someone like me, who’s as good as a stranger.”
'No.'
 
"Oh, no. Th-that's not it!"
 
'If you truly know how I feel, don’t push me away.'
 
I rushed to deny it, but my feelings couldn’t reach him.
 
There was still too much distance between us for my heart to reach his. I was also inexperienced in bridging that gap and conveying my true emotions. Despite living a long life, romance remained unfamiliar territory to me.
 
Love was foreign to me in my first life. In my second life, I barely tasted its sweetness before it slipped through my fingers. Now, in this third life, I felt the power of love intensely.
 
"You don't have to force yourself to say it that. I feel the same way."
 
Why does it hurt so much, knowing full well that he would reject me?
 
I knew the answer to that question. It was because of love. I was hurting because I loved him.
 
However, pain was pain. I understood why he was pushing me away, yet I still felt compelled to ask him the question.
 



 

 
 "No, I mean, does it mean that Lord Damian dislikes the engagement with me...?"
 
"No, of course not. How could I dislike the engagement with you? Marrying you is like a dream come true for every man in the Empire."
 
Hearing his words brought back my happiness. I knew it was just empty flattery, but love had a way of stirring one's emotions.
 
He continued speaking.
 
"However, I desire a marriage where both of us are happy together, rather than just my own happiness. Please be honest. Elena Edelweiss, do you love me?"
 
For a moment, I contemplated whether I should answer his question truthfully. However, considering that he and I had only just met today, I decided to keep my mouth shut. The amount of time we had spent together in this life was too brief.
 
Fortunately, he didn't immediately broach the topic of annulment. Instead, he encouraged me to speak my mind. My past selves from my first and second lives might not have understood his intentions, but I, for certain, knew what he was aiming for.
 
'Which is why this trick won’t work.'
 
"I don't believe that a marriage will be unhappy just because the couple doesn't love each other. My parents did, and it's probably the same for other noble families. However, unlike them, we have the power of choice."
 
“What do you mean?”
 
"Choosing a stranger whom you have never mixed words with as a lifelong partner is a challenging task. Even though strategic marriages may be prevalent among nobles, our relationship is not a simple strategic marriage, is it? Elena and I have the right to choose, unlike those who were bound by family obligations."
 
I could sense that the climax of the conversation was approaching. It didn't take him long to urge me to make my own decision.
 
"I will respect whatever answer Elena gives. Please feel free to speak up. Our current meeting is not only for getting to know each other before the engagement, but also for expressing our thoughts about this engagement."
 



 

 
'I should be able to say it now.'
 
This was all about the concept of engagement. He wouldn't be able to discern whether my answer stemmed from love or a desire for financial gain. Regardless of his declarations of love, I could make my decision based on the options he presented: to cancel the engagement or to proceed with it.
 
Of course, my answer had already been solidified.
 
"Then, shall we proceed with our engagement? Officially."
 
“What?”
 
Hearing the uneasiness in his voice left a void in my heart. 
 
'But you asked me to choose, and so I did. Just so you know, there's no turning back now.'
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            Chapter 10: No Clue (Five)
 
That was how our conversation came to an end.
 
It seemed like he wanted to ask me something, but just then, we had to make our way to the dining hall as Count Kraus had invited us for dinner.
 
For me, this was a fortunate turn of events. He had likely expected me to call off the engagement, yet I didn't. This would undoubtedly leave him pondering why I made that choice.
 
He had to think and figure it out as everything he knew about this world was different, starting from Elena Edelweiss to Damian Kraus.
 
There was no point in telling him that I had the power to alter fate. The path to transcendence couldn't be forged through mere suggestion. It was a personal journey shaped by one's own convictions. Informing him that he would also become a transcendentalist wouldn't be helpful either, as it would only divert him from his intended path.
 
So let’s not think about it right now. It’s not time yet.
 
What mattered to me at this moment was bridging the gap between us. Although he wore a smile that made my heart flutter, it was clear that he was wary of me. I needed to address that first.
 
However, there wasn't much I could say at the moment. As he escorted me to the dining hall, he appeared troubled and anxious, making any conversation difficult.
 
I refrained from talking to him because I could guess what his concerns were. Though I did find it a bit odd that he didn’t slip up when he was this lost in his thoughts. Not once did he mess up while he was escorting me.
 
As we approached the dining hall, it seemed he had stopped worrying. Family matters must have taken precedence.
 
“Um, Elena? If my father says something, you can just ignore him.” Damian said, holding the handle to the room's door.
 
"What do you mean?"
 
 "It's better for your peace of mind. Ah, more importantly, about our engagement—"
 
"Why don't we go in?"
 
I interrupted Damian and pushed open the door. Inside, I noticed two empty seats prepared for us. Count Kraus occupied the seat at the head of the table, and his younger brother, Alphonse Kraus, was also present.
 



 

 
Once we were seated, the servants began bringing in the dishes that had been prepared in advance. However, the meal didn't commence because Count Kraus, the head of the household, hadn't touched his food. He turned his head slightly, directing his gaze towards Damian.
 
Arthur Kraus, the ruler of the south, and a transcendentalist who currently held the title as one of the five Swordmasters.
 
He was a middle-aged man, over 40 years old. Perhaps due to his transcendence, his physique remained youthful and vigorous. If a stranger saw him, they would never imagine him to be Count Kraus the Swordmaster. His appearance gave the impression of a playful, young man.
 
In fact, despite being the head of the family, Count Kraus had an easy-going personality and was not overly formal. Unlike other leaders of powerful martial households who tended to be authoritative, he played the role of a caring and playful father to his children.
 
However, he was also the one who punished Damian more severely than anyone else in our previous life.
 
With his black hair and golden eyes, Damian resembled Count Kraus so much that they could be mistaken for twins. When the count saw me, his eyes crinkled into a smile.
 
"Elena, it's been a while. I don't know if you remember, but I met you once when you were little. You were a cute child back then, but now you've grown up to be a very beautiful lady, just like your mother," he said.
 
"And you look exactly as I remembered, Count Kraus. It was easy to recognize you. My father complains about his growing wrinkles every day."
 
That statement was true. Sometimes, when my father returned from the tower, he would grumble and fume as he looked into the mirror. As a child, I didn't understand why, but considering the relationship between Count Kraus and my father, I could guess the reason.
 



 

 
Count Kraus knew as well, so he burst out laughing and talked about it.
 
"Hahaha! That geezer still hasn't overcome the hurdle? Day in and day out, he would call me on the crystal ball to vent his frustrations. But you're telling me he would get angrier after seeing my face and complain even more at home? Thanks, Elena. Because of you, I have one more thing to tease him about."
 
“It’s a pleasure.”
 
Count Kraus was renowned as a genius, even among geniuses, so my father's grumbling wasn't entirely unwarranted.
 
Who could reach a transcendental state? Besides me and another person in the east who would eventually succeed, Count Kraus was the youngest man ever to become a transcendentalist.
 
That being said, Count Kraus, or rather, my father-in-law, was my most reliable ally at the moment. Although he held the position of a Count and Swordmaster in my first life, he did not cover up Damian’s case. Not only did he publicize it himself, he also knelt before me and my father. Moreover, when I threw my fist to break the engagement in my second life, he always lamented our annulment.
 
Right now, he’s the one who supported our engagement the most. He would help advance our relationship in the future. 
 
In my previous life, he had been the mastermind behind creating opportunities for Damian and me to spend more time together. Now, he would work to bring us closer.
 
Count Kraus turned to face Damian, and surprisingly, the topic of their conversation revolved around my father, Joachim Edelweiss.
 
'Did he ever meet my dad?'
 
I couldn't recall my father coming to the south around this time.
 
"By the way, Damian, do you remember meeting that guy, Joachim, when you were little?" Count Kraus asked.
 
"Yes, I only remember him because he suddenly grabbed my head and said, 'If you make my daughter cry, I'll toss you into the White Night Ice Prison.'"
 



 

 
My body recoiled and trembled at those words.
 
'What the hell was my dad spouting while he went around?!!'
 
I couldn't believe it. I even wondered if this was Damian's plan to push me away.
 
"What? Hahahah! How old were you then?" Count Kraus guffawed.
 
"I was... 14 years old. It did fluster me since a stranger suddenly approached me and said something incomprehensible. But I can tell he truly cares for his daughter a lot."
 
“Huh?”
 
I hadn't expected him to say that. He did mention locking Damian up in a White Night Ice Prison, which implied he would say something worse the next time they met.
 
I couldn't help but blush at what Damian said next.
 
"He said that she appeared fine on the outside, but she was holding it in. And that she had difficulty saying out loud what she liked and disliked, so he told me to take care of her and cherish her. Also, that she loved sweets, and I should give her snacks when we meet for the first time. Then she would loosen her guard a little."
 
'Dad!!!'
 
\I was well aware that my father was foolishly protective of me. I never imagined he would directly approach Damian and talk to him about me, though. It made me happy because he cared for me immensely, but...
 
'Have you no shame!!!'
 
My expression kept sinking.
 
When I tilted my head to look at Damian, he was grinning as he talked, almost amused. More precisely, he was staring at my embarrassed self.
 
Anyone who saw that would have thought he was mocking me. However, after knowing him for decades, my feelings were different.
 
'You’re embarrassed, right? You don’t like me anymore, do you?
 
His smiling eyes seemed to say that. That sight of him momentarily left me speechless. 
 
'How should I put this? He’s cute?'
 
Strangely enough, that was how I felt. If he wanted to call off the engagement, he could have been intimidating and violent like Damian. Yet here he was, smirking at me like a child who had successfully pulled off a mischievous act.
 



 

 
As I thought about it in that way, my embarrassment slowly faded away.
 
My powerful ally came to my aid just in time.
 
“Oh, ohh! That’s why! I thought it was weird when this brat, who couldn’t handle sweets, asked for a bunch of them. So that’s what it was!”
 
His words made both of us flinch. Without missing a beat, I made an expression that indicated I was touched.
 
“Pardon? Lord Damian definitely said he liked sweets.”
 
“What? Him? Ridiculous. I don’t know if something’s wrong with his tongue, but he can’t eat anything sweet. Yet you’re saying he likes it? Wait, Damian, don’t tell me…”
 
When Count Kraus gave Damian a wicked grin, Damian immediately interrupted him.
 
“I can eat sweets. Please don’t spread false rumors, Father.”
 
“The false rumors are coming out of your mouth. I’ve never seen you carry a single caramel since my time raising you.”
 
"What do you mean you've never seen me? You have, many times. I used to have caramel in my pocket every day when I was little. Also, Maria was the one who raised me. What you raised was my resilience."
 
"The servants gave you that. You think no one in this manor knows that you don't eat them and keep them in a box instead? Also, it's a good thing you brought it up. Let's examine that resilience I raised later today."
 
Suddenly, it felt more like they were in a drill hall than a dining hall. But before things escalated, Damian's younger brother dealt a decisive blow.
 
"Ah, that's right! Last time I opened a box in your room. There were beautifully wrapped caramels and candies in there! I was going to eat them, but you said I couldn't... since they're precious."
 
Damian didn't fight back anymore.
 
'Oh dear.'
 
Although his expression remained unchanged, I could see the tips of his ears turning red since I was sitting right next to him. It made me want to hug his face and stroke it immediately, but I reminded myself of today's victory and managed to suppress my overflowing desires.
 
Count Kraus winked. Meanwhile, young Alphonse began finishing his meal. He tilted his head, not understanding why his brother's face had suddenly hardened.
 
I picked up my utensils and resumed eating. The food tasted oddly sweet, even though it wasn't supposed to be.
 



 

 
As expected, it seemed that my regression had been quite successful this time.
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            Chapter 11: No Clue (Six)
 
All the attendants had retired for the night, leaving only a small flickering light in the dark hallways of the Count's manor. 
 
Hailey, Elena's personal maid, was walking somewhere with a lit candlestick. Her ladyship, Elena Edelweiss, was also beside her.
   
They had a specific purpose for being up this late. It had nothing to do with stealing the Count's valuables, as Duke Edelweiss was the second richest man in the North.
 
The two of them stopped in front of a room. They opened the door very slowly to prevent anyone from hearing the noise and went inside. 
 
It was a cozy windowless room, consisting only of a bookcase, a fireplace, a few cushioned chairs, and a single desk.
 
There was one person already seated in one of those chairs; he was Count Kraus, the one who had called them there. Standing next to him was Ken, a wrinkled old butler who gave off a kind impression, and a middle-aged maid with quite the gray hair.
 
“It must’ve been hard to navigate your way here since all the lights were off. I’m glad to see you.”
 
“Hailey has great eyes for the dark. It also wasn’t that difficult since you had explained it to us well, Count Kraus. We just had to find a room with a light leaking from the door cracks.”
 
Truthfully, Elena only needed to follow her instincts and find the room where she sensed the strongest energy. Darkness posed no obstacle for her. As a transcendentalist, she couldn't escape Count Kraus's presence even if he tried to conceal it perfectly.
 
“Count Kraus…sounds too formal. Just call your father-in-law, father. We’re going to be family anyway.”
 
“Yes, Father.”
 
The two of them smiled and responded to each other. 
 
Perhaps it was because of the count’s youthful appearance, there was a sense of oddity with this picture. Hailey was the only one who minded it because she was not used to the man’s appearance yet.
 
Joachim Edelweiss, head of House Edelweiss, was also the same age as Count Kraus. Joachim did look younger than his actual age. The count, however, looked to be a young man in his twenties. Hailey would also find it strange since the count looked exactly like Damian, her ladyship’s fiancé. 
 
Count Kraus proceeded to introduce his attendants to Elena one by one.
 
"This is Ken, and the woman beside him is Maria. They were the ones who raised Damian. They've been with him since he was a child, so they probably know him better than I do."
 
“That is not true. He grew up on his own. All we did was stay by his side.”
 
“I couldn’t be by his side that much either. Even when he had to say his farewells to his mother.”
 
Neither Maria nor Ken could refute Count Kraus's self-deprecating words. He saw himself as a less-than-adequate father, despite his genuine care for his children. Elena, having heard about Count Kraus from Alphonse and Damian in her previous life, understood their true feelings towards their father.
 
At the moment, there was nothing Elena could say to the count. Perhaps in the future, she would have an opportunity to address it. Her regression only applied to her, as she was the only one who remembered their past.
 
The current Elena Edelweiss, was only here to meet her soon-to-be fiancé, an arrangement which was made under the influence of their fathers.
 
"Oh dear, I almost revealed an unpleasant side of myself. Please forget what happened," 
 
Elena contemplated whether it was appropriate for her, as a soon-to-be fiancée of his son, to offer comforting words. She didn't dwell on it for long.
 
“Although today was the first time I met Lord Damian, I didn't sense any resentment towards his father. It's rare to see nobles conversing so comfortably during mealtime.”
 
Elena shared, hoping to provide some solace. The count's hardened expression softened, and he expressed his gratitude.
 
“Yes. If that’s how it appears in your eyes, I suppose so. Thank you for telling me. Geez, maybe it’s because I’m getting old, I’m not like how I was back then.”
 
"My father would be furious if he heard you say that, considering how young you look."
 



 

 
"Heh? Well, let him get as angry as he wants or develop a magic spell to reverse aging. That man always takes it out on the innocent. Tsk tsk. I'm glad you take after your mother instead of him, Elena. It's a relief."
 
As soon as the count laughed, the cozy atmosphere returned to the room. Hailey, in particular, tried her best to hide her tension. It felt like a weight had been lifted, and she could finally breathe again.
 
The count noticed her expression, and a faint smile appeared on his face as he suppressed his laughter.
 
"Ahem! Let's focus on the matter at hand."
 
Count Kraus, Ken, Maria, and Elena were present in the room. If Hailey, who stayed by Elena's side, were to be included, there would be five people. They had gathered for one purpose: to find a way for Damian and Elena to grow closer. That was the sole reason why the count had sent a telegram to Elena after dinner.
 
"Elena, based on what I observed during our meal, it seems that you have already developed feelings for Damian."
 
Elena wondered if her emotions were that obvious to others. Her face started to blush when the count directly addressed her feelings.
 
“Yes. Um…”
 
She had prepared several responses in case the count questioned her love. However, the count waved his hand, indicating that she didn't need to explain.
 
"No, you don't need to tell me why. There are numerous reasons why people fall in love, even if it's their first meeting. If you wish to share your reasons in the future, you can do so then. My son is truly fortunate to have captured the attention of a sweet and beautiful lady like you, even if he fails to realize it. I sometimes wonder who he takes after."
 
“For starters, I don’t believe he takes after you since your expression reveals everything.”
 
"That's right. It's all Ken's fault. I shouldn't have allowed you near Damian when he was little. You turned Damian into a stone. How will you take responsibility for obstructing my son's engagement?"
 
"Wait, how did this become my fault? The young master has always been like that."
 



 

 
"Nonsense! He was just like me when he was a kid. He was full of expressions! Didn't he mature too quickly because you were so strict!?"
 
“Strict you say, but Count Kraus, you were the one who….”
 
"Anyway! Does anyone have any plans?"
 
No one had an immediate answer.
 
Elena didn't even know how to date in the first place. Hailey, on the other hand, had always been by her ladyship's side and had never dated either. That was why Elena had relied on her father-in-law and Ken, but their conversation had already proven unhelpful.
 
Maria was the only person left whom she could turn to. The older woman appeared to ponder for a moment before coming up with a suggestion.
 
“Um, miss, could you cry for us once?”
 
“Pardon?”
 
***
 
Time flew by, and the next morning arrived once again.
 
Count Kraus and Ken helped choose a venue for us to have breakfast together.
 
It was at the eastern annex, known as the Isilia Pavilion, where his mother, Arwen Kraus, used to cultivate her garden. It had a different atmosphere compared to the main building where I stayed earlier.
 
My heart raced at the scent of flowers carried by the wind, along with traces of his fragrance.
 
It wasn't long before he arrived. We would have our meal, go through yesterday's Q&A again, and not delve any further. To be precise, it was because I talked incessantly that he couldn't bring up any topics.
 
Probably a quarter of how much I said was the amount I spent talking to him in my previous life. However, I couldn’t delay it any longer as he brought up talks of the engagement.
 
“Elena, we haven’t clearly discussed our arrangement yet. More importantly, it’s still too early to…”
 
But I knew it was time to do what Maria had advised me yesterday.
 
'Miss, a lady's tears can become a powerful weapon, especially when they come from a beautiful lady like yourself.'
 
'But how would she be able to cry on the spot, Maria? I wonder if such a display would even move the young master’s heart. He didn’t so much as flinch when I weeped in jest.'
 
'That's because your acting is worse than Alphonse's cut behavior, Ken. And the young master is perceptive in the most peculiar ways. A few tears won't affect him. You have to genuinely feel sad, with true emotions.'
 



 

 
'Okay, but how do you know that?'
 
'I did it to the young master in the past when he kept training and overworking his body. I don't know why you're asking when you've fallen for it many times.'
 
'What are you talking about...? Wait... Then before, when you...!'
 
Before my memories became jumbled, I stopped myself from dwelling on irrelevant stuff. The point wasn't Ken and Maria's argument; it was the fact that I had to genuinely cry for him.
 
'Lady Edelweiss has just met the young master today, so it will be more effective to employ this tactic after you get to know each other better. The more time you spend together, the more sincere your emotions will be.'
 
Maria explained. However, she didn't know about my regression.
 
'Who else except for me has spent more time with him than I did?'
 
“You said you would respect my choice, Damian. And I chose to engage you. Isn’t that enough?”
 
What I had to do was direct my remorse and sorrow towards him, both of which I was confident in doing as I only needed to recall my memories from a few hours ago.
 
It hadn't even been 24 hours since my regression; it had only been just over 19 hours. In other words, it had been a mere 19 hours since he died in my arms. Though he stood before me now, alive and breathing, it was too little time to completely erase that memory.
 
Recalling the events from a few hours ago wasn't particularly difficult. The painful memories, no matter how hard I tried to bury them, resurfaced once again.
 
The sensation of his hands growing colder and colder, the sound of his heartbeat slowing down, and, ultimately, the gentle smile that reflected in my eyes...
 
As those memories flooded my mind, warm tears streamed down my face.
 
I could see him panicking upon seeing my tears.
 
The magical energy within me responded to my emotions, causing the air around us to turn cold.
 
“So why would you say that?”
 
I uttered those words without truly comprehending them. At that moment, sadness and grief overwhelmed me. Gradually, the present faded away, and the past consumed my thoughts.
 



 

 
Driven by the chill I had conjured, I instinctively grabbed his hand. Despite the expected drop in temperature, his hand felt remarkably warm.
 
“I’m sorry.” He apologized as he embraced me to shield me from the cold.
 
“It wasn’t my intention to worry you. It was just so sudden. I only meant to say we need time to get to know each other. That’s all.”
 
To be honest, I couldn't fully hear his words. All I could sense was his warmth and the steady rhythm of his heartbeat.
 
And at that moment, everything changed when he looked at me. He was alive, and it shattered everything I knew from the past.
 
'Did I feel relieved?'
 
Nestling into his arms, I momentarily forgot my original purpose for being there.
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            Chapter 12: Interlude
 
I gently stroked Elena's head as she sniffled in my arms.
 
Perhaps my embrace had triggered something within her. Gradually, her tears, which had seemed endless, subsided, and her icy body regained its warmth.
 
As a young master from a noble family, carrying a handkerchief was a common practice, so I had no trouble using it to wipe away her tears. The soft, silky fabric was of high quality. However, I proceeded with caution, not wanting to accidentally harm her beautiful face while doing so.
 
'Do teenage girls have this many mood swings?'
 
I don't understand. Shouldn't they have outgrown this stage by the age of 16?
 
Since I couldn't read minds, it was impossible for me to know what someone truly felt.
 
What startled me was the sight of Elena Edelweiss crying. It was difficult to brush it off as typical teenage behavior. Even though Elena was portrayed as an introvert in the novel, she had always had a heart as tough as steel. I could count on one hand the number of times she had shed tears throughout the entire story.
 
It seemed that a lot had changed. The girl in my arms had only known me for less than a day, yet she had been cheerful and lively to me. I found myself flustered when the same girl suddenly burst into tears over a change in topic.
 
I questioned whether she was putting on an act, but her eyes held genuine remorse, sadness, and bitterness. Those emotions were directed at me, Damian. She wouldn't have acted this way towards the original Damian; she would have glared at me with resentment instead of embracing me so meekly. So, it meant she was behaving like this because it was me. She had acted the same way yesterday. Had she done something that made her owe me a favor?
 



 

  
I decided not to dwell on it any longer, as further pondering would only lead to unnecessary headaches.
 
I had brooded over it yesterday and eventually gave up without finding an answer. Even if I had come to a conclusion, I would have been mistaken anyway.
 
I didn't consider asking her directly because I didn't want to make her cry again. Damian might have desired it, but I didn't have such inclinations.
 
'She looks more beautiful when she’s smiling than when she’s crying, why can’t you see that? '
 
That was precisely why Damian was a third-rate villain who had been eliminated from the very beginning. The fool was utterly clueless.
 
'I really don’t know anymore.'
 
There was always a reason behind someone's goodwill. I was well aware of that fact. Whatever her motives, it was clear that her heart would eventually change, and she would leave for the other Male Lead candidates once the original plot kicked in.
 
'So let’s not muse on it since I’m always going to be the villain of this novel.'
 
The role of a villain named Damian Kraus was to hurt the main character and be despised by her, not to receive her love. No matter what I did, it wouldn't change the fact that I had been assigned the role of a villain.
 
Perhaps breaking off our engagement so early on for my own safety was pointless. The outcome was inevitable.
 
Even after the original plot started, it was possible that I would remain her fiancé for a while. However, it was guaranteed that Damian Kraus and Elena Edelweiss would eventually break up. There was no way for someone like me, who couldn't alter a person's fate, to change a significant event that would serve as a turning point in this world.
 
I would end up hurting her in some way, and then she would leave. I just hoped it would end with a simple parting. The actions I took now were merely to settle my debts for the events to come.
 



 

 
“How long do you want to stay like this? Didn’t we agree to browse the manor together?” I murmured to Elena.
 
I lightly tapped her, as she was still leaning on me, and wiped away the tears she had shed.
 
Her eyes were slightly reddish but not very swollen. They remained as beautiful as ever.
 
I also noticed that her breathing had returned to normal now that we were so close to each other.
 
"The weather is lovely today. You can see the garden vividly from here, but it would be even better to experience it in person. The breeze carries the scent of fragrant flowers. And of course, the Isilia Pavilion has more to offer than just that."
 
She slowly started to lean away from my chest.
 
Elena’s skin was very white, so it was particularly noticeable when she blushed. She also knew of her trait as she lowered her head to conceal her face.
 
It seemed that I had alleviated some of her worries, and she had brightened up a bit.
 
I chuckled at the sight, and she curled up even more upon hearing my laughter, which I found adorable.
 
She covered her face with both hands.
 
I extended my hand towards her.
 
"So, would you do me the honor of allowing me to show you the view from the Isilia Pavilion?"
 
Elena remained silent, so I added a few more words.
 
"Come to think of it, I didn't explain the origin of the Isilia Pavilion's name. Isilia was said to be the name of the first Count Kraus' wife. The first count built this annex and named it after her. Since then, this place has been established as a space for the wives of House Kraus."
 
At my words, a slight flinch passed through Elena's body.
 
“Elena, since you are the bride-to-be to the next count of the household, wouldn’t it be better if you learned the path here ahead of time?”
 
A small hand tightly clasped mine.
 
One of her hands had moved away from her face, revealing half of it. Her face was still flushed, but I could see a slight curl at the corner of her lips and her smiling violet eyes.
 
At that moment, a feeling tugged at the corner of my heart, suggesting that she might not be the only one feeling disheartened when that day arrived.
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            Chapter 13: Younger sibling needs an older sister (1)
 
Kraus family has a long-standing history that dates back to the founding days of the empire. The Count's manor, filled with countless anecdotes, holds the echoes of that rich past.
 
The Isilia Pavilion, built alongside the manor, carries its own stories. One such story is the origin of its name, Isilia.
 
Named after the first wife of House Kraus, the Isilia Pavilion has served as a space for generations of House Kraus wives. Despite numerous reconstructions over time, remnants of the past housewives can still be found in various forms.
 
The flower garden we strolled through was a testament to this history.
 
This garden bore the mark of Arwen Kraus, the mother of Damian and Alphonse, and the wife of the current Count Kraus. 
 
The fragrance of swaying hyacinths brought back memories of her. As a child, I used to walk here with her frequently. After her passing, I became the sole visitor to this place. My father never set foot in the Isilia Pavilion after my mother's departure, and Alphonse, for some reason, hesitated to enter. So it became a place where I walked alone. 
 
The diligent servants maintained the garden's beauty. They were always busy and rarely had the opportunity to enjoy the scenery themselves. Thus, I became the sole guest of this tranquil garden.
 
However, after a long time, a new guest had joined me.
 
Amidst the backdrop of flowers, she looked like a painting brought to life, her beauty matching the enchantment of the garden itself.
 
Elena gently clasped my hand as I guided her along.
 
The garden was a space for admiring the flowers. There was no need for us to exchange words.
 
We strolled leisurely, savoring the changing scents of the flowers as we moved through different sections.
 
Under the spring sky and the gentle sway of blossoms in the breeze, a sense of tranquility washed over me.
 
Walking together with her felt different from my solitary walks. The garden itself seemed to possess a different aroma, filling a void within me and leaving me curiously satisfied.
 
Perhaps it had been quite some time since I walked this path with another person.
 
I pushed aside the lingering restlessness and turned my gaze toward Elena.
 
The violet hyacinths bloomed behind her, mirroring the hue of her captivating eyes. Her beauty effortlessly merged with the surrounding flowers, occasionally leaving one breathless.
 
I had felt this way many times before—she possessed an ethereal beauty that seemed almost unreal.
 



 

 
'Does the heroine’s beauty have to be on this level for it to be considered a romance fantasy?'
 
She gazed at the world with calm eyes, captivated by the landscape. I quietly turned to where she was looking.
 
There was a scenery before us which no artist could ever hope to paint. It was quiet. The sounds of the birds chirping and the bees buzzing were buried in this green world.
 
We paused our steps, standing together to behold the breathtaking view.
 
How many minutes had elapsed?
 
Somewhere, the wind gently moved the clouds, veiling the sun. As a shadow cast over the world, we resumed our stroll.
 
***
 
When she emerged from the garden, she appeared utterly composed. Her eyes mirrored the stillness of a serene lake, her expression seemingly indifferent. This was the same image of Elena I had known from reading the novel.
 
But why did this aspect of her feel so fresh? This was the Elena I knew, so what was this unfamiliar sensation?
 
I had witnessed her smile, cry, and blush with embarrassment.
 
Why did she possess such a range of emotions?
 
As I reflected on our journey thus far, I could see that Elena Edelweiss had gone through quite a turmoil. Despite that, I was no longer as perplexed as before.
  
“Elena.”
 
“Yes, Damian? What is it?”
 
“Nothing, I just wanted to call your name.”
 
A smile graced her lips. In that moment, I felt a sense of belonging. Satisfaction welled up within me, and involuntarily, the corners of my mouth lifted.
 
Elena tilted her head, slightly puzzled.
 
If only the ending could change as easily as Elena's expressions. It was a pity that it couldn't. Nevertheless, she seemed more at ease now. I couldn't tell if a burden had been lifted from her shoulders or if she had simply let go of her inhibitions. She was no longer fretful or anxious like before.
 
“How was the garden?”
 
“Oh, it definitely was different seeing it in person. Thank you, Damian. For letting me experience this.”
 
"Indeed, the true beauty of nature can never be fully captured within the confines of a small private room. To truly appreciate its magnificence, one must immerse oneself in the vastness of an open space."
 
Elena nodded in agreement, a gentle smile adorning her face.
 
I didn't see Elena's maid around. Perhaps Ken had taken her elsewhere.
 



 

 
Was her name… Hailey? In the original story, Damian continued to hide Elena’s abuse by threatening her. I remember she was the one who helped report Damian’s wrongdoings at the end.
 
Perhaps they thought it would be best for the two of us to have some privacy.
 
Regardless, I had planned to accompany Elena myself.
 
Elena remained fixated on the garden.
 
“The weather sure is nice.” I said.
 
"Yes, it is."
 
“Shall we go out next time too?”
 
“…Basket.”
 
“?”
 
“Let’s bring a basket with desserts.”
 
'Stop eating sweets… You’re going to get sick.'
 
Then again, Elena was a magician, so she would likely manage just fine.
 
I nodded in agreement.
 
“Yes, let’s also bring a mat then. It’ll continue to be sunny for the time being. It won’t be that bad to go a little further out since there are many scenic spots in Sarham.” She replied.
 
“Merohim doesn’t lose when it comes to their view…”
 
“Well, I suppose. If you want to freeze to death by sitting out there with a mat.”
 
Merohim, with a climate similar to that of Russia.
 
One could build an enormous snow castle when it snowed. It was fortunate that House Edelweiss were a family of magicians. If they had been a martial household like us, they would have fallen into ruin long ago unless they had abundant resources.
 
“Let’s do it at Merohim someday. It wouldn’t be a bad idea to sit on top of the ice with a mat. In the meanwhile, let’s take a look around the Isilia Pavilion.”
 
Rather than survive in the Arctic, they had to first survive the 500-year-old ancient castle first.
 
***
 
“Who is this?” Elena asked.
 
“She’s my mother.” 
 
She stood in front of a portrait hanging on the wall. Although there were rows of other portraits next to it, she managed to find Arwen Kraus’ portrait.
 
The Isilia Pavilion served as the residence for all the wives of the past counts, and therefore, it housed their portraits. Hence, it wasn't unusual to find my mother's portrait among them.
 
In fact, it didn't come as a surprise that Elena chose Arwen's portrait. She had already encountered someone who bore a striking resemblance to the woman depicted.
 
I picked up the fallen white cloth from the floor. It was originally meant to cover my mother's portrait.
 
My father sent my mother’s belongings to the Isilia Pavillion, everything that made him miss her. My mother’s portrait was the only one which had a white cloth over it. It was so that he couldn’t see her face when he visited.
 
It wasn't because my father despised her. On the contrary, he loved her so intensely that merely glimpsing her face would bring him to tears.
 
And yet, the cloth had slipped from its place and now lay on the ground.
 
'If the servant had made a mistake, they would have covered it, so why didn’t they?
 
I was certain that everyone here was aware of the hidden portrait.
 
The cause behind the fallen cloth became immediately apparent.
 
"Um... B-Brother..."
 
“Alphonse.”
 
A child emerged from a room filled with his mother's belongings, a child who bore an uncanny resemblance to the woman portrayed in the portrait.
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            Chapter 14: Younger sibling needs an older sister (2)
This world was the setting for the novel, <The Princess is Loved> and Damian Kraus was the villain who would get eliminated at the beginning of the story. 
 
While there was no rule against resurrecting a fallen villain, it seemed to me that Damian had no further significance. He had merely played a supporting role in bringing out Elena's true personality. He served as the catalyst for her growth.
 
Damian, as the heir of the Kraus family, one of the three major martial households in the empire, was not the sole male candidate from such a prestigious lineage. 
 
Another contender, Reinhard Cromel, known as the "Sword of the Heaven," would later rise to become a Sword Master. Due to his prowess, many readers were interested in what the current Sword Master, Count Kraus would do.
 
Arthur Kraus, the head of the Kraus family, personally knelt before Elena and Joachim to apologize for his son's actions. The readers expected Damian to reappear, making speculations such as, “He’s gritting his teeth behind the scenes, waiting to get his revenge.” or “He’ll appear as a villain later on.” 
 
Contrary to their expectations, he did not make a comeback.
 
Damian Kraus was the only wayward member of the Kraus family. The rest were quite different.
 
Subsequently, the story progressed, and Count Kraus reemerged as Alphonse Kraus, replacing Damian as the new heir of the household.
 
The reason House Kraus maintained its prominent position in the South had little to do with fertile land or a favorable location. It wasn't solely due to their reputation as formidable swordsmen either. The primary factor was their role as guardians of the Luneproud Mountains, a territory plagued by evil spirits.
 
Once a year, these evil spirits would begin to advance toward inhabited areas. It became Count Kraus's responsibility to lead the soldiers on the frontlines and protect the people from this threat.
 
Additionally, there were dark infidels in the novel, whose appearance led to the collapse of the frontline and the destruction of much of the South. Only Sarham, defended by Arthur Kraus, remained as the last stronghold.
 
In order to support Sarham, various households from the empire provided their aid, one of which was, of course, the Duke from House Edelweiss, and Elena, who grew up to be an incredible magician.
 
With the arrival of the main character, the fate of the infidels had already been sealed. Elena, along with the Male Lead candidates who joined her, swiftly dealt with the infidels.
 
Alphonse emerged as the successor to the Kraus family around that time. He met with Elena to express his apologies for Damian's transgressions and aided her in her battle against the evil spirits.
 
Instead of Damian's return, his name was merely mentioned. Alphonse had no knowledge of his whereabouts. Readers speculated whether Damian was responsible for the wave of monsters or if he had fled out of fear.
 
Perhaps it was due to having such an elder brother, but Alphonse's appearance was well-received. He took responsibility for his older brother's mistakes as if they were his own, and his actions during the subjugation of the evil spirits labeled him a hero. There was even a debate among readers as to whether he was a new Male Lead candidate or not.
 



 

 
This series of events served as evidence that Damian Kraus was the sole disgrace within the Kraus household. It almost seemed as if God had created Damian solely to bring harm upon Elena.
 
'Maybe that’s why my body acts like that when I’m around Elena. I’m going crazy.'
 
Yes, I was Damian now, and I was grateful to have such a kind younger brother. People I used to know said that as the younger sibling grew up, they would lose their previous personality.
 
\But was it because I knew the future? Perhaps I felt relieved knowing that Alphonse grew up well despite having someone like Damian as his brother.
 
***
 
A portrait hung above Elena and my head.
 
The woman in the portrait sat gracefully on a chair. She had light brown hair and emerald-green eyes. The painting beautifully captured her warm presence.
 
A boy, who was an exact replica of her, trembled in front of me.
 
I scanned the surroundings. It seemed that there were no attendants present, as I could see no one else besides us.
 
He must have gotten lost. Kraus Manor was vast, so it was not uncommon for a child to lose their way. However, that was precisely why we have attendants by our side. In fact, the armors lining the corridors served as a warning. Even a strong adult male would face dire consequences if one of those armors were to fall on them.
 
'But why was Alphonse alone and where in the world did the attendants go?' 
 
No matter how well he grew up in the future, Alphonse was still a seven-year-old child right now.
 
He must have gotten lost. Unconsciously, I furrowed my brow.
 
“B-Brother… Um…” Alphonse stammered upon seeing my expression.
 
I noticed something in his hand. It was an object that could not be fully concealed by a child's small hand. I could see the golden chain peeking through his grasp.
 



 

 
It was a necklace engraved with our family's crest.
 
I was well aware of what it was.
 
The revealed portrait of our mother, the traces of her presence in the Isilia Pavilion, and the locket in Alphonse's hand.
 
It was then that I began to comprehend what was happening.
 
I rubbed my forehead with my finger and knelt down to meet Alphonse's gaze.
 
"Alphonse, you can't come here alone without an attendant. What if you get hurt?" I said.
 
"I'm sorry..."
 
"Do you come here at this hour regularly?"
 
“….”
 
Silence was his answer, confirming what I suspected. I didn't need to hear it explicitly.
 
I used to visit the Isilia Pavilion at specific times. Today was not one of those days. If it hadn't been for Elena, this place would have naturally been empty today.
 
'Then, why was Alphonse going to the Isilia Pavillion, unattended, and hiding from me?'
 
Access to this place wasn't explicitly restricted.
 
'Father.'
 
I had a faint idea about the answer. There was only one person in this family who could control Alphonse.
 
I turned my head and looked up at Elena, who stood beside me.
 
We exchanged silent glances.
 
Elena beamed with a bright smile and greeted Alphonse.
 
“I saw you last night, didn’t I? My name is Elena Edelweiss.”
 
The usually reserved Alphonse finally spoke. Despite his young age, he had been learning proper etiquette. He understood that it would be impolite to ignore a lady's greeting.
 
“…Oh, I-I’m Alphonse Kraus. And… Um, you can just call me Alphonse. S-Since you’re Brother's fiancé.”
 
“Yes, I see. Lord Alphonse.”
 
Alphonse’s ears turned red in response to Elena’s gentle smile.
 
The power of beauty was truly astonishing. She had captivated him with just one smile.
 
I grabbed Alphonse’s hand.
 
“Elena, I believe I should take Alphonse back to his room. It’s unfortunate, but why don’t we stop our tour for today.” 
 
“Oh, it’s a shame, but yes, we should. Let us come back tomorrow.”
 
“I’m sorry… Because of me…” Alphonse kept apologizing.
 
I ruffled his hair. The one who should be apologizing was me. It seemed like Alphonse wanted to discuss what had happened earlier, but I wasn't the person he should confide in.
 
A headache started to throb as a result of these successive events. First, the engagement with Elena, and now this situation with Alphonse.
 
'Does this mean I’m not the only one with a problem in this household?'
 
Time had resumed its course, and the events that were supposed to have already occurred were now crashing down on me all at once.




            ---The End Of The Chapter---

                                        
                

                    
                            
                

                    
                            
                
                            
                

                    
                            
                

                    

            



        

                    
            

                

                    
            

                
                    
            

                

                    
            
                    
            

                
        
                    
                
                
                    
                    Join Our Discord

                    Be part of our amazing community!

                    Join Now
                

            


        

        
            
            




        


                                    
                    Comments

                    
                    

                

                    

        
            
        

        
            
            




        


        
            
            




        


        
                    
            

                

                    
            

                

                    
            

                

                    
            

                

                    
            

                
                    
            

                
                
            Chapter 15- Younger sibling needs an older sister (3)
 
After bringing Alphonse to his room and making plans with Elena for tomorrow, I turned my footsteps back towards the Isilia Pavilion.
 
Upon arriving at Isilia Pavilion, I walked through the hallway of memories where portraits of the past hostesses were hung. There were as many portraits of women as the family’s long history, but I only knew one face.
 
It was of my mother’s portrait, hanging at the end of the line of portraits, which remained uncovered.
 
Thanks to the excellent skills of the painter, the woman in the portrait retained the same liveliness and vitality as when she was alive. It was natural that it stirred up memories that still lingered within me.
 
As I opened the door to the room Alphonse was in, the layout of the room came into my view.
 
Even after several years, this place still remained exactly the same as it was back then, without a single change.
 
However, perhaps because Alphonse had been there, the duvet on the bed, which should have been neatly folded, was a little crumpled, and something that seemed to have been hidden under the pillow in a hurry was sticking out. And soon I began to imagine little by little what Alphonse was doing here.
 
When I went to bed and lifted the pillow, there was an old book Alphonse had read.
 
The handwriting was familiar. 
 
No, not just the handwriting, but the contents written inside also felt familiar. 
 
Looking at it I soon realized that it was my mother Arwen’s diary.
 
In the past, I sometimes saw my mother writing something by herself, but when I asked her about it, she always said it was a secret and never showed me. I had forgotten about it since then, but Alphonse seemed to have found it left behind in my mother’s room.
 
The beginning of the writing seemed to be from the time when I, Damian was born, but the writing wasn’t consistent. 
 
However, that made it easy for me to recall past memories while reading it. The feeling of writing down the intense emotions from that special day was strong.
 



 

 
The Damian written in her writing wasn’t me, but the memories of her and me were clearly left here.
 
What I felt from this writing was not the feeling of loss for my mother’s absence, but rather the happiness of being able to recall the warmth I felt in the past. However, just as not everyone would have the same thoughts upon reading the same things, Alphonse may have felt differently than me. 
 
Arwen Kraus passed away in an epidemic in the southern region when Alphonse was two years old.
 
A lot of people died due to it, including Kraus’s mistress before the cure was found. It could be said that it was luck that the young Alphonse did not get sick.
 
Alphonse, who was only two years old, could not have any memories of his mother.
 
When Alphonse, who had no memory of his mother, saw this diary, he would have felt even more sadness and empathy for her absence, unlike me, who had some memories.
 
Maybe he felt even more sadder because he was caught between his older brother and father, who could not forget her.
 
For Alphonse, who lost his mother at an early age, only me and our father were his family. However, those only family members were looking for the shadow of the one who had already left Alphonse.
 
One should remember their past memories but not be consumed by the shadows of the past.
 
Perhaps knowing that, father forbade Alphonse to go to the Isilia Pavilion. But it wasn’t for Alphonse.
 
Then, what about me? Can I say that I was a good older brother to Alphonse?
 
No way.
 
It was too late to say that I was a good older brother.
 
Saying that I had to prepare for the future that lies ahead of me was just an excuse.
 
‘Let’s be honest.’
 
Unlike me, the villain, Alphonse was always a good person who would do good deeds in the future. That’s why I was indifferent to him.
 



 

 
***
 
I left the Isilia Pavilion with my mother’s diary in hand. 
 
Despite having a body that could be considered a giant, I didn’t feel any strength in my muscles. My mother’s small diary in my hand felt like a heavy iron bar.
 
‘If you realize you made a mistake, you have to correct it. ‘
 
However, this was the first time in my life to have a family or to be someone’s older brother. I didn’t know what an ideal older brother should look like, and even if I changed, I didn’t think I could make up for the loss that child felt.
 
Putting down the burden of my engagement with Elena, a new burden came to weigh heavily on my heart. However, this was not a predetermined fate, but rather something that was my fault. That was why it felt like I was carrying an even heavier burden than when I was with Elena.
 
I walked while thinking about what to do, and when I arrived at my room, Ken appeared in front of my eyes as if he had been waiting for me.
 
“Young master. You seem to have a lot of worries today.”
 
“Oh? Ken. What are you doing here?”
 
“As your personal butler, I was waiting for you, young master. More importantly, why do you look so gloomy like the sky on a rainy day? Oh, if it’s about Lady Edelweiss, there’s no need to worry. The young lady has already fallen deeply for you…”
 
“It’s not like that.”
 
Whenever I was in a bad mood, this old man always thought it was all because of Elena.
 
The old butler’s smirking face seemed to have eased the heavy feeling a little. Come to think of it, it was Ken and Maria who watched Alphonse and me the longest. If so, maybe Ken knew the answer to this problem.
 



 

 
But I couldn’t ask Ken about him.
 
Come to think of it, if they had felt anything strange about Alphonse, they would have told us right away. Even if not, Maria wouldn’t have just left Alphonse alone.
 
Given Maria’s personality, she would have taken pity on Alphonse, who didn’t know his mother, and would have paid attention to various things. Nevertheless, Alphonse’s emotional wounds were not healed.
 
To solve this, family members, not third parties, had to step forward. 
 
As I was thinking about it, a man’s face came to my mind.
 
When I remembered that face, I immediately said to Ken.
 
“Ken. Go and tell my father. His son wants to spar for the first time in a while.”
 
“Yes? All of a sudden? But is it okay for you to do that in this condition? Even if you did it in good condition, you would come out looking like a slime. But now you look very tired. How about resting today and doing it tomorrow?”
 
Ken answered me with a worried face.
 
“It’s okay. I don’t plan on making it as tight as usual today.”
 
I just wanted to have a ‘conversation’ between son and father. 
 
In response to my answer, Ken finally had no choice but to nod his head and say he understood.
 
“This will be a problem when it comes to the aftermath.”
 
“Don’t worry…”
 
“Even if the young master says that, it’s not likely to end normally given the nature of the Duke and his son. Still, please be careful as much as possible. What if Lady Edelweiss gets surprised?”
 
“I’ll make sure not to surprise her.”
 
“No, I was telling you not to get hurt too badly. You can’t just come out bloody. What should I do if the lady is startled because of that?”
 



 

 
“…..”
 
I had nothing to say.
 
After a while, Ken left to talk to my father, and I walked towards the training ground behind the castle.
 
***
 
As befits a renowned samurai family, the Kraus family had several training grounds. Among them, the training ground right behind the castle was used only by the Kraus family’s blood relatives, and even knights who swore under the name of the family were prohibited from entering.
 
After arriving at the training ground, I picked up one of the swords prepared in advance.
 
There was no need to engage in sparring with real swords when it is not a matter of life and death. It was said that in the past, many people lost their lives while using a real sword, so they started using a sword with the same weight and no blade.
 
Even so, if it was a swordsman who could use aura, it would be the same as a true sword.
 
The wait wasn’t too long.
 
The quiet mana in the air began to surge. The flow of free mana began to gather in one place as if it were being pulled by a powerful force.
 
“Are you here?”
 
A man was standing at the center of the great flow…
 
A Sword Master.
 
The mighty presence of the person who had reached the highest level, which was usually suppressed, was revealed without filtering.
 
“Yeah. But I’m surprised you asked me for sparring first. Did you have any enlightenment?”
 
Seeing my father’s interested face, I shook my head and denied it.
 
“No. That’s not it. I need a place to vent my anger and have a conversation with my father after a long time.”
 
My father didn’t respond to my words, but merely looked at me with his usual gaze.
 



 

 
With a single blink of an eye, a sword appeared in his previously empty hand.
 
I also raised my sword without saying anything.
 
Soon, the sound of metal clashing against metal filled the previously peaceful training ground.
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            Chapter 16 – Younger sibling needs an older sister (4)
 
As the time was approaching, Elena was waiting in her room tidying up her clothes for today’s dinner. But soon after, Damian’s exclusive butler, Ken, who briefly entered Elena’s room, informed her that Damian would not be able to attend dinner.
 
“Due to unavoidable circumstances, the Count and Lord Damian will not be able to come to dinner tonight.”
 
“Ah. I see. Thanks for letting me know, Ken.”
 
Elena was saddened by the news that the dinner with Damian, which she had been waiting for, was canceled. However, she couldn’t help but feel sorry because she had a good idea why Damian and Count Kraus couldn’t come.
 
There was no way Damian would just ignore the events that took place in Isilia Pavilion today.
 
Thinking of the events that had taken place at the Isilia Pavilion today, she couldn’t help but recall the face of the young boy she had met there, Alphonse.
 
Unlike Damian, who looked exactly like Count Kraus, the face of that young child resembled Arwen Kraus, the woman in the portrait she saw today.
 
Just like Damian, Alphonse Kraus was a child whom Elena had a connection with in her previous life.
 
In the first life, due to Damian’s twisted possessiveness, they did not meet often even though they were living in the same territory, However, after breaking off the marriage with Damian, Elena met Alphonse, who had grown up due to a certain incident.
 
Alphonse at that time was a man worthy of being called a hero.
 
He met and encouraged the people who had lost their homes one by one and as the successor of the Kraus family, he could have stayed safe, but he ran to the forefront of the crumbling Southern Front and personally led the army, even though he was only seventeen years old.
 



 

 
Although the situation at that time was so urgent that even a young child had to lend a hand, moving forward carrying tens of thousands of lives at such a young age was not something that an ordinary person could do.
 
The burden of filling the vacant seat of the successor after Damian disappeared must have been heavy. Alphonse, who rose up on his own in such adverse conditions, was a hero.
 
However, as ‘he’ took that place instead of Demian, Alphonse Kraus’s story began to change.
 
“If you’d like, I can bring your meal to your room.”
 
At Ken’s words, Elena shook her head.
 
“No. Does Young Lord Alphonse will still eat in the same place as yesterday?”
 
“Yes, but-“
 
“Then I should go there too. As Demian’s fiancée, I will be the hostess of this place in the future. I can’t miss a family meal. And above all, I can’t leave the young Lord alone.”
 
At Elena’s kind words, Ken looked at her with a stunned expression for a moment, then answered Elena with a small smile in response.
 
“Yes, you’re right. Since you will also become a Kraus… I spoke out of turn. I’m sorry. The meal will be ready before six o’clock, so you can move after the bell rings.”
 
It wasn’t long after Ken left the room that the bell announcing six o’clock rang through the castle.
 
Unlike someone who had only been here for a day, Elena found her way straight to the dining room. Haily, who had been trying to figure out the structure of the castle all day to assist her master, was bittersweet to see her clever master naturally find a way.
 



 

 
When they arrived at the door, Haily knocked a couple of times and opened it.
 
As she walked in, she saw the same room as yesterday, but unlike that day, the main seats were empty, and the one who should have been sitting next to Elena was not there. Only Alphonse was sitting alone, forlornly guarding his seat.
 
Alphonse’s face lit up with joy as he saw Elena entering the restaurant.
 
To Elena, the boy in front of her was a lonely child who yearned for companionship, unlike the Alphonse Kraus she remembered. 
 
She knew that Demian was going to talk to the Count about Alphonse. Unfortunately, Damian’s move to solve the problem as soon as possible left Alphonse alone again.
 
But now he had Elena.
 
“Good evening, Lord Alphonse”
 
“Oh! Yes, good evening. Um…Elena…No…ona?”
 
‘Noona’ came out while thinking about what to call Elena. Alphonse immediately looked at Elena’s face to see if he was rude after he said it, but Elena rather seemed to like the title.
 
“Noona… It’s nice. I have one older brother, but no younger siblings.”
 
“Is it really okay if I call you noona?”
 
“Of course. You’re Damian’s younger brother. I’m his fiancée, not officially yet, but still Alphonse, we’re family.”
 
Alphonse was delighted to hear that he was Elena’s family, but Alphonse’s face began to darken again when he saw the empty seat next to Elena. Alphonse also knew why Count Kraus and Damian were not here.
 
Alphonse lowered his head and spoke to Elena in a crawling voice.
 
“I’m sorry. Originally, older brother and father would have been here.”
 
With Arthur Kraus as his father who was one of the best prosecutors on the continent and although still young, having an outstanding older brother, Damian, who was showing a perfect image as the successor… Can Alphonse, who grew up under the two of them, be full of confidence?
 



 

 
With Damian becoming the youngest sword master on the continent along with Linehart of the Kromel family, the gap grew even further.
 
It wasn’t that Alphonse was incompetent. The future that Elena has been through proves that fact.
 
However, even so, the abilities of those around him were too great to fuel the belief that Alphonse lacked in ability.
 
Even though Elena knew that this inexperienced child would do more in the future, not less, he needed someone’s support at this moment.
 
Elena did not accept Alphonse’s apology. Instead, she asked Alphonse one question.
 
“Do you not feel sorry for Damian, Young Lord?”
 
“Yes? No! I feel sorry for him…”
 
“Then why didn’t you answer Damian today when you were in Isilia Pavilion?”
 
“I…”
 
Elena said to Alphonse, who was about to blur his words again.
 
“Alphonse, if you don’t speak, people won’t understand. Conversation is the easiest way to convey your feelings to others. If you keep waiting for the other person to understand first, you’ll end up not doing anything.”
 
If you don’t speak, others will not know. That was one of the things Elena had learned from her previous life. Alphonse didn’t have the confidence she had. That was why, even though he wanted something from his older brother or his father, he couldn’t easily say it.
 
It was unknown what influence Elena’s words had on Alphonse. But it was clear that Alphonse had made one decision now.
 
Elena’s warm voice reached Alphonse’s ears.
 
“Young Lord. If you have regrets, don’t just keep them in your heart. You’re still young, so if you want to pamper yourself, you can pamper yourself. Is Damian the kind of person who can’t accept pampering from his younger brother? If that’s the case, I’m disappointed…”
 



 

 
“Oh, no! Hyung-nim isn’t that kind of person. It’s just that I didn’t talk… so he didn’t know.”
 
Basically, Alphonse Krauss was a good person.
 
The reason why Alphonse, who was still young but thoughtful, couldn’t speak to his brother was not only because he lacked confidence, but also because he didn’t want to burden his brother, who was already longing for their mother. But keeping it to himself was not good for Alphonse or Damien.
 
Alphonse immediately denied the disappointment remark, and Elena smiled as if she knew that already.
 
“Of course, I know. A person who doesn’t eat sweets but still can’t throw away the caramel he received from the attendants can’t be such a narrow-minded person. So, Alphonse, trust your brother and tell him.”
 
Elena finished her story and scooped a spoonful of soup in front of her, putting it in her mouth. The slightly cooled soup had transformed into the perfect temperature for eating.
 
“Shall we eat before it gets too cold?”
 
Alphonse smiled and replied to Elena’s words.
 
“Yes.”
 
The meal started again.
 
***
 
Happy…
 
What happened today between Alphonse and Damian was more than just a sibling conflict and had a deep meaning to Elena. It was because in her previous life, when ‘he’ was Damian, a new story began in the empty one-year time due to the breakup of marriage.
 
After breaking off her engagement, She would meet him again a year later at the academy she would attend. Now, she was slowly immersing herself in his life, discovering things about him that she didn’t know before.
 
It made her happy to be by his side, to experience things together like how he thought of Arwen Kraus, what happened with his father and younger brother. she herself was going through it together with him.
 



 

 
Does he know that his future and destiny have already been altered by her very existence? 
 
There will be no more unhappiness in their future. 
 
Like today, she will make sure of that.
 
“Hmmmmmm~”
 
She hummed and walked towards his room.
 
In her hand were refreshments and a meal for him who hadn’t eaten dinner yet. Originally, an attendant should have delivered it, but she wanted to talk to him, so she was carrying it instead. 
 
Having never been to his room yet, Hailey wondered why she knew the location, but it was only a minor matter.
 
It was only to deliver meals, but it was true that she felt a little excited as if she had come out for a tryst in the middle of the night.
 
– knock. knock.
 
“Come in.”
 
As soon as she knocked on the door, she heard his voice. Did he think of herself as an attendant? Well, it didn’t matter. Perhaps she would see him startled by her sudden appearance of her. With such anticipation, she opened the door with all her might.
 
“Is tonight’s dinner meat stew? I could smell it from outside. But, sorry to bother you, could you get me some bandages and medicine… Elena? Why is Elena here? Wait, hold on! Leave first…”
 
“Ah…”
 
His bewildered face was clearly visible…
 
Along with his bleeding right arm.
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            Chapter 17 – Younger sibling needs an older sister (5)
 
“It stings….”
 
I murmured as I looked at my right arm dripping with blood.
 
Even though it was just a sparring match with unsharpened swords, the opponent wielding the sword was an expert who could cut down a tree with a branch, so minor wounds were unavoidable.
 
But, this time was different.
 
As I swung the sword following the flow of overflowing emotions, I was unable to display my original skills, and the sword swings became solely dependent on the physical strength of my body rather than skills.
 
However, the purpose of this sparring was not to improve skills in the first place.
 
It was to release all the emotions I had been carrying inside.
 
Since I only thought of that one thing, I didn’t care about the perfection of my swordsmanship. My father knew that, so he silently accepted the screeching floss and messy swords techniques.
 
As I began to pour out the emotions that had been festering inside me, it felt like I was finally letting go of the heavy rock that had been weighing down my chest.
 
If I had tried to unleash these emotions by swinging my sword alone, I would never have felt this sense of relief. After all, people want someone to listen to them when they released the lump inside them.
 
Crying out alone would only bring one down to the bottom of that emotional valley and provide no fundamental solution.
 
Even though it was a crude sword with no technique, the simple movements of the swordsman on top of the sword’s tip could easily deflect it.
 
Nevertheless, I swung the sword with my emotions once again.
 
After repeating this several times, the sword in my hand finally broke, unable to withstand the sharpness of my father’s swordsmanship that was embedded in his body.
 



 

 
A fragment of a broken sword brushes against my right arm and stuck into the ground.
 
A thin line of blood was drawn at the spot where the fragment of sword passed by, and blood began to flow out, but far from being painful, it was strangely refreshing.
 
A broken sword…
 
And blood dripping from my arm.
 
When I saw those two, I came to my senses again. I heard my father’s warm voice as I let go of the sword.
 
“Feeling a little less angry now?”
 
“yes…”
 
“I’m sorry. I was too short-sighted. It’s my fault for not paying attention to you and Alphonse because I thought you were too mature for your age. I should have approached you first. I’m sorry for being an immature father.”
 
I couldn’t find the words to answer my father. I was thinking the same thing for myself regarding Alphonse.
 
“It’s a bit like we rich people don’t talk to each other, do we?”
 
Of course, it wasn’t the same at first. When mother was around, even if there was a problem, we used to solve problems through conversation more than clashing swords.
 
It was after my mother passed away that our conversations lessened. The conversations between family members were always led by the mother.
 
I, who had memories of my previous life, grew up without much trouble, and Alphonse, unlike other children, grew up as a quiet and kind child. Maybe that was why we didn’t feel the need to talk anymore.
 
Because the distance between us was so close that we left each other alone, trusting one another.
 
“So, I’d also like to try talking a little now. Thank you, Father.”
 
As I release all the emotions that have been troubling me, I no longer harbor any hatred toward myself. All that filled my mind was the thought of becoming a better brother to my younger sibling.
 



 

 
I bowed my head to my father and left.
 
After leaving the training ground, I went straight back to my room and looked at myself in the full-length mirror next to the closet. My face, which had been hardened until just a moment ago, straightened out into a soft smile. However, the pure white sleeves were stained red from the blood flowing from my arm.
 
When I turned my head and looked out the window, the sky had already become dark, and only the moon and stars were illuminating the world.
 
At this hour, Ken and Maria has likely returned to their rooms, and the other attendants were likely preparing as well. It seemed I must handle things myself.
 
“Ah… It’s annoying… Where did I put the bandages and wound potion?”
 
It was a chronic disease that developed after I was reincarnated as a high-ranking aristocrat’s son.
 
For several years, the attendants had done most of the work for me, even things I could have done on my own. I had grown used to calling for them whenever I needed something.
 
It was scary to think that possession of only 5 years was suppressing 25 years of life as a commoner. Which was five times bigger than my current life.
 
I took off my coat, rolled up my bleeding sleeves, and walked around the room looking for the potion. But no matter how much I looked for it, I could find the bandages and wound potion.
 
Come to think of it, there wouldn’t be any of those in my room.
 
‘Ah, this is bad.’
 
‘Aaaaa!! Where can I get myself some bandages and potion!!’
 



 

 
‘No, this is just a little cut…’
 
‘But that’s still a problem!!!!’
 
I didn’t bother to prepare any potion for small wounds because everyone around me would fuss over me and cause a scene whenever I got even a minor injury. Besides, I didn’t get injured that often except for my showdowns with my father. And I always had my personal servants around to call for help.
 
A silver bell was placed on the desk in my room.
 
If I rang this bell, I could call the attendants regardless of the time of day, but I didn’t feel like ringing it right now. It was clear that news would reach Elena in nine out of ten times. Maybe if it were her, as soon as she heard the news, she would run straight to me.
 
It was only a minor wound, but I didn’t want to show her my injuries.
 
So, In the end, I had no choice but to go outside to find some potions. Knights need these things all the time, so I  was sure I could find them in any training ground’s warehouse.
 
“Damn it. Come to think of it, I was at the training ground until a while ago. I should have just grabbed a potion then instead of coming back here…”
 
It was a mistake to come back to my room without taking care of my injury first. What kind of fool forgets his own injury?
 
As I was about to leave the room, a smell wafted through the door. It was immediately clear what the smell was. It was the smell of the meat stew I usually enjoy. Apparently, since I couldn’t participate in the dinner tonight, it seemed that someone brought a meal to my room for me, who couldn’t eat.
 
Judging by the unfamiliar sound of the footsteps I heard, it seemed that it was not Ken or Maria. It seemed that they had already told the other attendants. Thanks to that, I thought I could get potion and bandages without much fuss.
 



 

 
– Kock. Kock…
 
“Come in.”
 
When I heard a short knock, I told the person outside to come in right away.
 
“Is tonight’s dinner meat stew? I could smell it from outside. But, sorry to bother you, could you get me some bandages and potion…”
 
First of all, I naturally tried to talk to the person who was entering so as not to panic when they saw the wound, but when I saw the face of the person who entered the room, I was embarrassed.
 
The one I thought was an attendant was Elena, whom I didn’t want to show myself in this state.
 
“Elena? Why is Elena here? Wait, hold on! Leave first…”
 
“Your arm…”
 
Looking at the wound on my arm, she murmured softly, and I remembered what had happened with her this morning. I remember her crying face when I just said let’s think about our engagement some more time. When she saw the wound on my arm, she didn’t know how to react, so she tried to hide it.
 
“Why, why did you get hurt like this? Could it be that your father…? I thought what your father said at dinner was just a joke, but really…”
 
“Eh, Elena? This is because I, I made a mistake. Stop! First, let’s calm down.”
 
Elena, apparently agitated by the sight of my wound, continued to mutter something while wiping the blood from my arm with a handkerchief. She then suddenly raised her head and left the room, saying that she would fetch the potion.
 
“No, You know where the potion is in my house?”
 
“Damian! I found it!!”
 
“Yes??”
 
Surprisingly, Elena brought the potion within minutes of leaving my room. She may have brought it personally, but the pattern engraved on the potion bottle was the crest of the workshop that signed an exclusive contract with Kraus here in Sarham, so there was no choice but to be more suspicious.
 



 

 
However, Elena, who brought the potion, was applying the potion to my wound as if nothing had happened.
 
When the red potion touched the wound, the blood flowing from the wound began to stop.  Even though this was a world of fantasy with magic, it wasn’t like the wound could be perfectly healed with just one potion.
 
Such things were more like miracles performed by priests who believe in the gods, and potions were more like items that help users recover, such as household medicines and fatigue-relieving pills. Still, it was amazing just that the blood stopped immediately or that it improved the natural recovery ability.
 
As if worried that the wound might get infected, she hung a ‘clean’ handkerchief on it, carefully tying the handkerchief around the wound. However, perhaps because we were so close, her soft breath touched my skin.
 
“Elena over there…”
 
Perhaps because she was concentrating, she couldn’t hear me. So I called her name again.
 
“Elena?”
 
“Yes? Damian, wait a minute. This is more than I thought uh…?!”
 
“You tied it too tight.”
 
She lifted her head at my response and took a step back, startled by my face that had come up to her nose. Her serious expression from just a moment ago turned into a flustered one in an instant, which naturally made the corners of my mouth twitch.
 
I loosened the knot that Elena had been tying diligently and offered my arm to her again.
 
“Could you tie it a bit more gently this time?”
 
“Eh…ah, yes.”
 
She started tying the knot on my arm again. This time, her touch was much softer than before, and her face, which had been stiff with effort, was now relaxed. After a moment, a butterfly made of her handkerchief was sitting on my arm.
 



 

 
“It’s pretty. Thank you, Elena. But why did you bring my meal…”
 
“That, that’s…”
 
I looked at the tray she had brought. One was a meat stew that seemed to be my meal, and the other was a dessert that didn’t suit my taste as I couldn’t eat sweet things. She should know by now that I couldn’t eat sweet things, so why did she prepare it?
 
I smiled mischievously and looked at her. Elena’s face turned even redder, as if she knew the meaning behind my smile. Her embarrassed expression had a charming quality that made me want to play a prank on her.
 
Without saying a word, I moved closer to her little by little.
 
Just like before, my face came close enough to touch her nose. The only difference this time was that although her face was very red, she didn’t run back like before. Instead, she seemed to be waiting for something.
 
When she closed her eyes, I stopped approaching. 
 
Instead…
 
-Poke
 
“Uh…?”
 
I poked her soft cheek with my finger. It was even softer than I had anticipated. Softer than Alphonse’s cheek.
 
Elena opened her eyes and looked at me with a confused expression, wondering what was happening. I smiled at her and said.
 
“I just wanted to touch it.”
 
For a moment, Elena looked dazed, but then she regained her senses and-
 
“Damiaaaaaaaaaaaaan!!!”
 
-called my name with all her might.
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             Chapter 18 – Younger sibling needs an older sister (6)
 
It was dark…
 
The golden sun that used to light up the world turned dark red and no longer brightened the world as before.
 
The only light that now illuminated the world was the “Light of Hope” created by the four surviving tower lords of the seven collapsed towers.
 
– Eeeeeek!!
 
A chilling scream echoed throughout the world.
 
It was the sound of the monsters from another world approaching while hiding in the darkness of the world. Their howling sound that stimulated the feeling of fear in the hearts of many people just by listening to it brought despair. The only thing visible in the pitch-black darkness was the red light in their ominous eyes.
 
The knights known as ‘Choin*’, who could think of victory only when they were together, formed a huge army and were running toward one place.
 
That place was called Sarham in the past.
 
It was a golden land that enjoyed endless prosperity under the name of Kraus. The collapsed walls and turrets of the castle, which collapsed due to the invasion of foreign powers tell us how this place has changed.
 
Now, this place had become a place where people do not live, but those monsters, regardless of that, were stirring up dust storms with fierce howls, as if they want to completely erase any traces of humans who had lived there.
 
The castle wall, which had already been half-broken by the charge of such monsters, easily collapsed like a sand castle in front of the waves.
 
Not just the castle but even the brick road on the ground, everything left behind by the previous owners of this place turned to dust and was blown away by the wind.
 
The only thing left in Sarham, which had thus become a complete ruin, was the lord’s castle, which was once inhabited by the Kraus family, now waiting quietly to be destroyed by them.
 



 

 
As if they were saving the tastiest food for later, they destroyed everything but the lord’s castle, and then set off toward the castle.
 
Led by a creature that appeared to be the leader of the group, the monsters began to surround the lord’s Castle. The leader, with a wound on one eye, briefly gazed at the fortress, seeming to be lost in thought. Then, it twisted its facial muscles in a grotesque manner, as if imitating a human smile.
 
It looked up at the black sun floating above its head.
 
The black light emitted by the sun, which had turned black, caused people to feel an instinctive sense of disgust, but to these creatures, this light was like a blessing from their god.
 
Accepting the sunlight shining on it with its entire body, it raised its snout high into the sky to give an order to its subordinates, commanding them to destroy everything in front of them.
 
– Woooooooooooooooooooooooooooo…
 
The sound it emitted was louder and more thunderous than any monster’s, but it did not last long.
 
A golden line was drawn in the stained black world.
 
The line that passed through the leader’s neck immediately began to distort the world, dividing everything it passed through into two, just as if it had always been that way.
 
In the spot where the leader’s head fell, there stood a man.
 
The man, with an expressionless face, as if he was not surprised by the sight he had created, raised a sword in his hand and ran towards the remaining monsters.
 
Perhaps it was because it happened in an instant, even the monsters who had caused this chaos were momentarily surprised. But the feeling of fear did not exist for them. Knowing nothing but destruction, they only rushed at the one who came to kill them, baring their teeth.
 



 

 
The outcome was already predetermined.
 
The sword containing a golden aura of the same color as the man’s eyes cut down the monsters without much effort.
 
His appearance was like a dragon roaming the sky, giving the illusion that a single dragon had descended to the ground and was eating monsters. They were no longer predators here.
 
When the head of the last remaining monster was cut,  a white light descended from the sky.
 
As soon as the woman who embraced the white light that descended found that man, she immediately ran towards him.
 
“Damian!!! You suddenly disappeared, why are you here…”
 
She stopped what she was about to say when she saw the sea of ​​blood soaking under her feet.
 
Mountain of Corpses and Seas of Blood*
 
Literally, the corpses and blood of monsters formed mountains and seas.
 
Upon seeing the woman calling for him, the man finally removed the mask that had not shown any emotions until now.
 
“I’m sorry, Elena.”
 
He spoke as if he was about to burst into tears right away, she immediately approached him and grabbed his hand. Unlike the blood of the monsters that had already cooled down, a red liquid that still held warmth flowed down his hand.
 
He was not the type to spill blood for such a small enemy, but this place where he stood would have continued to shake his heart. Just as she couldn’t forget the faces of the dead when her composure broke down.
 
However, she couldn’t even offer him a word of comfort.
 
Just as he was suffering from the loss of his family, the guilt of not being able to save them was already deeply embedded in her heart.
 



 

 
“Let’s go back.”
 
She could only say that as she took the man’s hand and led him.
 
***
 
Some situations in life often remind us of memories that we have already experienced in the past. It would be even more so if one was a regressor who had already lived in the present once and returned to the past.
 
For her now, seeing him bleeding was the memory she hated the most to recall. She knew that the future he would walk into would not be as hopeless as before, but she could not erase the feeling of helplessness and guilt that she had not done anything at the time that still lingered in her memory.
 
Maybe that was why she lost her temper for a while.
 
It was just a slight cut, but she was surprised and worried as if she had seen a patient suffering from some kind of fatal disease.
 
Thanks to that, when his face came right in front of her, the reason she had tucked away in a corner exploded without any protection. After that, she came to her senses and waited for the next opportunity, but what she had thought was the chance turned out to be just his joke.
 
“Damiaaaaaaaaaaaaan!!!”
 
“Huh? What’s wrong? Elena?”
 
“Phew… never mind…”
 
Seeing her resentful eyes, he stopped poking her cheeks.
 
It wasn’t a bad feeling.
 
There was no way she would hate the smile and the touch that saved her from the memories of the past. However, it was a little different from what she had expected, so she was only a little disappointed.
 
He gently stroked her cheek, which he had been fumbling with while apologizing, and began to prepare the table and seat for her as she put down the things she had brought on the table. When everything was ready, he sat quietly on the other side of her and put a macaron in his mouth, which she had prepared in advance.
 



 

 
“Come to think of it, I couldn’t attend dinner. Did I make you wait for no reason?”
 
“No, Ken informed me in advance, so I didn’t wait. Thanks to that, I was able to get closer to Lord Alphonse a little bit.”
 
“Alphonse…?”
 
As soon as Alphonse’s name was mentioned, his face began to stiffen slightly. He didn’t look as serious as before, but he still felt that he hadn’t completely resolved the issue of Alphonse. She briefly considered the silly thought of him being jealous of the fact that she and Alphonse were alone with each other, but she knew that it was an absurd thought even before she finished thinking it.
 
She took a deep breath, calmed her boiling heart, and asked him.
 
“Is it because of what happened at Isilia Pavilion today?”
 
“…Yes? Ah, yes. That’s right. It’s embarrassing, but I’ve come to realize how much of lacking older brother I was to Alphonse. But how can I be a good older brother… I can’t figure it out.”
 
“Then, wouldn’t it be okay to just be yourself as usual?”
 
“As usual?”
 
Damian tilted his head slightly, with a face that showed he didn’t know what she meant. she held her breath at his appearance and quickly took a sip of the prepared black tea and breathed slowly.
 
Honestly, she didn’t think there was anything lacking about him as a brother. If it were another family, there might have been a struggle for the position of the heir, but their relationship was very good-natured compared to that.
 



 

 
It was just that these siblings had a big heart for each other and wanted to do even more for each other.
 
“Yes, as usual. Lord Alphonse doesn’t hate you at all, Damian. He actually likes you very much. I think it’s because you two don’t have enough time together, rather than your actions. Don’t blame yourself too much, Damian. You’re a good person.”
 
At her words, he put on a blank face for a moment, then responded with a smile.
 
“Not enough time… I see. Thank you for your advice, Elena.”
 
Seeing his face relaxing, she felt her heart also relax. Just as she was about to eat a macaron mouth with a happy heart, his hand came over and offered a macaron in her mouth before she could react.
 
She unconsciously bit the macaron in front of her nose, but when she realized that he had fed her, her face became hot. She immediately looked at his face at his sudden action, but he seemed unconcerned as if he had done the right thing.
 
‘Yeah. It’s over now. Let’s get used to it. Elena Edelweiss.’
 
No matter how weak she became when she stood in front of him, she was the greatest sorcerer in human history. 
 
‘If I concentrate for a moment, I can easily calm any emotional disturbance.’
 
She naturally gnawed at the macaron he was holding, as if she hadn’t blushed. She guessed he was enjoying this prank because she was still shy. Yes, she was shy, but she couldn’t be swayed by him forever. Thinking so, she also offered the macaron whole in his mouth, sticking to her expressionless face just like he did.
 
As she put the macarons into his mouth, her fingers moved toward his lips.
 
If she acted like this, he would have been embarrassed too. It was a bold move that she would not have dared to do with her sober mind.
 



 

 
Elena looked up at his face once more with an inwardly triumphant smile.
 
But for some reason, contrary to her thoughts, he was only smiling thinly, feeling very satisfied.
 
‘Uh?’
 
[TL: Choin  ‘초인’  was the original Korean word that means supermen in English but It didn’t fit here well so I used the original word.
Mountain of Corpses and Seas of Blood: The original was Shisan Hyeolhae ‘시산혈해 (屍山血海)’ which is the word that refers to the accumulation of human corpses like mountains and the flow of blood like seas.
And the parentheses part 屍山血海 is the same thing but is described in Chinese. Author basically is writing the same thing over and over.
]
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              Chapter 19 – Younger sibling needs an older sister (7)
 
The people of  Kraus’s castle were unusually lively today. While the energy of spring might invigorate people, it alone couldn’t make the castle bustling with activity.
 
The reason why the castle was so busy right now was because the owner of the castle went out for a walk after a long time, but the main news was that he was also taking his two sons with him.
 
In the eyes of others, it might be a question why a family outing was such a big deal, but the servants of the Kraus’s castle knew that Count Kraus had never sent his youngest son, Alphonse, outside since the death of his wife.
 
His other son, Damian, despite being only sixteen years old, had always been overly confident since childhood. But Alphonse, now seven years old, was receiving plenty of affection from the servants due to his cute appearance and typical young boy’s demeanor, unlike Damian.
 
Even so, the fact that he lost his mother at an early age made Alphonse a target of sympathy, and it was natural for them to feel sorry for him, who had always been sheltered.
 
But that was now a thing of the past.
 
Although they were not sure what kind of change of heart Count Kraus had, one important fact was that this outing would be the beloved youngest son’s first memorable outing, and everyone was overly excited.
 
“Why do you keep staring at the wheels? Can’t you see we’re busy?”
 
“But seriously, I’m worried. What if this breaks while going?”
 
“That’s why we replaced all the wheels entirely.”
 
“What if the ones in storage were already rotten? Come to think of it, isn’t this the young lord’s first time riding in a carriage? What if he gets motion sickness?”
 
“…Just go and buy new wheels. I’ll be fixing the carriage seat.”
 
They checked the carriage over and over again and even went the extra mile to tear off the existing seat and replace it entirely, in case Alphonse got motion sickness during the ride.
 



 

 
As soon as the chef heard the news the day before, he got up early in the morning and started preparing food that Alphonse would like, and the knights assigned to escort the outing were more vigilant than ever.
 
That was how the eagerly awaited outing of the Kraus family was taking place, with Damian at the center.
 
***
 
After my conversation with Elena, I tried to spend time with Alphonse for a few days.
 
It wasn’t that difficult to make time for it.
 
It was just a matter of slightly reducing the time I had been devoting to studying and training. To be honest, the amount of time I was spending on those two was for my own good as the anxieties I had been feeling about what would happen in the future didn’t make me feel very relaxed.
 
While there may be a predetermined story in this world, as someone who had been assigned the role of a villain named Damian outside of “Elena Edelweiss’s story,” I wanted to break free from that role. The anxieties I had about the stories I didn’t know outside of “Elena Edelweiss’s story” continued to corner me.
 
So, even though I knew I was overdoing it, I wasn’t satisfied. Until I met Elena, my life had been like a hamster endlessly spinning in a wheel.
 
I couldn’t move forward, but I continued to hold onto those things.
 
But thanks to my relationship with Elena, which was different from the original story, that short time we spent together changed many things for me.
 
Strangely enough, whenever she smiled at me, I no longer felt anxious about the future.
 



 

 
Could it be because I knew she was the protagonist of this world?
 
I immediately erased the sudden thought from my mind.
 
In fact, the reason didn’t matter so much. The important thing was that her presence by my side helped me to shake off the insecurities that were gripping me and helped increase the time I spent with my younger brother.
 
“*Nunim, the color of this hyacinth. It’s just like the color of your eyes, so I think it goes well with you.”
 
“Oh my, thank you for the compliment, Alphonse.”
 
Of course, the time that was created in this way wasn’t entirely my time with Alphonse.
 
Currently, Elena was a guest in our castle.
 
She also came with the status of being the fiancé of the next family head of Kraus. Although it was not yet a formal engagement, she was being treated as the next Kraus’s mistress at the castle.
 
Of course, being engaged, I spent a lot of time with her, which also affected my time with Alphonse.
 
After the last meal, the relationship between these two seemed to be getting closer, Alphonse also started following Elena, calling her ‘Nunim’ or ‘Noona’. As a result, when I went to Alphonse after work, there were often cases where the two of them were already talking
 
Seeing the two of them laughing and talking together made me smile, but in the corner of my heart, I felt as if my younger brother had been taken away.
 
Of course, I felt that the distance between me and Alphonse was getting closer than before, but I still felt sad about it.
 
‘Can’t help it… Let’s think of it as karma for not paying attention to my brother.’
 
We were currently in the flower garden of Isilia Pavilion where Elena and I walked last time. There were several flower gardens in the castle, but the only place where hyacinths were planted was Isilia Pavilion.
 



 

 
More than anything, Alphonse liked hearing about our mother from me at Isilia Pavilion. When I told Alphonse the things written in our mother’s diary one by one, I too was immersed in the memory of that time.
 
Unlike before, I wasn’t just lost in my memories though, after all, it was about sharing those beautiful days with my younger brother, who wasn’t there at that time.
 
As we talked, we ended up talking about myself, Damian’s story, and even Alphonse’s story, which I hadn’t paid much attention to.
 
“I didn’t really care about my mother. The only family I remember is my older brother and my father.”
 
“Then, at Isilia Pavilion…”
 
“It wasn’t my father’s will that I went to Isilia Pavilion without telling anyone. I was just always curious about who my older brother and father were seeing through me.”
 
And what I learned through this conversation was that my younger brother was much more mature than I thought. it was doubtful whether such thoughts could come out of the head of a seven-year-old. In fact, the answer was such that it made me think that Alphonse might be a reincarnated person like me.
 
“But after seeing the diary my mother wrote and hearing the story from my brother like this, I also… wonder what my mother would say if she saw me. I wonder what she would think. I want to talk to my mother too and be in the place that my brother and father remember.”
 
Perhaps Alphonse learned more about his mother than before through his conversation with me. But nonetheless, Alphonse told me he was fine.
 



 

 
“But I’m fine. I have an older brother who thinks of me like this, the strongest father in the world, and a pretty and kind Nunim. So please don’t feel sorry for me. I’m a happy child.”
 
No one could take the place of the vacant mother.
 
However, we could accumulate memories to fill that void. But what worried me was how my presence, who was originally an antagonist, would affect my future family.
 
The Kraus family in the original work was good, except for Damian, but I didn’t know if they were happy. They were just supporting characters in a passing novel.
 
But now I was Damian, and I was the next head of the Kraus family and was also their family member.
 
I wanted my family to be happy.
 
As I recalled it, the anxiety about the future that I thought had disappeared began to pop up again.
 
I immediately opened my closed eyes and looked for Elena.
 
The scent of hyacinth tickles the tip of the nose.
 
When I saw her smiling with Alphonse, it made me feel relaxed as if to say, ‘When did that happen?’ 
 
It was funny how just a few days ago, I was thinking about breaking up with her but ended up like this. 
 
‘Why am I trying to get closer to her even though I know that she will be far from me someday.’
 
I was not sure either.
 
I didn’t know if I was trying to rely on her because she was the main character in this world, Or maybe I was being drawn to Elena Edelweiss’s appearance that she had shown while spending time with me. 
 
Maybe both of them were true.
 
As I approached her, Elena turned her head and showed a different face than when she was talking to Alphonse.
 
I smiled and said to her.
 
“Elena, do you remember when we talked about going on a picnic together last time?”
 
Whatever the cause of this uncertain emotion was, there was no doubt that I wanted to spend more time with her now.
 
[TL: Nunim ‘누님’ has the same meaning as Noona ‘누나’ means sister or older sister but Nunim is more formal, but nowadays it is widely used among gangsters in Korea too, so you should be concerned about the proper situation if you ever used it 😁. ]
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            Chapter 20 – Interlude
 
Yesterday, Elena and Damian went on an outing they had previously promised.
 
Perhaps because she had told Damian earlier that she liked flowers, the place he chose was a hill covered in daisies. It was not only a place full of daisies, but thanks to its wide and open scenery, it was also a famous place in Sarham that was not inferior to the flower gardens in the Lord’s castle.
 
In fact, the view that Elena looked down on from the top of the hill brought a sense of exhilaration as if it had pierced her heart. The appearance of the blooming white daisy petals swaying gently whenever the wind blew was a different feeling from the flower garden in Isilia Pavilion.
 
It was Damian who had prepared both dessert and a mat, as promised.
 
If only the two of them had sat in that place and chatted, another unforgettable memory would have been created, but unfortunately, it was not only Elena and Damian who were present.
 
“This place hasn’t changed since then.”
 
“Hmm? Have you been here before, Father?”
 
“Well, this is my territory. Of course, I have been here before. It has been a while, but I remember this is where I first confessed my love to your mother.”
 
“Wow, really?”
 
“…This is Surprising. I thought father and mother marriages through arranged marriages. Otherwise, there is no reason for a mother to marry father.”
 
“I’m sure I had two sons, but maybe it was my mistake. Alphonse seems to be my only son.”
 
Damian’s father, Earl Arthur Kraus, and his younger brother, Alphonse Kraus, were also present on the outing.
 
Elena wondered why this had come here, but no matter how much she thought about it, the only conclusion was that Damian’s recent behavior was due to what she had said the last time.
 



 

 
Time with family…
 
Elena had told Damian that she felt they didn’t spend enough time together. Since he heard those words, Damian spent more time with Alphonse than before, and even Elena could feel that their relationship had become closer than it was before.
 
It was true that Alphonse and Damian had a strong friendship in their previous lives, but it was also true that a subtle sense of distance was felt in their relationship.
 
But now she didn’t feel that distance.
 
Of course, there could be changes in the relationship between Alphonse and Damian over time, but the fact that they prevented repeating the same relationship as before was enough to give Elena a sense of achievement. Such a small change was similar to letting her know that this life was not following the same timeline as any other she had experienced.
 
And the change was not limited to the relationship between Alphonse and Damian. Changes also began to occur in the relationship between Elena Edelweiss and Damian Kraus.
 
It was not that Damian fell in love with Elena. Rather, unlike when they first met, Elena felt that Damian was gradually approaching her, overcoming the invisible wall that separated them before.
 
That one small change was the greatest joy she felt through this regression.
 
Of course, that didn’t mean she was satisfied with going out with her father-in-law and the young lord.
 
Although Elena knew very well how much Damian loved his family. When they both lost their families, they shared the pain with each other, so she was not so narrow-minded that she couldn’t understand his behavior.
 
But, still, it was a promise she made to her fiancée…
 
Elena, who had repeated to herself not to have strange thoughts, naturally thought that they would go alone when she thought about the atmosphere and promise of that time.
 



 

 
He said in a place where the scent of hyacinths filled the surroundings.
 
‘Elena. Do you remember when I asked you to go on a picnic with me last time?’
 
‘Ah yes! Sure.’
 
‘I thought of a good place, but…’
 
‘I’d love to go!’
 
Elena gave an answer before Damian finished talking. Damian said thank you with a small smile and turned his head toward Alphonse, who was looking at them with envious eyes. Alphonse tried to smile as if nothing was wrong, but he couldn’t fool Damian’s eyes.
 
‘Alphonse.’
 
‘Ah, Hyungnim. Take care and be careful together…’
 
[TL: Hyungnim means older brother. ]
 
‘Let’s go together.’
 
‘Yes?’ ‘Eh.’
 
‘Of course, I’ll ask father too. Come to think of it, Alphonse, you’ve never been outside the castle before. It wouldn’t be bad for the whole family to go out for a stroll together. What do you think?’
 
‘Y-yes! Just a moment! Hyungnim, I’ll go prepare!’
 
‘Huh? Alphonse? I haven’t talked to Father yet… Sigh… He’s gone. Then I have to go talk to Father too. Elena, I’ll take you to your room.’
 
‘yes…..’
 
Elena herself knew very well how much Damian’s trivial actions had lifted and upset her, but still, when she recalled her thoughts at that time in response to Damian’s words, she couldn’t raise her head in embarrassment.
 
Maybe even when they made a promise to go on a picnic, Damian simply suggested going out for a walk, rather than asking her out for a date. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have called Alphonse and Count Kraus while mentioning this.
 
Since she hadn’t been with Damian for much time, it was only natural that Damian would think of his family before Elena, but even knowing that she couldn’t completely erase this regret.
 



 

 
As an engagement partner, Elena was confused about whether she should like it or not, considering the sense of defeat that she was pushed aside by his younger brother.
 
“Miss, how long are you going to stay in bed?”
 
“Hailey…I won’t move a muscle today. I just want to live in bed today”
 
Although Elena had experienced transcendence, she couldn’t be free from the emotions that humans have. After attending the Kraus family picnic, Elena was disappointed, happy, and embarrassed, and before she knew it, it was already midday, but she still didn’t get up from her place.
 
Hailey, her exclusive maid, looked at her wriggling in the blanket like a petulant child but still tried to lift her up.
 
Of course, Elena had no intention of giving up.
 
However, when Hailey started packing up her things without leaving the room, Elena poked her face out of the blanket and asked her.
 
“Hailey. Why are you packing up my stuff?”
 
“Oh, this? Just because the lady’s room is being moved today. This is a guest room. You haven’t been officially engaged yet, but it seems that the head of the family couldn’t just let you stay in the guest room after seeing the relationship between the lady and Lord Damian.”
 
“Huh? So, which room am I going to stay in now?”
 
“That…”
 
– Knock. Knock.
 
Before Hailey could speak, there was a knock on the door. Hailey hoped to see her lady wake up at the sound of the knock, but unfortunately, Elena seemed to be covered in blankets and not moving at all, as if she would be in bed all day today.
 



 

 
In the end, Hailey sighed and opened the door slightly, and through that small crack, Damien’s exclusive butler Ken -now a familiar face- appeared.
 
“Mister Ken. Hello.”
 
“Hailey. Where is the young lady?”
 
“Miss… um, she must be very tired from yesterday’s picnic. She can’t get up from her seat.”
 
“Oh… The Young master was looking for the young lady. It seems that he was planning to go out to the city together today because of the room change. What a pity. I’ll let him know.”
 
“Ken, Damian! where should I go?!”
 
Suddenly, the door opened wide.
 
It was Elena who opened the door and walked out.
 
Her snow-white hair tousled as if just dried, and her attire looked like it had been neatly prepared beforehand. It was not a sight that one would expect from someone who had just been lying in bed a moment ago.
 
Hailey was shocked by Elena’s appearance, and Ken also opened his eyes at the sudden appearance of Elena.
 
“Miss…”
 
Hailey knew… She knew that what had just happened was Elena’s magic.
 
Although she had never mentioned it before, Hailey knew very well that her young lady had the ability to perform such miracles.
 
But still, Hailey started to be disturbed again by seeing her young lady magically do what took hours for Hailey to do.
 
No, she hoped that was the reason.
 
***
 
The inside of a running carriage:
 
It was the same carriage as yesterday, but if there was a difference, it would be that there were only the two of them here.
 
‘I don’t even know what kind of expression I’m making right now. No, it must be laughing.’
 
Until this morning, she was feeling uncertain, but just being alone with him now made her feel like the sun was shining. Even if she tried to pretend she was not happy or act like nothing was wrong, her face was honest.
 



 

 
She turned her head and looked at the man sitting across from her.
 
His face, looked worried about something, gazing out the window. Was there anything troubling him lately? The issue with Alphonse should have been resolved completely yesterday, so why did he have that kind of expression?
 
Yesterday when they parted, he was smiling more broadly than ever before. But now that she noticed, his expression became darker.
 
‘Could it be that I am the cause?’
 
Just as she was about to ask him what was wrong, he spoke first.
 
“I’m sorry, Elena.”
 
His sudden apology momentarily froze Elena’s thoughts. But she regained her senses faster than the speed of light and her intellect reached the heavens, finding the reason for his apology.
 
In fact, it was an obvious reason.
 
“I heard from Ken that you were feeling tired because of yesterday’s events. And I’m sorry for using our family plans to force you to come with us.”
 
‘Ah, I see.’
 
He knew that she wanted to go on a picnic with just him, but he went with Alphonse and Count Kraus because they were precious people to him.
 
Just like when he ran to his father when he realized there was a problem between him and Alphonse, he always prioritized his family matters.
 
Elena replied to him with a smile as if nothing was wrong.
 
“No. Yesterday was fun for me too.”
 
She did have fun, even though she was sulking after they came back.
 
But if he had left her behind and gone on the picnic with Alphonse and Count Kraus, she would have been really sad.
 



 

 
The heart was like a reed. It swayed to one side if he does this and to the other if he does that. Was she like this before? She knew the old her was a more composed and stable person. 
 
‘Why am I like this now?’
 
Even though she already knew the answer, she kept repeating that pleasant question to herself.
 
As she looked at him with his still guilty face, she began to feel strange feeling tickling inside her.
 
She moved her seat right next to him and put her hand up and tugged at his cheek. At her sudden action, he called her name
 
“Elena?”
 
“Hahaha.”
 
She busted into laughter when she heard his lingering pronunciation.
 
Was this the feeling he had when he was teasing her? She thought she knew now a little bit about why he did that. She let go of his cheek and leaned gently on his shoulder.
 
“Damian. I’m really fine. Am I not also part of your family?”
 
These words she had said to everyone while staying at the castle. But she had never said it to him before.
 
His eyes widened at her words. But, like before, he didn’t deny it.
 
He just nodded lightly.
 
“That’s right, Elena. You are my fiancé.”
 
They hadn’t shared a proper meal or ring yet, but his words were enough.
 
***
 
The carriage’s destination was in the middle of the center of Sarham.
 
Elena felt people’s gaze on them. Although it was the same kind of attention she had received countless times in the past, the emotions contained within it felt slightly different now that she had someone by her side. 
 
They both roamed the city center, not paying attention to people’s gazes.
 
They even bought and tried some snacks from street vendors and enjoyed performances by wandering musicians.
 
‘If I think about it, I’ve never really enjoyed the streets of Sarham during my three lives.’
 
The first time, she had to stay in lord castle all year round because of Demian. The second time, she left Sarham on her own. When she returned to Sarham again, the place had either turned into a desolate ruin or a fierce battlefield.
 



 

 
But now, nothing like that would happen. The smiles of the people on the street would last forever, and the time she spent walking with him on the streets would never change.
 
While looking around, they arrived at a workshop at some point.
 
It was he who led her there.
 
“Damian here?”
 
“Oh, since you’re moving rooms, you might need some new furniture. You can choose according to your taste.”
 
“Yes?”
 
“Krause has a tradition. We organize the remaining items in Isilia’s house after the hostess has left, except for a few things. Originally, we should have started cleaning it up when my mother left, but my father didn’t touch it because of me. “
 
“But why am I taking the furniture…?”
 
“Didn’t you hear Hailey? From now on, you are the owner of that place.”
 
‘?????’
 
In an instant, she became the owner of an outbuilding attached to the lord’s castle.
 
No, she was meant to be one day, and she had imagined many times living there with him, but hearing that she had become the owner so suddenly was very confusing. She was obviously feeling happy, but her emotions couldn’t keep up with the changing circumstances.
 
“Elena. You said that. We are ‘family’. I already finished talking to my father last night. Come to think of it, we have about a year left until we enter the academy, so it’s good to pick out some clothes as well.”
 
“… Come to think of it, you’re right. Let’s go to the clothing store right after we choose the furniture.”
 
Ironically, his words cleared her mind, which had been complicated.
 
‘Come to think of it, weren’t all these things what I wanted? There was no reason to complain.’
 



 

 
“Ah.”
 
With a happy heart, just as she was about to step into the workshop, a lightning bolt struck her head, and she realized that she had forgotten one fact all this time.
 
“I didn’t contact… father.”
 
“Yes?”
 
“I forgot to contact my father…”
 
In the meantime, she was engrossed in meeting him again and completely forgot the fact that she had to contact her father at least once every two days to be here.
 
Of course, since she had returned to the duke’s castle without getting engaged in her previous life, she couldn’t recall her father’s words from her first life. This was also a memory that she would have forgotten if she hadn’t remembered being monitored at the Count's mansion before going to the academy.
 
And the night she returned to the house felt surreal, like a dream.
 
The only thing she remembered was her father’s voice telling her to return to the duke’s castle through Count Kraus’s communication device.
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            Chapter 21: Naïve Father (1)
 
Surrounding a round table carved out of stone, seated on the seven chairs, which appeared to have been carved together when the round table was made, were renowned wizards from across the continent.
 
In the past, when the seven towers were built, the first ‘Tower Master’s Meeting’ was held here. Because it was such an important place, in order to come to this place, one had to become a tower Master and use the unique teleportation system available in each tower. 
 
Only the tower Masters who were present here knew where this place was located, and mentioning the location was impossible due to an oath, making this place completely isolated from the outside world.
 
If the giants of the magical realm gathered in a place like this, one would think they were planning something huge and significant, but that was not the case. 
 
Of course, there were several events in the past where this meeting rewrote the history of the magical realm, but the reason this place was created, in the first place, was for the harmony and interaction of the seven towers scattered throughout the continent. Hence, their descendants were following their ancestors’ intentions without deviation.
 
Since everyone present in this place had risen to the position of the Archmage, the highest level for wizards, the mana in the atmosphere was bound to become heavy, but that didn’t mean the atmosphere of the place was heavy too. 
 
Once all the tower Masters took their seats, a young man with sky-blue eyes looked around and stood up, making a declaration.
 
“From now, we will start the 7836th Mage Tower monthly meeting.”
 
The Archmage known to have achieved the highest level of achievement among the current tower Masters, Theodor Aiolos, The Master of the Tower of Winds, was in charge of the meeting.
 
In general, as the hierarchy rose, the aging process of wizards slowed down, so his youthful appearance was proof that he had overcome the ‘wall’ unlike others.
 
After Theodore’s declaration, the tower Masters began to bring out the materials they had prepared.
 
Although the purpose of this meeting was for friendship between the towers, they were also scholars who studied magic with the name of Arcmages, so even if it was not their field of expertise, their spirit of inquiry into the study of magic itself was greater than that of any other mage.
 
In fact, for them, the meaning of ‘friendship’ also meant the exchange of knowledge with each other, so it was natural in a way.
 



 

 
The first opportunity to present was taken by the Tower Master of Scarlet Flame. She floated her materials in the air for everyone to see and began to speak.
 
“As a result of our research team’s attempt at pyrotechnic refining this time, we succeeded in completely removing the impurities generated during the refining process and made it about 1.37 seconds faster than before. It seemed that the refining speed could be further reduced with a little more research.”
 
“Ohh. It’s a refined formula. Isn’t that something that hasn’t changed for quite some time? Could it be that this year’s membership fee is going to be taken by Scarlet Flame?”
 
The Master of the golden tower, who was sitting still and watching the data Scarlet Flame Tower master had shown, applauded and praised her. but what the golden tower Master said about the membership fee made the people sitting in their seats prick up their ears.
 
The membership fee…
 
No one knows exactly when they started collecting them, but at least during the first Tower Master’s meeting, they did not collect them. It was probably something that came up later, but regardless of its origin, the membership fee became an important part that added meaning to the Tower Master’s meeting.
 
This tower meeting, which was held every month, started with collecting membership fees from each tower. They didn’t do anything to make money here, but the membership fees collected every month would be used as prize money for the ‘Best Research of the Year’ at the end of the year.
 
Every year, each tower earns an enormous amount of money through the mystical technology of magic, but the money paid in membership fees came from the personal expenses of the Tower Masters, not the assets of the towers, so it has an even deeper meaning. As Tower Masters, the membership fee they paid every month was not a small amount.
 



 

 
Most tower Masters had a deeper desire for new knowledge than a desire for money, but that didn’t mean they hated money.
 
After all, they needed money to start new research and keep the towers running.
 
A huge amount of money was collected from seven Tower Masters every month, and to think it went on for the whole year. The amount collected was enough to make even the emperor of the empire speechless.
 
But above all, what drives them was nothing other than their competitive spirit.
 
Each of The seven mage towers was developed with a focus on different fields.
 
Even though there was an absolute concept of hierarchy, it didn’t show everything. This was not an individual evaluation as a wizard, but an evaluation of the tower they were leading as the Master.
 
All the materials presented by the tower Masters were the results of their independent research by the wizards who were taught in the tower. This was the best example of showing the ability of the tower they were the Master of, not the ability of the tower Master.
 
That was why the desire to win couldn’t help but burn.
 
If one were simply asked to choose the most outstanding magician, Theodore Aiolos, who was currently the charge of meeting, could not be surpassed.
 
But apart from that, what if one were asked to choose the most outstanding mage tower?
 
Of course, creating a great mage was also an important factor, but there was no Mage Tower in the world that had not had a great mage like Theodore among the previous tower Masters. Even the tower Masters who were here right now were those who were called geniuses among geniuses, and if they had time, they were likely to rise to such a position someday.
 



 

 
That was why they decided to compete with the results of the mage tower they lead rather than their own talent.
 
It should not be thought that the competitiveness of those who had reached the position of tower Master was within the normal range of human beings. They may be more rational than anyone else as high-ranking mages, but on the other hand, they could also be more childish and immature than anyone else.
 
“It’s too early to jump to conclusions. Look at the data I’ve prepared.”
 
“Anyway, isn’t it the same marine creature habitat map as last time?”
 
“No! This is a very important issue. According to recent research results, the number of Kingstar crabs caught in the Glucaman Islands has declined significantly!!! There is a very complex reason for this…”
 
“Anyway, the conclusion is that we can’t eat the Kingstar Crab. Why are you talking about it here? You should tell the Chancellor of the Germania Maritime Union, where you have your mage tower. Instead, we are talking about the schematic diagram of the modified golem created by one of my disciples this time…”
 
“Kingstar Crab is a major issue!”
 
“Oh come on.”
 
The presentation continued with the marine creature habitat map of the Blue Sea, new golden golems, and various other items, but it was still early in the year, so the only significant thing was the modified refining method of the Hwajung Stone that Scarlet Flame had mentioned.
 
Now it was time for the tower Master who had not yet made a presentation…
 
The Dawn Tower Master, Joachim Edelweiss, known as an Elemental Master who uses all five attributes, had always brought a good, if not innovative, item to the tower Masters’ meeting, so some tower Masters were waiting for his turn.
 



 

 
But now, there was nothing in front of him. It was like he hadn’t prepared anything this time.
 
When the Tower Masters who felt something strange, looked at his face, he definitely seemed to have some kind of worry. Even Chairman Theodor, who had been participating in the Tower Masters meeting for the longest, had never seen Joachim look so troubled, so he asked with concern.
 
“*Yeo-myeong. Is there something wrong with you? You don’t look well.”
 
“Ah, I’m sorry. I was just thinking about something for a moment.”
 
“Isn’t that friend a little out of shape? It seems that his daughter has reached puberty.”
 
“It’s not like that.”
 
In response to the Hwanghon’s teasing remark, Joachim replied coldly.
 
‘It’s about his daughter.’
 
Although Joachim denied it, the Tower Masters could tell from his reaction that his daughter Elena was the cause of his current state.
 
All of the children of the tower Masters, including Elena, had met with the people here. Elena, they remembered, was a small, tender, introverted little girl who made them want to carry her in their arms.
 
A look of regret began to shine on the faces of the tower Masters at the thought that such a child had now reached the age of puberty. In the meantime, there was someone who spoke to Joachim, and it was Heron Sepier, the Master of the Recording Tower, who also had a daughter.
 
“Don’t worry too much. Just like how children grow up quickly, this phase will pass quickly too. It’s just a moment of irritation.
 



 

 
.
 
.
 
.
 
But now they won’t even talk to me…” he added, as his green hair, full of vitality, began to wither in an instant. Joachim was taken aback by Heron’s depressing behavior after he suddenly spoke out and hurriedly tried to correct Heron’s misunderstanding.
 
“What? No, it’s not because of adolescence. Don’t misunderstand.”
 
“Then what are you so depressed about? If you have anything to worry about, besides Elena, what else is there?”
 
“Um…”
 
Everyone’s eyes began to focus on Joachim.
 
In front of all the Tower Lords, Joachim spoke in a low voice.
 
“I haven’t heard from my daughter…she hasn’t contacted me.”
 
***
 
“Everyone’s making a big deal out of it for no reason…”
 
Joachim muttered as he walked towards his research room.
 
The most anxious person upon hearing Joachim’s words was the Master of the Tower of Twilight, Franz Erthuwen.
 
‘What? You can’t get in touch with her?? No, why are you here!! We need to go find your daughter right away!’
 
‘No, it’s not that she’s missing, I sent her to her fiance’s house and I haven’t heard back from her.’
 
‘Fiancé???? You… my son, Richard!!! What about him?’
 
‘I don’t know why your son’s name came up, but Elena is now at Kraus’ Castle.’
 
‘K-Kraus?? Arthur Kraus. Why did Elena go to their house!! You, did you make a secret engagement with them without telling me?’ 
 
‘Right.’
 
‘This… you motherfuckers!! It was the same at the academy, you leave me alone and hang out with each other!!!!’
 
Talking about an engagement like that, was a bit too much.
 
Franz frothed as if he recalled memories of the past, but the other tower masters were looking at Joachim with interest.
 
In the end, Joachim couldn’t stand the gaze and went back to the tower.
 
“Was it really visible on my face like that?”
 



 

 
It was true that he felt bad about his daughter these days, but it wasn’t to the point where others should be worried. His daughter wasn’t even in such a dangerous place, and after all, she was by the sword master’s side, the safest place on earth.
 
He even received word from Arthur that Elena had arrived safely. Once she had entered the Kraus Lordship, there was no danger of her being exposed to the outside world.
 
The only thing to worry about was that he hadn’t heard from Elena through the communication device she was given.
 
‘Could someone be intentionally blocking the contact…’
 
For Joachim, there was no reason for Elena not to contact him. Elena was a good daughter who always listened to her father and her mother. So he naturally had no choice but to turn his thoughts to someone blocking her contact.
 
“It’s not Arthur…then what about him?”
 
Joachim immediately shook his head to clear the thoughts that came to his mind. He had seen with his own eyes that night two years ago what kind of guy would be Elena’s fiancé.
 
The face of the little boy who was rolling in the mud with many injuries to save his people was still not erased from his memory. 
 
As soon as he saw that he scolded him for behaving so recklessly, and told him that he would bring tears to Elena’s face for no reason if he behaved like this.
 
“It can’t be…”
 
In all these years, he hadn’t heard any concerns from Arthur about his son, let alone compliments.
 
He erased the miscellaneous thoughts that filled his head and sat down to look at the crystal ball.
 
He wanted to contact her directly, but he didn’t want to give the impression of being too eager, as he had done at the Tower party.
 
Suddenly, the crystal ball began to glow.
 



 

 
This time, Joachim thought he had finally received a call from his daughter and looked at the crystal ball with a broad smile, but soon after seeing the face reflected in it, his face began to rot quickly like a corpse caught in rotting black magic.
 
“What…this funny sight is?”
 
[It’s ridiculous to openly laugh at people’s faces. That’s harsh.]
 
“Are you living without looking in the mirror?”
 
The call that Joachim received was none other than from Arthur Kraus, the owner of the castle where Elena currently resided and a long-time friend of Joachim himself. Although they contacted each other frequently, the image of Arthur that appeared in the crystal ball today made Joachim wonder if he was ill.
 
“When you’re all grown up, why are you wearing a crown on your head?”
 
[This? This was made by my youngest. I think he has good dexterity because he resembles me.]
 
“It must be Arwen, not you. Did you go on a picnic or something?”
 
Joachim stopped talking. He could vaguely sense that the thing the guy in the crystal ball was trying to show him was not just a crown made by his youngest son.
 
“You can’t.”
 
Sure enough, the guy in the crystal ball flashed a mischievous smile, just like he used to in the old days, and said.
 
[And this bracelet was made by my daughter-in-law…]
 
“You disgusting…!”
 
As soon as Joachim saw the flower bracelet Arthur showed him, he spat out curses.
 
The Edelweiss family territory, Merrohim, where the Tower of Dawn was located, had a very cold climate. Because of this, there were not many types of native flowers, but Joachim created a small flower garden in the castle for his daughter, who likes flowers, using climate control magic and traders.
 



 

 
His daughter’s grateful smile at that time was one of the best moments of his life that Joachim still remembers.
 
And after the flowers had grown to a certain extent, he picked a pretty and fragrant flower and handed it to Elena, and he also clearly remembered being beaten by his daughter for the first time.
 
Joachim knew very well that a variety of flowers grow in the southern part of the country where that disgusting bastard was located. He went to play often when he was young, and he saw the huge flower garden that Arthur boasts of and the flower fields all over the manor many times.
 
So, unlike here, flowers were not so precious there. It was a flower garden all over the place, so unlike when Elena was here, it was quite understandable whether the flowers were woven into a corolla or a flower bracelet.
 
That was how Joachim’s reason accurately understood the situation, but his jealousy as a father couldn’t forgive the guy in front of him.
 
[No, why are you so angry…]
 
“Call.”
 
[What?]
 
“Call your son and Elena immediately. Before I teleport there.”
 
[TN: Yeo-myeong means Dawn, maybe the author was trying to call him here as The Dawn Tower Master, but only Dawn was written, so, I used the original word.]
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            Chapter 22: Naïve Father (2)
 
The night after returning from the picnic:
 
I took out a green book from the drawer that I hadn’t seen for a long time.
 
In the book were written plans for how to behave for a year after the breakup with Elena and before entering the academy, and what to do next. 
 
“No, is this a good thing…”
 
If I were to metaphorically describe the plan sheet here, it would be like a well-organized vacation plan made during childhood, which was really strictly made according to the parents’ wishes without including any free time for the child. It was like a schedule that was bound to give me admission into a prestigious university if I moved according to the plan.
 
In fact, I had been living under such a schedule until I met Elena. No one had ordered me to do so, but I pushed myself into an endless hamster wheel, calling it preparation for the future.
 
As a result of faithfully following such a plan, I became someone who was suited to be the successor to Count Kraus’s family, which I had initially set as my target.
 
However, as the incident with Alphonse showed, following this did not necessarily lead me to the happiness that I wanted.
 
The reason I made up my mind to become a person worthy of this family and not to be ruined like Damian in the original novel was to enjoy a happy life with my family.
 
However, the effort to do so had rather neglected the relationship with the family, so even if it made ‘me’ better as a human being, it was no longer necessary.
 
“Come to think of it, I haven’t taken this guy out much since I met Elena.”
 
The contents of the book were not just my time schedule. It also had written events that had happened in the novel, those that would happen in the future, and those that happened in the past.
 



 

 
The Kraus family was not an ordinary noble family. It was an elder prestigious family of the empire on this continent. It had been reigning as the ruler of the South since before the founding of the empire. It was only a count family, but it had refused to be crowned from generation to generation, and should not be identified with other counts families.
 
As the successor to such a prestigious family, I had been able to easily obtain information about events happening throughout the continent since childhood. And such information gave me confidence in the information  I got through the book.
 
There was a causal relationship in everything.
 
‘What happens in a few chapters in the novel happens because of what happened here now’, I knew the future that followed from here, so the information I heard became a reason to be sure of the future I knew.
 
Therefore, I was able to find a sense of security in the fact that I knew the future while watching this book.
 
But it also ended up with me continuing my engagement with Elena.
 
The story of Damian Kraus and Elena Edelweiss was a story that could not be found in the novel and it was a future I did not know, so I could no longer rely on the contents of this book for peace of mind.
 
After skimming through the book, I put it back in its original drawer.
 
Even so, the engagement with Elena did not completely rid me of any lingering attachments to the future I knew. The weight given by the word ‘future’ was heavy. Even if it was uncertain, I couldn’t make a hasty judgment because it might be helpful someday.
 
Unable to let go of my lingering attachment to the book, I had no choice but to put it back in the drawer without tearing or burning it.
 
‘Let’s stop thinking about it for now.’
 
I had learned in the past few days how foolish it was to get entangled in an uncertain future.
 



 

 
And the same goes for my relationship with Elena.
 
The distance between us had become too close to think of it as simply a relationship that would break someday. I thought I could easily let her go at first, but now that we’d spent just a few days together, I didn’t want to let her go. Moreover, even though I knew the future that I would go through by her side. In the end, in order to keep her by my side even a little more, I even told my father to hand over the Isilia Mansion.
 
Even though I knew that my action was equivalent to walking into hell on my own to be by her side, strangely, my heart felt refreshed like drinking a soda. 
 
I shook my head, feeling the conflict between reason and emotion.
 
“What’s wrong with my head?”
 
I was not a heroine trying to keep her position as a royal family, and I didn’t know what I was doing right now.
 
In order to clear my complicated mind, I lay down on the bed and recalled the events of the day to remember the happy memories.
 
When I thought of Alphonse and my father laughing, my head seemed to clear up a bit.
 
This was the first time our family had had this kind of atmosphere since my mother passed away. If I truly wished for my family’s happiness, I should have paid more attention to this aspect. But now, thinking of how we regained this sight, I was both regretful and happy about it.
 
So just like that, my memory film turned and reflected Elena sitting in a flower garden.
 
Sitting side by side with my family, she was smiling, but for some reason, a small disappointment was also reflected on her face. It didn’t take me long to realize why. I immediately opened my eyes and got up from my seat.
 
“What have I done?”
 



 

 
Looking back, the promise I made with Elena was almost like a date. However, trying to include my family in that promise, no matter how much I was focused on improving our family relationship, was clearly my mistake.
 
Elena smiled and followed me because she was kind-hearted, but who would like to see other people on a date? Although she looked fine, she was surely disappointed inside.
 
Come to think of it, she seemed a bit tired on our way back home today, maybe it was because of this.
 
Just thinking about it made me feel like an arrow was piercing my heart.
 
“I should apologize right now…”
 
It was too late to do that. Even if she came to my room last time as an exception, now it wouldn’t be strange if everyone was asleep, but visiting her room at such a late hour crossed the line, even if she was my fiancé.
 
And it was doubtful whether she would forgive me simply with an apology. No, if it was Elena, that might be the case. But I didn’t think my heart would be comfortable. Wouldn’t it be best to at least fulfill what was promised then?
 
Lost in thought, as I wandered around the room, a book caught my eye.
 
“This is it.”
 
‘I guess I’ve found a way.’
 
***
 
The book I found in the room was a map of Sarham’s city plan.
 
As soon as I found that book, my mind instantly came up with a solution. I started unfolding the plan and creating a route for us to travel.
 
As Sarham was one of the leading cities in the south, it could be said that the street scenery was also beautiful as it was well-developed. The information I knew about Elena was limited, but I’ve decided where we shall go based on things that might be interesting to her.
 



 

 
And I could see her delight the whole time I walked down the street with her, to the point that it was worth staying up all night.
 
Although this world was not one where science had advanced, but rather one where magic had, there were still some familiar foods that I knew.
 
One of them was cotton candy, and when I bought one for her and handed it over, she touched it with her fingers, put it in her mouth, and made a funny expression as the cotton candy melted away, leaving a sweet taste in her mouth.
 
The person who sold it said he had never been to a place to sell other than Sarham. Perhaps that was why she had never tasted cotton candy before.
 
Of course, I couldn’t eat anything sweet, so I didn’t buy any for myself. I took a small bite from what Elena offered me, but the strong taste of sugar made me unable to help but make a complex and strange expression. She found it amusing, though.
 
“Damian, your face looks weird.”
 
“This is because Elena fed me that…”
 
“Hmm. Think of it as punishment for what happened yesterday.”
 
“Wasn’t I forgiven in carriage earlier? You even pinched my cheek too.”
 
“Damian did the same to me. Hmmm? Would you like another Damian cotton candy?”
 
“That’s okay.”
 
Today, unlike usual, the situation had been completely reversed. Even though I was quiet and submissive due to what I did, I couldn’t stand the fact that she fed me cotton candy.
 
Let’s get paid for it by kneading Elena’s cheeks about ten times on the way home.
 



 

 
So after wandering the streets for a while, we finally arrived at the highlight of today’s trip, the workshop. Elena was curious as to why we suddenly came to buy furniture, but when I explained that she couldn’t use the old items in Isillia’s mansion, which was to be hers, she seemed to understand.
 
However, there was one fact that both Elena and I had forgotten.
 
“Ah.”
 
Elena suddenly stopped walking and looked at me.
 
“I forgot to contact my father.”
 
“Yes?”
 
“I was supposed to contact my father…”
 
Elena’s words made me feel like I had been hit in the head with a hammer.
 
There was a description that Elena in the original story lived in Kraus Castle before entering the academy, so I took it for granted that Elena stayed here, but I forgot that she needed someone else’s permission to actually do so.
 
Duke Joachim Edelweiss.
 
Elena’s father, and someone I had only met once.
 
He was currently the head of the Tower of Dawn, one of the seven Magic Towers, and was known for his excellent magic skills. However, I knew one more thing about him, that he had an enormous temper.
 
There was no way that Elena in the original story would have forgotten to contact her father.  If that were the case, Joachim would have come to this place and declared the engagement over upon seeing Damian. So she would have probably contacted him previously under Damian’s surveillance.
 
So, this was an incident that occurred because I was different from the original Damian.
 
Thinking about it made me feel relieved. Unlike that guy in the original, I had nothing to say.
 
I asked Elena “Does Elena want to stay in Sarham?”
 
“Yeah? Uh, uh, what do you mean by that?”
 
Elena blushed at my words. For a moment, my mind went blank at her reaction, but then I realized what my words might have implied. Since I was so absent-minded, the words that I had kept inside my head came out as they were.
 
“Oh, no, not this… Wait a minute. I just wanted to ask what you think about staying here until the entrance ceremony to the academy. I guess I forgot to think about it.”
 



 

 
At my words, she stared blankly at me for a moment, then replied with a smile.
 
“Of course. That’s right, I’m the owner of Isilia Pavilion now. So it’s right to stay in Sarham from now on, right?”
 
I hurriedly covered the wagging tail of my mouth with my hand at her response, which seemed to be seeking my agreement and confirming that she would stay here in the future.
 
“Then…for now, let’s go back today. Let’s go back and tell the Duke.”
 
She took my hand and smiled, saying that she understood.
 
Perhaps even in the original work, it was Joachim who allowed her to stay in Kraus Castle for a year, so if Elena asked for it, he would not refuse. He could contact us often from now on.
 
Thinking that everything would work out smoothly, we climbed into the carriage and returned to the lord’s castle.
 
 But I didn’t think that, as soon as I entered the castle, I would meet my father holding a crystal ball.
 
A face that Elena and I both knew well was reflected in the crystal ball my father was holding.
 
[Elena. It’s been a while.]
 
“Ah, father…”
 
It was Joachim face that reflected in the crystal ball, however, his warm voice seemed a little angry now.
 
[Please return to Merohim for now.]
 
“yes?”
 
Elena, I, and even my father, who was holding a crystal ball, were taken aback by Joachim’s sudden words about her coming back.
 
“Hey! What are you talking about…”
 
[You shut up. Of course, you there, come along too. This is all I have to say. If I don’t hear that you left within two days, I’ll come there myself to take Elena away. That’s all.]
 



 

 
“What? Hey! Hey Joachim!!… This bastard just said something and hung up?!”
 
My father kept knocking on the crystal ball and kept calling out to the duke, but Elena and I just stood there blankly, unable to say anything as duke’s figure passed by like a storm.
 
‘What on earth is happening here?’
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            Chapter 23: Naïve Father (3)
 
It seemed that Father was very angry with Duke Joachim’s behavior, but it didn’t seem that he intend to keep us in Sarham.
 
The next day, Father ordered the knights and attendants to prepare for the expedition and to get the carriages ready.
 
Although he cursed and yelled Duke Joachim’s name, it didn’t seem like he didn’t want to send us to Merohim. After all, if we didn’t depart, Archmage Joachim Edelweiss would have teleported here and taken us there.
 
Nevertheless, Father still had his reservations. Despite everything being ready, he insisted on departing on the second day, which was Duke Joachim’s given deadline. 
 
In fact, regardless of my father’s mood, I agreed with him on that.
 
The distance from the south to the north was considerable, so it would take at least a few days to ride the carriage to Merohim. Furthermore, there were no wizards in Kraus who could open teleportation gates. 
 
Even going to a place where Joachim could open the gate would take some time, and since Elena had been going out frequently lately, it was obvious that leaving right away would be a burden on her stamina.
 
Yesterday, when we walked around Sarham’s downtown together, Elena couldn’t resist sleep and leaned on me while we were on our way back, even though it hadn’t been that long since we left. So, she needed some time to rest for at least a day.
 
The carriage we were going to use to go to Merohim was not our family’s carriage, but the one that Elena had brought, which belonged to Edelweiss. I glanced at it as I passed by, and it reminded me of a modern armored vehicle with all sorts of magic attached to it.
 
According to Elena, there was also a magic spell that adjusted the temperature inside the carriage to suit the surrounding environment and maintained optimal conditions. There was also a protective magic spell to prevent shocks from the outside.
 
In addition to that, there was even a magic spell that made it impossible to feel any discomfort from the movement and shaking of the carriage.
 



 

 
“They say that if your head is bad, your body suffers, so magic seems really convenient.”
 
If I had known it would be like this, I would have been a wizard too. Why did I have to reincarnate as a child of a warrior family?
 
I didn’t know in terms of power, but there was no doubt that magic was a technology that made life much easier. I asked Elena just in case if I had any talent for that, and as a result, I found out that I had no talent for magic. Well, in the first place, it was said that knights couldn’t handle magic.
 
The path that a knight walked and the path that a magician walked might lead to the same ‘end,’ but they were like parallel lines that couldn’t meet. A knight couldn’t achieve the feats that a magician can with magic, and similarly, a magician couldn’t follow the path of a knight.
 
Come to think of it, in the original work, some characters used divine power and aura simultaneously, but there were no characters who used magic and aura together.
 
Isn’t this romance fantasy setting too restrictive? 
 
I read it for that reason though.
 
In the end, I had to give up my dream of becoming a magic swordsman that I had been dreaming of since childhood. Alphonse, who had been quietly listening to our conversation, showed a troubled expression when he heard that the path of magic and the path of a knight were mutually exclusive.
 
No matter how much he thought about it, Alphonse’s talent was for swordsmanship. 
 
Alphonse in the original story was an excellent knight, and in reality, Alphonse had a talent for the sword, befitting a man from the Kraus family.
 
That said, I wouldn’t stop Alphonse from learning magic if he wanted to, but I didn’t have to worry about it as Alphonse quickly put down his attachment to magic.
 



 

 
“It’s been a long time since I haven’t done anything like this.”
 
Even I, who always kept my body moving, was enjoying a much-needed break today, putting aside both training and studying.
 
Since becoming Damian, I had never put down my sword for a day, but now that I had, I felt a sense of liberation and an indescribable emptiness.
 
While my body felt more relaxed than ever before, my mind was not. 
 
I wondered if moving even a little bit would have been better. With that thought, I left my room.
 
I wasn’t going to the training grounds to wield my sword. 
 
I was simply walking to clear my head so that I wouldn’t be overwhelmed by unnecessary thoughts if I just sat still.
 
A walk around the main building of the Castle was enough to clear my mind. As I finished my walk and was about to return to my room, a single bright light caught my eye.
 
Looking up, I saw Elena standing on the balcony, gazing at the night sky. Her pure white hair seemed to emit its own light in the darkness.
 
I had heard that she went to bed early to prepare for the next day, but had she woken up in the middle of the night? 
 
She stood on the balcony in her nightgown, looking vulnerable. I couldn’t help but gaze at her.
 
“Ele…”
 
I was about to call out her name but stopped myself.
 
Her appearance as she looked up at the night sky was like a star in a different world, one that was far from where I was.
 
I didn’t want to ruin her moment by interrupting her with meaningless words, so I turned and walked away without saying anything.
 
However, contrary to my thoughts, I stopped my feet from returning to the room because of her voice calling my name from above.
 
“Why are you just staring at me without saying a word, Damian?”
 
Elena’s words sounded like she was questioning why I wasn’t talking, and I didn’t know what to say in response. I couldn’t just burst out and tell her my impressions from that moment, nor could I criticize her beautiful face with embarrassment.
 



 

 
However, Elena seemed to think that her words did not reach me because of the distance, so she started to climb the railing, perhaps to jump and reach me. 
 
I was surprised at her actions, so I quickly summoned my inner strength and stood up.
 
I knew better than anyone else that Elena was an excellent magician. A genius magician who had climbed to the 5th rank Tiphereth at the age of 16, there would be no one else in magical history like her except Richard Ertuwen.
 
So it would have been easier for her to jump down from the 3rd floor. But perhaps it was because of the moonlight, the airy pajamas she was wearing, or the atmosphere that causes anxiety, I couldn’t think that way at all.
 
And before I could realize that fact, my body moved first.
 
With just one leap, I reached the railing where Elena was standing and hurriedly took her in my arms, and came down to the balcony.
 
As soon as the flat floor touched my feet, my heart, which had been beating fast, began to calm down. As a result, the thought of scolding Elena for climbing the railing started to fade away from my head.
 
I felt a little embarrassed about my unnecessary actions, but I told myself that it was because I was worried about her, so I didn’t need to feel ashamed and tried to calm my face, which was getting hot.
 
“Damian…”
 
I heard a small muttering sound from within my arms. It wasn’t Elena’s usual voice that usually stuttered and was always filled with shyness. 
 
Her breath was long and drawn out, and she had a small smile on her face that made her look calm, to the point where I wondered if it was really Elena that I had seen before.
 
I tried to put Elena out of my arms, but she was holding onto my clothes, so I had to sit on the railing and hold her until she let go.
 



 

 
The girl held in my arms was so light that it seemed like she would fly away somewhere. How many minutes did I have like that? Elena loosened her grip on me and I slowly lowered her to the floor as well.
 
Finally, we were able to face each other. Elena, who met my eyes, asked me as if she had been waiting:
 
“Why did you try to leave without saying anything?”
 
I couldn’t avoid this question either.
 
“I thought you were concentrating on looking at the stars, so I didn’t want to disturb you.”
 
When I answered like that, she didn’t ask me any more questions. Instead, she came closer to me and sat on the railing as I did.
 
To others, it might have looked dangerous, but a magician like Elena could levitate her body even if she fell. I again realized that I didn’t have to come up here in the first place.
 
However, despite knowing that fact, I held onto her waist to prevent her from falling backward.
 
Despite knowing it in my head, I couldn’t shake off the thought that she could get hurt if she fell here. Elena, who seemed to like the fact that I was supporting her, tried to tease me by acting like she was about to fall, and even though I knew her intentions, I couldn’t help but instinctively put strength into my arm that supported her back.
 
“It’s dangerous, Elena. What if I let go?”
 
“Hehe… You won’t do that.”
 
That might be true, but I felt like my lifespan was decreasing because of her actions.
 
Elena was different from usual. It wasn’t like she had changed as a person, but she seemed to be more relaxed and was behaving according to her feelings. Maybe… that’s why… I felt closer to her than usual.
 



 

 
Leaning on my arm, she looked up at the sky again and, holding the starlight in her eyes, spoke to me.
 
“Damian, you know what? The stars in the night sky of Merohim and Sarham are the same, but they are slightly different from each other.”
 
I knew that. Because the planet we lived on was spherical, there were slight differences in the constellations and the stars one saw depending on where one stood.
 
But when Elena spoke like this, it seemed like she was missing the sky of Merohim so much that I couldn’t look at the stars in the sky straight like she did.
 
However, this thought was washed away by Elena’s following words.
 
“So, when I go to Merohim, I’ll tell you everything about that Damian. Just like what you did for me here, I also want to tell you about the sky of Merohim, the place I love.”
 
After saying that, Elena came down from the railing and turned her back on me, and went into the room.
 
“Well… I guess I should rest now… Goodnight, Damian.”
 
Although today, there was a lot less distance between us, her words just now appeared as if Elena felt shy… just like usual, and as if to validate that claim, her ears turned red, which were clearly visible to my sharp eyes in the moonlight.
 
I waved my hand slightly towards Elena who lay on the bed and jumped down from the balcony, closing the door behind me.
 
As soon as I came back to my room, I looked at the full-length mirror in my room. The mirror was sparkling in the moonlight coming through the window, and my reflection lying on the bed was also fully reflected in the mirror because of its location.
 



 

 
After seeing my face in the mirror, I turned my head and covered my face with the blanket.
 
My face, which I saw in the mirror was also red, just like Elena’s a moment ago.
 
***
 
The next morning:
 
A man descended from the sky in front of Lord Kraus’ castle, as the Kraus family was preparing to depart for Merohim. Despite his ability to perform such a feat within Kraus’ territory, he gazed at Count Kraus – who was seeing off his son – with a composed expression that conveyed indifference, before speaking.
 
“As expected, I knew you would let them depart on this day.”
 
“You… you bastard!!”
 
“If it’s your personality, I don’t think there’s any way to start early. You really don’t go beyond expectations.”
 
“Hey! Joachim!! If you’re coming, you should tell early!!”
 
“It’s noisy, Arthur. I’m grateful that you prepared even the knights, but I came because I thought it would be better to take them myself. Are there any complaints?”
 
“You were just trying to annoy me!”
 
“You know me well.”
 
The man – Joachim – landed on top of the carriage that belong to the Edelweiss family, and tapped the wand he was holding in his hand once on the wagon, and with just a single gesture, the ‘teleportation’ spell, which moves objects to designated coordinates, activated swiftly.
 
Arthur, who had achieved transcendence, was able to sense the shaking of the space and could cut the spell even though he was not a magician, but he did not draw his sword because he knew very well that the carriage would not be safe if he did so.
 



 

 
And the current teleportation was also something Joachim did because he knew very well that Arthur would not be able to pull out his sword. That was why Joachim did it on purpose to bully Arthur.
 
“Then I’ll contact you later. Goodbye.”
 
With the white light surrounding the wagon, Joachim and the wagon disappeared without a trace, like they weren’t there in the first place.
 
By the time the remaining mana from Joachim’s spell completely dispersed in the air, Arthur laughed out loud and spoke to his son.
 
“Didn’t I tell you? That guy would come out of nowhere in the morning and do something like this before disappearing. The bet was my victory, my son”
 
In response to Arthur’s words, the door of the castle opened, revealing Damian and Elena, who should not have been there with Arthur.
 
“I should have realized I would lose when Father said that Duke was Father’s old friend…” 
 
Saying that with a somewhat regretful voice, Damian then turned to Elena. 
 
“And Elena, you don’t have to be embarrassed… But if you still feel that way… Just think of Duke as my father, not yours.”
 
Elena, with her face reddening for a completely different reason than yesterday, could not answer as she hid her embarrassed face with both of her hands.
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            Chapter 24: Naïve Father (4)
 
Joachim, who disappeared with the empty carriage, soon appeared before us again. 
 
On his second visit, unlike the first time, he was not relaxed instead he had a reddened face. And he held a lump of mana in his one hand that could easily blow away the Kraus’ castle. But as soon as he saw Elena standing next to me, he returned to his previous demeanor, as if nothing had happened.
 
However, the concentrated lump of mana in his hand still didn’t disappear.
 
Seeing Joachim not being able to get angry in front of Elena, my father laughed humorously and said.
 
“As expected, you are a great wizard. It’s really amazing to go back and forth between Merohim and Sarham in such a short time.”
 
Joachim also shouted loudly at my father, as if he could not stand it in the end.
 
“Arthur! How dare a clown like you make fun of me!?”
 
“Who is the clown? And why are you angry with a sincere person? Is it my fault that you suddenly came and disappeared with the carriage?”
 
As his son, it was a very difficult sight to see my father teasing his long-time friend. Honestly, my attention was more focused on when Joachim would throw that lump of mana at my father rather than his words.
 
However, it was unlikely that my father would die from a direct hit with that thing, but who knew that it wouldn’t fall on the castle behind us by Joachim’s mistake.
 
Even though Duke Joachim was an excellent wizard, it was only natural that I would be worried if something like that was in front of my eyes.
 
It seemed that the parties concerned were not at all concerned about it. It would seem that both of them were confident in their skills, but from the standpoint of someone standing next to them, I felt uneasy.
 



 

 
So I quietly put my hand on the hilt of the sword hanging from my waist, ready to strike it down at any moment, and waited for him to throw that mana bomb at my father.
 
But fortunately, it didn’t happen.
 
As an old friend of my father, Joachim himself must have known very well that he would not be able to hurt my father with a such thing.
 
If he really wanted to do that, he would have poured high-level magic as soon as he came here, but that huge lump of mana was only enough to show that he was this angry.
 
Joachim eventually gave up on continuing the conversation with my father after dispersing the lump of mana gathered in his hand.
 
In fact, Joachim’s appearance was nothing short of a declaration of defeat, but my father turned his head and looked at me with a face as if he had won, and I couldn’t say anything to him.
 
This kind of father’s appearance was not unfamiliar to me, and it was the same as my usual father, but Joachim himself was in front of me, so I was not in a position to smile and play along like I usually did, considering he was the one who was defeated by my father.
 
Joachim sighed and looked at me and Elena, then raised his hand to pat my shoulder and said, “Ah…then what about the luggage? Should I bring it back?”
 
He continued.
 
“I’m sure. The servants…the ones in the carriage earlier were Haley and Ken, so I won’t need them anymore. Unless the children in front of me are the servants you disguised through reverse magic.”
 
“…Your skills have deteriorated! I don’t think Joachim Edelweiss, the great wizard of the world, can’t see through a cheap trap like reverse magic.”
 



 

 
“I just said it once. I’m sure I can recognize my daughter.”
 
Saying that, Joachim looked at Elena with warm eyes, and then made a subtle expression when he looked at me again and patted my shoulder.
 
I couldn’t understand the meaning behind that gaze, but at least I was sure he didn’t dislike me.
 
Considering what I learned from my overprotective father, I thought his evaluation was generous enough. At the very least, I was glad I didn’t hear him say, “I can’t entrust my daughter to someone like you!”
 
In the original story, Joachim should have met Damian long ago.
 
If that had happened, Elena and Damian’s engagement could not have happened, no matter what Damian did. Damian’s actions must have caused a great sense of betrayal to Joachim, who trusted him with his daughter. 
 
Of course, I had no intention of sullying the family name or causing such betrayal to him.
 
Joachim tapped his cane on the ground, just like when he disappeared with the carriage for the first time. The same magical ritual unfolded around us, and white light began to envelop the three of us, including Joachim, who was holding my shoulder, and Elena. 
 
Soon, a huge flow of mana passed through our bodies, and white light filled my vision.
 
It was an inexplicable moment, but I could feel the movement of space directly in my body, and I unintentionally began to feel excited by this strange sensation. 
 
It was said that for those who experience teleportation for the first time in novels, their stomachs felt queasy, but maybe it was because my body was beyond human limits that I could distinguish exactly front and back, up and down in this strange world.
 
Or, was it just because of my perception?
 
I couldn’t continue with such doubts thought.
 
The moment was very short, so the light that had been obscuring my vision was gone in an instant. The world that appeared before my eyes afterward was no longer Count Kraus’s estate, but…
 
…But a tall tower behind a beautiful white castle.
 
“My territory. Welcome to Merrohim. Damian Kraus.”
 
Along with Joachim’s words, a small snowflake that came down from the sky landed on my nose.
 
***
 
“Wow.”
 
I exclaimed in pure admiration at the landscape that stretched outside the window. 
 
The snowy scenery that settled in various parts of the city was truly beautiful beyond words. Even in Sarham, it snowed during the winter, but there was a feeling of inadequacy in creating such a sensation.
 



 

 
As the weather began to improve slightly this spring, if it were to become winter, I wondered if the snow would pile up as high as the mountain, but they say it was regulated from the Tower of Dawn.
 
If this were Kraus instead of Edelweiss, wouldn’t the knights have come out in groups to clear the snow? It was terrifying just to think about it.
 
It was really fortunate that Kraus was located in the South.
 
Outside the walls surrounding the city, the white mountain range covered with perpetual snow could be seen, and it was enough to make one wonder if any creatures could live on those mountains so high that they seemed to touch the sky.
 
The Lunproud Mountains, which stretch across Sarham, had a forest and trees that blended well, allowing one to feel the scent of life. However, up there, it looked like an unmarked white canvas with nothing on it, to the point where one might wonder if any creatures could live there.
 
But I knew.
 
The cold wind blowing from the mountaintop tore through flesh and froze living things as they were, leaving them frozen in their original form. Yet there were creatures that lived in such places.
 
For example, a dragon lived in a high place that had not been touched by humans for hundreds of years.
 
“I probably won’t meet it right away, but… it feels good to know that it’s within sight.”
 
The dragon living on that mountain was not a wicked dragon. But just like dragons that appeared in ordinary fantasies, it was arrogant and possessed powerful strength. However, it also had the wisdom and a basic sense of protecting the world from evil, basically making it a righteous being.
 



 

 
In the novel, it played a fairly important role.
 
The dragon living on Mount Pelioros, also known as the end of the sky, would appear in the original work as Elena’s teacher in the future.
 
However, there was no need to worry about Elena meeting the dragon right away because it would take 5-6 years from now. Maybe it was sleeping right now.
 
If I could stay by her side until then, I might be able to meet it, but I didn’t want to think about it any further.
 
I knew it was not a good idea to keep imagining an opaque future with the knowledge of the original work whenever I had the chance.
 
However, it seemed that the reason why I kept thinking about that dragon even after knowing that fact was because I was personally interested in it.
 
“Right now, even with Kraus, there are legends related to dragons, and well… dragons… I wonder what it would be like to see it in real life.”
 
I had seen many things similar to monsters before I was possessed here, but I had never seen a dragon or a dragon-like creature. Even in the famously rugged Lunproud Mountains, creatures known as subspecies of dragons did not live.
 
In the first place, Sarham was a place where dragons could not come because of the legends that were entangled there. However, it was said that one could occasionally see wyverns and drakes in Merohim, so if one was lucky, one might be able to see a dragon-like creature for the first time after coming here.
 
As my heart began to beat with a different meaning from when I saw the scenery, I heard someone knocking on my door.
 



 

 
I immediately approached the door to open it, but once I stood in front of the door, I hesitated to open it.
 
The reason was that the person knocking on the door was completely different from what I thought… It was not Elena or Ken. I stopped. I needed to think about why he knocked on my door.
 
In the end, I couldn’t keep him standing outside and opened the door. He sat on the prepared chair and asked me while looking at the open window.
 
“Were you enjoying the scenery outside?”
 
“Yes, it has a different charm from Sarham’s scenery.”
 
The person who kept knocking on my door was none other than Elena’s father, Duke Joachim Edelweiss.
 
I sat down, praying that he wasn’t a petty person who would blame the son for what his father had done.
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            Chapter 25: Naïve Father (5)
 
This was not the first time that Joachim and I had met. As I said in a previous meeting with Elena, I had met him once before.
 
However, because I was not in a normal state at the time of our first meeting, if my memory was not wrong, I remember that we had a very short conversation and parted ways soon after.
 
So, meeting him now was practically the first time.
 
Moreover, unlike two years ago, even though we did not meet in person because of Elena, a big change occurred in the relationship between me and Joachim. And It was an unexpected surprise for me, who had previously aimed for a breakup.
 
Although I could see that he was not as uptight as I had previously thought, given that he was my father’s friend and what happened today, it was challenging for me to behave towards him as I do with my father.
 
It was a completely different feeling from being nervous when standing in front of your friend’s parents.
 
In the past, I had thought of Joachim only as my father’s friend and someone I would never cross paths with again after breaking up with Elena, but now I think that the situation had drastically changed.
 
Although the engagement ceremony had not been formally announced yet, I continue to be engaged to Elena, which means that the man in front of me would become my father-in-law.
 
In other words, my meeting with Joachim was a nerve-wracking meeting between a soon-to-be son-in-law and father-in-law, which I was not prepared for in terms of thoughts and readiness.
 
More than anything, it was hard not to worry about what Father had done to him just a few hours ago. 
 
From a broader perspective, Elena and I could be considered accomplices in my father’s mischievous pranks, but as an eccentric father, Joachim wouldn’t scold Elena. So it was time to only worry about myself and face the consequences alone.
 



 

 
Fortunately, unlike my unpredictable father, Joachim seemed to have a personality that did not dwell on the past, and he never mentioned my father’s mischief. Instead, he quietly spoke to me as he looked out the window I had opened.
 
“The snowy scenery of Merohim has a different charm from the flowers of the south. Although the land looks barren, there are several stunning landscapes that are no less beautiful than Sarham. It would be good to take a look around while you’re here.”
 
I nodded my head in agreement with Duke Joachim’s advice. It seemed like he was strangely conscious of Sarham and aware of the barrenness of the landscape, but that was probably just my imagination.
 
Even after that, our conversation continued, but the atmosphere was not as heavy as I thought would be.
 
I was able to answer Joachim’s questions without difficulty because they were very simple questions, such as how I have been for the past two years, whether I have behaved badly like back then, and whether I’ll be enrolled in the academy next year.
 
For me, who had been expecting questions like “Can you make our daughter happy?” Joachim’s questions felt like a father asking his long-lost son how he was doing. It was comfortable talking to him again.
 
“To tell you the truth, I had a brief conversation with my daughter yesterday.”
 
No, but why bring up such a topic all of a sudden?
 
Suddenly, when Joachim told me that he and Elena were talking, it felt like I was back to our first conversation. Although I know that she wouldn’t have spoken ill of me to him, I still felt a sense of unease about what he might say.
 



 

 
Even though I knew it was an unnecessary worry, anyone would have felt tense when such a topic came up in the presence of the father of one’s fiancé, alone. 
 
Of course, there may be people who wouldn’t feel that way, but I, at least, was not that kind of great person.
 
Above all, Joachim’s face, as he brought up the topic, looked somewhat lonely, and that was enough to heighten the already-building sense of tension.
 
“I’ve never seen Elena smile so brightly in my life.”
 
“Yes?”
 
“That child likes flowers a lot. So, at first, I thought it might be because there are many different flowers blooming in the south. You, who live there, would know better than anyone, and the flower garden at Lord Kraus Castle is one of the most famous sights in the empire. But it wasn’t that.”
 
He immediately gave me an envious look and said.
 
“Damian. The reason Elena was able to talk to me with a smile was none other than you. What on earth happened in those short ten days to make that child fall for you? I’m really curious about that.”
 
‘Well, that’s what I’m curious about too.’
 
This time, I couldn’t find the right words to answer Joachim’s question.
 
She had been kind to me since the first time we met. The answer to Joachim’s question was something that I could never find within myself, and it was an answer only Elena knew in this world.
 
However, Joachim stood up from his seat with a thin smile on his face, as if he never intended to hear my answer from the beginning.
 
“If by any chance you ever want to live here after wandering around Merohim, just tell me. There are many empty rooms in the Winter Castle, you know.”
 
“You’re kidding, right? I’m Kraus’s heir-“
 
“Don’t you have a younger brother? How about passing on the heir position to him? And top of that Arthur seems like he’ll live for over 100 years.”
 



 

 
Afterward, Joachim said it was a joke as he opened the door and left, but his face when he said it was so serious that it was hard to believe it was just a joke.
 
This father who seemed to be overflowing with energy would have even created a new room in the Winter Castle if I had even joked about wanting to live here.
 
“Oh, I almost forgot to tell you. Now that you’ve come to Merohim, I’m thinking of holding a banquet two days later to introduce you to my vassals.”
 
“I am…”
 
“I know. I heard from Arthur that you have never been to a social scene before. Your head seems to be filled with nothing but swords and fencing. Still, why not try attending this time? And If you’re going to live under the name Edelweiss from now on, you can’t avoid a banquet.”
 
“I’ll say it again, I’m Kraus’s heir. As for the banquet… Yes, as you said,I’ll try attending this time.”
 
“Whether it’s Kraus or Edelweiss, you made a good choice. The owner of the famous boutique in the capital is currently in Merohim, so it would be wise to commission her for a new dress for Elena. You’re lucky, you know.”
 
He said that, but the dress must have already been completed. Because according to my common sense, no beautiful dress could be made in two just days.
 
It wasn’t too hard for me to notice that Joachim had been planning this in advance. Perhaps the purpose of this banquet was not simply to see  Elena in her new dress, but to announce my engagement with Elena to others.
 
Knowing that fact, I accepted his offer without saying anything else. If I had turned down Joachim’s offer here, my father would have been notified soon enough.
 
After sending Johann away, I sat back down in my seat, feeling uneasy as if I had missed something. I reconsidered the conversation we had and soon found the cause of that uncomfortable feeling.
 



 

 
“Speaking of banquets, do we have to dance?”
 
Come to think of it, I was a guy who had never danced even a regular dance in my previous or current life, the only thing I could perform was swordsmanship.
 
It would be better to put aside the idea of ​​asking Elena to guide Merohim.
 
***
 
After possessing Damian’s body, I devoted myself diligently to my studies and training with the determination to survive.
 
My education included the basic etiquette and manners that were necessary for a noble, but dancing was still one of the unfamiliar things to me, despite being a part of my education.
 
Why? Because dancing wasn’t essential!
 
Dancing wasn’t included in my survival plan, and I didn’t feel the need to learn it just because I was supposed to attend parties. If I ever had to attend one, I planned to sit quietly in a corner or on the balcony and drink.
 
However, this time was different.
 
Although dancing wasn’t essential, I was the host of the upcoming party in two days. In romance fantasies, the party host always danced. 
 
Even though I had questioned if this world truly fit the romance fantasy genre during my five years as Damian, I was convinced that I would dance with Elena, the heroine, at this party.
 
Joachim knew that it was my first time going out into the social scene.
 
Although he suggested it was just for practice, I didn’t need to think too hard about how showing my shortcomings in front of the vassals of Count Edelweiss could affect me, especially since I was engaged to Elena.
 
‘At the very least, I have to meet the minimum standards.’
 
But no matter how much I thought about it, I just didn’t know what to do about dancing.
 



 

 
If I say I can’t dance, there would definitely be guys who would ask Elena to dance even though they know that her fiancé is by her side. Would an engaged man who can’t dance catch the eye of a beautiful woman right in front of him?
 
It would be quite entertaining to see men approaching her and getting rejected, but I didn’t like relying solely on her.
 
However, depending on her was enough to alleviate my anxiety about the future.
 
“If it’s Ken, he must have plenty of experience.”
 
Right now, there were only two people in this castle who could help me: Elena and Ken.
 
As much as I tried to muster the courage to ask her for help, my pride won’t let me. I decided to handle it on my own, so asking Elena for help was currently on hold.
 
In that respect, Ken had been Kraus’s butler for a long time, and when I listen to the stories he had told me so far, I remembered that he had many experiences participating in banquets with my father in his youth.
 
If Ken had a lot of experience, he could surely give me some meaningful advice.
 
“Yes, I should talk to him… Where is the bell…?”
 
I looked for the bell to call Ken, but I soon realized that this was not Kraus’s castle where I always stayed. I tried to go out to look for him, but new guests had already come to my room before I had a chance.
 
The guest who came this time was someone who could solve my problem at once, but at the same time, she was someone I didn’t want to meet right now. It was Elena. Through the conversation we had yesterday, I could infer why she came to my room.
 



 

 
“I’m sorry Elena, but can I ask you to guide me to the winter castle later? I have something I need to do with Ken right now.”
 
After saying this to Elena, I tried to leave. However, Elena was blocking the door for some reason, looking at me with a smile that showed confidence and mischievousness that I couldn’t usually see in her.
 
“Do you look troubled, Damian?”
 
I was surprised and took a step back when Elena spoke to me. It wasn’t particularly shocking that she could read my emotions from my face, but it seemed like she knew exactly what was bothering me.
 
She smiled at me, which was identical to the one Joachim had given me when he left me earlier.
 
“May I help you?”
 
Without even thinking, I unconsciously nodded my head and said yes to her offer, without considering rejecting it.
 
‘Does the winter castle have a device that gives buffs to the Edelweiss family?’
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            Chapter 26: Dancing with the Stars
 
The library of Estellia Academy, also known as one of the best educational institutions on the continent, held a vast collection of books that was fitting for its prestigious status.
 
If one looked at the sheer number of books it housed, the library of Estellia Academy could be compared to the Mage Tower’s Library, which was renowned as a treasure trove of knowledge. As a result, the library was always bustling with the footsteps of passionate students eager to study.
 
Of course, not all of the books in the library were related to academics, so there were also students who visited the library for other reasons.
 
Damian, who was left alone in the library and turning the pages, was also there for that reason.
 
“There are pictures, but they’re so hard to understand.”
 
Damian went to a corner of the library and tried to imitate the movements drawn in the book.
 
Although Damien had a genius talent for moving his body, the picture drawn in the book was so unfriendly that Damian’s current movements were half created by his own imagination.
 
Moreover, even if he was moving alone in the air, trying to imitate movements that two people made together, it was not a pleasant sight for others to see. Damian also knew that fact, so he deliberately went to a corner where no one was there.
 
Currently, there were only Damian and the librarian in the library. Even though the librarian was busy preparing for the festival, Damian was unsure if there would be anyone else studying, so he moved his body in a discreet manner to avoid drawing attention.
 
Although he wanted to go back to the dormitory in his heart, he thought it would be better to be in an empty library because there would be many people looking for him due to the festival. If he were caught by Reinhardt or Richard doing the same thing in the dormitory, he couldn’t even bear to imagine such a terrible future.
 



 

 
The graduation festival…
 
The reason Damian, who had kept a distance of 90,000 miles from dancing throughout his life, was now practicing dancing was because of the graduation festival to be held three days from now.
 
Currently, everyone at Estellia Academy, from the faculty to the students, was busy preparing for the graduation festival. The professors, who usually had heavy butts, were directly involved in the preparations for the festival, so it was clear how much they were focusing on this year’s festival.
 
One could say that the graduation festival was just another ordinary festival, but this year’s graduation festival was not. 
 
Starting with the children of the Seven Magic Towers, the heirs of prestigious nobles on the continent were all expected to graduate this year.
 
Crucially, among them were the first prince and the first princess, who could be considered the future owners of the imperial family, so even the faculty, whose motto was equal education, had no choice but to put their heart and soul into this year’s graduation festival. The students began to prepare for their festival in their own ways.
 
“What am I doing here now…?”
 
Damian sighed deeply when he realized that nothing seemed to change no matter how many times he tried. He had made various efforts to prepare for the future, but the obstacle he faced this time was of a kind that could not be overcome by the efforts he had made so far. 
 
In the end, when he realized that he couldn’t do it alone and was about to give up, Damian hurriedly straightened his posture and turned his head at the presence he felt from behind.
 
However, due to the hasty change of posture, Damian’s gestures were very awkward, and it only raised more questions in the viewer.
 
“…What are you doing here alone?”
 
“I haven’t done anything strange, so please don’t look at me like that.”
 
Seeing Elena looking at him with strange eyes, Damian obediently showed the book open in front of his eyes what he was doing here, and Elena, who saw the book, understood right away without any explanation.
 



 

 
But Elena, who still didn’t understand, returned the book to Damian and said,
 
“Um, but why were you watching this all of a sudden? You weren’t interested in this kind of thing.”
 
“Because of the graduation festival being held this time. They say graduates must attend the banquet. That’s why.”
 
“You seem to remember academy events and strange things well, but you don’t remember these small things.”
 
At Elena’s words, Damian replied with a bitter smile.
 
“The book didn’t go into that detail.”
 
“It’s the same with the book in your hand. It’s outdated, and on top of that it’s a book about the history of society, not a book about dancing.”
 
“I know that too. But this book is the only one with pictures of dancing.”
 
“And you don’t have to dance at banquets. Why are you so obsessed with dancing? To do something uncharacteristic of you, like drinking on the terrace or in the corner of the banquet hall as usual… Did you get a dance request? “
 
At Elena’s words, Damian nodded slightly. As soon as Elena saw it, she turned her head away from Damian and said in a small mutter.
 
“Is it because of Noel?”
 
“Yes.”
 
With that conversation, silence fell between them.
 
Damian was still reading his book without saying a word, and Elena sat next to him, turning her head away from him and staring blankly at the air. Eventually, it was Damian who opened his mouth first in the eerie atmosphere that flowed silently.
 
“I know you won’t like me dancing with Noel, but I couldn’t help it. How could I refuse the princess’ request to dance?”
 



 

 
“I have no reason to dislike you dancing with Noel.”
 
“No, it’s all showing in your actions right now. I know that you care for that child, but even if I look a bit lacking, can’t you please look at me because I’m working hard like this?”
 
“If it were Noel, she would have accepted it without saying anything even if you refused.”
 
“Yes. That’s right. If that had happened, I would have received her resentful gaze until graduation, but whatever.”
 
“There’s not much time left until graduation anyway.”
 
“…The aftermath of something like that usually lasts a long time. It’s best not to create such a situation in the first place.”
 
“Is that from personal experience?”
 
“No, I heard it from my father. That the young lady who he refused to dance with at a party still hadn’t forgotten about it after several years. Well, Noel wouldn’t do that, but you know that my human relationships are limited. If I had to dance there, there was no choice other than Noel. So, could you please allow it?”
 
However, Elena still had a face that didn’t like Damian’s excuse.
 
Damian couldn’t understand why Elena was doing this, but she wasn’t sure about the feelings that made her feel bad right now, and she didn’t want to say it out loud.
 
However, her tightly closed lips couldn’t stop her subconscious, and her dissatisfaction leaked out in a very small voice.
 
“In the first place, I wasn’t even an option for your choice…”
 
“Huh? What does that mean?”
 
“It’s nothing. Damian, I’ll be your practice partner. You have to make sure not to step on Noel’s feet, even if you make a mistake.”
 



 

 
Damian looked very confused at Elena’s words as she stood up from her seat and reached out to him. Soon, his face began to show concern instead of embarrassment, and he asked her, still not holding the hand that Elena had given her.
 
“…Are you really okay? I don’t think that’s very good. After all, I’m ‘Damian’.”
 
“Are you still worried about that? Then how do you explain us sitting here facing each other and having a conversation?”
 
“Who was the one who threw a fist at the first meeting? I got it. If you’re okay with it. But please don’t deliberately step on my foot.”
 
When Damian finally took her hand, she responded with a thin smile.
 
“I don’t know?”
 
***
 
My senses were more sensitive than ever before.
 
Her breath, standing right in front of my nose, flowed into me. Although we were only a few centimeters apart, our faces were facing each other, and our distance was so close that if I moved even a little forward, we would touch.
 
Although we had been closer in terms of distance before, this was the first time we had been facing each other so closely. What I needed to pay attention to was not only the distance between Elena and me but also the possibility of accidentally stepping on her foot every time I took a step.
 
If it were my usual self, I could do it even with my eyes closed, but now that Elena was right in front of me, most of my thoughts were filled with her, making it almost impossible to think rationally. In the end, I had to get rid of the obsession by stepping on my own foot.
 



 

 
“Damian. You keep stepping on your own feet. Are your feet okay?”
 
“I’m sorry. My body doesn’t seem to move as I intend it to today.”
 
Both of my hands were holding her, making it impossible to even pinch my thigh.
 
I thought I had become familiar with her beauty in my own way, but it seemed to be my delusion. If I kept trying to approach her, I had no choice but to step on my own foot.
 
When I kept stepping on my own foot, Elena closed her eyes for a moment and then said she had an idea.
 
“Damian, why don’t you close your eyes for a moment?”
 
“But then I might be stepping on your foot instead of mine, Elena.”
 
“It’s okay. And if Damian completely entrusts himself to me, that won’t happen.”
 
In the end, I closed my eyes as Elena suggested and held her hand. As my vision was blocked, other senses began to become more sensitive. However, because I couldn’t measure the exact distance between her and me, the risk of colliding with her when I opened my eyes was higher than before.
 
“Try to follow my breathing slowly.”
 
Elena whispered in my ear. I started to breathe the same way as her, feeling her breath up close.
 
As our breaths mixed together completely, I couldn’t distinguish between our breaths, and Elena began to move my feet while leading me.
 
There was no separate song that served as a guide for me.
 
The only one who could move me was Elena. She was the wind that moved me, and I was a bird riding that wind.
 
I didn’t know if it was because I had my eyes closed for a long time, but I never stepped on her foot once after closing my eyes.
 



 

 
I became engrossed in dancing with her, forgetting the passage of time. As the dance continued without interruption, I gained some confidence and opened my eyes.
 
When I opened my eyes, I lost my composure at Elena’s bright smile and stumbled, causing my feet to tangle and fall to the ground.
 
‘I really can’t dance.’
 
***
 
Damian stood alone, staring at the ceiling, as Elena had left her spot and departed.
 
The dance practice she had helped him with was successful. Moving his body with a partner was definitely more helpful than awkwardly moving his body alone while looking at pictures.
 
Since he was confident in moving his body, it wasn’t difficult for him to move in sync with Elena. As a result, Damian was able to learn the movements of dance with just one practice, and his practice with Elena ended very quickly.
 
Damian placed his hand on his chest.
 
His heart was still beating faster than usual, despite the passing of time. 
 
He didn’t need to think about what this emotion was. He tried to calm his racing heart by taking deep breaths, but as soon as he thought about what had just happened, his heart started beating even faster.
 
“I have to let it go. I have to let it go.”
 
Damian and Elena, who thought they would live like people who didn’t know each other after their breakup, joined forces to change the future, and in doing so, they shared many secrets that only they knew.
 
They changed the future.
 
They saved the princess who was supposed to die and prevented the foreign believers from invading the academy.
 
However, there was always a line that should not be crossed.
 
He remembered that he and Elena only became involved in this relationship because they shared the same opinions. To think beyond that and not be satisfied with it would be greedy and arrogant.
 



 

 
He became aware of his name, Damian Kraus, and took a step forward.




            ---The End Of The Chapter---
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            Chapter 27: Unexpected Guests (1)
 
On the day of the banquet that Joachim had mentioned, the entrance of Winter Castle was crowded with carriages coming in since morning.
 
The Edelweiss family was not only the leader of the north but also the owner of one of the seven Mage Towers on the continent, so I didn’t think that only vassals under the family would attend this banquet. 
 
Nevertheless, there were so many people gathered in front of the Winter Castle that one might think it was too much.
 
Of course, the question of whether the castle could accommodate them all was not my concern. After all, only a few of them would be able to enter the banquet hall.
 
What I really had to worry about was how to behave in front of that many people.
 
It was only two days, but thanks to my practice with Elena, I had succeeded in making moves that could be called dance, if not proficient.
 
Since I wouldn’t be dancing with anyone other than Elena, as long as I had some kind of matching with her, I wouldn’t embarrass myself in front of others.
 
“You seem very nervous, Young Master.”
 
“I’m not feeling very comfortable.”
 
Looking at the ring on my right hand, I answered Ken’s words.
 
The small dragon engraved on the ring was holding a red gem in its mouth.
 
I didn’t have a hobby of wearing rings like this, but I had to put it on my finger considering the occasions that lay ahead, even if I didn’t want to.
 
This ring, which made me highly suspicious of its creator’s taste, was not a simple ring but one of the items symbolizing the lord of Kraus.
 
In principle, the ring was the only thing representing the Lord of Kraus. However, my father entrusted it to me before I left with Merohim, and at the time, I couldn’t understand why. But now, as I think about the banquet taking place today, I realized why he gave it to me.
 



 

 
The ring was a kind of proof.
 
It was a symbol of my important position that could not be ignored. Its presence also conveyed a warning that those who did not wish to quarrel with Kraus should refrain from any bad behavior and leave.
 
Unless the eyes of those attending this banquet were gnarled, no one would fail to recognize this ring.
 
Although it would have been amusing to see a person with the such limited knowledge that they couldn’t even recognize the sacred objects of one of the most powerful individuals in the empire attend the banquet, Joachim, the host, would never allow someone like that to step foot into the banquet.
 
Thus, the ring not only revealed my status to others but upon reflection, I could now understand my father’s true intentions behind entrusting it to me.
 
In fact, it could be said that this ring was too much for the purpose of letting others know my position.
 
At the beginning of the banquet, Joachim would introduce me to the public, and even if they only saw the emblem of Kraus’ family engraved on my dress, there was no difficulty in recognizing who I was.
 
Even if I didn’t wear this ring, there was no problem with people recognizing me as Kraus.
 
Therefore, my father entrusted this to me as a message to me, not to the public.
 
While having this ring, I should remember that I was Damian Kraus, and behaved accordingly in front of others.
 
It means the same thing as the saying ‘Those who seek to wear the crown must bear its weight.’, but I was more concerned about the dance with Elena today than the meaning contained in the ring my father gave me.
 
“Ken. I can’t dance…”
 



 

 
“You’ve been practicing hard with the lady so far, don’t be so worried. Don’t worry about it. The young master is doing well enough. So put all your worries aside and enjoy today’s banquet.”
 
Ken smiled and told me not to worry, but I couldn’t put my worries down even with Ken’s consolation.
 
Certainly, due to training with Elena, it could be said that my skills had grown dramatically compared to before, how to evaluate them was up to the viewers.
 
It didn’t matter what anyone said to me, but I couldn’t help but worry because I didn’t want to have a negative impact on Elena.
 
However, the beginning of the banquet was just around the corner, and I had no knack for turning back time, so I left the room to greet Elena, recalling the practice I had been doing with her.
 
This banquet also had the purpose of informing others of my engagement to Elena, so it was natural for me to escort her when we entered the banquet hall.
 
I didn’t know the structure of the Winter Castle very well, but since we didn’t just practice dancing in the room for two days, I knew the way to her room.
 
Standing in front of Elena’s room, even though I had already checked my clothes several times before coming out of my room, I began to inspect my attire once again to make sure there was no wrinkle or anything out of place.
 
Once I confirmed that there was nothing different from before, I knocked on the door and called out to her.
 
“Elena, may I come in?”
 
“Yes, you may.”
 
After Elena gave her permission, I carefully opened the door.
 
And the moment I peered into the room through the crack in the open door, I felt the same déjà vu as before, forgetting to even enter the room, staring blankly at her. It was the same as when I saw her earlier in her Morning Isilia Mansion. No, a stronger light than that time shone into my eyes.
 
As always, she shone like a star.
 



 

 
The pure white dress, contrasting with the black dress of the Kraus family I was wearing, was sparkling in harmony with her hair, and her transformed appearance as a star that descended to the earth was enough to captivate my gaze.
 
We stood there for a few minutes without saying a word while looking at each other.
 
“Uh…how is it?”
 
As soon as I heard Elena’s voice, my head started spinning again. It was only then that I realized what I was doing, and I hurriedly took my gaze away from her and said.
 
“It is very beautiful.”
 
“Oh, thank goodness! I was worried it might be too much, but if Damian says so, I’m relieved…”
 
Saying that, Elena took my extended hand.
 
When her gentle touch reached me, I could feel myself unconsciously putting strength into my hand. For a moment, I worried that she might be in pain, but Elena seemed to understand, gripping my hand tightly as if to assure me that she wouldn’t let go.
 
We walked hand in hand like that through the corridors of the winter castle.
 
The scent of lavender faintly wafted from her as she drew near to me
 
The worries that had been occupying my mind were replaced by thoughts of her as I felt her pulse and warmth through our joined hands.
 
Rather than going to the banquet hall, why don’t I keep walking with her like this?
 
With that in mind, I had no choice but to take regretful steps toward the banquet hall.
 
***
 
In the mirror in front of me, a pure white girl was standing.
 
“As expected of Madame Charlotte.”
 
I always liked the dresses she made.
 
It wasn’t that I was overly confident about my appearance, but with the dress she made, I was confident that I could capture his heart today.
 



 

 
In addition, the appearance that Hailey had worked on for hours was flawless and perfect beyond belief.
 
“Elena, may I come in now?”
 
As soon as I heard his voice, I hurriedly told him to come in.
 
The two days before the banquet, practicing dancing with him was the biggest harvest I had in recent times. It meant that our distance had decreased compared to before.
 
At that distance, where we could feel each other’s breath right away, whenever our eyes met, he couldn’t help but blush faintly, giving me a sense of accomplishment as well as the conviction that he was falling for me.
 
So, I had no doubt that this would be a decisive blow.
 
I was confident that it was perfect even from my own point of view, and that if he had weakened his immunity to me, he would definitely be more agitated than ever.
 
However, if there was one thing I was missing here, it was the fact that I had already fallen for him for a long time.
 
He opened the door and came in, dressed in a black suit that matched his dark hair like the night sky.
 
The suit had a golden thread embroidered on the arm with a dragon wrapped around a sword symbolizing Kraus. It was the clothes he wore when he first met me before, and since it was the clothes he usually wears, so it might have seemed no different to the outside eye.
 
However, with his unique restrained atmosphere, unlike before, his half-exposed forehead and sharp dragon-like eyes made my mind blank.
 
I was smiling confidently and looked at him, stunned by his appearance as he opened the door to the room and came in.
 



 

 
And silence fell between us.
 
We were looking at each other as if we had made a promise from the beginning without saying a word.
 
‘Wake up! Elena Edelweiss!!’
 
“Uh…how is it?”
 
I was barely able to open my mouth in the silence, and he blinked a few times for a while, then turned his head slightly and held out his hand to me.
 
“It is very beautiful.”
 
“Thank goodness! I was worried that it might be too much, but if Damian says it’s okay, I’m relieved…”
 
Saying that, I took his hand and leaned on him, but unfortunately, he didn’t show the same reaction as before.
 
I had sensed the same kind of nervousness from him. But nevertheless, there was no noticeable change in him today.
 
The only thing that had changed was that he had changed his hairstyle differently, but it felt unfair to be in a tie when I had worked so hard to prepare. But this kind of defeat had been a familiar experience for a long time.
 
Still, seeing him who couldn’t take his eyes off of me, when I was about to be satisfied with that, I felt that his hand holding my hand was getting stronger.
 
It was strong, but it didn’t hurt. Rather, the warmth in his hand made me feel better.
 
Then why did he suddenly put strength into his hand?
 
The question about it was answered by the sound of his heart in my ears.
 
As I held hands with him now, my heart was beating stronger than ever before, but the tremble I felt through my hand was not coming from me, but from him holding my hand.
 
Leaning on him, I could tell for sure. He was pounding harder than he had been during all the time he had been with me.
 



 

 
With that, I silently smiled at his appearance and tightly grasped the hand that was holding my hand.




            ---The End Of The Chapter---
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            Chapter 28: Unexpected Guests (2)
 
Unfortunately, I never got the chance to leave with Elena. 
 
Perhaps because we walked slowly and hesitantly, the banquet hall was already filled with many people.
 
The owner of the winter castle and host of the banquet, Joachim, sat in the highest seat. Except for a few who were shaking their tails to try to talk to him, everyone seemed to be enjoying the banquet in their own way.
 
But now it was time for the protagonist to appear.
 
As the door opened and Elena and I stepped into the banquet hall, the eyes of everyone standing there focused on one place. Despite her young age of only sixteen, her shining appearance like a star was enough to captivate the attention of everyone there.
 
It wasn’t for nothing that I was mesmerized when I saw her as soon as I opened the door.
 
As the attention shifted towards Elena, people automatically began to look at me, who was standing next to her, too. I didn’t know what words Joachim used to invite these people here, but they didn’t seem to know that I was Kraus.
 
Because, judging by the emotions I felt through their gaze toward me, it wasn’t something they would dare to send to Kraus’s successor.
 
Of course, it was impossible to not have some unconscious emotions, but the emotions expressed in their eyes were too obvious to ignore.
 
However, judging by the fact that people who looked at me like that were teenagers who were still immature to hide their emotions, it seemed individuals who appeared to be their protectors were skilled at concealing their feelings, which was fitting for those who repeatedly navigate a social world that could be chaotic.
 
Although I couldn’t help feeling a little awkward every time I saw them, it didn’t matter much.
 



 

 
Ignoring their gaze, I tightly held Elena’s hand and walked towards Joachim, who was standing on a distant pedestal, quietly smiling at us.
 
There was no one blocking the path toward him.
 
We arrived in front of Joachim through an open road like the parting Red Sea. He got up from his seat and came down towards us. 
 
He grabbed my shoulder and spoke to me quietly with a sad face.
 
“Too bad. How can you be so relaxed with my daughter right next to you?”
 
“I’m not the type to show off much emotion on my face. Or, did you want to see me standing in front of everyone with an unsightly, nervous face?.”
 
At my answer, Joachim gave a small smile and lightly brushed off my displeased gaze.
 
“I did have some of that in mind. You resemble Arthur so much. That’s why I thought it might be fun to see something interesting for a change…”
 
“Father?”
 
Elena’s chilly voice echoed in Joachim’s and my ears.
 
Somehow, even though it was indoors, my hands were cold. Elena’s magic was being released in harmony with her emotions, just like before.
 
Fortunately, it wasn’t enough to affect the entire banquet hall like it was then, so the only ones who could notice it were me holding her hand and Joachim nearby.
 
As soon as Joachim saw the cold look in his daughter’s eyes, he cleared his throat and turned his gaze to the people below, stopping his conversation with me.
 
‘Ah, he ran away.’
 
After chasing away the mischievous father, Elena took advantage of the moment when Joachim turned his gaze away and sent me a wink with one eye closed without saying anything. Seeing her like that, I couldn’t help but respond with a wink, too.
 
But Joachim only looked away from us for a moment, took one look around the banquet hall, and immediately signaled me to come closer.
 



 

 
Receiving his signal, I stood next to him along with Elena, and after confirming that everyone in the banquet hall was watching us, he spoke in a heavy voice different from when he joked with me.
 
“It looks like there are uninvited guests, but it seems like everyone I called has gathered.”
 
At Joachim’ss words, the banquet hall became quiet.
 
His voice had the power to suppress the masses. The man standing here now was not just a doting father but the ruler of the north and the master of one of the seven mage towers on the continent. So it was difficult to imagine the same image he had when dealing with me.
 
‘Uninvited guest?’
 
However, what filled my head now wasn’t Joachim’s changed appearance, but the identity of the ‘uninvited guest’ he mentioned. There were some people below who seemed to share the same thoughts as me, but it didn’t seem like they had the courage to speak out under Joachim’s momentum.
 
I didn’t bother to ask him about the identity of the ‘uninvited guest’.
 
If that ‘uninvited guest’ was harmful to us, Joachim would have dealt with it in front of everyone without saying anything like this in front of people.
 
The fact that he didn’t do that means that he deliberately told the audience to screw up… Could it be my father?
 
I shook my head and denied that possibility.
 
It would be difficult for even my father to come from Sarham to Merohim in two days. And if he was going to attend the banquet, he would have moved with us from the beginning.
 
Above all, if my father had come, I wouldn’t have failed to notice. Although he was a sword master, I have reached a level of skill where I could be confident to some extent in recognizing his presence, even if I was not as good as him.
 



 

 
I had sparred with my father for several years, so it didn’t make sense that I wouldn’t notice anything. So it must be someone else. But at the moment, no one came to my mind.
 
Why was so much attention being given to the ‘uninvited guest’, whose identity need not be disclosed?
 
Although I couldn’t quite pinpoint the reason, my instincts were warning me that getting involved with this individual would only result in trouble in the future.
 
“Some of you may have already noticed, but the reason I called you was to inform you of the engagement of my daughter, Elena. The young man standing next to me is the one who has become engaged to Elena”
 
Still, there was no time to worry about unidentified uninvited guests right now. So I put aside my personal curiosity and anxiety for the time being.
 
Though Joachim’s voice introducing me hadn’t changed much, those who were listening could sense a different atmosphere. Having cleared my mind of distractions, I looked directly at the faces in front of me and spoke.
 
“This is Damian Kraus, who has become engaged to Miss Elena Edelweiss.”
 
It was neither a loud nor a quiet voice.
 
However, my words, spoken with confidence, were enough to reach the ears of everyone present.
 
Many of those gathered here appeared to be taken aback by my introduction, whether it was because they were surprised by my sudden appearance or by the mention of Kraus’s name.
 
The most surprised seemed to be the teenage boys who had been blatantly staring at me.
 
Those who admired the sword were bound to know the legend of Kraus, who was associated with the founding hero of the empire. 
 
Furthermore, in a world where dragons exist, the legend of the only Dragon Slayer in the world had a similar level of recognition as the founding myth of the Estellian Empire.
 



 

 
It was not impossible that some people might know stories that aren’t even written in books. But I only learned of my family’s connection to such a legend after I became Damian.
 
After all, the novel was developed around the main character and the people around him, so there was no way readers could know about the legend of the Kraus family, a villain who was eliminated at the beginning and whose face was only seen once afterward.
 
Apart from that legend, there was already a living legend who had become the youngest sword master on the continent and was the current head of the Kraus family, my father. Since no one was unaware of this fact, they lowered their gaze toward me as if they were like that from the start.
 
I didn’t pay attention to those people. I just continued with what I had to say.
 
“Kraus and Edelweiss have been reliable friends for a long time. I am very happy that that relationship has led to the engagement between Miss Elena and me.”
 
There was no lie in this statement.
 
Just a few days ago, I was a man on the verge of breaking off the engagement, but it was true that I was happy to be engaged to her. After all, there weren’t many candidates who had gone as far as being engaged to her?
 
“Of course, simple words will not be enough to express that feeling. So, I, Damian Kraus, here and now, as the acting head of the Kraus family, promise that Kraus will continue to be with Edelweiss forever, starting from this engagement.”
 



 

 
The ring on my finger was a sacred object that symbolized Kraus’s family head.
 
Although I was just a sixteen-year-old boy in this position, my words had real power. Of course, even if the words were grand, they only meant that Kraus would continue to have a good relationship with Edelweiss in the future.
 
However, there was nothing more certain than the fact that I was imprinting on the minds of the people here who I was.
 
The relationship between families was determined solely by the authority of the head of the family. Furthermore, if they had seen how Joachim complied with my words, they should not have simply thought of me as Elena’s fiancé.
 
‘Don’t think of me and you as equals,’ was the message that was emphasized when one’s worth was based solely on family and social standing. At least my father, who entrusted me with the ring, would say that I had passed with passing grades.
 
So my brief self-introduction ended with applause from the audience.
 
Even if there were people who wanted to object to the engagement, if they knew their place, they would be able to figure out that even if they were vassals of Edelweiss, it was a place they should not speak about. Fortunately, there was no one in this gathering who did not know where to stand.
 
When the applause of the people stopped, the banquet hall began to fill with the sound of music played by previously prepared bands.
 
As the music began to play, permission was given by Joachim to start the banquet, and many people in the banquet hall began to approach me, probably because they had already prepared themselves. However, I did not meet them. I was a man with prior commitments, after all.
 



 

 
As I was looking at banquet hall, Elena smiled at me and spoke softly.
 
“Damian?”
 
“Yes. I know. Well, well… Elena. Would you please give me a chance to dance with you?”
 
“Of course!”
 
***
 
“Damian stay here. I’ll get you something to drink.”
 
“No, that’s fine. I’ll get it.”
 
“Who was that person who almost fell in front of me earlier? Just sit quietly here.”
 
“That…”
 
Before I could finish my sentence, she had already left the balcony to get something to drink. I had no choice but to lean against the railing and wait for her to come back.
 
The cold wind of Merohim blowing from far away cooled my heated face.
 
As I had practiced before, I didn’t do anything that would make others call us ridiculous while dancing with her today. Rather, it could be considered successful because others clapped for us when the song ended.
 
But it wasn’t successful for me.
 
Throughout the dance, I felt like I had gone back to the first night I learned to dance with her.
 
Her beauty, perfectly decorated with a beautiful dress and makeup, completely shattered me, who was confident that I had adapted through two days of practice.
 
Still, I didn’t make any mistakes while dancing, but the moment the song ended, I couldn’t control the sudden weakness in my legs, and my body leaned toward her. Although it looked like I hugged her as soon as the dance was over in the eyes of others, only she, who was closer than anyone else, knew the truth.
 
“I’m glad though.”
 
“What’s so good about it. You bastard.”
 
I quickly turned my head at the sudden voice that rang in my ears.
 
Despite feeling relaxed, I wasn’t completely numb to my surroundings to the point where I couldn’t sense the presence of those around me. I had quickly prepared to draw my sword out of caution against the unknown presence, but the guy who suddenly appeared in front of me prevented me from doing so, waving his hand and telling me not to.
 



 

 
“Hey, don’t use that!! Dragon Heart’s magic here! It’ll be known not only to Joachim but also to that Arthur bastard! I just came here to talk to you.”
 
“Who are you?”
 
I asked him, stopping putting the ore into the ring.
 
At this moment, the only thing I could be sure of was that the person in front of me was the ‘uninvited guest’ that Joachim had mentioned. Yet, my wariness towards him still hadn’t disappeared. After all, I had no reason to trust someone who suddenly appeared by my side and spoke to me.
 
“Hah, you. Your unlucky gaze and face really resemble Arthur. Fine, if you’re that curious, I’ll tell you!”
 
Ah, I found out one more thing. If someone talked about my father or made exaggerated gestures while speaking, it was obvious that they were an acquaintance of my father or Joachim.
 
The man threw off his black robe’s hood and began to introduce himself with a proud face. And as soon as I confirmed his face, I ran towards the banquet hall.
 
“My name is Franz Erthuwen!! The master of one of the seven magic towers, the Tower of Twilight! The head of the Erthuwen family!!… Huh? Hey!! Where are you going?! !! No, even something like this resembles that bastard father of yours……”
 
I could hear him saying something behind me, but I didn’t hear any of it. In my head right now, there was only one person’s face that came to mind.
 



 

 
With crimson red hair that resembled the sunset and red eyes, there were only two people I knew who looked like that. So, even before the man finished speaking, I walked into the banquet hall where Elena was supposed to be.
 
Sure enough, the person who was in my thoughts was standing in front of Elena.
 
“Richard Erthuwen.”
 
One of the male lead candidates for the original novel, whom I thought I would only meet after a year had passed, appeared in front of my eyes.
 
[TL: You can support the translation and read premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]




            ---The End Of The Chapter---

                                        
                
                            
                

                    

                            
                

                    

                            
                

                    
                            
                

                    
            



        

                    
            

                

                    
            
                    
            

                
                    
            

                
                    
            

                
        
                    
                
                
                    
                    Join Our Discord

                    Be part of our amazing community!

                    Join Now
                

            


        

        
            
            




        


                                    
                    Comments

                    
                    

                

                    

        
            
        

        
            
            




        


        
            
            




        


        
                    
            

                
                    
            

                
                    
            

                
                
            Chapter 29: Unexpected Guests (3)
 
Richard Erthuwen.
 
Even though I had never seen the red-haired boy who was talking to Elena before, I felt a sense of familiarity with him.
 
Of course, since the character Richard Erthuwen was a candidate for the male lead in ＜The Princess is Loved＞, in which Elena was the main character, it wasn’t unexpected to feel a sense of familiarity upon seeing him for the first time. This feeling was particularly natural given that I had read the novel and was already familiar with his appearance.
 
As soon as I saw Richard, my mind automatically began to pull out information about him.
 
Despite the fact that it was a year before the original work started, considering the talent described in the novel, he was at least the fourth or fifth rank wizard. His specialty was magic related to space and summoning, which was fitting for his affiliation with the Twilight Tower, an organization that studies the outside world. Although his physical ability was about average for his age, as a wizard, his sensory perception and reaction speed were expected to exceed that of an ordinary person.
 
Suddenly, all the information that popped out began to move in a strange direction of ‘how can I kill this guy for sure?’
 
By the time I felt strange about it, the conclusion ‘I can definitely kill him’ had already been reached in my mind, and my aura was ready to respond to the ring and summon the sword.
 
‘This is crazy.’
 
I quickly grabbed the string of sanity that was about to be cut off by madness and withdrew the ring and the aura I wanted to respond to.
 
The madness that had been dormant during the days spent with Elena seemed to have come back to life upon seeing Richard.
 
Perhaps it was because Richard’s existence intensified the anxiety that lingered in my heart.
 



 

 
‘Let’s think rationally, Damian Kraus.’
 
I understood why I was feeling so anxious.
 
If the other male lead candidates meet at the academy, where the story began in the original work, the reason must be that the relationship between Richard and Elena began even before the meeting with Damian, or me, before the beginning of the original work.
 
It was true that I felt uneasy that I wasn’t there during Elena and Richard’s time.
 
Although I had wished to be by her side during that future encounter, I knew it was impossible since it would occur before I had even met Elena.
 
It was not that I’d never thought about this before. Rather, prior to meeting her, I had often wondered whether she would leave me for Richard
 
However, she didn’t choose to break off the engagement and chose to be engaged to me.
 
‘So isn’t that enough?’
 
This was a decision made solely by Elena Edelweiss herself, without anyone’s intervention. Then, whatever past she and Richard had that I didn’t know about, there was no reason for me to worry about that anymore.
 
No matter what the past was, the one next to Elena now was me.
 
Realizing that, it seemed that my anxiety about Richard had subsided a little.
 
But I couldn’t let my guard down completely. Just like the Twilight Tower master who suddenly appeared in front of me, I wanted to avoid being stabbed in the back of the head for nothing. I stopped thinking and quietly headed toward the place where Elena and Richard were.
 
“Uh, hi, Elena. Long time no see.”
 
“…Hello, young lord Richard.”
 
Despite the singing and chatter echoing through the banquet hall, I could clearly hear their conversation. Maybe it was because I was only concentrating on the two of them.
 



 

 
Richard’s voice was full of tremors as he spoke to Elena, and his complexion didn’t look too good. I already knew that Richard had a crush on Elena from before. But looking at him now, I didn’t feel sympathy or pity for him.
 
On the contrary, I was more concerned about Elena.
 
From her face and voice, it looked like she was having difficulty to deal with him.
 
In the conversation between Elena and Richard in the original work, there was no sign of that at all. Even while still engaged to Damian, Elena was kind to Richard.
 
Did Elena notice Richard’s feelings for her?
 
No, if that were the case, the foundation of the story would be turned upside down. Although it was true that Elena accepted my engagement proposal, her eyes looking at Richard seemed to be on guard, as if she had noticed something.
 
“Elena.”
 
I stopped listening to their conversation and called her with all my strength.
 
As if my voice had reached her safely, she found exactly where I was. Before the conversation could go any further, I stood beside Elena and held her hand, just like when I entered the banquet hall.
 
“I was looking for you because you didn’t come for a long time.”
 
“Oh, I’m sorry. I met a friend. Did you wait for long?”
 
“It’s not that long. And if you say it’s a friend…?”
 
I looked at Richard with a face pretending not to know anything.
 
Richard seemed quite surprised by my sudden appearance. Nonetheless, being the successor to the Mage Tower, he quickly changed his expression and greeted me with a calm face, asking for my name.
 



 

 
“It’s really nice to meet the deputy head of Kraus. I am Richard Erthuwen of the Erthuwen family.”
 
“Ah, the name of Twilight has a high reputation in the South. I accidentally interrupted your meeting with a friend. I’m sorry.”
 
I also smiled with the same face as him and held out my hand. Richard paused for a moment at the word friend, then smiled as if nothing had happened and held my hand.
 
“No. Rather, it seems that I was holding on to Miss Elena too much. Congratulations on your engagement. Elena too…Congratulations on your engagement.”
 
Our conversation did not last any longer. Letting go of my hand, Richard congratulated us once more, then turned around and disappeared into the crowd.
 
Although it was surprising to see Richard cleanly retreating, unlike in the novel, I was now Elena’s fiancé. The owner of the seat beside her had already been determined, and therefore Richard had left without saying anything.
 
“What was your relationship with him?”
 
When I was sure that Richard had completely left the room, I asked Elena.
 
Even after conversing with Richard, I couldn’t understand why she was cautious about something.
 
If asked what I could learn from that brief conversation, I wouldn’t have much to say, but at least the person I knew, Richard Erthuwen, was an infinitely harmless presence to Elena. So the emotions I could feel from him in our recent conversation were only sadness and resignation, and I couldn’t sense anything that would make her cautious.
 
Even though I had read the novel, it was certain that there was something I couldn’t understand. Even as a reader of the story, I couldn’t be all-knowing.
 
It was certain that something had happened between Elena and Richard, but Richard seemed to have only resignation about our engagement in his mind, and didn’t seem to be thinking of anything else. So  I tried to find it in the relationship between Elena and Richard.
 
But it seemed that Elena heard it differently.
 



 

 
At my words, she stared blankly into my eyes for a moment, then asked me with a face so red that I wondered if it was the person who was restless just a moment ago.
 
“Is that jealousy now…?”
 
“Yes?”
 
“Is Damian jealous? Is it because I talked to Richard? You’re jealous, right?!”
 
“No, Elena. What are you talking about?
 
I stopped making excuses to her and thought about it again.
 
It didn’t take long for me to answer that question, considering how my actions looked from Elena’s point of view. Certainly, as Elena said, I thought that my behavior seemed like that of a jealous boyfriend who was watching his girlfriend meeting with other men.
 
And finally, even asking what kind of relationship it was. There was really no corner to get out of.
 
When Elena urged me with a determined face to tell her, I couldn’t help but laugh bitterly.
 
But if I think about it, Elena wasn’t entirely wrong. 
 
The anxiety I felt while watching her and Richard converse definitely included the emotion of jealousy. However, I felt shameless telling her about it directly, so I denied it until the end.
 
“I wasn’t jealous. I was just really curious.”
 
“Ah, okay~  I’ll believe you just this once.”
 
Elena said this with a cheerful laugh, but she still seemed unwilling to trust my words. Nevertheless, I enjoyed seeing her like that, so I didn’t change my words until the end.
 
I think I had already lost, after all.
 
[TL: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 30: Unexpected Guests (4)
 
A terrace slightly away from the banquet hall where people’s eyes could not reach.
 
The spacious terrace, which overlooked the scenery outside the castle, was quiet as if it was in a different world from the banquet hall filled with people’s voices.
 
Although the moon and stars illuminated this place instead of the chandeliers hanging from the ceiling of the banquet hall, the small lights were more than enough to see the panoramic view outside the castle.
 
A man who was standing alone there, looking at the towering Mount Pelioros far away, took out a small bottle from his pocket and opened the lid, then poured the unknown liquid inside into his mouth.
 
The liquid went down his throat and instantly warmed up his body. Even though the chilly wind of the Merohim blew, it was not enough to make him freeze, but the reason he drank this viciously high alcohol was not just to warm his body.
 
“Do you want to have a sip too?”
 
He passed the bottle to the boy standing next to him and started talking.
 
Even in the dark night, the boy’s crimson red hair was clearly visible. The boy politely declined his offer and stood next to him, staring blankly at the night sky. The man briefly licked his lips at the boy’s behavior and began to drink the remaining alcohol in the bottle.
 
“Richard… In times like this, you should at least drink like this to feel comfortable.”
 
“…How did you know that, Father?”
 
The man did not answer the boy’s question. Just like before, he was still holding the bottle in his mouth.
 
The boy smiled faintly at his father’s behavior and stood there looking at the stars for a while before leaving the terrace without saying a word.
 



 

 
“Such a pitiful boy…”
 
What kind of family was Erthuwen?
 
There were only three dukes in the empire that could be said to be the ruler of the continent. Even if they go beyond the framework of the empire, it was one of the most prestigious families that hold the Mage Tower of Twilight. There were few things in this world that such Erthuwen couldn’t obtain.
 
However, even though Richard was born as the heir to such a family, he was a child who did not want anything from the family. If one were to judge, it was just a foundation for him to go to a higher level like any other wizard. It was very rare for Richard to ask for help from Franz, so much so that it could be counted on only one hand.
 
Nevertheless, he was a child who had reached the 5th level, which was called the wall of wizards, solely with his own power at a young age. As a father and a teacher, how could Franz not admire him?
 
That was the first time he had ever felt affection for someone.
 
Franz had never been interested in anything other than magic, but now he was paying attention to something else. Although their conversations were embarrassing and limited to short exchanges whenever they met, nothing was as enjoyable to him as seeing his son’s expression change constantly.
 
Elena, who captivated Franz’s heart, was also a genius wizard with a talent comparable to Richard’s, and that was why the news of Elena’s engagement came as a big shock to both Franz and Richard, as Franz also thought of Elena as his daughter-in-law.
 
Even Erthuwen, who seemed to have everything, still had things they couldn’t touch.
 
If Elena had been an ordinary aristocratic daughter, Franz would have used all means possible to make her marry Richard. However, However, Elena was Edelweiss, not the daughter of an ordinary aristocratic family, and her fiancé, Damian, was not just any common count, but a Kraus.
 



 

 
Even if Franz Erthuwen could build a country if he wanted to become a king, it would be impossible to mess with Edelweiss and Kraus.
 
Above all, Franz knew that even if he somehow managed to get Elena, Richard would not have wanted it. In the end, all he could do was complain about the current situation and hope that his son could bear the pain of a broken heart.
 
“I’m sorry, but what can I do with something that’s not meant to be… But, thinking that he stole it, I suddenly get annoyed.”
 
“What do you mean by stole it?”
 
“Are you here..?”
 
Franz, who did not think that an answer would come to his thoughtless self-talk, was not very surprised to hear an answer.
 
The one who answered his self-talk was, of course, Joachim, who he had noticed from the beginning.
 
There was neither annoyance nor anger in his eyes as he looked at Franz. It was rude for him to step into the banquet hall even though he wasn’t invited, but the relationship between the two wasn’t so tight that that was unacceptable.
 
It was Joachim who suddenly broke into Kraus’s castle a few days ago and teleported the carriage in front of everyone, so he had no right to be angry or scold Franz.
 
“How dare you to cast a spell in my castle as you please. You’ve become cheeky, Franz.”
 
“I just wanted to have a quiet conversation with your son-in-law. Well, we couldn’t exchange many words though. Is he so taciturn because he takes after someone?”
 



 

 
“At least, not like you.”
 
At Joachim’s answer, Franz laughed quietly.
 
Although he tried to offer Joachim a drink, the bottle in his hand was already empty. However, the alcohol was not the only thing that was in his hands.
 
“Surprisingly, he backed down more easily than I thought. Thank goodness, I was worried that he might cause a disturbance at the banquet hall, just like you.”
 
“You bastard. Do you have to say that in front of me now?”
 
“What does it matter? The person involved isn’t even here right now.”
 
“I’m here. You crazy bastard.”
 
Franz frowned at Joachim’s words, then coolly took a sip of the fruit wine in his hand. As the sweetness of the fruit wine spread in his mouth, his face began to relax. However, he was still looking at the moon with sad eyes.
 
“It would have been nice if Elena had been with Richard.”
 
“I’ll tell you in advance, I’ve never forced my daughter to make any choice.”
 
“I know. I know that. It just wasn’t meant to be. But I can’t help but feel sad. I also wanted a cute and kind daughter-in-law. Damn it. Arthur has a lot of blessings.”
 
Richard and Elena had met more than once, as they were both among the seven Tower master’s children who were close friends. 
 
The two had developed a relationship that could be called friendship, and that was why Franz was able to have such expectations. However, Elena chose to be engaged to Damian, rather than Richard.
 
‘What can one do about the choice of the parties involved?’
 
As he thought about this, Franz naturally remembered the face of the boy he met today. The boy who looked exactly like his old friend. As he remembered his meeting with Damian, the glass in Franz’s hand rippled slightly.
 



 

 
“Indeed…as they say, the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. That guy wasn’t ordinary either.”
 
“Of course. He’s the man someone’s daughter has a crush on.”
 
“Hey, tell me honestly. What did you say to Elena?
 
Damian Kraus.
 
The meeting with the boy who had become engaged to Elena instead of his own son left a lasting impression on Franz.
 
That boy was not just a figure with the same appearance as his friend from memory. Even his chilly gaze and the aura that made his skin crawl were reminiscent of his friend on the battlefield. Despite being only sixteen years old, the boy reminded Franz of his friend in the war.
 
If he had not stopped the boy from drawing his sword at that moment, he could not easily imagine what would have happened afterward. No, even though he knew it, Franz’s pride as a wizard who had reached the rank of Archmage did not allow him to think about what happened afterward.
 
Franz unconsciously held his neck and tried to deny the possibility.
 
‘It must be simply an illusion…’
 
No matter how he looked at it, he was only sixteen.
 
It seemed that he had achieved quite a high rank as a knight, but even so, it was ridiculous to think that a young boy who was not even a sword master threatened the life of an archmage who has reached the 8th rank. It was only fair to assume that he was intimidated by the very resemblance to that non-human fellow.
 
However, even thinking like that hurt Franz’s pride.
 
“Anyway, it’s all because of that bastard, Arthur.”
 
“You have to stop blaming everything on that guy. How many years have you been doing that?”
 



 

 
“Be quiet… it’s all his fault. Anyway, Arthur has never been helpful in my life. My father always told me to make friends with good people.”
 
Even though he said that, Joachim, who remembered that Franz was the guy who he always hung out and had the most fun with during his academy days with Arthur, looked at Franz coldly.
 
Maybe it was because he kept drinking.
 
Starting with those words, seeing Franz’s bad relationship with Arthur, which started when he was in the academy, Joachim pours alcohol into Franz’s empty glass instead of using detoxification magic to get rid of drunkenness as always.
 
Franz would suffer from a hangover the next day, but what could Joachim do about it? It was the fault of the guy who made friends with the wrong person, as he said.
 
***
 
Although this banquet was held with me as the main character, the time I was in the banquet hall was not very long. The original purpose was to announce my engagement to Elena, so there was no reason for me to continue to be in that noisy space.
 
If I stayed still at the banquet hall, I would only create unnecessary trouble by being surrounded by people.
 
The position of Kraus’s deputy head was not a position where I could casually strike up a conversation, but there were always people who want to talk to me because I had a young appearance.
 
However, the reason I didn’t want to leave the banquet hall was because I thought Elena might be enjoying the banquet.
 
In the original novel, she appeared to have no special feelings about the banquet, but Elena, standing next to me, seemed to be in a better mood today than usual, so I was reluctant to ask her to go outside.
 



 

 
“Damian. Shall we go outside?”
 
“Elena. I’m fine.”
 
“What’s fine? It’s all over your face right now.”
 
Was it? Even if I looked at my face in the glass, I couldn’t find anything strange, but she seemed to be peering into my heart and revealing my innermost thoughts.
 
Elena had always been able to understand my feelings immediately, but as time went by, I began to suspect that she had some sort of psychic ability related to this.
 
“And don’t think that I’m being considerate. I didn’t want to stay at the banquet hall either.”
 
Although Elena said that, I couldn’t believe it right now.
 
After all, she hadn’t shown any signs of dislike once since she entered the banquet hall. But when I said I was fine again, Elena looked at me with a pouty face as if she didn’t like it.
 
“Is Damian planning to make me a liar?”
 
“Oh, no. Why would I do that?”
 
“Then why do you keep refusing even though I say it’s okay?”
 
I hadn’t expected Elena to speak with such a face.
 
Did she really not like the banquet?
 
However, at the banquet hall, she was always smiling, and it was hard to believe that she had faked it.
 
I couldn’t give a clear answer to this contradictory situation, so I told her the truth.
 
“I’m sorry. I thought you were enjoying the party because you kept smiling.”
 
“Yes? What is that…”
 
Elena seemed to be thinking hard about something for a moment at my answer, then suddenly turned her head back and held out her hand.
 
“Da-Damian must have been mistaken.”
 
‘Oh. I must have been mistaken.’
 
It was too obvious to think that.
 



 

 
I decided not to mention why she was able to laugh while attending a banquet she didn’t really like. I didn’t want to show that side of Elena to others, so I took her hand without saying anything.
 
We left the banquet hall just like that.
 
We could hear people lamenting behind us, but that didn’t stop us.
 
It was Elena who took the initiative in the destination. Unfortunately, I was largely ignorant of the geography of the Winter Castle, and all I knew was the way from the banquet hall to my room and the way to hers.
 
The roles had completely reversed from when I was staying at the Count’s Castle.
 
We didn’t have much time, so Elena probably wasn’t going to show me everything in this vast winter castle.
 
Then where was she taking me?
 
Strangely, walking with her without knowing anything made my heart flutter.
 
I entrusted myself to her with either mere curiosity or some other emotion buried deep within my heart.
 
After walking for some time, we arrived at a door.
 
Elena, standing in front of the door, had a face that seemed to anticipate what kind of expression I would make. I wondered what kind of place it could be for her to have such an expression. The curiosity within me quickly dissipated as she opened the door wide.
 
“Here…”
 
“What do you think? Damian. This is my favorite place in the Winter Castle.”
 
Inside the room was a world different from the outside.
 
Various colored flowers bloomed together in a way that was different from the climate outside. This was a small flower garden, created in the Winter Castle so that flowers could be grown in the cold, barren land of the north.
 



 

 
I knew this place.
 
“Well, to Damian’s eyes, it may seem a bit lacking.”
 
“That’s not true. It’s very beautiful.”
 
Elena introduced me to the place, speaking as if she were embarrassed, but I was genuinely impressed by the environment that had been created here.
 
Yes, because this was her own flower garden that Elena decorated and created herself without anyone’s help.
 
Even though Elena was an excellent wizard, I knew how much effort it would take to cultivate this on her own. This place was not just a flower garden, but the fruit of her efforts and her own stronghold.
 
I found it difficult to express in words the emotions that I felt when I stepped into the space that was only allowed for Elena and her family in the novel.
 
Elena led me and started explaining the things here one by one, and I quietly listened to her words and admired the small flower garden.
 
Although it was smaller in size than the garden in Kraus’s lord’s castle, I never thought that it was lacking.  Because the feeling it gave was different, it was as if we had entered a cozy room.
 
I felt even more nervous than when I had entered her room.
 
Was it because this was the only place where she could find peace after being exhausted in the original story? Or was it because I knew the significance of this place for her, that I could not easily calm my trembling heart at the thought of sharing her precious memories?
 
However, it seemed that I was not the only one who had such thoughts. Elena said to me with a trembling voice.
 
“Do you remember what I talked about last time? I said I would tell you about the things I love, just like you did for me.”
 
“Yes. I remember.”
 
“This flower garden was created when I first learned magic. At first, it started with a few wildflowers growing here in Merohim. After that, as my skills improved, I was able to create more diverse environments, and now it looks like this. It became what it is now.”
 
She smiled as she looked at the flowers blooming in the lowest flowerbed. I could easily tell that it was the first flowerbed that Elena had created. And at the same time, I could imagine how the young girl had tended to it.
 
Elena, who had come out of her memories, smiled brightly at me.
 
“So, I wanted to show it to Damian. I wanted to put our memories together in this place where my memories are also preserved.”
 
Her shy face as she talked about her wish felt so lovely to me.
 
[TL: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 31: Unexpected Guests (5)
 
In the gymnasium located in Winter Castle:
 
It was still early in the morning, but I was quietly swinging my sword in an empty gymnasium.
 
Although the Edelweiss family was one of the continent’s leading mage families, their strength was not solely focused on magic and wizards.
 
Of course, when people hear about Edelweiss, they tend to think of a magic corps composed of all 4th or higher-rank wizards, but even within Edelweiss, a knight corps composed of pure knights who could use Aura existed, even though it was not so well known.
 
Compared to the magic corps, they seemed relatively inferior, but befitting the only three dukes in the empire, they were composed of exceptional individuals rather than the typical noble knightly order.
 
“Oh, Young Master! You are the first one here again today! If it weren’t for Herbert’s sleep talking, I could have woken up earlier.”
 
“Good morning, Young Master. And it’s okay to just ignore what that bastard said. I wonder who’s talking about it. Tsk.”
 
Compared to the other knights of the same age, even those two people running towards the gymnasium where I was now seemed to have a fairly high level of skill.
 
If someone were to ask me how I knew that fact since I had only just arrived at Winter Castle and why I was familiar with those two individuals, it was because I continued my training habit even after arriving at Winter Castle, which I had started back at my own home.
 
On the day I arrived here, Joachim called me and introduced me to the important figures of the castle, including the commander of Edelweiss’ knightly order.
 
His name was Wilhelm Hartman.
 
The old knight, who had reached the level of an aura knight, had scars on his face enough to tell what kind of life he had led.
 



 

 
Even before my name came out of Joachim’s mouth, he was looking at me, with fire gushing out of his eyes.
 
As expected, I was held by Wilhelm for a while as soon as Joachim’s introduction of me was over. He had met my father on the battlefield and told me many stories about him, saying that I resembled him a lot. Overall it was a really painful time for me.
 
I didn’t think that the day would come when I could hear from others the stories of heroic acts I had heard hundreds of times from my father and knights.
 
Could one feel bad about hearing praise for their own father? It was just that the story Wilhelm told me was one I’d heard so often since I was a child that it felt repetitive and a bit boring.
 
Joachim frowned as if he didn’t like Wilhelm’s behavior, but he couldn’t bring himself to stop him from complimenting my father while talking to me. He knew that stopping him from talking about it would not be a good look.
 
Honestly, regardless of that, I was hoping Joachim would stop Wilhelm’s talking as he usually did when he talked to my father.
 
Anyway, no matter how the first meeting was, thanks to Wilhelm, I was easily introduced to the Knights of Edelweiss and the gymnasium. This was the reason I was able to know the skill of the knights.
 
As soon as the knights heard my name from Wilhelm, they all sent me envious glances, which allowed me to once again understand what the name Kraus meant to the knights.
 
If I had to choose the people who would be most delighted by my engagement to Elena in the Winter Castle, it would undoubtedly be Wilhelm and the Edelweiss Knights. Indeed, as soon as they heard that I was engaged to Elena, they all cheered and were happy.
 



 

 
However, while watching their reaction, I didn’t feel like I had to live up to their expectations.
 
This kind of gaze was what I’d been through most of my life in the South, so  I was too used to feeling the pressure of their gaze.
 
Above all, I had become too accustomed to feeling the burden of their gaze, and that was why I didn’t feel the need to conform to their expectations.
 
I moved my body as I usually do, and after that, under the leadership of Wilhelm, who had been watching me quietly, I had a few simple matches with them, and within a day I succeeded in melting into them.
 
The two knights in front of me now, Herbert and Gilead, were the ones who lost to me in our duel back then. I thought it might be a bit humiliating to lose to a younger boy, but they started training with me after seeing me training early in the morning.
 
“Young Master. When do you plan to return to Sarham?”
 
“Well. I haven’t really thought about it, but probably not more than a week.”
 
“In that case, then how about having one more duel with me before you leave?”
 
“Hey, Herbert. Do you think five days of training and a duel will do anything? The result is obvious. Young Master, I’ll ask you to spar with this guy next.”
 
I didn’t really care. After all, they were both knights and warriors, so they were obsessed with victory and defeat.
 
The sun was shining brightly in the dark sky.
 
Illuminated by the sunlight, they glistened with their own sweat, and so did I. The cold wind of Merohim cooled the sweat in an instant,  but the bodies of the knights, tempered with an aura were not weak enough to shiver in this cold weather.
 
When the training was over to some extent, Herbert spoke to me while wiping the sweat on his sleeve.
 
“Come to think of it, how was the banquet yesterday? Ah, I wanted to participate as well, but I was dispatched to guard the outer fortress.”
 



 

 
“There wasn’t anything special, really.”
 
For Herbert, it seemed like a shame that he couldn’t attend the banquet, but for me, it was just a slightly noisy gathering of people. If there was anything decent about the last night, it was probably being able to see Elena’s dress.
 
As I thought about it, there were many things that happened.
 
Suddenly, the Tower Master of Twilight popped out from behind. On top of that, I met the male lead candidate who I thought I would only see after a year. It was only a short meeting where we exchanged names, but just meeting the lead character of the original story was enough to leave a strong impression on me.
 
“But since the banquet is over, we won’t be meeting for a while.”
 
It was inevitable that we would meet at the academy a year later, but until then, I won’t see Richard’s face. There was no reason for me to go to the Tower of Twilight, and since Elena would be staying in Sarham after leaving Merohim, there was no reason for Richard to come to Sarham, where there was no Mage Tower.
 
It was still too early to judge that he had given up on his feelings for Elena based on his meek withdrawal from last night’s banquet. Therefore, I was relieved to know that there was no point of contact for Elena and Richard to meet for the time being.
 
Anyway, I couldn’t leave any causes for concern.
 
As my worries eased, I felt lighter. I put my sword in the storage and took a deep breath.
 



 

 
Indeed, exercising in the morning makes a person mentally and physically healthy.
 
The morning air was chilly compared to the Sarham’s morning, but it was refreshing and invigorating. It felt like tiny needles of ice were piercing my lungs, but it helped clear my mind and wake me up.
 
“Now let’s go back…”
 
“…..”
 
As I was about to turn my head to return to my room, I met someone’s eyes. As soon as I saw him, I couldn’t help but freeze on the spot in amazement and bewilderment.
 
The person I met eyes with also stopped in their tracks and just stared at me with a blank expression. He had dark circles under his eyes, as if he hadn’t slept well. He timidly greeted me with a charming face.
 
“Ah, hello.”
 
Richard Erthuwen.
 
He hadn’t left the winter castle yet.
 
***
 
After leaving the banquet hall, Richard quietly walked towards the white tower located behind the castle.
 
The news of Elena’s engagement suddenly reached his ears. When Richard heard the news, he felt like he had been hit in the head with a hammer.
 
Richard met Elena at the gathering where his father forcibly took him and had fallen for her at first sight. It wasn’t just because of her inhuman beauty. Her intelligence and knowledge, which matched his, had made Richard’s heart beat faster.
 
Afterward, using the friendship between their fathers, Richard began to visit the winter castle often to meet Elena.
 
At first, she was unresponsive and blunt, but as he continued to talk to her, she began to respond more. Although their conversations were inadequate, Richard was satisfied with them.
 
It was a well-known fact that their fathers were good friends. Richard knew this, so he was secretly hoping for an engagement between him and Elena. He didn’t doubt that it would happen.
 



 

 
That was… …Until he heard the news of Elena’s engagement.
 
He had a feeling that his father had been looking at him suspiciously for a few days, and now he knew why.
 
However, Richard couldn’t give up his heart just because he knew that Elena was engaged. 
 
He thought and believed that it was just a strategic engagement between nobles, which was a common thing.
 
Richard couldn’t bear the thought of losing his beloved because of a mere strategic engagement. That was why he made up his mind to see it with his own eyes.
 
It felt like an invisible string of hope was holding onto his clenched fist.
 
“Thank god…”
 
There was nothing in Richard’s hand as he headed towards the tower.
 
The sight of Elena smiling with her fiancé at the banquet hall was enough to shatter Richard’s heart. The man standing next to her also had an affectionate look in his eyes towards her, which meant that everything he had thought about their relationship was wrong.
 
Although there was nothing in his mouth, he felt an unusual bitterness in his throat today.
 
It was both sad and dizzying for Richard to realize that he couldn’t be in that place, but seeing Elena’s happy face made him feel happy as well.
 
Even though it was a dark night, the inside of the tower was still bright. There was no distinction between day and night for scholars who were constantly seeking knowledge.
 
Richard was a wizard belonging to the Tower of Twilight, not Dawn, but as long as it was a basic magic book, he could read it regardless of his affiliation, so the Tower readily let him in. However, would a magic book, which was literally just the basics, help a wizard who had risen to the 5th rank?
 



 

 
Richard wasn’t ignorant of the fact that he could not forget it by reading books, but it didn’t matter now. He took out books not for learning, but to fill his head with words that filled the book.
 
After a few hours had passed, Richard had read all the books he could read, and the morning sun that entered through the tower’s narrow window was welcoming him. His head was no longer dizzy.
 
Feeling the warm morning sun, he felt like writing a poem. Richard had never written poetry in his life, but his mind felt that way anyway.
 
Richard knew he was not himself right now.
 
Humming a tune, Richard left the tower. For some reason, the sunlight looked brighter today, as if blessing his future.
 
Yes, he had to forget. Start a new life.
 
He still had a lot of life left. It would be a waste of life to keep clinging to such worries at the mere age of sixteen.
 
As he repeated these thoughts to himself, he felt his strength gradually returning to his body. He couldn’t control himself in this excitement, and he immediately started running towards the winter castle. The cold wind pierced his lungs, but it didn’t matter. Richard wanted to run.
 
The white castle sparkling in the morning sun was so beautiful that Richard ran while taking in the surrounding scenery.
 
“Ah..”
 
But Richard’s running, which seemed like it would continue, soon stopped.
 
He was immersed in the scenery, but when the image of the person who was vividly engraved in his memory was reflected, Richard seemed to have lost all the energy he had just been exerting.
 
He was looking at him, and he was looking at him too.
 



 

 
“Ah, hello.”
 
Richard’s heart raced.
 
[TL: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 32: Unexpected Guests (6)
 
“Good morning….”
 
I couldn’t help but reply to Richard’s awkward greeting in this way.
 
It wasn’t simply because I had ill feelings toward Richard.
 
Of course, it was true that I was glad I wouldn’t have to see Richard for the next year, but that was just because he was the main lead in <The Princess is Loved>, and I was just being cautious. There was no reason for me to hate Richard whom I met for the first time yesterday.
 
As a reader of the original work, objectively evaluating the character Richard Erthuwen in the novel, he was not merely a good man, but a guy with no angular character enough to think it was okay to be friends.
 
In other words, he was a Hogu*.
 
Richard generally complied with the requests of those he was friendly with. This applied not only to the protagonist Elena but literally to all the characters who could be called ‘friends’ with Richard Erthuwen.
 
Because of this, there was an episode where a magic tool that Richard had lent to an acquaintance became the cause of a certain anomaly and Elena solved it.
 
After everything was over, the person in charge of the Mage Tower revealed that the magic tool was an artifact that was strictly managed even in the Tower of Twilight and that Richard transferred it without any formalities under the authority of the tower master.
 
Looking at this alone, this might seem like the action of a character that causes trouble, but Richard could also be seen as a double-edged friend who lends an unlimited number of magical tools and fulfills numerous requests without any conditions, including what Elena needed.
 
It could be argued that Richard’s actions were due to his romantic interest in Elena, but considering the incident mentioned above, it was hard to deny that he had a tendency to be a pushover.
 



 

 
That was why Richard was one of the people whom I thought it was okay to be friends with at the academy when I thought about breaking off my engagement with Elena.
 
Well, since I ended up getting engaged to Elena, now he was just one of the targets to be wary of.
 
Unlike yesterday, just seeing Richard’s face didn’t make me unhappy. The fact that Elena wasn’t here right now might be a big deal, but because of the morning’s training, my mind was clear and I was under the firm control of emotions.
 
That meant I could talk to Richard like I would with anyone else, but unfortunately, we couldn’t speak to each other after exchanging greetings a few moments ago.
 
Richard didn’t look as good as he did when I first saw him, perhaps due to the pain of disappointment.
 
The neat appearance he had yesterday had disappeared overnight, with his hair sticking out in all directions as if he hadn’t slept properly, dark circles under his eyes, and his eyes were red and congested.
 
However, the awkwardness between us wasn’t simply due to Richard’s miserable appearance.
 
The first time I saw Richard, he looked like a madman.
 
At least, he didn’t look like a sane person as he ran with a bizarre face that didn’t know if he was crying or laughing while humming an exciting melody.
 
Richard himself was aware of how it must have looked to others, so he was unable to speak out so easily.  But I didn’t dare speak to him either because I didn’t want to embarrass him in front of others.
 
If it were yesterday, I wouldn’t have cared about what Richard did or said. But now, my mind was controlled by reason rather than emotion, and I couldn’t help but wonder if I had caused Richard to look like this.
 



 

 
I didn’t feel any more sympathy for him, but for some reason, Richard’s current appearance reminded me of myself after I left the girl I used to draw with. So I couldn’t treat him harshly either.
 
I would have preferred if he had just ignored me and walked by when our eyes met, rather than talking to me for no reason.
 
Now, I was stuck in an unwanted staring contest and conversation.
 
Fortunately, Richard opened his mouth before my sweat had dried up. When it was hard to put on, Richard looked at the sword placed in front of me and said, trying to hide his trembling voice.
 
“Ah, you’ve been training since morning. It looks like you train like that normally.”
 
“Since my family is like that. Come to think of it, weren’t you coming out of the Mage Tower as well? You’re truly passionate about learning.”
 
“Hahaha. It’s not like that.”
 
Richard’s face began to brighten up as I casually mentioned the incident earlier, which I thought would be uncomfortable. As he began to speak more freely, it seemed that he was no longer uncomfortable with me.
 
I guess I do have a good knack for getting along with people.
 
Still, he was the fiancé of the one he liked, but Richard seemed to have no hesitation in treating me more than I thought. I don’t know if I’ve completely cleared my mind or if I’m trying to do that.
 
Still, Richard seemed to be more comfortable with me than I had expected, considering that I was Elena’s fiancée. I didn’t know if he had completely sorted out his feelings or was just trying hard to do so.
 
Well, whatever his intention, it was definitely easier for me to interact with him than before.
 



 

 
By the time the awkwardness between each other completely disappeared, we had to end the conversation. Because Ken was coming towards us from far away to take me to breakfast.
 
It seemed that more time has passed than I had expected. I was sweating, so if I didn’t hurry now, I might not arrive on time.
 
When Richard saw Ken approaching me, he apologized and said
 
“Oops, I think I was holding onto you too long.”
 
“No. It was a good time for me too.”
 
Considering that I had a conversation with the next master of Tower of Twilight, rather than a candidate for the male lead in the original work, it was a valuable time.
 
I said a brief goodbye to Richard and turned to where Ken was. We parted without any further words.
 
As I walked towards my room to change clothes, I thought back on my conversation with Richard.
 
Our conversation was about our respective families, the Krause, and the Erthuwens.
 
There wasn’t much else to talk about, besides Elena, as we had only just met. But he never brought up the topic of her during our conversation. He seemed to deliberately avoid talking about her.
 
After all, it wasn’t a suitable topic to bring up in front of me, her fiancée.
 
I couldn’t believe that Richard had completely let go of his feelings for Elena.
 
If he could let go of his long-held affection for her in such a short time, could he really have loved her?
 
Nevertheless, I felt a bit disappointed that he didn’t talk about her.
 
It was a difficult subject for Richard, but maybe I had wanted him to talk about her during our conversation.
 



 

 
I would have surely been jealous in the past and disliked hearing about it from someone else, but I wonder what had changed in my feelings.
 
I quietly laughed as I recalled the words she said to me last night in the garden.
 
***
 
“Damian Kraus.”
 
Richard muttered the name of the man disappearing before his eyes.
 
Kraus’s name was well known to Richard as he had heard it a lot since childhood.
 
Since he was one of the main characters in heroic stories well-known on the continent, most people who were born and raised in the empire probably know about him.
 
The legend of the hero who defeated the evil dragon ignited the hearts of many young boys. Although Richard was a child who enjoyed reading books, he never really had the desire to become a knight like the hero in the epic. Nevertheless, the epic was one of the storybooks he had read many times as a child.
 
However, now the name Kraus was not just a name attached to a hero in an epic for Richard.
 
When his eyes met Damian for the first time, Richard was full of desire to shoot a magic missile at his head right away.
 
The reason he had run out of the house vanished, and he began to feel ashamed of himself for what he had just done.
 
He didn’t want to show such an unsavory side of himself to anyone, especially not to someone who was engaged to Elena. If Damian had mentioned Richard’s behavior, Richard’s spirit would have collapsed.
 
Richard wanted to leave immediately, but it was too late. If he left now, he didn’t know what Damian would think of him, and he didn’t want his actions to affect Elena. Fortunately, Damian did not mention Richard’s behavior and accepted his words smoothly.
 



 

 
That alone made Richard feel like the sun rising over Damian’s head was like a halo, signifying a saint.
 
“He didn’t seem like a bad person.”
 
Although Richard was still young, he had enough insight to distinguish between good and evil.
 
Therefore, this was not because he didn’t expose his flaws.
 
The conversation with Damian was not long, but it was not short either.
 
Although they had only met for less than a day, it felt like he had known him for a long time. The atmosphere was different from when they met at the banquet hall yesterday, but talking to him still felt strangely comforting.
 
As he watched Damian leave with his butler, Richard suddenly looked at his own arm.
 
“Is he a little taller than me? My arm…hmm…”
 
Richard compared his forearm to Damian’s forearm in his memory. It was not that Richard’s body was weak. The higher the rank, the higher the mana made the wizard’s body in the best state.
 
In particular, Richard’s body, which had reached the 5th rank, was not inferior to that of a strong man who had trained for a long time. But even so, compared to Damian, the heir to one of the leading military families in the empire, his body seemed lacking somewhere.
 
It was strange to compare the bodies of Richard, who always read books standing in the library, and Damian, who continued to train like today, but even though he knew this fact, Richard could not erase the deep feeling of defeat in his heart.
 
“I should have chosen a sword instead of magic.”
 
Richard shook his head with a self-pitying expression.
 
Had he not yet been able to let go of his attachment?
 



 

 
Surely, there must be some deeper reason for her choosing Damien over him. Something essential that he himself couldn’t sense.
 
But that didn’t necessarily make him feel bad.
 
Jealousy…
 
He was jealous, but he couldn’t help it. It was because he hadn’t completely abandoned his lingering feelings yet.
 
Even so, Richard himself didn’t know what effect his conversation with Damian had had, but at least he seemed to feel more at ease than having been meaninglessly reading a book all morning.
 
With his mind finally released, Richard sat still in his seat. He had stayed up all night, not even sleeping, and even ran around like a madman, so his body was tired. He no longer had the strength to keep his drooping eyelids open. Eventually, Richard released the thin thread of consciousness he had been holding onto.
 
Both his jealousy and attachment were buried in his subconscious.
 
A faint smile appeared on Richard’s face as he closed his eyes.
 
[TN: Hogu is the word that is used for addressing a naïve or pushover person.
 
You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 33: [Side Story] Richard
 
The sky was covered with a reddish light.
 
The appearance of the sky, which had changed like the twilight of sunset, was so beautiful that it conveyed many deep meanings to the viewer. However, Damian could not simply think of the sight before him as beautiful.
 
It was still too early for the sun to set.
 
The ‘Light of Hope’ created by four great wizards had freed the world from the power of foreign gods that had imprisoned the world in darkness and restored the time of the previous world, albeit locally.  In this place, protected by such a ‘Light of Hope’, the sky now turning red was an obvious anomaly.
 
“Is this your doing, Richard?”
 
Damian asked the man standing in front of him.
 
The man with hair the color of twilight, like the changed sky, nodded his head obediently in affirmation at Damian’s question. Seeing Richard just nodding his head without saying anything, Damian didn’t ask for an explanation as to why he did this.
 
From the moment Richard nodded, a sword was held in Damian’s empty hand.
 
Richard Erthuwen.
 
As one of only four archmages at present, he reached the state of transcendence and created the ‘Light of Hope’ with other archmages. However, this ‘Light of Hope’ was not a means to change night and day at will but rather a battlefield to remove the power of foreign gods that covered the current world.
 
Even without Richard saying anything, Damian already knew.
 
Every time they broke the boundary, he felt the discomfort of the foreign god’s divine nature that covered the world more intensely than ever before. Richard did not think Damian would fail to notice this fact, so he simply agreed without any excuse.
 
Although he was holding the sword as if nothing had happened, the fact that a trusted comrade who had fought alongside him until yesterday had fallen to the enemy was enough to tear Damian’s heart apart.
 
Questions about why he made that choice and what the hell had happened jumped up to his throat, but he swallowed them back and killed the emotions boiling inside him, gripping his sword. Regardless of whatever accomplishments he had achieved in the past or the positions he had held, the man standing in front of him, Richard Erthuwen, was a traitor and an enemy of humanity.
 



 

 
With that fact alone, Damian could bury his emotions deep within his heart.
 
-Crack!
 
As Damian regained his composure, the sound of flesh bursting came from the space between him and Richard. A spear, whose origin was unknown, pierced something invisible that was precisely aiming at Damian’s neck.
 
Unable to hide his body any longer, the strange figure, who had aimed for Damian while his arm was impaled with a grotesque blade, was revealed. However, that figure disappeared without a trace, swept away by the black flash exploding from the spear.
 
Finally, Richard, who had remained silent until now, spoke.
 
“Hahaha, too bad. I see you can’t be shaken by this much.”
 
Richard’s face was smiling, but there was no emotion in it. Damian also looked at him with an emotionless gaze, but Richard found the emotions he had failed to conceal in Damian’s expression and whispered softly.
 
“Don’t look at me like that. You know I can’t fight you head-on.”
 
“You know very well that these tricks don’t work. So, if you quietly lay down your head right now, I’ll make sure you don’t feel any pain.”
 
In response to Damian’s calm answer, Richard raised his head and replied.
 
“That’s impossible. I must kill you.”
 
As he stepped out of his seat, the red-tinged sky began to move accordingly. Because this place under the red sky was his domain, the space within the realm was following Richard’s orders. The sky began to fall as Richard lowered his hand.
 



 

 
As he took a step, the red-tinted sky began to move in sync with him. This place, situated under the red sky, was his territory, so the space within the territory was following Richard’s commands. When Richard lowered his hand, the sky began to descend.
 
It wasn’t a simple metaphor.
 
The red sky was constantly coming down toward Damian, and everything around him was collapsing under the increased pressure. The ground began to crack, and the mountains started to crumble, but Damian maintained his complete form, standing upright and facing Richard in the midst of this world that was falling apart.
 
“Is this all you can show me?”
 
Damian raised his sword high toward the sky descending on him.
 
And then he struck.
 
He sliced through the red sky that was coming down towards him, and cut through the collapsing world.
 
If Richard’s magic had destroyed the world at its limit, Damian had gone beyond the limit of swordsmanship and cut through the world. The sky, filled with the color of twilight turned like a shattered mirror and broke apart.
 
But that wasn’t the end. The fragments of the sky scattered all over the place soon became portals that started pulling in things that didn’t belong to this world.
 
-Bang!!
 
Damian immediately threw the sword he held in his hand and shattered the fragments.
 
However, a single sword was not enough to deal with the fragments scattered in all directions. In the end, Damian couldn’t break down all the portals, and as soon as the beings who came through the portals saw him, they rushed at him like a predator that found their prey.
 
Then a storm composed of the aura around Damian struck.
 
Those who came close to him exploded like balloons with the sound of something exploding. Even so, there were still many beings from the other world approaching Damian. Confirming that, Damian gave up destroying the remaining fragments and jumped toward the cause, Richard.
 



 

 
Those who approached him exploded like balloons bursting with a popping sound. However, there were still many creatures from the other world approaching Damian. Seeing that, Damian gave up breaking the remaining fragments and ran towards Richard, the cause of all this.
 
When the aura was poured into the ring, the Dragon Heart embedded in it released the weapons made from its own body. The body of the long-dead dragon was processed into various types of weapons, and they were not just swords.
 
A giant axe made from the dragon’s skull was now in his hand.
 
Damian slammed the dragon ax at Richard with all his strength, as if to tear apart the space.
 
-Thunk!
 
However, the axe did not split Richard into pieces. Suddenly, a gigantic being appeared behind Damian, holding onto the axe and preventing it from harming Richard.
 
“No matter how powerful you are, you can’t deal with the constantly appearing monsters alone.”
 
Richard’s voice, which came from right in front of Damian’s nose, irritated him, but he had no time to spare for it. Damian immediately dropped the axe and summoned the spear that he had first used, and threw it toward the head of the giant.
 
The spear pierced the giant’s head, creating a black light. Damian picked up the axe again and looked for Richard, but he was already surrounded by numerous summoned creatures, preventing him from approaching. The swarm of creatures that came at him was reminiscent of a swarm of insects.
 
The number of creatures was too great to defeat by summoning the storm of Aura alone. Even if he tried to reduce their numbers by swinging his weapon, the creatures kept pouring in from all directions like an army of ants, and the more he killed, the more they came.
 



 

 
The wave of creatures, made up entirely of monsters, swept Damian away.
 
No matter how transcendent he was, there were limits.
 
If one could handle tens of thousands of enemies, then one could just crush them in even greater numbers.
 
Furthermore, all the monsters summoned here had been strengthened by the power of outsiders, making it almost impossible for Damian to face them alone, even if he was called a god among transcendent beings.
 
Seeing Damian buried under the monsters, Richard started laughing like crazy.
 
However, there was no emotion in his laughter, unlike the sense of achievement he felt when he first laughed after achieving his goal. All that remained of him, who had been polluted by the divinity of a foreign god, was an irrepressible regret that had been with him since his heart first broke.
 
Still, Richard did not stop laughing. He thought he would lose his mind if he didn’t even do this much.
 
“Why are you laughing like that?”
 
The voice he heard clearly in his ears immediately stopped Richard’s unstoppable laughter. Richard turned to look at the tomb he had created. Then he began to doubt his eyes at the sight reflected in his own eyes. There, the light that should never be seen was leaking from the cracks of the monsters.
 
Finally, the one who was enveloped in a golden radiance as the monsters’ mountain collapsed revealed himself.
 
“I am not dead yet.”
 
He was still looking at Richard with the same unchanged expression as before.
 
***
 
“What the hell is going on…?”
 
Elena muttered as she looked at the sky, which was changing color every moment.
 



 

 
How could there be remnants of the outside world in this place where there was the ‘Light of Hope’?
 
The great magic barrier ‘Light of Hope’ created by the four great wizards had never allowed an outside invasion. It was not an exaggeration to say that it was this  ‘Light of Hope’ that had allowed humanity to survive until now, when they were on the verge of defeat due to the fierce attacks of foreign gods.
 
However, the power felt inside the barrier, which was thought to be unbreakable unless the true body of the foreign god descended, was undoubtedly the divinity of the foreign god.
 
In response to the sudden change, Elena hurriedly opened the barrier spell and checked it, but the ‘Light of Hope’ protecting the entire Merohim was still intact and there was no sign of damage to the spell.
 
Because of that, Elena wondered if her eyes were wrong for a moment, but the unforgettable discomfort she felt throughout her body told her that what she was seeing right now was real.
 
Elena’s intellect, shining like a star, did not allow her to be swept away by the confusion, and she sorted things out with great speed.
 
It was an invasion.
 
She didn’t know how they had broken through the barrier, but it was certain that the enemy had entered the barrier.
 
Perhaps this happened while she was away for a while.
 
Thankfully, the fact that the one who remained here now was him was a relief. Unlike before, even though there were fewer transcendents to confront him through foreign gods, his presence was still very important in continuing the war and thinking about victory.
 
Fortunately, the sky returned to its original color while Elena moved to the place where the incident had occurred, and the divinity of the foreign god that made her uncomfortable no longer felt.
 
However, she couldn’t help but worry about him. As sudden as the anomaly occurred, there was a possibility that he could have been injured no matter how strong he was.
 



 

 
Sure enough, the place that seemed to be the site of the anomaly as she expected was not normal. Everything was broken, and only traces of destruction remained.
 
“Damian!!”
 
Still, seeing him looking fine, Elena put a smile on her face and hurriedly started running toward him.
 
Until she saw the man lying in front of him.
 
The man lying down with his heart pierced by a sword had a very familiar and friendly face to Elena. He was a comrade who fought with them to the end in her previous life, and he was her oldest friend, so she could not help but feel shocked and surprised.
 
“D-Damian, what is this…aha!! This is a joke, right? Richard, stop joking around and get up! I’m surprised enough! Get up now!!!” 
 
At Elena’s words, neither Damian nor Richard, who was lying down, said anything.
 
Elena, who was shaking Richard’s body, knew well what that silence meant. She also felt the residue of the foreign god on Richard’s cold body, so it wasn’t that she couldn’t guess what had happened here.
 
Nevertheless, she couldn’t bring herself to let go of Richard’s clothes.
 
She simply tried to turn her back and ignored the situation in front of her, unable to believe that this was really happening.
 
It was a nightmare.
 
Truly a terrible nightmare.
 
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 34: Unexpected Guests (7)
 
Upon opening her eyes, what greeted her was not the dead world, but the ceiling of her bedroom.
 
It was only then that she remembered that it was all a dream.
 
Could it be possible that she met Richard last night? Despite knowing that such a tragedy would not occur in the future, her subconscious mind kept retrieving memories from her past lives.
 
Perhaps it was because of the nightmare, she felt suffocated.
 
After the regression, every time she dreamed of her past life, it was always filled with sadness and regret. 
 
Because the dreams that illuminated her previous life had never shown a single moment of happiness. Dreams always showed her the moments that were full of pain.
 
If she had to dream, why couldn’t she dream of something happy? Why did she have to keep seeing such sad scenes? However, if there was an advantage to it, it was that it motivated her to never let that tragedy happen again.
 
Elena stood up and looked at the paper on the desk.
 
There, things she had done with him and the things she had been thinking about doing with him were written there.
 
When she recalled the fact that she wrote them down in front of him belatedly, she felt ashamed. Of course, her desire that she didn’t want him to see was still kept deep in her heart, but even so, writing down her wish, especially in front of him, somehow made her face hot.
 
Touching her blushing face, she carefully looked at the back of the paper he had written on.
 
Just as she watched him write it down, Elena already knew what was on the back of it, because she watched him write his wishes on paper. But even so, she seemed to be secretly peeking into his secret, and her heart trembled strangely.
 
“Hehe…”
 
The number of wishes he had written was incomparably smaller than those of Elena, but the small wishes written there were enough to make her smile.
 



 

 
Remembering the memories of writing down wishes together with him in the garden last night, Elena no longer had any nostalgia or regrets in her head.
 
The past was just a page that had already passed.
 
If she continues to dwell on the past, then what was the point of going back in time by regression? So let’s think only of good things. For her own future, who erased her destiny, there was only one thing left to fill with him, as written here.
 
“I’m looking forward to it today.”
 
Outside the window, today’s sun was gradually rising.
 
Elena carefully folded the paper in her hand and put it in the drawer.
 
Then, like yesterday, she started to prepare to go out,  imagining the days she would spend with him in her head.
 
***
 
I spent a surprisingly long time in the training hall, but thankfully I didn’t end up being late for breakfast.
 
Entering the dining hall, I bowed lightly to Joachim, who was sitting at the head table and took the seat next to Elena, which was naturally assigned to me while staying here.
 
“Good morning, Damian.”
 
“Good morning.”
 
As I approached, she greeted me with a small smile. Receiving her greeting every morning was a source of new energy for me since I started living here. I replied softly and smiled back.
 
Before taking my seat, I glanced over the breakfast table for a moment.
 
There were only three people present here, Elena, Joachim, and myself. But since I had met the Twilight Tower master at the banquet yesterday, I thought he might appear in the breakfast room as well.
 
Unlike the banquet, this place was solely reserved for the family, so no matter how close they were, he couldn’t suddenly intervene.
 
Nevertheless, there was always a possibility, so I felt a sense of relief that no one else was present.
 



 

 
I didn’t have any ill feelings towards the twilight tower master, but I wanted to refrain from intruding like yesterday.
 
The menu for today’s breakfast was very simple.
 
It consisted of warm meat stew and soft bread for a simple appetizer.
 
Someone might see a menu like this and think that Edelweiss was poor, but how could the only three dukes in the empire not have money? The selection of the menu must be because of the banquet held yesterday. Above all, this amount was appropriate in the morning when there was no appetite.
 
I picked up a spoon and poured the stew into my mouth. Then the aroma of the warm soup slowly began to fill my mouth. Since there was no appetite, it was better to savor the taste slowly in this way and awaken the taste buds that had not yet woken up from sleep.
 
‘The taste is good, but… something is missing.’
 
It was clear that the head chef responsible for Edelweiss’ meals was truly a top-notch chef. I had never thought the food here was bad, whether it was the meat stew I was currently tasting or any other meal I had during my stay in Winter Castle.
 
Still, home-cooked meals were always the best.
 
Perhaps I had become accustomed to my family’s head chef’s cooking over the past five years. Whenever I ate food that was similar to what I had eaten in Kraus, I would find myself favoring our head chef’s version, which always left a burning sensation in my stomach. Sometimes, memories of my family back in Yeongju-si would come flooding back as well.
 
Darn it. Was this the early onset of nostalgia?
 



 

 
I wasn’t some kid crying for their mom at a retreat or anything.
 
Anyway, it was probably because our head chef had made the meat stew so incredibly well that I was feeling this way. If not, how else could I suddenly be reminded of Yeongju-si like this? I erased the thought that came to my mind as I watched Elena munch on her stew, giggling as she blew on it to cool it down.
 
While the meal was in progress, Joachim suddenly spoke to me.
 
“So, how was the banquet last night?”
 
“Well, to be honest, those kinds of gatherings don’t really suit me. It just felt cramped.”
 
“Looking at what you’re saying, you’re still young. Banquets are originally such places. Even if everyone’s smiling on the outside, it’s a gathering of cunning wolves ready to tear each other apart. But if you were Kraus, you shouldn’t be afraid of those wolves.”
 
“In that regard, you passed the test yesterday,” Joachim suddenly complimented me. I nodded my head and thanked him, but I couldn’t shake off the feeling that his compliment was somewhat ominous, almost like a bribe before asking for a favor.
 
It didn’t take long for me to discover the true nature of this sense of incongruity.
 
“Well, now that the banquet is over, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to take a look at Merohim in peace. In that sense, would you like to visit a place with a beautiful view that I know of?”
 
So that was the point.
 
No wonder he suddenly started praising me. He must have been trying to lure me somewhere.
 
More precisely, he probably wanted to take me and Elena together. Since this wasn’t the first time Joachim had said such a thing, I was expecting this to come out today, the day after the banquet.
 



 

 
Given my father’s personality, there was no way he would have hidden the fact that our family and Elena went out together. Joachim, who was known for being pushy, couldn’t just let it go. Maybe he wanted to go out for a stroll with his daughter as well… What should I do?
 
“Well, I have a prior promise today.”
 
“What was your prior promise? How long have you been staying here, does it make sense that you’ve become close enough to make an appointment?”
 
At my words, Joachim said he didn’t understand and looked at me suspiciously.
 
First of all, my statement about having a prior appointment was not a lie. I had promised to spend the day with Elena. Probably the next day and the day after that as well.
 
While I was here in Merohim, I had no decision-making power. In order to accomplish what she told me, I would follow her wishes, and therefore, whether or not to go on an outing with Joachim was something that Elena, not me, had to decide.
 
I looked at Elena without hiding my embarrassment. She shook her head and answered me.
 
“Father, I’m sorry, but Damian made plans with me first today.”
 
“Uh huh..? Really? If you’re going somewhere, won’t you tell your old man?”
 
“The night market. It’s the night of the week when the night market opens. Damian has never been out in the winter castle, so I thought it would be the best way to introduce him to Merohim’s sights…”
 
“Then! You’ve thought it through very well!! When it comes to Merohim’s specialties, it’s the night market. There are many things that are hard to find in the South, so it will be a very good experience.”
 



 

 
As Elena finished speaking, Joachim immediately backed off. No matter how strong his desire was to go out for a walk with his daughter, he couldn’t force her to do something she didn’t want to do.
 
However, the disappointment lingering around his eyes had not disappeared. As his daughter had chosen her fiancé over him, he must have felt bitter as a father. Knowing this, Elena smiled and said to Joachim:
 
“Thank you for the compliment, Father. Oh, by the way, I was reading a book about the starlight magic spell ‘The Light of the Stars’ at the Mage Tower’s library, but there were some parts that I didn’t quite understand… If you have time after the meal, could I ask you to explain it to me?”
 
“What are you talking about! Of course, you can!”
 
Joachim was very excited by Elena’s words. Elena secretly looked back at me and closed one eye. That made me realize that what Elena said to Joachim was a lie.
 
Until now, she had never talked about magic in front of me, but I knew better than anyone how much she had knowledge about magic.
 
What Elena had just said to Joachim was just an excuse to spend time with her father.
 
She had taught herself everything so far, but it seemed that Elena also knew that Joachim wanted to teach her, even though he didn’t say anything.
 
After all, Joachim’s desire to go on an outing with us stemmed from a desire to spend quality time with his daughter, so there was nothing that could satisfy him as much as Elena’s words.
 
“I’m sorry. Damian. I wanted to show you different aspects of Winter Castle before the night market opens.”
 



 

 
“No. Education is an important issue for knights as well. Then I can’t just sit still.”
 
Originally, Elena promised to show me the rest of the winter castle that I couldn’t see last night, but it couldn’t be helped. I would have to continue my training from this morning.
 
However, Joachim unexpectedly told me a surprising story as I was thinking about it.
 
“Ah, come to think of it, Damien. There’s something I need to tell you.”
 
“Yes? What is it, all of a sudden…”
 
“You probably already know since you met yesterday, but The Twilight Tower master. He wants to meet you.”
 
Wait, why was this old man’s story suddenly coming up?
 
More importantly, who was the person who just asked me out for a walk a moment ago?
 
I looked at Joachim with that doubt, but he just shrugged and smiled warmly at Elena, as if he didn’t know anything. What was going on? Was there no more use for me?
 
Anyway, our morning quickly came to an end.
 
As soon as the meal was over, Joachim hurriedly took Elena and left-
 
“See you again, kid.”
 
“Ah, yes. Uh, goodbye…”
 
-Leaving me in front of the archmage who chewed me up.
 
I felt like I’d been screwed over.
 
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 35: Unexpected Guests (8)
 
It was embarrassing.
 
If an ordinary person were to confront one of the seven giants in the magical world known as the Master of the Tower of Twilight, they would likely be overwhelmed by the natural aura emanating from the giant’s body, rather than being affected by his social status.
 
These exceptional beings who had surpassed the limits of human abilities were like unstoppable forces, capable of overcoming even the most hardened of criminals.
 
However, this did not apply to me.
 
First of all, in the eyes of others, I was a person who had risen to the ranks of exceptional beings like Franz, so I was not affected by his imposing presence. I had no reason to feel afraid of someone who looked at me with amusement, as if he was having fun, rather than sending me murderous intent.
 
However, I found that pale smile on his face more terrifying than any outright murderous intent.
 
It was truly regrettable that this situation arose due to my own fault.
 
‘Let’s think back to the beginning of this incident. Yes, the banquet that was held last night. That banquet was the problem.’
 
To be honest, I lost half of my sanity when I saw his face on the balcony. His appearance was a sign that Richard was here, so embarrassingly, I, who had just made up my mind to stand by her side, was frightened by the appearance of the original male lead candidate.
 
Ultimately, the outcome I feared did not happen, but I made one mistake during the process.
 
My thoughts were solely focused on Richard, so I paid no attention to Franz Erthuwen, who approached me first. Despite my claim to be Kraus’ messenger, Franz was a prominent figure who lived in the same era as my father and held the title of Duke in the empire.
 



 

 
If I had politely declined his offer to talk, I would not have made the mistake of unilaterally ignoring his introduction and leaving without a word.
 
Obviously, this was a matter that could be felt as an insult to his honor, and I would have nothing to say if Franz challenged me to a duel.
 
Of course, if I were to refute him, in the first place, Franz was an ‘Uninvited guest’ who was not invited to the banquet, so it was possible to say that I had no obligation to deal with him, but considering the influence and power he possessed, this would not be a problem to him. 
 
But I wasn’t worried about a duel with him. After all, a person whose heart was so hurt that he would ask for a duel would not be laughing in front of the same person who had insulted him.
 
With this, I was able to relieve a heavy burden in my heart, but I still felt uneasy. Franz’s smiling face as he looked at me, reminded me of the face my father used to make before playing a cruel prank on me.
 
As I stared at him without saying a word, Franz took out a small candy cane from his pocket, put it in his mouth, and spoke to me with a calm expression.
 
“Hey, kid. You don’t have to be so tense. Well, I did something wrong yesterday too, and I didn’t ask to meet you to lecture you about yesterday’s events, so don’t worry.”
 
“…Then why did you ask to meet me in the first place?”
 
“Just wanted to see the face of my friend’s son. Do I need a special reason?”
 
Franz spoke in a nonchalant tone as he rolled a candy in his mouth. Although I did not have to concern myself with what had transpired the previous night, given that he was the one involved, it was clear that Franz was still burdened by it. However, since he did not know my feelings, Franz congratulated me with an innocent face.
 



 

 
“Oh, come to think of it, I forgot to say it earlier, but congratulations on your engagement. If you plan on having an engagement ceremony, I hope you’ll invite Erthuwen too, even though it’s a little late.”
 
“Haha, unfortunately, we’re planning to have a small gathering with just family, so I’m afraid that won’t be possible. However, I’ll make sure to send an invitation to Erthuwen for the wedding later on.”
 
As I replied like that, Franz looked slightly dissatisfied and stared at me. It seemed like he thought I was teasing him, but in reality, it was a story that had already been arranged with Elena, so I had nothing to say.
 
No, what was there for me to do when it had already been decided?
 
Suddenly, with talk of engagement coming up, I started to recall the events that occurred last night at the flower garden.
 
After leaving the banquet hall last night, we headed to the flower garden she created.
 
Since it was already late at night, we didn’t have much time left. However, even in that short amount of time, there was no problem in making our relationship closer than before.
 
There, I heard her wishes and saw the future she envisioned for me and for her.
 
Despite the numerous conversations we had shared, I found that none had been as meaningful as the one we had in the flower garden that day.
 
It was also the time when we had a serious talk about the engagement.
 
If Franz had met me just two days earlier, he might have been able to attend the engagement ceremony. Since that didn’t happen, it was undoubtedly ‘The Heaven’s will’.
 
“You’re lost in thought again while I’m in front of you. Anyway, that’s why Kraus…”
 



 

 
“Ahaha… I’m sorry.”
 
At Franz’s scolding, my mind which had been looking into the past for a while returned. It seemed that I had fallen into the memory of that day without even realizing it. The happy time there was very short, so perhaps that was why the afterglow was left behind.
 
If it weren’t for Franz, I could have spent more time like that day.
 
“What’s wrong? That look in your eyes. It’s making me uncomfortable.”
 
“….It’s nothing.”
 
Maybe I was not good at hiding my emotions. Still, I was confident in maintaining my poker face, but these days, including Elena, everyone seemed to be able to see what I was thinking.
 
Franz twitched his eyebrows a few times, then completely relaxed his expression, cleared his throat, and spoke to me.
 
“Ahem, anyway… You know about, Richard, right?”
 
“What are you talking about?”
 
“My son Richard.”
 
“Yes….”
 
When Franz mentioned Richard’s name, instead of feeling uneasy like before, I thought of the boy I had met this morning.
 
As a father, Franz probably noticed that Richard had been interested in Elena for some time now. Maybe Franz had seen me talking with Richard at the banquet yesterday because he looked quite disheveled while bringing up Richard’s name to me.
 
“Please don’t hate Richard too much. He won’t do anything wrong to you and Elena. I can promise this in the name of Erthuwen. The reason I went there yesterday was just to help him sort out his feelings. There was no other reason.”
 
It seemed like Franz thought I was resenting him or Richard. He vigorously defended Richard in his absence. I couldn’t say that my attitude towards Richard at the banquet yesterday was great either.
 



 

 
It wasn’t that I was angry with him, but I, who was standing in front of Richard at the time, was quite keen on the fact that the original male lead candidate and Elena had met. Franz couldn’t have felt it, so he must have been telling me this on purpose.
 
If he had seen my conversation with Richard at the training hall this morning, he might not have said this.
 
“Don’t worry. I know very well that Richard is not that kind of man.”
 
I responded with a gentle smile at Franz’s words. Seeing me like that, Franz looked at me with a puzzled expression as if he hadn’t expected me to react like this.
 
Well, from Franz’s point of view, the guy who had been glaring at his son until last night had changed his attitude overnight, so it might not be understandable.
 
From Franz’s point of view, it might be hard to understand how the person who had glared at his son as if he wanted to kill him just last night could suddenly change his attitude so drastically in just one morning.
 
“I see… I guess I said something unnecessary.”
 
The conversation between both of us had already concluded, and it appeared that he had made a fuss unnecessarily, causing Franz to feel slightly embarrassed. However, at the same time, he seemed to be at ease and relieved.
 
“Moreover, what was he like? Was he fine? No, there’s no way that’s the case. He must have had messy hair and his eyes were red from not getting enough sleep. Isn’t it?”
 
“Well, he certainly seemed that way.”
 
“Of course. He takes after me, you know. Well, every man is bound to experience disappointment a few times after being born. But at least he didn’t collapse from it.”
 



 

 
This guy seemed to have a knack for finding common ground between father and son in strange places.
 
Watching Franz in this way, I could somewhat understand why he was friends with my father.
 
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 36: Uninvited Guest (1)
 
Tower of Dawn, 6th Library.
 
As befits the Mage Tower’s library, it was a treasure trove of knowledge, with an extensive collection of books covering various topics such as the history of the ancient magic of the continent.
 
Especially when talking about the Mage Tower’s library, it was impossible to overlook the treatment of magic books that were stored there.
 
The seven Tower masters, considered to be at the forefront of the magic world, were all highly skilled and worthy of the title of Archmage. However, possessing the skills of an Archmage did not necessarily guarantee one the position of Tower master.
 
While some Tower masters continued their research in their respective fields, others held important positions in institutions outside of the Tower, such as Mitross Gerald, the head of the magic department at the Estellia Academy.
 
However, the reason why the seven towers could always be at the forefront of the magic world was the history they possessed and the enormous amount of magic books that this history had produced.
 
A magic book was not simply a book that contained spells for learning magic. Such things were classified as magic books that did not contain mana.
 
The study of magic was like a path towards “transcendence,” not just to perform miracles. Magic books were closer to by-products created by magicians walking this path.
 
These books were called magic books because they were left behind to allow others to learn the wisdom they gained in their quest to find their true selves while walking the path toward transcendence. Therefore, magic books gained mana or magical power from the moment they were created, unlike simple books.
 
Could a mere piece of paper with a few letters written on it truly compare to an object that contains the wisdom of the path to the divine? The difference between a magic book that could embody that knowledge through reading and a book that only contained spells was significant.
 



 

 
The Mage Tower was fundamentally a research institution for studying magic.
 
It was also a place that fostered a sense of community among its members. The first seven wizards of the Seven Towers, who were considered the creators of magic, left behind numerous spellbooks for their successors. Over time, these accumulated and formed the foundation of the structure that exists today.
 
Since they held a monopoly on “wisdom”, it was inevitable that the Mage Tower’s position would grow stronger over time.
 
Even prior to the current Seven Tower masters, there were Tower masters who left behind magic books that were housed in one of the Mage Tower’s libraries. However, access to these books was strictly controlled and limited to the Tower masters alone.
 
As one might expect from magic books left by the so-called Archmages, some contained powerful spells that could potentially destroy an entire country. Therefore, it was natural that such dangerous objects were closely guarded.
 
The 6th library of the Tower of Dawn was also a place where such dangerous magic books were stored.
 
The basis of the magic handled by the Tower of Dawn was ‘Star Power Magic’, which was performed by borrowing the power of the stars, and the 6th Library was a place where magic books on this type of magic were kept.
 
Since previous Tower masters were also proficient in Star Power Magic, it was natural that the magic books they left behind were kept in the sixth library.
 
While it was true that the magic books of previous Tower masters were stored in the 6th library of the Tower of Dawn, gaining access to them was a separate matter altogether.
 



 

 
As a result, the 6th library, which housed books on Star Power Magic – the foundation of their magical practice – may have been the most familiar place for the people of the Tower of Dawn.
 
Merely reading the magic books was not enough to fully acquire the wisdom contained within them. Each person had a unique level of understanding and interpretation of the knowledge. Therefore, even to this day, wizards who were passionate about the study of magic continued to frequent the 6th library, seeking to further enlighten their minds and deepen their understanding.
 
But there was someone who stole their attention. It was Joachim Edelweiss, the current tower master of the Tower of Dawn, and his daughter, Elena Edelweiss.
 
The hair of Edelweiss had a pure somewhat pure white body and hair, which was likely symbolic of their ownership of the Tower of Dawn – also referred to as the “White Tower” due to its white exterior.
 
Although it wasn’t the first time Elena had come to the sixth library, as always, her appearance drew people’s attention to one place, and even a wizard obsessed with magic couldn’t be an exception.
 
Since Elena had been away from the Merohim for a while, her sudden appearance was inevitable to draw attention. Moreover, with the tower master, Joachim, by her side, it was impossible not to look at them.
 
However, as soon as Elena and Joachim took out their books, everyone started to focus on their work again.
 
No matter what position Elena and Joachim were in, as long as they came here, they must have sought wisdom like everyone else. Knowing that, they no longer paid attention to the two, and poured their minds into understanding the magic books they held in their hands.
 



 

 
But contrary to their thoughts, Elena had no intention of seeking wisdom like them in this place.
 
This was not because she was not interested in magic as a discipline, but because she had already acquired all the knowledge of magic books here. Even if she went back in time through “regression,” her mind wouldn’t go back to the past.
 
“Elena, every star in the night sky has its name, and that name carries power. Using this, we can cast constellation magic…”
 
The information that she already knew flowed out of Joachim’s mouth. Nevertheless, the reason why Elena was listening to Joachim’s explanation about magic here was because of what she had said to him.
 
When Elena told Joachim that she didn’t know something, it was just an excuse she hastily made up for her lonely father.
 
According to her original plan, she should have been walking in the winter castle with Damian by now and telling him about her memories in the winter castle. However, to prevent Joachim from taking her and Damian somewhere else, it was an unavoidable situation.
 
If she had left it as it was, all the plans she had previously made could have been in vain, so Elena had to think of something to stop Joachim urgently.
 
“The barrier that is struck in the Tower of Dawn is also made using the power of the stars. Do you know what those stars are?”
 
“Hex, Rigel, and Duroa, three of them.”
 
“You know it well. Then this time, let’s talk about something else…”
 
However, as time passed, the lesson that Elena had with Joachim, which was just excuses, became more and more pleasing to her.
 
Upon careful consideration, Elena had never received any real teachings from Joachim during the three lives she had lived.
 



 

 
She was a genius that surpassed Joachim, and it only took a little time to read the magic books in the Mage Tower, but it didn’t take that long to make them her own. After that, she also had a mentor, but it was not Joachim.
 
Therefore, even for Elena, spending time with her father like this was the first time.
 
Since Elena had more knowledge than Joachim, the questions he asked her were not a problem for her, but she answered Joachim’s words with a happy face.
 
Joachim also couldn’t help but smile when he saw his daughter answering his questions with a bright smile. When Elena answered the last question without any difficulty, he spoke to her with a small smile.
 
“As expected, my daughter. You can answer any question without any difficulty, there’s no genius like you in this century. So, what did you say you were curious about?”
 
“Ah!…That, so…”
 
Joachim’s words made Elena aware that her lie had been exposed.
 
She was enjoying answering so much, that she forget to pretend not to know and ended up answering fluently. But Joachim just smiled at the flustered Elena without any intention of scolding her.
 
He folded the book in his hand and put it back on the shelf, speaking to Elena in a soft voice.
 
“Do you really like him that much?”
 
“……Yes.”
 
At Joachim’s words, Elena blushed lightly and answered in a small voice.
 
Seeing that, Joachim gently stroked Elena’s hair without saying anything. To his affectionate touch, Elena, like Joachim, didn’t say anything and just let him stroke her hair.
 
“You’ve been a kid who doesn’t talk much since childhood. You don’t laugh very often. That made me and Adele worry a lot… But now we don’t have to worry about that.”
 



 

 
Because Elena had always been reserved with expressing her emotions since she was a child, Joachim found it strange to see his daughter suddenly brighten up. He was grateful to Damian for bringing out such diverse emotions in Elena.
 
‘The moment I see even the slightest traces of water around Elena’s eyes, I’ll put him in an ice prison.’
 
However, there was something that never changed.
 
“By now, that guy must have talked enough with Damian. Let’s go back now. We’ll have to prepare again if we want to go outside.”
 
When Joachim said that, Elena smiled brighter than ever and quickly prepared to leave.
 
Joachim knew that Elena would react like that, but when he saw her bright smile, he couldn’t hide the bitter smile on his face.
 
He was happy to see Elena smiling brightly, but he couldn’t help but feel a bitter smile on his lips when he thought that that figure was caused by Damian, not he himself.
 
***
 
“Father, you knew already….”
 
I wonder when he started to realize.
 
Maybe he knew from the beginning.
 
My father looked more serious than anyone else in the world, but I knew that there was a mischievous boy inside him. Even though he probably knew it from the beginning due to his personality, he deliberately didn’t say anything.
 
Still, it was enjoyable.
 
Even though it was just solving a simple problem, I found myself getting absorbed in conversation with my father without realizing it.
 
At first, I was definitely disappointed that I was losing time with Damian, but maybe it was because that person was my father. When I actually spent time with him, the disappointment wasn’t as great as I thought it would be.
 



 

 
I just hadn’t realized what this winter castle meant to me, and how precious it was to reunite with the connections that had been broken here until now, because I had been hidden with him all this time.
 
The comfort that enveloped my body since returning to the winter castle was similar to when I went out on a date with him in Sarham.
 
Was that why I was able to summon up such courage?
 
The reason why I, who would normally turn red and harden just by facing him, was able to say the words I couldn’t say to him so easily might be because this place was the most comfortable place for me.
 
However, it was inevitable that I could not help but smile at the thought of meeting him as soon as my father gave permission, probably because I kept thinking of him.
 
The pitying eyes of my father who looked at me like that still did not leave my head.
 
But what could he do? It was almost inevitable to hide his feelings towards him, even if my father looked at him with that kind of gaze. Hiding it was enough just as he had done in his previous life.
 
“I think he’ll be fine…”
 
After breakfast today, the corners of my mouth went up involuntarily at the thought of him making an expression of mesmerization at what he had heard from my father.
 
Perhaps he was in a similar situation now. At that time, his gaze sent toward me as he left the place was cute and reminded me of an abandoned puppy
 
Knowing Franz’s personality, I knew that there was nothing to worry about.
 
He already knew who the uninvited guest my father had been talking about at the banquet yesterday was. No matter how good Franz Erthuwen’s barriers to spatial isolation were, there was no way he couldn’t have noticed what my father had noticed.
 



 

 
I didn’t know what happened between him and the Duke of Erthuwen, but I didn’t worry too much.
 
As far as he could remember, the atmosphere and personalities of Duke Erthuwen and Count Kraus were quite similar.
 
Thinking back to my father, who had spoken to him with a smile on his face, it seemed like my father already knew that he would be troubled by Duke Erthuwen.
 
“Elena…”
 
Undoubtedly, the figure that had just come into my eyes was stretched out to the point that it reminded me of slime.
 
What kind of hardship must he have gone through to look so worn out? I was curious, but for now, I just smile and greet him.
 
Above all, it was not often that I had a chance to see him so down. I hastened my steps to see his face.
 
“Damian, why do you look like this… um… um…”
 
“I wanted to see you.”
 
But contrary to my expectations, the moment I stood in front of him, I couldn’t move my body the way I wanted.
 
Before I could look at his face and talk to him, he naturally hugged me and whispered in my ear in a small voice.
 
With his sudden warmth enveloping my whole body and his gentle voice ringing in my ear, my mind momentarily became paralyzed. It was not like this was the first time he had held me like this, but it still felt too sudden.
 
But my thoughts were already melting away in his warmth to the point where rational thinking was impossible.
 



 

 
I couldn’t even begin to think about why he was holding me.
 
My sanity had been erased and my mind was bleached white, so my only instinct was to get closer to him by burying myself in his arms.
 
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 37: Uninvited Guest (2)
 
After parting ways with Franz, I aimlessly wandered around the winter castle, feeling weak.
 
“What kind of person talks so much…”
 
Even after the story about Richard was over, I had to hold onto him for a while. Ever since I had been captured by Wilhelm and revealed the truth about my father, Wilhelm had always been the most talkative person in my thoughts. But now, Franz had taken his place.
 
Of course, there were things worth listening to, such as stories about the academy time he spent with my father. Aside from that, it was mostly complaints about how much he had suffered because of my father’s actions. Somehow, it felt as if I was shouldering all the blame for my father’s deeds.
 
Even the speeches given by my school principal couldn’t compare. He was so talkative that conversations that started in the morning carried on until sunset.
 
Honestly, he was so talkative that I pondered if the name “Twilight” came from the fact that he talked until sunset.
 
If he had not stopped talking in the middle, saying that his mouth hurt, and if I had not run away at that moment, I might still have been stuck there.
 
“Elena…”
 
Exhausted, Elena’s name involuntarily escaped my mouth. Under normal circumstances, I would have entertained various thoughts upon uttering her name accidentally. However, I lacked the energy to even contemplate that now. All I desired was to lay eyes on Elena’s face.
 
And just in the nick of time, a white light entered my field of vision.
 
The world was turning red by the light of the sunset, yet she remained the sole figure preserving the purity of white.
 
As she walked towards the castle, she seemed to have spotted me and started coming towards me. However, I didn’t have the patience to wait for her to come in front of me. I just ran towards her right away.
 



 

 
“Why are you like this, Damian… uh… uh… uh…”
 
“I just wanted to see you.”
 
If someone were to ask why I acted in such a way at that moment, all I could say was that it was a natural response born out of my exhaustion. I was far from being capable of embracing her and dancing with her effortlessly.
 
Nevertheless, at that time, I didn’t even have the opportunity to think about such things.
 
All I could recall from holding Elena in my arms were the warmth of her body and the sound of her pounding heart. I held Elena in my arms for a long time, seeking comfort in her embrace, until Joachim’s disapproving gaze interrupted us from afar.
 
Subsequently, we composed ourselves and returned to the room, not daring to meet each other’s gaze.
 
It wasn’t until some time later, when we met again at the entrance of Winter Castle for an outing, that we could once again face each other.
 
“Sh-should we go?”
 
“Yes…”
 
Elena tried to sound casual as she spoke to me, but her ears were still red from the earlier encounter. I turned my head away from her and pushed open the castle’s door.
 
The door of the winter castle opened and a cold wind swept through.
 
It was the north wind of the Merohim that made me chill to the bone, but somehow my face was still hot.
 
***
 
“It’s very cold.”
 
I said while holding Elena’s hand.
 
As the sun, which was high up in the sky, began to disappear between the distant mountain peaks, I could clearly feel that the temperature had dropped noticeably compared to before.
 



 

 
As the sun began to set, the pure white city, which was as white as snow, was submerged in darkness like a blank white canvas being dipped in black ink.
 
By the time the whole world was plunged into darkness, a soaring white tower, akin to a distant mountain, commenced emitting flashes of light. The top of the tower gleamed brightly, resembling a lighthouse that banishes the darkness of a nighttime sea.
 
After a while, the cluster of lights emitted from the tower began to spread throughout the city of Merohim, centering on the tower. The cluster of lights that spread throughout the city went into the streetlights standing in various places as if finding their place.
 
The city was no longer shrouded in darkness.
 
Perhaps thanks to the street lamps in the alleys of the city, the city wrapped in light seemed to give a feeling of being brighter than the street during the day when the sun was shining.
 
In the midst of this surreal and beautiful scene, I was looking up at the sky, lost in thought.
 
As if entering a world of fairy tales, I chased the cluster of light spreading from the sky with my eyes.
 
It may be a matter of sensitivity.
 
Having lived in a modern society where science and technology were extremely developed, I had seen things that were more unrealistic and splendid than this, Yet, just as a merely beautiful painting paled in comparison to a renowned masterpiece, this sight before my eyes stirred my heart, unlike anything I had previously encountered.
 
Elena put on a small smile as she saw me in such a state of bewilderment.
 
“It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Once a month, we release the residual magic power that accumulates during the construction process like this from the Tower of Dawn.”
 



 

 
“Then, do all the towers handle residual magic power in that way?”
 
Witnessing this spectacle, a desire to visit the Tower of Twilight, which I hadn’t even contemplated before, welled up within me. But Elena shook her head with a sad smile.
 
\”That’s… probably not. As far as I know, the Tower of Dawn is the only place that handles residual magic in this manner. Most magical towers don’t openly use magic like this.”
 
“Ah…”
 
So there was no need to go to the Tower of Twilight.
 
As I was looking up for the light that had already disappeared in the sky with a face full of regret, she grabbed my hand and pulled me along, leading me to a street that was shining brightly with starlight.
 
Her slightly troubled face seemed to be telling me to stop looking at the sky and focus on her.
 
Facing her jewel-like purple eyes along with the streets as she wished, I no longer had any lingering attachment to the lights that lit up the night sky.
 
I followed her into the street where the light was shining.
 
“Even though the weather is cold, there are many people on the street.”
 
As someone accustomed to sensing auras, even I, despite the rather chilly weather tonight, observed a multitude of individuals outside, likely due to the night market being held.
 
I could see street stalls set up on the street, children going in and out of them with curious faces, and parents hurrying to take care of such children.
 
In addition to that, the laughter of people was endless due to various entertainment. If one simply judged the volume of the sound, the sound of the speech in the banquet hall could not be compared to them, but I did not feel that this sound filling the street now was noisy.
 



 

 
Elena answered my words with a smile on her face, taking it for granted.
 
“For people living in Merohim, this kind of weather is normal. Besides, it’s not common for the day of residual magic processing and the night market opening to coincide like they did earlier. That’s why there are so many people here.”
 
‘Oh, they were just used to this weather.’
 
Seeing Elena speak calmly, it was only then that I was able to belatedly recall the fact that she was born and raised here. To her, this appearance of Merohim would be the same as her daily life, but I felt strange at Elena’s words, which she should have taken for granted, perhaps because of my memories in Sarham, where I spent time with her.
 
I slowly followed Elena down the street.
 
With each passing block, the medley of sounds that reached our ears began to multiply. True to its name, the night market sells a variety of foods, but the one I liked the most is a meat skewer with a long name that reproduces the taste of cheap chicken skewers sold in my previous world.
 
The texture, too, was reminiscent of those skewers, and surprisingly, the sauce applied here tasted exactly as I remembered. I couldn’t help but wonder if there was someone else who was reincarnated here, besides myself.
 
Later, I learned from Elena that it was simply a popular delicacy in Merohim from long ago.
 
Elena held mostly sweet treats in her hands, aligning with her fondness for all sweet things. Among them was something resembling a frozen fruit frozen in sugar water, called Bingdangho, which was the only thing I could eat that she offered me.
 



 

 
She only offered it as a joke, but when I casually took a bite, she made a surprised expression as if she hadn’t thought I would actually eat it. Then, as if I had eaten something I couldn’t eat, she immediately said to me, at a loss for what to do.
 
“That Damian… It was just a prank. You don’t have to eat it…”
 
“I do eat fruit, as long as it’s not too sweet. This one has a tangy flavor that I can handle.”
 
Others might think that I couldn’t eat anything sweet at all, but I could if I wanted to. I just didn’t enjoy it as much.
 
Of course, the Bingdangho I just ate was too sweet even by my standards. The reason I ate it was not simply because she handed it to me, but because I had a memory of eating it before, and I wanted to relive that memory by putting it in my mouth.
 
The taste was slightly different from what I remembered, but it was enough to evoke the nostalgia of the past.
 
It was sweet.
 
Elena seemed pleased that I had eaten the Bingdangho that she had offered me, but when I looked at the one remaining in her hand after I had finished the one she had given me, she looked at me with shaking eyes.
 
“Hey, would you like another Damian?”
 
“…No, it’s okay. I’ll buy a few more on the way back later.”
 
Elena smiled with relief when I said it was okay and carefully put the remaining bingdangho in her mouth. I could feel my mouth twitching involuntarily at her cute appearance.
 
How can a person be this cute?
 



 

 
If I had asked for a bingdangho, she would have undoubtedly given me one, but the memory of eating something that didn’t suit my taste wouldn’t have been as valuable as her smile. Seeing her happy face right now was more valuable.
 
I quietly watched her eat and began to look around for something new that she might like.
 
***
 
The dark alley remained impervious to the radiance that illuminated the bustling night market in Merohim.
 
Amongst the crowds, those who intentionally sought out such hidden places were far from ordinary individuals. They concealed their identities beneath black robes that enveloped their entire bodies, arousing suspicion in their wake.
 
The necklace hidden within the pitch-black robes, darker than the depths of the night, was engraved with a symbol representing their affiliation. The emblem veiled the sun, the emblem of Altair, the current revered god of light on the continent, evoking an image of a solar eclipse.
 
This was evidence that they were the so-called “pagans” who deny the existence of the god worshiped on the continent.
 
They were considered enemies of all mankind and not only did they not hide their existence, but they also put symbols on their clothes and armor to reveal their affiliation without hiding anything. However, this time they only had one small necklace.
 
To those aware of their whereabouts, this choice seemed more befitting of deranged fanatics than devout followers, as it represented the dwindling remnants of their faith.
 
A rough voice that couldn’t be considered human echoed in the shadowy figures.
 
【Are you sure that they are really here?】
 
【It is certain since the Archbishop said that he had heard the revelation. As proof of that, isn’t the divine object reacting like this.]
 
From the depths of the shadows, a black jewel emerged into view.
 



 

 
Though possessing an exquisite form, the jewel exuded an ever-present unsettling aura, inducing unease in all who beheld it. Nevertheless, the enigmatic assembly embraced this peculiar aura as if basking in the warmth of sunshine, their countenances brimming with delight.
 
The figure holding the gem trembled, struggling to contain her overflowing emotions.
 
【Even on the day when the Archbishop was appointed, the holy things did not shine this much. There must be no mistake that the Apostle of the Lord, or perhaps our Lord himself, has come to Merohim.】
 
Thinking of the Archbishop who had gone mad a few days ago, destroying everything around him like a lunatic hidden in the darkness, she sobbed and murmured repeatedly about her god disappearing.
 
If she hadn’t been in the Archbishop’s position, her words would have been speechless and worth killing, but everyone present thought the same way, so no one could refute her.
 
But even that was short-lived as the Archbishop immediately began to bang his head on the ground with a face full of joy, taking out the holy relic that had not been taken out of the sacred chest for a long time and declaring that their long-cherished desire had been fulfilled
 
Ordinary people could never follow the flow of thought, but they were crazy about their gods, and the thick darkness of the sacred object reflected in their eyes made them understand the archbishop’s words.
 
Just the fact that the holy relic was spreading thicker darkness than ever before after entering Merohim was proof that her words were true.
 
If there was one thing that they did not understand in their minds, it was that Merohim, which should have collapsed as a cornerstone of destruction along with the advent, was still standing strong, but such doubts were buried in their fanaticism.
 



 

 
Those hidden in the darkness were only laughing with joy at the thought of meeting their god.
 
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 38: Uninvited Guest (3)
 
Merohim is a city that flourished around the Tower of Dawn and the Winter Castle located in the center.
 
Although it was a city built in a frigid, snow-covered region where warmth could not be found, as the largest city in the northern region, its size was impressive, comparable to any other major city.
 
The white snow falling from the sky was not an obstacle to their lives but only a thing that made the surrounding scenery more delightful.
 
Perhaps was it because the city developed around the Mage Tower?
 
In addition to the automatic magic lamps that I had seen before, there were various items made by the technology of the Tower of Dawn in Merohim, which were all convenience facilities prepared for the people living in the city.
 
Considering the convenience facilities located throughout the city, Merohim boasted a higher standard of living than Sarham and other cities in the south, despite the marginally colder climate.
 
Of course, all of this was thanks to the grace of the Mage Tower, so it would have been an unimaginable sight if someone other than Edelweiss had been the owner of this place.
 
The citizens of Merohim were also aware of this fact. I could feel the firm loyalty in the eyes of those who looked at Elena as she was walking down the street with me.
 
“One grape honey candy and one apple soda candy.”
 
“Yes~”
 
When the Bingdanghoro in her mouth disappeared, leaving only the stick that was holding the center, I noticed a different kind of sweet treat that caught her eye. More accurately, I observed the sparkle in Elena’s eyes as she watched the children nearby nibbling on the candy.
 
Elena, who thought she would have consumed all the sweets of the Merohim, was looking at the candy with curious eyes, so I had to find out the source of the candy.
 



 

 
It wasn’t difficult to find the store.
 
As I continued walking in the direction the children had just left, I soon found a store selling the candy I had just seen.
 
The owner of the candy shop noticed Elena standing next to me, her eyes widening in surprise. She quickly put on a warm smile and began retrieving candies directly from the machine.
 
The purple mass that emerged from the machine was stirred a few times by the owner using a stick, gradually transforming into the common shape of a round lollipop I knew. While I had seen cotton candy in Sarham before, witnessing the candy being made right before my eyes was a first for me.
 
In any case, it was evident that cities with mage towers possessed a distinct charm.
 
Initially, when we arrived at the night market, I anticipated a similar experience to wandering the streets of Sarham with Elena in the past. However, the atmosphere of the two places differed greatly from my expectations.
 
Looking around, I could see that each stall on the street had a variety of mechanical devices. As a city developed around the Mage Tower, the level of magic engineering penetration was so different that it was incomparable to other cities.
 
That being said, it didn’t mean Sarham was a run-down town; it simply had its own unique ambiance.
 
If I were to describe it, the night market of Merohim looked like a modern-day scene from my memories.
 
However, even though I had lived in a similar modern society, the appearance of Merohim was unique to me, perhaps because I had become accustomed to the appearance of Sarham.
 
“Here are your grape honey candy and apple soda candy.”
 



 

 
By the time I looked around, the candy I ordered was ready. 
 
Matching the colors of the respective fruits, the grape candy had a deep purple color, and the apple candy had a light green tint. I handed all the candies I received from the owner to Elena.
 
“Elena. Here.”
 
“Ah, thank you.”
 
As soon as Elena received the candy, she promptly put a purple one in her mouth without hesitation.
 
Fortunately, the taste of the candy seemed to have met her expectations.
 
I had been biting sweet things in my mouth until just a moment ago, but she put that sweet thing in her mouth so casually, that I, who couldn’t eat sweet things and had heard many times others saying “What’s wrong with your tongue?”, also thought that her tongue was wrong in a different way from mine.
 
After a while, Elena took out the candy she was holding in her mouth with a satisfied expression.
 
She turned to me, looking excited, as if she wanted to tell me her impressions of the taste she just experienced. However, when our eyes met, I burst out laughing.
 
“Hmph!”
 
The corners of her mouth were stained purple, like the color of candy, as if the paint had been spilled on a blank sheet of paper. Come to think of it, some candies had pigments that would stick to the tongue. I guess the candy Elena just ate was one of those.
 
“Damian? Why are you laughing all of a sudden?”
 
Seeing my sudden laugh, Elena tilted her head and spoke to me.
 
But there was no need for me to answer her question. Because a child eating the same candy as us had passed by our side.
 
He was the one who had led us to purchase the candy earlier. Perhaps due to the passage of time, unlike Elena’s pristine appearance moments ago, the corners of his mouth were also stained with the color of the candy he had been nibbling on. Elena, realizing her own situation, swiftly covered her mouth with her hand.
 



 

 
“Damian…”
 
“Yes? Why is that?”
 
Elena looked at me with resentful eyes, but I stood confidently.
 
It was true that I had taken her to the candy store, but it was her who said she wanted to eat the candy first.
 
Of course, she didn’t say it out loud, she just conveyed it with her eyes.
 
The bone-chilling north wind that had dug into my bones suddenly began to warm up to the point of suspecting if it was still in the same place as before.
 
It seemed that it was being influenced by the magical power Elena exuded, as her emotions were becoming stronger, and the snow that had accumulated under our feet suddenly began to melt away. I didn’t know how the surroundings would change if I made fun of her in this state, so I took out a handkerchief, which had been my habit since I became Damian.
 
“Stay still.”
 
I gently took her hand that was covering her mouth, which had turned purple, and delicately wiped away the color that had stained her lips, moving my hand carefully as possible to not smudge it.
 
Whether it was because the handkerchief was a high-quality item or because the pigment was easy to remove in the first place, fortunately, the stain on Elena’s lips was completely removed without leaving a trace. The handkerchief was inevitably stained with the purple color from her, but since it was originally intended for that purpose, I didn’t feel too bad about it.
 
“T-Thank you…”
 
Even after wiping away the stain with the handkerchief, Elena’s face was still colored differently than before.
 



 

 
Perhaps not wanting to display her face in such a state, Elena briefly lowered her head. However, upon noticing the handkerchief in my hand, she swiftly snatched it away and held it in her own hand.
 
“I-It got the stain because of me! I’ll clean it up right away!”
 
“What?”
 
I couldn’t quite understand Elena’s hurried words, but when I saw the handkerchief shining in her hand, I suddenly remembered something I had forgotten.
 
“There! It’s all clean now!!!”
 
Elena handed me the newly bleached handkerchief.
 
‘Yes, She is a wizard after all.’
 
Not just any wizard, but a highly skilled one who could effortlessly perform low-level magic such as [Clean] without using a chant.
 
As I stared blankly at the handkerchief she handed me, she tilted her head, wondering what had happened, and then her face turned redder than ever, as if she remembered what she had done.
 
White snow began to fall from the dark night sky. As the cold wind picked up, people passing by swiftly bundled up in their thick coats.
 
But for some reason, the wind blowing around me was only warm.
 
***
 
We went into a nearby store to avoid the snow falling from the sky.
 
Walking through the streets in the snow had its own romantic allure, but if we continued, the snow would melt and refreeze, creating a slippery and treacherous path.
 
Since it was a particularly busy night with a lot of people, if something had actually happened, there wouldn’t be such a nuisance.
 
“Elena, are you okay…”
 
I stopped talking in the middle. It seemed like it would take some time for her to really calm down and be able to meet my gaze. Speaking at a time like this would only add unnecessary embarrassment.
 



 

 
After sitting down in a suitable place, I decided to take a look around to see what kind of place we had entered.
 
Since it looked decent from the outside, I hadn’t checked what kind of store it was. However, looking at the books displayed and the people around, I thought this was a place that was a bookstore and also played a role similar to a café.
 
Just then, someone who looked like an employee came up to us and handed us a menu.
 
She looked at Elena, who was still lowering her head, and made a surprised expression, but quickly returned to her previous state and handed me the menu with a calm face.
 
It seemed that the fact that service workers were good at controlling their emotions was a truth that didn’t change even if the world changed.
 
As expected, most of the items written on the menu were desserts, with simple dishes as the main focus. Since Elena had been eating sweet candy, it was fortunate that I could give her something else to taste.
 
“One rosemary, one jasmine for Elena, and one pancake, please.”
 
Elena lifted her head slightly, glanced at the menu, and used her finger to indicate her selection. When she met my gaze again, she quickly averted her eyes toward the window.
 
However, to me, even her shy demeanor appeared adorable.
 
When the waitress took our order and left with the menu board, I glanced at the sky through the window that Elena was looking at. The snow seemed to show no signs of stopping. If it continued like this, we would have to use a communication crystal to contact the Winter Castle, but I wasn’t ready to end this time just yet.
 



 

 
I turned my gaze back to the books on display and spoke up.
 
“I noticed earlier that you can borrow and read books here. Would you like to take a look?”
 
Elena stood up without saying a word in response to my offer. She still couldn’t meet my gaze, but she gently took my outstretched hand and followed my lead as we walked toward the bookshelves.
 
When we arrived in front of the tightly packed shelves, Elena quickly scanned through the titles from top to bottom before turning her gaze to the next block. Although it seemed like she was just casually looking around, she probably checked all the titles of the books in that block within that short period of time.
 
I didn’t have the same talent as Elena, so I slowly browsed the books on the opposite side of her.
 
Maybe it was when I looked at half of the block. She had already checked all the books in this place, so she disappeared from my sight to look at the next bookshelf.
 
Perhaps it would be faster for her to browse through all the books here than for me to browse through the books in this block.
 
I thought it would be better to take one more look before going to her side. If I stayed separated from her like this, it would defeat the purpose of looking around together.
 
As I read through the titles of the books in front of me, one thin, old book caught my eye. It was so worn and thin that I might have passed by it if I didn’t look carefully, but the title of the book triggered a memory in my mind.
 
<The Dragon in the Snowfield.>
 
There are many legends about dragons, but considering the location of this place was Merohim, the title of this book was enough to stimulate my original knowledge.
 



 

 
I reached out my hand to take the book. But perhaps because I was too focused on this, my usually sharp senses had dulled and I didn’t notice the other presence approaching the same book.
 
“Oh.” “Uh.”
 
I accidentally collided with someone else’s hand, realizing that I wasn’t the only one interested in picking up this particular book.
 
At that moment our hands touched, and I felt an indescribable sensation that pierced my entire body.
 
It wasn’t like static electricity. It was an instinctive aversion engraved in my body, mixed with a strange sense of affinity.
 
I hurriedly turned my head to find the owner of the hand.
 
The person whose hand touched me was also standing there and looking at me, probably feeling the same way as I did. As if looking into a mirror, very familiar eyes met mine.
 
With a puzzled expression, the person in front of me spoke up.
 
“What are you…?”
 
That was the same question I wanted to ask.
 
[TN: Hi, everyone! I’d been in talks with the Readingpia team for some time now, and finally decided to TL ‘Incompatible Interspecies Wives’ for them. 
 
Don’t worry though; the release rate of Villain of RF won’t slow down, as I’ll be translating ‘Wives’ only on weekends or in my free time.
 
Do give it a try here: https://readingpia.me/series/incompatible-interspecies-wives 
 
You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 39: Uninvited Guest (4)
 
I was feeling dazed.
 
My overheated head was working much slower than usual.
 
I was just pretending to be looking through the bookshelves, and the words that were reflected in my eyes were being kicked out before they could even enter my mind.
 
I thought my heart might calm down if I read the titles of the books on the bookshelf one by one, but it was all meaningless actions.
 
‘Please be still.’
 
The books placed in front of my nose did not enter my eyes.
 
All I could see was his face, which had just been smiling at me, filling my field of vision.
 
His eyes, filled with warm light like the sun, were reflecting my own dyed-red face… At that moment, his tender touch, which had carefully wiped my lips with a soft handkerchief, replayed itself endlessly in my mind as if it had just happened.
 
Despite the sweltering heat that clouded my mind, I persisted in recalling these memories in such vivid detail. So how could there be any room for any words to enter my mind?
 
It was only later that I realized that I had drifted away from him because I was immersed in my own thoughts while repeating these meaningless actions. Only then did my mind begin to find its cool when the warmth and scent I felt next to me disappeared.
 
I turned my head and looked at where he was.
 
He was still standing in the same spot where he started, slowly reading the books on the bookshelf.
 
When I found out his location, my body naturally moved toward his direction.
 
However, my mind, which had regained its cool, stopped my steps toward him. The fleeting moment that resulted was enough time to clear my messy head.
 
Leaving behind the emotions that started to overflow as soon as I saw him, I turned my head and looked at the bookshelf in front of me.
 



 

 
After all, if I were to return to his side right now, the same cycle would repeat. Perhaps it would be better to keep a distance like this and cool down my mind even just a little bit.
 
While having such thoughts, I felt a sense of emptiness and the desire to return to his side. It seemed ridiculous even to myself, but if I didn’t go to such lengths, I would end up standing by his side like before, unable to do anything like a fool.
 
I didn’t want that.
 
Looking back now, it’s a little embarrassing, but what happened on the street before was, in a way, the situation I wanted.
 
It was because coming out to the night market today wasn’t just to look around the streets with him. Deep down, I was hoping for something like that to happen in the future.
 
However, unlike this overflowing enthusiasm, I knew very well that if such things were to happen to me again, just like before, my mind wouldn’t be able to endure.
 
So, I needed some time to catch my breath.
 
“It’s not fair…”
 
Seeing him calmly browsing the bookshelf with the same composed face as usual slightly annoyed me.
 
I was the one going through emotional turmoil because of him, yet he seemed unaffected, with a serene expression on his face. It felt somewhat unfair. Strictly speaking, the previous events were entirely a result of my own actions, so I had no one to blame but myself.
 
Still, the feeling of being left behind in my relationship with him didn’t change.
 
No matter how hard I tried to close the gap, he always shook my heart with just one gesture.
 



 

 
‘Isn’t this too unfair?’
 
As I muttered these words inwardly with a sense of unfairness, an uncontrollable small smile appeared on my lips.
 
It was a complaint expression, not a genuine expression of discontent, triggered by the memory of his gaze upon me.
 
I turned my head away from him again and looked at the bookshelf.
 
The heat in my mind seemed to have subsided significantly compared to before. As I calmly surveyed the bookshelf with a sincere heart, unlike before, I began to spot several familiar book titles that I had read at least once.
 
Since this was meant to pass the time while sipping tea, it would be better to choose familiar books that I knew well rather than completely unknown ones.
 
“<The Lake of Stars>, <The Fairy’s House>, <The Wizard and the Wooden Doll>…”
 
I murmured the titles of the books that caught my eye.
 
They were all thin storybooks suitable for children to read, but I had no hesitation in pulling them out from the bookshelf. Not only were they as light as fairy tales and could be read in a short time, but these three books were also his favorites.
 
‘Fairy tales? You have that kind of taste?’
 
‘What’s wrong with fairy tales? They have their own lessons to teach. Besides, the stories always end with a happy ending.’
 
‘That’s not always the case, you know…’
 
At my words, he took out these three books
 
Since I had also read those books before, I knew how the stories in them ended, even without him reading a word.
 
‘A Happy ending’…Back then, it was a phrase I casually overlooked without much thought. But now, recalling the fact that he came to know this world through reading books, I suddenly remembered his words. He said, even if we couldn’t read the endings of the books, stories always have an ending.
 



 

 
Then what was the ending of the book he had read?
 
Perhaps I would never be able to find an answer to that.
 
But it didn’t matter. The ending of that nameless story was no longer an important issue.
 
The ending I had set for myself was undoubtedly a happy one.
 
That alone was enough.
 
【I found it.】
 
So, for now, I should remove this bothersome shadow right in front of me.
 
***
 
“What are you…? My kindred? No, it feels strange to say that you are my own kind?”
 
It was a sharp voice that felt like a knife pointing at my throat.
 
It wasn’t a tone that could come from the mouth of a young girl who seemed to be the same age as Alphonse, who had just turned seven. The golden eyes resembling those of a dragon, visible within the robe covering her face, emitted a menacing glow.
 
How should I react to this?
 
When I turned around abruptly, the gaze directed at me was unsettling.
 
Suddenly, my whole body felt cold. Could this be what they call “dragon fear”? It felt like something was pressing down on my entire body, but since I had already experienced something similar to this, thanks to my father, I was able to regain my composure relatively easily.
 
Although I had certainly mentioned wanting to see a dragon when I first came to Merohim, I had never expressed a desire to see the original dragon so soon.
 
Various circumstances indicated that the girl in front of me was the dragon I knew, but paradoxically, this only added to the confusion and left me unsure of how to respond to this strange situation.
 



 

 
She would become a very important presence for Elena in the future, so I couldn’t judge whether it was truly the right thing for me to make contact with her so suddenly. If the encounters that should have taken place five years later were expedited because of me, it was difficult for me to predict what consequences might arise from it.
 
The original story had already been completely entangled because of me, but unlike previous encounters, the meeting between Elena and the girl before me marked a significant turning point in the story.
 
I had pledged to stay by her side and not worry about the future, but the sudden appearance of such a being in front of me was something that even I couldn’t easily dismiss.
 
Honestly, even if I excluded everything else, the problem was how she would react upon hearing my origin.
 
As Kraus, widely known in the world as a legendary dragon slayer, it was a completely different matter for her as a dragon to hear about my origin and resolve her doubts and how she would treat me afterward.
 
Who knows, maybe there was someone among her ancestors whom she didn’t like, so she might dislike Kraus.
 
But rather than staying quiet like this, it seemed better to say something, no matter what.
 
Even if she was a dragon who had lived for over a thousand years, she wouldn’t be flying around in the Archmage’s domain, risking her life.
 
I slightly bowed my head and greeted her.
 
“Greetings, esteemed being. I am Damian Kraus, who is in working as the temporary head for Count Kraus.”
 
As if lost in thought, she put her fingers on her head and thought hard about something. Upon hearing my introduction, she looked at my face again with a twinkle in her eyes. Then she finally snapped her fingers as if she had remembered something.
 



 

 
“Kraus!! That’s why I felt that way! Somehow, it’s been a thousand years, so I can’t remember… Sigh!”
 
Her bright voice sounded relieved as if she had resolved an unanswered question. Immediately after, she covered her mouth and started looking around in a flustered manner. I thought she had set up some soundproof barrier when she spoke loudly, but apparently, that wasn’t the case.
 
However, this appearance perfectly matched the description of her in the novel, so I approached her with a slightly different feeling. The original characters I had encountered until now were somehow different from the images I had in my mind.
 
Fortunately, she didn’t seem to pay much attention to the name Kraus. Instead, she seemed to focus more on the fact that her doubts had been cleared.
 
She glanced around carefully, and when she didn’t feel any gaze, she let out a sigh of relief. Then she moved her hands back and forth in the air before nodding her head and speaking to me again.
 
“Phew… I forgot to cast the barrier. Anyway, it seems you have recognized my true identity as a dragon.”
 
She looked at me with curious eyes.
 
How should I answer this?
 
Was she unable to remember that she had revealed herself to me as a dragon and emitted an air of superiority as soon as our hands touched?  Her eyes looked so bright that I wondered if it was the eyes that had been glaring at me as if she were going to cut me out of the world just a moment ago.
 
While I was contemplating how to respond to her words, a strange and unfamiliar sensation, completely different from the feeling when I touched the dragon’s hand just now, came from beyond the bookshelf. Her voice, which had been saying something to me, also stopped abruptly as if someone had pressed the pause button.
 
It was as if the “incongruity” that should not exist anywhere in the world itself, and the most unpleasant feeling I had ever experienced in my life, was palpable.
 



 

 
She, too, seemed to have felt the same sensation, as she stared beyond the bookshelf with a rigid expression.
 
As soon as I felt that sensation, I didn’t have time to think about it as a mere thought. My body was already moving toward the source of that sensation, and my reinforced body pierced through the bookshelf.
 
In the midst of the unknown threat, there was only one thing on my mind.
 
Please, I hope nothing happened to her, that this ominous feeling I was feeling was my illusion.
 
But that was just a wish in my mind; my mind knows very well that reality doesn’t always go as planned.
 
The anxiety that I had harbored in a corner of my heart soon became a reality for me.
 
There was nothing.
 
In the place where I arrived, there was nothing, not even Elena, who should have been quietly browsing through books, or anything that should have emitted that ominous aura as if its very existence were being erased from the world.
 
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 40: Uninvited Guest (5)
 
Pagan…
 
It was the word used by common people to refer to those who carve patterns that covered the sun on everything or anything they wanted.
 
Of course, they also claimed to uphold the title of the “True Night,” but no one called them by such a name.
 
The sun was a sacred symbol representing the Altair, the god of light, to the people of the continent, so the act of intentionally carving a pattern that covered it was the same as denying the divinity of Altair.
 
As a polytheistic religion, the continent acknowledged the existence of several gods, but among the numerous gods, only Altair, the god of light and radiance, was called the main god. In the past, it was a story that anyone living on the continent knew, that Altair himself came down in the form of a hero in the present world and fought against the evil of the world.
 
This legend was recorded in the history of all races without distinction, and even from that alone, it could be discerned that Altair received distinct treatment compared to other gods.
 
The most powerful country in history and an empire boasting a thousand-year-old history that had continued to this day also held traces left by Altair, the Supreme God.
 
After establishing the mighty empire of Estelia on the ground, the hero disappeared into history by ascending to the sky, leaving behind numerous legends. However, as if proving that the imperial family of the empire were his descendants, they were born with shining golden hair symbolizing Altair, and possessed tremendous divine power from generation to generation.
 
That was why the empire was able to have an unshakable center and legitimacy, and as a result, the current continent had grown to the extent that it was not an exaggeration to say that it belonged to the empire.
 



 

 
However, even they had something they couldn’t overcome. It was the group of pagans that was no different from their main enemy. They called themselves the “True Night.”
 
The Empire showcased its influence throughout the entire continent, much like their symbol, the sun. However, just as where there was light, there was darkness, the Empire couldn’t control everything. As the glory of the Empire grew, so did the darkness that lurked beneath it.
 
No matter how brilliant the light was, shadows always followed.
 
The “True Night” was such an existence.
 
They were like shadows that wouldn’t disappear no matter how much the Empire tried to separate them. For a long time, the Empire made various attempts to erase the existence of the pagans, but each time, they changed their names and forms, continually maintaining their existence.
 
They had many names in the past, but now they were called ‘True Night’, and as proven by their history, they were individuals who could never coexist with the Empire. Just as the Empire harbored dissatisfaction with the pagans’ existence that wouldn’t disappear no matter how much they tried to erase it, the pagans themselves also had significant grievances with their own situation.
 
In the eyes of others, they were pagans who seemed nothing but lunatic fanatics, but they wanted to dominate the world with their god as their Supreme main god, just like the Empire did in the past.
 
Their goal was to summon the extraterrestrial gods watching them from beyond the distant stars, causing the sun to fall to the ground. And from that shattered world, they aimed to establish their own kingdom.
 
Their thoughts seemed nothing more than grandiose dreams, to the extent that one might think they were insane fanatics
 



 

 
However, the power that the gods from the other realm bestowed upon their followers were so enticing and potent that it could make such dreams seem possible, even more so than anything on Earth.
 
If they wanted, they could turn the world into a sea of flames and plunge it into chaos immediately. However, they knew that if they pursued such a path, they would ultimately be the ones to fall in the end.
 
That was why they hid themselves in the dark and waited quietly.
 
Just as the Empire was established by the incarnation of Altair, the hero, they awaited the day when their own god would descend upon this land.
 
Although there were individuals, known as choin, who possessed great power in the modern era, it was debatable whether they could be considered stronger than the heroes who wrote the past myths.
 
Of course, it couldn’t be said that there were no individuals who could match those heroes. However, it could be asserted that there was no one comparable to the “Hero” who established the Empire for a thousand years. Moreover, even if the Hero were to descend upon this land again, these individuals had no doubt in their minds about the victory of their own god.
 
Their god had promised their advent and guaranteed victory.
 
And finally, the time of that promise had arrived.
 
The Archbishop revealed the artifact emitting an ominous light and declared that the long-awaited day had come.
 
When the revelation came with solid evidence, the decision was quick. In order to worship the god who came down to this land as soon as possible, the two cardinals who were present took the holy relics and left for Merohim, the place of the prophecy.
 
Upon reaching Merohim, the artifact emitted a light that surpassed anything before, fueling an indescribable excitement within them. It was only natural that blood rushed to their heads when they thought that the grand plan they had been waiting for centuries would finally come to fruition.
 



 

 
【You’re late.】
 
Even the darkness couldn’t conceal his colossal figure.
 
Wearing a black robe, he stood on the white walls of Merohim, looking out at the city shimmering in various colors. He muttered to himself, thinking of his comrades who did not return.
 
Considering their abilities, even if the person of prophecy was inside the Winter Castle, by now, he should have received a message stating that the one had been found.
 
Knowing that his massive body would draw too much attention if he engaged in a search, he chose to wait quietly here. However, if it weren’t for that, he couldn’t have resisted the urge to rush into that brightly lit city and stole all its light, drenching it in darkness.
 
However, he just couldn’t distort the grand plan for the sake of his own petty desires.
 
He turned his head and looked at the seemingly endless expanse of the pure white snowfield. The landscape immersed in darkness, where nothing was visible, provided a sense of calm to his heart.
 
If he were to meet the person of prophecy, perhaps he could suggest turning this noisy city into a tranquil snowfield like this one. With them, neither the bothersome tower nor the irritating white wizard would pose any obstacle.
 
Above all, destroying this Merohim seemed perfect for announcing the coming of the Great One to the whole world. “On second thought, it seems like a good idea,” He said, touching his chin with a very satisfied face.
 
As he indulged in his imaginative thoughts about the future, a shadow of anger suddenly crossed his face. He was tired of silently gazing at the snowfield or sitting alone with his thoughts. His shallow patience quickly reached its limit, and he turned his gaze back toward the city, emitting a sinister violet gleam.
 



 

 
【Come to think of it, causing a rampage in the city might not be a bad idea. Even if the white grand wizard descends, if Paula arrives in time, we would be able to escape… Perhaps upon seeing me in this state, that person might also reveal himself immediately.】
 
He shook his head, saying the complete opposite of what he had just been saying to himself.
 
Having such extreme self-centered thinking was his innate nature, but ever since he embraced the power of a foreign god, he had become like an unrestrained colt, completely unbridled.
 
Nevertheless, his own abilities were outstanding enough to hold their ground against the so-called choin. Other individuals were sent alongside him to control him, but the Archbishop did not anticipate the extent to which his patience would run out, causing unexpected delays.
 
Goooh-
 
An enormous amount of aura began to gather around his lower body as if he were about to leap toward the city at any moment.
 
His aura, which distorted even the flow of air, was putting an enormous burden on the wall he was standing on, even with the aftermath concentrated on his legs. This was partly due to his ignorant manner of manipulating his aura, but his indigo-colored aura was formidable and heavy enough to disregard the finesse of typical aura knights.
 
The accumulated power finally reached its peak.
 
Transformed into a bomb that seemed ready to explode at the slightest touch, he realized he had reached his limit and attempted to detonate the aura gathered in his legs without hesitation. Fortunately, just as his intention was about to be carried out, the looming black shadow did not appear before his eyes.
 



 

 
【Hey, Paula, it’s too late….】
 
He corrected his posture and looked into the shadows with a dissatisfied expression as he spoke, but he soon stopped talking due to the intense pressure hitting his body.
 
The five senses, which had become more sensitive than ever to raise the aura, made the reason that had been buried at the bottom of consciousness come to mind again.
 
As he met the gaze that was staring at him from within the darkness, he felt as if he were being thrown outside naked, an overwhelming sensation coursing through him.
 
The powerful presence that swiftly scanned his entire body was undeniably familiar to him, yet it qualitatively differed from any divine presence he had experienced before.
 
There was no doubt.
 
The person in front of his eyes was the person of the prophecy the Archbishop spoke of.
 
Just standing in front of him exuded an intimidating aura that made his knees feel weak.
 
The power that had always protected him now seemed to press down on him, creating an unfamiliar feeling. But all he could do now was submit to that power; anything beyond that was not permitted.
 
As the darkness receded, his eyes widened with astonishment.
 
Her white hair shone distinctly even in the dark night. Her clear amethyst eyes, resembling crystals, looked down upon him, contrasting with his deep violet eyes. In that instant, he almost lost himself in her appearance, but the realization that the person before him resembled someone deeply ingrained in his memory helped him regain his composure.
 
【Edel… Weiss…?】
 
The girl reflected in his eyes was undoubtedly from the Edelweiss family, the rulers of Merohim. As he grasped that fact, an indescribable joy filled his heart, and a twisted smile formed on his face.
 



 

 
Could fate be this cruel?
 
Of all people, it had to be the Edelweiss. The gods truly have a twisted sense of humor.
 
Perhaps the previous Edelweiss’s consciousness no longer resided in that physical vessel, but just the thought of toppling Merohim with the hands of an Edelweiss brought him enough joy.
 
Above all, thinking of the white wizard who would face death by his own daughter, the smile on his face didn’t leave him at all.
 
While he was engrossed in such thoughts and laughing to himself, a melodious voice gently pierced his ears.
 
“What is so amusing that makes you laugh like that?”
 
【Ah, it’s nothing… Cough!!】
 
Startled by the beautiful yet chilling voice, he quickly looked up, but the divine presence that had been circling around him, following her intentions, swiftly constricted his throat.
 
Even among the true knights, he was known for his exceptional strength and solid physique. However, compared to the overwhelming divine power she wielded, his body, no matter how tough and well-trained, felt as fragile as paper.
 
Under the force suppressing his body, he could no longer feel any sense of joy. The overwhelming sense of powerlessness that came from the disparity in power was accompanied by the constant fear of losing his life. As that fear began to dominate his mind, something that had been invisible before started to seep in.
 
【Paula…】
 
In the hands of the pure white girl looking at him, there was no doubt that it was the head of the Cardinal Paula, who had visited her first. The girl glanced at the head she held in her hands and immediately ignited flames, erasing it from existence, leaving no trace behind.
 



 

 
“Iolon .”
 
At the sound of her calling his own name, he unconsciously gazed into her eyes. He wanted to say something, anything, but his constricted throat barely allowed him to breathe, let alone speak. He had no room to spare to utter a word.
 
“First, I must thank you. Thanks to you, I could save the trouble of searching.”
 
Her voice remained as gentle and unchanged as ever. However, such softness in her voice only stimulated the fear within Iolon.
 
Why does she know his name? What is the meaning behind the salutations directed at him? Countless unanswered questions swirled in his mind, but they remained as mere questions, unable to evolve into any further thoughts.
 
Lost in a haze, he no longer registered her words.
 
In his blurred vision, only the ominous amethyst eyes flickered, casting their eerie glow.
 
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 41: Uninvited Guest (6)‘Ah, this is dangerous…’
The girl, who was covering her face with a hood, sighed inwardly as she observed the appearance of the boy in front of her.
The black aura emanating from Damian swept through the space like a small storm.
Despite the shattered bookshelves and scattered books being swept away by that aura, the reason people didn’t pay attention was because she had previously placed a barrier here that completely blocked external perception.
However, even that was reaching its limit soon.
As if to show that the dragon’s protection that Kraus had obtained by killing a dragon a thousand years ago was still in good health, the aura emanating from Damian did not show any signs of weakening.
The raging storm still felt as if it was tearing at the barrier. Although she possessed a tremendous amount of mana that far exceeded that of humans, there was still a limit to the mana that could be used while maintaining her human form.
Even if she maintained the barrier, if her true form was revealed, there was no way the ruler of this city would not notice it.
“How troublesome…”
She sighed and began to wave her hand, attempting to disperse the storm created by the aura blocking her path. If it were a regular aura, it should have dissipated with a single touch of her hand, dispersing into the air. However, the black storm swirling around him only grew stronger, rather than dispersing.
Her face twisted slightly from the unfamiliar pain that pierced her fingertips.
For what reason was she suffering like this? She had only come down from the mountains after a long time to see what the humans were up to, that was all.
But to encounter such a disaster because of meeting one wrong person, it was impossible for her not to be enraged.
 



 

Of course, she knew that the underlying cause was not the boy in front of her. Yet, despite knowing that, she couldn’t help but be angry that her peaceful pastime, which she had finally found after hundreds of years, had been ruined.
In her heart, she felt the urge to strike the back of Damian’s head, standing at the center of the storm, and made him faint or something. However, no matter how angry she was, she wasn’t the type to vent her frustrations on someone undeserving.
The ominous feeling she just sensed here was not something she could easily overlook. So, it would be the right course of action to calm down the boy in front of her and investigate the cause together.
Before she knew it, the distance between her and Damian had become so close that they could touch each other by reaching out their hands.
As the distance closed, she also began to sense something she hadn’t felt before. Looking at Damian, who was staring into the void with eyes completely transformed into those of a dragon, she could feel her body instinctively shrinking.
The dragon’s eyes, which were merely a superficial change, seemed to carry a kind of madness similar to what she had seen in the previous dragons. It wasn’t just the eyes that had changed. The innate aversion brought about by the occupation of being a dragon’s slaughterer, which she could have easily brushed off just a moment ago, now felt like a knife being thrust into her throat, just like the fangs of a dragon itself.
But that was all.
There was a slightly insufficient feeling to connect that to the emotion of fear. The black sword thrust into her was a sword without an edge. It was merely fragments of emotions flowing from Damian’s restlessness that grazed past her; his sword wasn’t directed at her.
 



 

The storm that had been wreaking havoc in the surroundings seemed to slowly calm down as if showing that he was regaining his composure.
If she had known this would happen, she would have waited a little longer before approaching. She murmured with a slight complaint, shaking her numb hand, and looked up at Damian. However, just as she was about to speak to Damian, ironically, he spoke first.
“Theia.”
Her eyes widened at the name that came out of Damian’s mouth.
Theia…
It wasn’t an uncommon name.
Especially in this Merohim, there were many people with the name Theia. In the past, the Merohim people referred to the fierce north wind blowing as the wind of the god and called the god who caused that wind Theia.
It was a common practice to name children after gods other than the name of the supreme god, Altair. However, Damian called her Theia.
Even though he knew that she was a dragon.
“How do you…”
She looked at Damian with a bewildered expression. Until now, she had never revealed her name to Damian during their conversations. No, even if she had told him a name, she wouldn’t have brought up that name from her mouth.
Suddenly being called by her true name, she was taken aback, but Damian, on the other hand, looked at her with unchanged eyes and spoke.
“Theia, if it’s you, you should be able to trace the remnants of the power left here. Please, take me to the source of that power.”
“Wait a moment! Before that, explain about my name first!”
 



 

“There’s no time. I’ll tell you after we’re done. Hurry.”
Damian’s firm answer made Theia no longer contend with him.
Though she felt a bit irritated by the young boy ordering her around, she also knew well what was more important right now.
A small magic circle began to appear on the palm of her hand. Soon, the mana that made up the magic circle converged and mixed together, forming the shape of a small butterfly.
The pure white butterfly that emerged from the magic circle fluttered in the air for a moment, but as it passed a certain point, its color turned black. The butterfly seemed to have found something and started flying in that direction, but it soon vanished with a pop, unable to fly any further.
Damian turned to Theia, thinking that something might have gone wrong, but Theia, in contrast to Damian’s concern, let out a relieved breath at the sight of the disappearing butterfly.
“Thank goodness. It seems the source of the power has been eradicated.”
“…?”
“Exactly. The enigmatic entity that left this peculiar residue in this place has disappeared from the world. We’ve saved ourselves the trouble of seeking it out.”
Although the cause of what had happened was unclear, the result of the magic indicated that nothing would happen to them. Perhaps it was due to the optimistic nature of the dragon race, despite the unclear cause and effect. Theia didn’t find it particularly important and dismissed it.
‘Well, as long as the result was good, right?’
Now, if she only listened to how the boy in front of her knew her true name, she could happily return to the mountains.
However, unlike Theia, Damian’s face still had a serious expression.
For him, what was important wasn’t the cause of this ominous sensation, but rather the whereabouts of Elena, who was not present before him now. The clue he thought would lead to finding Elena had become meaningless, and it felt like darkness was descending before his eyes.
 



 

“Damian?”
In his ear, he heard a delicate voice.
When he turned his head towards the source of the voice, the woman he had been looking for was standing there. Elena looked at him, puzzled by the mess around her, she said.
“…What the hell happened? Why are all the bookshelves broken like this-“
“Elena!”
Elena, who was looking around the mess in surprise, tried to ask Damian what was going on, but her voice was buried beneath his voice shouting and rushing towards her.
***
On the table placed in the darkness, there were seven candlesticks, just like the number of people setting there.
The flames of the candlesticks, which looked like the darkness was burning, seemed to provide no help in illuminating the darkness itself.
Although it was a place where the wind didn’t reach, the flame attached to the thickest candlestick began to flicker precariously, as if in the presence of a strong gust of wind.
Not long after one flame went out, another candle followed suit. The onlookers, gazing at the candles in the darkness, felt a sense of unease.
【Damn it…】
As feared, the flickering flames that seemed like they could extinguish at any moment gradually diminished.
Within a single day, two of the most important members of the church, who could be considered their backbone, lost their lives.
The individuals who remained in this place could not comprehend why those who had gone to greet the being that descended upon this land ended up losing their lives for some unknown reason. However, every time the flame went out, they could clearly feel a powerful emotion shaking their minds.
 



 

There was only one entity in this world capable of affecting them in such a way. That was why, as one by one the candles were extinguished, they smiled while being overwhelmed by this immense emotion and felt fear in their own vulnerability.
Why did God express joy instead of sadness at the death of the faithful servant?
The incomprehensible will of God was enough to confuse them. Their minds were filled with confusion and doubt, yet their faces still bore smiles due to the unwanted emotion of joy. The feeling of terror naturally followed as they appeared to have lost their free will.
Amidst all the bewildered members of the church gathered here, there was one who genuinely sympathized with that emotion, and that was Archbishop Pelian, who was known to be closest to God.
Even though she looked at the two extinguished candles before her without feeling any emotion, she sincerely rejoiced in the emotions flowing into her mind. Pelian laughed joyously like a child who had received a grand gift, swept away by the surge of emotions.
One of the disciples, who couldn’t stand to see her like that, shouted at her with a dissatisfied voice.
【What the hell are we going to do now! Archbishop! Even though you know what the situation is right now, you’re just laughing like that!!!]
In response to his words that resonated through the space, Pelian stopped laughing and turned her head to look at the disciple who had shouted at her. With a face that showed she couldn’t understand why he was saying such things, she asked him.
【Cardinal Bellot, it is you who is saying strange things. How can you tell us not to laugh when our god is pleased?]
 



 

【Two people who went to meet him lost their lives! But God is not sad about him, but only rejoices. Don’t you feel that something is wrong?]
Some of the cardinals in their seats nodded involuntarily as his words penetrated their doubts. However, despite his words, Pelian still looked at him with incomprehensible eyes. Rather, as if angered by his words, dark red divinity began to overflow around her.
【Foolish, Bellot Piman.]
Her ruby-colored pupils emitted a sinister light in the darkness.
Although her voice was weak and tender, it contained an irresistible power.
Facing her ruby eyes shining as red as blood, Bellot felt a piercing pain in his head and let out a groan.
【You dare to add your personal opinion to God’s will. As a disciple, you are unparalleled in your impudence.]
【That… That’s not what I meant…】
Seeing Bellot’s face distorted in agony, the other disciples silently closed their mouths. Perhaps satisfied with their reactions, Pelian smiled and spoke to them.
【Everyone, let go of unnecessary delusions. Although it is regrettable that Paulla and Iolon, the disciples, have passed away, it is certain that our God has descended upon this land. Undoubtedly, the two disciples have gone to be by His side.]
Rather than showing any signs of regret, the disciples, excluding Bellot, who had his face buried on the table, nodded hastily.
As Pelian stood up from her seat and declared the end of the assembly, they started to leave without looking back.
Bellot, with his head throbbing, tried to move his body to escape from this place filled with terror. However, he couldn’t help but stop his footsteps when he heard the voice calling him.
 



 

【Cardinal Bellot.】
【Yes… Archbishop…】
Bellot wanted to ask Pelian to help him escape from the agony that was tormenting his mind. However, his fear of her prevented those words from escaping his lips.
Could she have possibly read Bellot’s heart? Pelian gently placed her hand on his head and took away the pain she had previously given him.
With a refreshed mind, he looked at Pelian with a desolate gaze. Pelian, with a compassionate smile, spoke in a softer voice than before.
【It’s nothing else, there’s something I want to ask of Cardinal Bellot.】
【Ah yes! Please command me.]
Bellot immediately knelt in front of her.
His appearance, unlike that of an honorable knight, resembled that of a well-trained dog. However, he felt no shame in his actions. This was his true nature. His previous behavior had been a mistake made in the face of unknown terror and fear.
Fortunately, her mood seemed very good due to God’s advent.
Otherwise, she wouldn’t have taken away the pain she had inflicted upon him directly. He obediently knelt and waited for Pelian to speak.
【There is something I want to offer to God, but you have it. So can you give it to me?]
【What are you referring to…】
For a moment, Bellot looked at her hand, which was resting on his head.
He hurriedly tried to speak to Pelian, but his body had already separated from his neck and fallen to the ground.
One of the candles on the table went out.
Pelian looked at the extinguished candle with eyes filled with anticipation, but she didn’t feel the same emotion as when the candle had gone out before. With a disinterested gaze, she looked at Bellot’s head and threw it towards somewhere in the assembly hall.
 



 

【It seems that God did not desire the lives of the disciples.】
For the first time, a feeling of pity welled up in her eyes.
Curious, she tried to see if it meant sacrificing the disciples, but it seemed that wasn’t the case after all. She reproached herself for daring to measure the will of the deity according to her own standards and looked down at the necklace hanging around her neck.
The necklace held a black gem, similar to the relic she had handed to Paulla, embedded in a symbol representing the sect. Looking at it, Pelian could feel that the relic she had given to her had safely been delivered to the deity.
Fragments of emotions faintly transmitted through the relic from a certain moment became the evidence.
As the warm and gentle emotions that other disciples couldn’t perceive seemed to be solely directed at her, Pelian felt grateful.
Unable to take her eyes off the necklace for a long time, Pelian finally tucked it back into her clothes. However, at that moment, light began to emit from the black gem embedded in her necklace.
Since the fire of Iolon had been extinguished, the emotions transmitted through the necklace had continued calmly, but now they suddenly changed with an intensity that couldn’t be compared to before.
Unlike the previous emotions that she could immediately recognize, this was an emotion that was difficult for her to comprehend. Nevertheless, Pelian didn’t try to understand it.
She regarded it as the will of the god and held the necklace, which carried a warm aura, tightly in her hands, closing her eyes to offer a prayer.
【Yes, when the time comes, God will give a revelation again.】
She decided not to dwell on why the god didn’t come to their side at this very moment. Everything was because there must be a reason the god was contemplating.
Pelian composed herself and left the empty assembly hall, where no one remained.
***
“Elena!! Are you hurt anywhere?”
“What? Yes…”
As Damian’s face came close to her, even to the point where their noses almost touched, and his warm breath brushed against her, Elena felt her face naturally growing hot.
Perhaps it was because the atmosphere was different from usual.
Since her regression, she had only seen his gentle and rounded appearance, so his gaze, scanning her with sharp eyes, felt like it was piercing through her heart.
“D-Damian!! You…you’re too close…”
But above all, what made Elena’s head feel hot was the increasingly diminishing distance between her and Damian.
He approached her without hesitation, unlike before when he seemed hesitant and reluctant to dance with her, making her feel embarrassed to meet his gaze.
While it was fine for her to approach him herself, Elena had no resistance to Damian approaching her.
Representing Elena’s emotions, once again, a warmth began to flutter around her.
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 42: Uninvited Guest (7)The lingering remnants of darkness were so intense that it made my skin crawl, and it felt like a warning for me to escape this place.
Unlike mana, the darkness diffused in the air was unable to dissolve into the world and instead lingered in the empty space.
It emanated a sense of being inherently alien to this world, evoking a feeling of disgust by its mere presence. Even though it was my first encounter with it today, I already knew what this darkness was.
The pagan cult.
It was a group that had caused various incidents in the novel and was said to have obtained and utilized such power from a God of another realm. Although they could be described as Elena’s future adversaries, what mattered now was not that.
Elena had disappeared.
The fact alone seemed to turn my mind into a blank slate.
I had no time to contemplate why there were traces of the cult here. The most important thing for me right now was her safety and where she could be.
Clutching onto the fraying thread of reason, I continued to glare at the darkness that still made me uneasy.
Along with the emotions of disgust and abhorrence, an inexplicable sense of familiarity from the darkness furrowed my brow. It seemed I wasn’t the only one who felt such a sensation. As the still darkness in the air detected my presence, it rushed toward me like a swarm of hungry beetles discovering prey.
When the darkness tried to cling to me, I conjured aura from within my body.
The aura extending from my heart instantly created a black wind, driving away the darkness.
No matter how powerful it claimed to be, it was merely residual, unable to withstand the wind created by a being in the realm of the extraordinary.
 



 

Eventually, the darkness was swallowed up by the aura, but the unpleasant sensation left behind by the darkness remained in this space.
It was the power of the Otherworld.
An absolute destruction that couldn’t coexist with the world.
Its mere existence caused harm to the world.
Focusing my mind, I moved my aura towards the scars left by the darkness in the space.
I must find the owner of this power before the severed space was restored. My aura began to move, riding the distorted flow, trying to penetrate the space. However, the laws of the world did not tolerate it. The forcibly opened space began to close again, and I had no power to stop it.
In the end, my aura couldn’t withstand the pressure and was crushed and shattered in the gaps of the space.
“Damn it!”
Every time I tried to resist, I only realized the limits of my own power, without anything changing.
The resulting sense of powerlessness eventually snapped the thread of reason.
Although I had thought that Elena would no longer be by my side, I had never thought of her death. Even if she were to become the Archmage who would come to this world in the future, Elena’s time had not yet flowed sufficiently.
But now, thinking that the variable I created had taken her life, I could no longer maintain my composure.
An almost obsessive madness towards her, which had been suppressed until now, began to fill my mind. Uncontrolled emotions broke through the limits of power, and the body, boasting an overwhelming amount of aura, unleashed aura without restraint.
In the raging storm of my rampaging aura, what awakened my mind was a fact that emerged from the jumbled mess inside my head.
 



 

Theia.
She was still here.
As an ancient dragon who had lived for a thousand years, she would undoubtedly possess magical skills superior to any other mage currently on Earth. Surely she would have a way to bring me to Elena.
As hope seemed within reach, I suppressed the boiling emotions inside me.
Although the situation had reached a point where it could explode like a time bomb at any moment, I needed to regain my sanity now. Coincidentally, Theia also noticed the anomaly and was walking toward my location.
“Theia.”
When I called her name, Theia looked at me with a surprised expression. Come to think of it, didn’t she reveal her name when she spoke to me? I couldn’t quite recall.
She had a face that seemed to demand an explanation, but I casually ignored her words and spoke.
“Theia. If it’s you, you should be able to trace the remnants of the power left in this place. Please, take me to the source of that power.”
“Wait a moment! Before that, the name! Explain about my name first!!”
“We don’t have time. I’ll tell you after everything is over. Hurry.”
Upon hearing my words, Theia made a face as if she couldn’t understand, but without saying anything, she immediately began casting magic.
What she summoned with her magic was a single butterfly.
As we passed exactly where the darkness had pooled, I couldn’t take my eyes off the butterfly as it turned black. I was completely ignorant about magic, so I could only speculate that the butterfly would lead me to Elena’s whereabouts. Naturally, I followed the movement of the butterfly with my eyes.
‘Will I be able to find Elena if I continue like this?’
 



 

However, contrary to my thoughts, the butterfly disappeared without a trace in the air after a short while. I quickly turned to Theia, but she had a relieved expression on her face as if everything went well.
“Thank goodness. It seems that the source of power has disappeared.”
Her words made me recall what I had said.
Her magic was meant to find the origin of the darkness, not to locate Elena. The fact that the entity that left traces here had been destroyed was undoubtedly good news, but what mattered now was where she was. The fact that the pagan was dead meant nothing to me.
In my attempt to find clues, I ended up realizing that the existing clues had become useless.
Now that the perpetrator had disappeared, the method to truly find her was gone. I felt like everything was becoming pitch black in front of me.
“Damian?”
Just as my vision was about to plunge back into the abyss, a familiar white light entered. At the same time, a voice calling my name made me quickly look ahead.
“…What the hell happened? Why are all the bookshelves broken like this-“
There stood the person I had been desperately searching for. Seeing her bewildered expression as she surveyed the chaotic surroundings, I felt my heart settle, and I shouted her name.
“Elena!”
***
A warm breeze fluttered around us.
Even without that, Elena’s face was already flushed to the point where she couldn’t hide it by covering it with her hands. Under normal circumstances, I might have drawn a line and let it go to some extent, but now I had no intention of letting go of her hand or being separated from her.
“Damian, you can let go now…”
“It’s not possible.”
I couldn’t let go of her hand, fearing that she would disappear just like before.
 



 

“By the way, Elena, where were you?”
When I asked where she was, Elena silently lowered her head and pointed to a door beyond the broken bookshelves. Only then did she realize that I had a strange misunderstanding.
Of course, she must have been in the bathroom.
Ultimately, all my actions were nothing but futile gestures, but I couldn’t undo the changes that had taken place in my heart. Although it might have been a misunderstanding this time, I couldn’t guarantee that something like this wouldn’t happen again in the future.
In the almost half-embrace we were in, I felt her warmth becoming even more intense. Elena’s warmth, which seemed to be endlessly rising, served as evidence that she was by my side, so I approached her even closer.
“Ahem!”
A loud cough pierced my ears, and we turned our heads toward the source of the sound.
There, a small girl wearing a flipped hood stared at me with an annoyed look. The chaotic bookshelves that had been a mess, whether someone cast a spell or tidied up, had returned to their previous state.
Elena, upon seeing the flickering pupils of the girl, seemed to realize what kind of existence stood before her and was momentarily taken aback. She took a deep breath and quickly regained her composure.
“Hey, you. Don’t you have something to say to me?”
“Ah.”
“Ah? Ah????? Ah, what is it? Ah! How important is she that you forgot about it?”
“Ah, I’m sorry. She is more important to me.”
In response to my words, Theia looked at me with a puzzled expression.
Come to think of it, was there any significance to the name Theia? I started feeling a bit uneasy seeing her react that way. Well, whatever the case, I had already thought of several possible responses to her answer, so I wasn’t too worried. I could come up with an excuse in about five seconds.
 



 

However, she completely shattered my expectations and rendered all my preparations useless with completely different words.
“…No, never mind. You there, with that hair color and eye color. Are you an Edelweiss?”
“Ah yes..”
“Then could you do me a favor instead of that child?”
Rubbing her temple, she casually turned the conversation toward Elena. With such an action, I could tell that something was wrong. The connection between the girl in the novel and Elena began with fulfilling a ‘certain’ request, so I could guess what kind of favor she would ask of Elena now.
Before I could rush to stop Elena from responding, her mouth opened first.
“Okay.”
“No, you can’t… Elena! Wait a moment. Please wait. Elena, this is something that will end with just one answer from me. There’s no need for you to fulfill her request.”
“Oh, well. Didn’t that child already say yes? But why are you trying to turn the conversation around?”
“You’re the one turning it around!!!”
In this tangled situation, I felt a throbbing sensation in my head.
Elena didn’t seem to have any intention of refusing, and Theia also seemed determined not to retract her words.
Two people who met at a time they weren’t supposed to meet.
Because of that, I could sense how the butterfly effect was unfolding here. For the first time since possessing this world, I could fully feel that the story had completely twisted.
***
As soon as we sent a message to Winter Castle,  a carriage was immediately sent to the front of the shop.
I boarded the carriage without letting go of her hand. It seemed like she had gotten used to it because she didn’t say anything about my tightly held hand. To be precise, it was more accurate to say that she seemed unable to say anything as if she had no energy to do so.
 



 

When I got on the carriage, Elena leaned against me with a hazy face as if she was about to collapse.
Although it was getting quite late, Elena seemed more tired than usual. I adjusted my posture a bit and lowered my shoulder to allow her to lean comfortably against me.
As I looked at her, uncertain whether her eyes were closing or not, I lightly tapped Elena’s nose and quietly asked her.
“Why were you like that earlier?”
“Um… what do you mean?”
“I’m talking about that dragon girl. Why did you insist on taking care of it when you could have just handed it over to me?”
In the end, despite my objections, Elena agreed to accept Theia’s request. The request was not difficult. It was just a matter of finding a stone that was kept somewhere in the Tower of Dawn. But I felt a deep regret about it.
It was because I knew that the stone was actually her egg, and that Elena, who found it, awakened the egg, and that the relationship between her and Elena began.
It was a kind of fateful encounter that disappeared in just a trivial happening. Could one not feel regret? However, Elena didn’t reveal that fact, so all I could do was send her a gaze of regret as I do now.
“You said you went through a lot because of me… with what happened earlier and everything. So, I think it’s right for me to resolve this. Plus, it’s an opportunity to forge a connection with the dragon from the legend, isn’t it?”
 



 

“Still… it’s just an exaggeration, isn’t it? What kind of dragon has tears in her eyes just because she was slightly injured by an aura?”
Elena, perhaps recalling the moment when Theia showed her hand while shedding tears, covered her mouth and started smiling softly.
I saw it earlier, and although it did cut her, it was just a very slight cut. There wasn’t even any blood, just like when one cut their hand with paper. I didn’t know why she was making such a fuss about it.
If it had been anyone else, their finger might have been severed with such an injury. It seemed that dragon scales were incredibly strong. After all, among the family treasures, there was also armor made of dragon’s leather.
I wanted to say something more to Elena, but suddenly she let out a soft breath and fell into a deep sleep.
Carefully, I moved as little as possible to remove my coat. I used the coat as a makeshift blanket to cover her, and then I held her hand again.
The soft texture and warmth of her skin were felt in my hand once more.
As I looked at her, peacefully asleep with a gentle smile, I couldn’t help but smile too. However, even with this, there were still unanswered questions that couldn’t be resolved just by getting through the day.
Was her disappearance from that spot really just a coincidence?
It was hard to understand how she vanished in that brief moment. But what use was it for me to dwell on this? After all, since every trace had been erased, finding the answer was impossible.
So, I decided not to dwell on this dilemma for too long.
 



 

While I might not know about other things, one thing I clearly realized from this incident is that what was important to me was having her by my side, and everything else was not as significant.
Accepting a separation, it truly couldn’t be a more arrogant statement. To make such a fuss about her briefly disappearing in front of my eyes and even considering it as a separation from our relationship… It was ridiculous to think about it now.
Now, my previously incomplete heart was completely solidified. In fact, I should have reached this point much earlier. I couldn’t help but feel that it was too late.
I tightened my grip on her hand and looked out the window.
The Winter City, with the moon shining brightly, looked particularly beautiful today.
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 43: InterludeIt was pitch black darkness.
The darkness emanating from the depths of the abyss dragged me toward an unfathomable void that stretched into eternity.
No matter how I turned my head, desperately seeking a glimmer of light to dispel the darkness, the only thing illuminating this bleak space was my own presence.
The stars that usually adorned the sky were nowhere to be found, and the moon, which bathed the night in its gentle glow, did not exist in this realm.
Unable to think of a way to resist the darkness, I had no choice but to be obediently consumed by its depths.
However, to my surprise, this desolate place that I expected to be devoid of anything revealed unexpected discoveries.
The stars crumbled to dust at my touch, accompanied by a rush of memories that flooded my being, allowing me to discern their true nature.
They were fragments of my past.
More precisely, they were the times that disappeared as I regressed, forever existing solely within my memories. Realizing this, I began to comprehend the nature of the all-encompassing darkness that ensnared me.
Look down again, and what was there was no longer an endless void.
[■■■■■■. ■■■■■?]
[■■. ■■■■■!]
My eyes and ears were thrown into such disarray that I couldn’t make sense of anything. Although the timelines were mixed up, it was undoubtedly my own memory.
However, unlike the objects affixed to the wall, these were memories that could only be described as painful moments for me.
Indeed. This oppressive darkness that ensnared me was pulling me back into memories predating my regression.
I began to understand why, in my dreams, memories from the past only portrayed scenes devoid of happiness. This damned divinity of this goddamn foreign god continued to haunt me even though its owner was dead.
In the past, I wouldn’t have been conscious of what transpired in my unconscious mind. Yet, for some reason, even within the realm of the unconscious, I maintained a clear awareness. It was this realization that compelled me to frantically move my body, seeking an escape from the encroaching darkness.
 



 

While it was true that the regrets of the past fueled my present motivation, it didn’t mean I willingly subjected myself to a torture chamber that solely unveiled despair.
In my unconscious state, I would have been oblivious to this ordeal, but now that I was conscious, I had to find a way to resist this predicament.
However, no matter how rapidly I tried to think, the method didn’t come to my mind.
If this mysterious phenomenon was simply caused by the power of a foreign god, there would be no need to worry about it in the first place. I just had to crush it with force and wake up from the dream.
I looked at my body that was the only thing still emitting light within this realm of darkness. Even when I tried to tear the darkness apart with my hand emitting bright white light, the darkness that held me remained unyielding.
I was wrong. Nothing was working.
The divine power of the foreign god had already quelled any resistance, but the root cause of this predicament lay in the lingering regrets and attachments I had not yet relinquished from the past. Unless I released them, there would be no escape from this darkness.
“Ah.”
A short sigh escaped from my lips.
Come to think of it, this wasn’t the first time such a thing had happened. It was just that there were hidden depths behind what I simply considered a nightmare, and nothing had changed.
 



 

‘Just a moment, just a very brief moment.’ 
The night was not that long. If I quietly reflected on the past and wait for the awakening from the dream, time would quickly pass.
“Damian…”
The moment I was about to surrender myself to the darkness, all of a sudden, the times I had spent with him today run through my mind. The image of him playing a prank on me, the last thing I saw before closing my eyes, was still vivid.
One by one, memories of the moments shared with him after the regression resurfaced in my thoughts, and inexplicably, a warm sensation seemed to emanate from my left hand.
But this was not an illusion.
My left hand, which could only produce a faint white light, was now enveloped in a bright golden light, akin to sunlight.
The light expelled the darkness and continued to expand in size. The world, constructed by darkness, crumbled as the light encompassed my surroundings entirely.
Feeling the world filled with regrets from the past breaking apart, I realized that I would soon awaken from this dream. And so, I surrendered myself to the flow of consciousness, rising back to the surface of wakefulness.
***
“Uh, uh…”
When I woke up, the first thing I felt was the soft touch of the bed, not the strange floating sensation of falling into the darkness that I had felt throughout the dream.
The familiar scenery of the room reflected in my eyes, unlike the dream where I felt trapped in the mist, and the clear and pristine sensations assured me that this place was reality.
Although I had somehow escaped from the nightmare, there was no desire to experience it again. The thought of finding a solution to this as soon as I fully woke up filled my mind.
While trying to calm this stuffy feeling by looking at the wish paper I had placed in the drawer for a moment, I could feel the warmth emanating from my left hand.
 



 

“Why is my hand still warm… Damian?”
Turning my head to the warmth that still lingered in my hand even after waking up from the dream, I saw him holding my hand as he peacefully slept.
His sudden appearance almost made me scream in the middle of the night, but by moving my empty right hand to cover my mouth, I managed to stifle the scream that was about to burst out.
I paused for a moment, took deep breaths, and calmed down my racing heart and mind. Slowly, my composed mind brought back memories from before falling asleep.
I remember holding hands with him in the carriage before falling asleep, but I never realized that I hadn’t let go of his hand even after arriving in the bedroom.
However, most of all, when I saw his mischievous smile in my mind as he watched me holding his hand, my face heated up.
I cautiously tried to withdraw my hand from his grasp, but it was impossible to break free from his tight hold, as if he would never let it go.
There was nothing I could do.
Even if I wanted to let go, he didn’t seem willing to release me, so I could only continue holding hands like this for a little longer.
As I looked at our joined hands, the warmth, and light that I could only feel in the dream finally started to make sense.
It was none other than his power that had pulled me out of the nightmare, although it may not have been his intention.
Late as it may be, the warmth and pleasant light that I felt in the dream now made sense. The heaviness in my heart caused by the dream suddenly cleared up like the rising sun.
 



 

With a pleasant smile, I held his hand tightly and quietly closed my eyes, gazing at his peaceful face.
Even though he was in an uncomfortable posture, he was smiling lightly with a face like a calm lake without frowning. But even though he may seem calm now, when I thought about when he would wake up after a while, I could imagine him twisting his body around and feeling stiff.
‘Is it because I’m starting to feel at ease?’
As I looked at him sleeping, all sorts of thoughts suddenly entered my mind.
Would it be right to wake him up now? That thought crossed my mind. On the other hand, I thought that this was an opportunity to do things I couldn’t usually do, seeing him in such a vulnerable state. I couldn’t easily make up my mind.
After a long deliberation, I came up with a compromise, blending both sides of the argument.
‘Just a little bit, then I would wake him up.’
It seemed like the fact that there was no exact time limit was the result of having already been defeated by desire, but well, it didn’t matter.
As if I had made up my mind, I firmly grabbed his cheek without hesitation, as if I had been waiting. Although his reaction wasn’t as exaggerated as before, I still felt good about it.
Perhaps, given his personality, he would have grabbed my cheek while I was asleep.
Just thinking about it made my one cheek tingle for no reason.  Once again, I extended his cheek and looked at the next target, his hair.
His shiny, jet-black hair, in complete contrast to my snowy white hair, appeared so tantalizingly beautiful that I naturally wanted to caress it.
After all, there were only the two of us in this place.
 



 

Moreover, he was sound asleep, so there was no one to comment on my actions.
“Hehe…”
Every time I moved my hand, the soft hair tickled my fingertips. It felt so good that I absentmindedly continued to stroke his hair, not realizing how time was passing. Unlike the dreams that only showed sadness and regret, happiness in reality was so easily within my grasp.
That fact made me forget about dreams altogether.
His hair became disheveled in my hands, like a magpie’s nest, but still, my hand didn’t stop. Intentionally making it messy and then tidying it up neatly reminded me of a game street children used to play, but it was fun, so it didn’t matter.
Come to think of it, when I burst into tears in his arms before, I think he had stroked my hair like this… Now, when I tried to recall it, I couldn’t remember how it felt.
‘Well, there’s nothing I can do about it.’
I gently lifted one of his empty hands and placed it softly on top of my head.
“Like this… Was it like this? No, put a little more pressure…”
Then, to recreate the feeling as much as possible, I slowly moved his arm.
His limp arm lacked strength, making the sight quite awkward, but his fingers gliding through my hair still gave me the same sensation, so I felt extremely satisfied, feeling a touch that wasn’t his touch.
However, at some point, a strange sense of unease began to emanate from his hand.
Although his arm still felt devoid of strength in my hand, as I continued to move it, an indescribable subtle change was taking place, unlike when I initially moved his forearm.
 



 

It wasn’t a bad change. Instead, it felt even kinder and more delicate than before, which had been rough.
At first, I just thought I’d gotten better at moving his arms, but when I got the feeling that my hands were moving on their own without much effort, I couldn’t move his hands comfortably anymore.
After a while, he seemed to have lost his will to hide it anymore, and even though I let go of his hand, he still stroked my hair gently.
I slowly lowered my head and looked down at his face.
Sure enough, in the place where my gaze reached, the gold eyes that seemed to contain the sun’s light were clearly shining even in the dark.
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 44: Morning Star (1)The gymnasium covered in pure white snow, looked like a blank canvas with nothing drawn on it.
The snow that fell last night covered the whole city in white and disappeared. Perhaps that was why the morning air felt unusually cold today. I let out a hollow laugh as I watched the white steam rising from my breath.
Although I had adapted to this place to some extent, thinking that Sarham, unlike snowy Merohim, would be in a warm atmosphere like spring. That thought made me burst into laughter involuntarily.
Thinking of the warm southern air and the colorful streets all made me want to go back home. It wasn’t that I didn’t like the white scenery here, but it felt like I was experiencing a never-ending winter, true to its name, the winter castle.
‘Isn’t a warm spring better than a cold winter, no matter what?’
Although the world sparkling in white light looked beautiful, it was a colorless world where no other colors exist. It had its own charm, but it seemed that the diverse hues of Sarham suited my eyes better. Of course, the desire to go back home wasn’t solely due to that reason.
I sighed as I gazed at the distant Mount Pelios.
When I thought of someone looking down at this place from a mountain peak so high as to pierce the sky, a part of my heart felt uncomfortable.
‘Is it because I’m Damian?’ Somehow, my body didn’t seem to fit well with this region called Merohim.
The main story hadn’t even started yet, but it felt like incidents keep following me since I came here. The encounters with the Twilight Tower master and Richard alone would have sufficed to leave a lasting impact, but the gravity of those experiences, coupled with the meeting with Theia that was years ahead, was too heavy to simply let go.
 



 

Especially Theia. The meeting between her and Elena was sooner rather than later, and it should never have been this way.
Theia was the only one in the novel who taught something to Elena.
Just by teaching her the Language of Words, she played a role in elevating Elena to an entirely different existence from other archmages. But now, the situation had become truly ambiguous because of me.
It was true that Elena and Theia’s bond was formed through a promise, but it was a separate issue whether she enlightened Elena or not. Well, since dragons were whimsical creatures, if I handle it well, it should work out somehow, but what I needed now was the assurance that it would definitely happen.
If I had to name someone who could be called the center of this world, whose name would I call?
Should I call out the name of the Emperor who rules the current continent? Or the transcendent beings beyond the scope of humans. Or perhaps the gods who exist in the celestial realm?
However, without hesitation, I would call out Elena’s name, leaving behind numerous other candidates for such a question.
If this place was truly the world from the novel I knew, it was only natural for her, the protagonist of the novel, to become the center of the world. And naturally, events always revolve around the protagonist. Even though I had determined to twist the story.
Perhaps because of me, Elena might get entangled in events even greater than what I knew.
That was why it was crucial not to miss any given opportunities for her. But due to my choices, she was now in a crisis where one of those opportunities might disappear. So, naturally, I couldn’t help but worry.
 



 

As I pondered over it, I began to entertain the thought that by being by Elena’s side in the future, I might be negatively impacting her growth.
With thoughts clouding my mind, I looked up at the sky for a moment. Unlike my clouded mind, the sky was high and blue. I took a deep breath, forcing the cold air that felt like a frozen prayer into my lungs.
As the chilling cold penetrated deep into my lungs, my mind felt refreshed. I remembered the mindset with which I had lived since I possessed this body and smiled softly as I looked at the sword in my hand.
Elena once said something like this to me before.
‘We are family…’
It was when not much time had passed since we first met, but she certainly said that to me.
At that time, Elena’s words may have been simply to alleviate the guilt I felt, but they were not devoid of meaning. Back then, I had tried not to keep those words in my heart, but now they firmly motivated my life.
When I made up my mind to become Damian after possessing this body, I swore to my family that, unlike the Damian in the novel, I would bring them happiness. So, this was an extension of that vow.
‘I’ll take responsibility for what I have caused.’
Choosing to be by her side was my decision, and it was only natural for me to bear responsibility for the consequences of what had happened. After organizing my thoughts, I realized that the sword in my hand had a deep black aura resembling the night sky.
Aura was not simply a blade created by condensing magical power.
 



 

It was the embodiment of the enlightenment and spirit that the warrior had gained throughout their lifetime.
Even after possessing this body, the aura still didn’t appear as light but as a black aura. Before possessing Damian, it had a beautiful golden color, but during the possession process, the contamination from Damian’s existence seemed to have caused my aura to lose its previous color.
Aura was something that belongs to the soul, the essence of the mind. Well, it was not entirely unimaginable. Just yesterday, didn’t I lose my sanity because of that damn madness? It must be related to that.
In any case, even though it did not regain its previous color, it was clear that something had changed in the aura that was simply black from last night. A strange sensation that had never been felt before the possession climbed up the sword and wrapped around the whole body.
I hold my posture and picture in my head the movements I had swung thousands of times before.
Even though it was a movement that I had repeated many times, now it all felt new, like learning it all over again.
As soon as I step out, the feeling of the snow being stepped on was clearly conveyed through my nerves, as if I was stepping on it with bare feet. At the same time, I drew my sword down along the line drawn in front of my eyes.
The completed motion matched perfectly with the picture I drew in my head, like a decalcomania. Feeling that unity that tingled through my whole body, I stepped out once again and moved my body. Like water flowing naturally, my body was riding a single current.
The flow created by moving the body did not break and continued to stretch forward. On the drawing paper called the gymnasium, where nothing was drawn, the traces of my steps and swinging my sword were engraved.
 



 

The rehearsal of the past was now completely over. But even so, it seemed that the body was still directing it to move like this. The sound of the heart beating, the contraction, and the relaxation of muscle fibers… All of the sensitive senses came together to form a single melody.
As I continued to swing my sword and proceeded step by step with the flow, I began to feel a strange feeling as if I was approaching something. 
‘If I go a little further, I think I can reach it. I think I can find the strength to do what I want.’
But for a while, my five senses began to enter a different realm than before.
The moment I became aware of the flow created by something immense that I hadn’t felt before, it engulfed my body. The flow I was creating vanished without resisting and was absorbed, and the path I was walking on began to crumble and fall apart, losing its flow.
The state of ‘no-self’ was shattered.
When I regained consciousness, I found myself on the opposite side of where I first drew the sword.
As the pure white world came back into view, I felt a profound sense of emptiness.
It felt like I could reach it with my fingertips, but was it the limit? The moment I faced it, I instinctively knew. If I could grasp it, if I could take one more step forward, I could undoubtedly reach the realm known as the end of the warrior, the realm of the master.
“Wow… Ah… Hahaha…”
Amidst the emptiness, I let out laughter mixed with a sense of injustice.
‘Now, I think I understood what transcendence means.’
It felt like being thrown into violent waves. It was only by crossing the seemingly impassable wall of that flow that one could truly stand in self-esteem and be completed.
 



 

But in my current state, I couldn’t surpass that wall.
The feeling of being unable to overcome something, the feeling of facing an insurmountable barrier, was not a pleasant one.
Nevertheless, I did not feel discouraged.
Instead, as soon as a clear goal was set, a sense of direction emerged. In an instant, I suppressed the emotions that had been building up and regained a sense of rationality.
I immediately turned around and lowered my sword toward the ground.
The traces that had been drawn on the snow were all erased by the light sword swing. After a brief gust of wind, a figure stood in that spot.
With bleached white hair and multiple scars carved on the face, it was Wilhelm Hartmann, the commander of the Edelweiss Knights. He looked at me with a mournful gleam in his eyes.
“Sir Wilhelm. What brings you here? It seems you came out a little earlier than usual.”
“Earlier? No, it’s you who misunderstood the time. Herbert and Giliard couldn’t come out due to some external circumstances.”
‘Ah, I see.’
In fact, my senses seemed slightly off, as if something was amiss. Perhaps they had become too sensitive, causing a slight disconnect in my mind. In any case, it was clear that I wasn’t in a normal state. Even now, I could hear Wilhelm’s faint breath, as if he were standing right next to me.
Even the sound of the sword being unsheathed by him reached my ears, as if it were happening right by my side.
I planted the sword into the ground and focused my mind on controlling my senses as I asked him.
“What are you doing?”
 



 

“I want a duel. Haven’t you always sparred with those two boys? Since Your Lordship will be leaving Winter Castle soon, I wanted to have a chance to spar with you before you leave.”
‘Of all times, now?’
I felt like I was going to die.
Even holding the sword, my hand trembled, and I had a feeling that if I clashed with the sword even once, my hand would go numb.
‘But why is this happening?’
Although I had a strong desire to lie down and rest immediately, I still stood there, holding the sword.
With trembling hands, I pulled the sword out of the ground again and spoke to him.
“Sure, let’s have a duel.”
As soon as I finished speaking, a fierce wind, like that of a wolf, rushed towards me.
***
As soon as I opened my eyes, I instinctively clenched my hand at the warmth I couldn’t feel in my left hand, but contrary to my expectations, I couldn’t hold his hand like before.
“He’s gone…”
Despite having just woken up, my mind felt clean and clear as if washed in cold stream water. Therefore, I vividly remembered what had happened before going to bed last night. Even after several hours, it felt like his warm touch, which had cupped my head, was still lingering in me.
“Is he… still sleeping?”
Until I closed my eyes again, he didn’t leave my side.
Because he held my hand without saying a word and gently stroked my head, I didn’t have any nightmares even when I fell back asleep. It felt like there had never been a more comfortable place to sleep in my entire life. One thing was certain; my mood was undeniably ecstatic, as if soaring in the sky.
 



 

When I opened my eyes, I longed to see his face again.
But he had stayed up all night because of me, so he might be sound asleep in his bedroom by now. Even though he was trained to withstand several days without sleep, staying up all night wasn’t a pleasant thing.
“If that’s the case… maybe I…”
A sudden thought made my face grow warm.
If he could come into my bedroom, wouldn’t it be okay for me to enter his room as well? Of course, yesterday’s incident was inevitable, but now we were engaged. It wouldn’t be so strange for me to enter his room, would it?
Unexpected events had occurred in the early morning, but now it was different. Surely, he would have fallen into a deep sleep, unlike during the early morning. There was no need to worry about him waking up.
Although I was already halfway through justifying it to myself, I couldn’t stop my happy imagination. Until I heard the familiar voice echoing in my ear.
“Miss, what’s so amusing that you’re smiling like this?”
I turned my head towards the source of the voice, and there was Hailey, opening her eyes wide and giving me a wicked smile as she looked at me. Startled by her sudden appearance, I hurriedly covered my mouth, which had been smiling.
“H-Hailey? Why you walked in so suddenly?!”
“I’ve been standing here for a while. Miss, by the way, what were you doing alone with Lord Damian in your room for such a grand time? Even though you’re engaged, you haven’t even raised your wedding date…”
“Th-That’s enough!!! Nothing happened! Absolutely nothing!!”
Unable to bear Hailey’s words any longer, I shouted, my face turning red. How could I not imagine such a scene when I kept hearing Hailey’s pointless ramblings? My face turned red as if it could burst at any moment, but Hailey responded with a sly smile, as if she already knew everything.
 



 

“Hehe, just kidding. Lord Damian has been petting your head until I arrived. But anyway, about Lord Damian…”
“Haileyyyyy!!!”
“Aaaaaaaaa-! Ah, I’m sorry!”
I quickly stood up in embarrassment and pinched Hailey’s cheek. Hailey made a displeased sound as if her cheek was being stretched, but her smile remained on her face. After releasing my grip on Hailey’s cheek, she approached me, massaging her reddened cheek, and spoke.
“It hurts… Miss…”
“Hailey, you’re teasing me too much!”
“Well, if you say so, I have nothing more to say…”
However, Hailey’s reaction was too amusing, and I couldn’t help but think about pinching her cheek again. But before I could act on it, Hailey noticed and covered her cheek with her palm. Instead, she whispered to me, still covering her cheek with her hand.
“Miss, if you want to meet Lord Damian, you should go to the gymnasium instead of his room. After he left your room, he headed straight to the gymnasium.”
“Ah, is th-that true… What are you talking about?! Hailey! When did I say I’m going to his room…”
Taken aback by Hailey’s sudden words, I stumbled to respond and denied what she said. Did I ever utter such words about going to his room? No matter how much I thought about it, it seemed like I had never said such a thing… When I looked at Hailey with a questioning gaze, she just smiled and didn’t say anything.
“Well, since you’re going to meet him, you can’t go with your hair like that, right? Let me tidy it up for you.”
“Uh…uh…”
Hailey skillfully tidied up my disheveled hair in an instant.
I couldn’t shake off the feeling that something was still playing in Hailey’s mind, but for now, the important thing was to meet him. I quickly received a simple hair arrangement from Hailey and put on a light coat that was nearby before leaving the room.
Under normal circumstances, I would have been able to restrain myself a little, but strangely, it was impossible to control this feeling today. I felt like this pounding in my chest would calm down as soon as I faced him.
As I arrived near the practice field where he was known to train, I could hear the resounding sound of metal filling the space. The fierce energy conveyed through the sound urged my footsteps forward, making it more than just a simple sparring session.
As I approached the source of the sound, I could visibly see the mana in the air fluctuating in waves. At the center of those waves, an elderly knight and a young boy with a sword were confidently walking on the snowy field.
They vibrated the surrounding mana solely with their own skills, without using any spells.
Whenever their swords clashed, the mana naturally moved alongside them, accompanied by a clear sound. It was a spectacle that would astonish any other knight, causing them to involuntarily shake their heads. But what captivated my attention the most was the boy’s movements as he faced Wilhelm.
His current appearance resembled that of a master, surprisingly similar to before my regression.
The aura and momentum he exuded indicated that he hadn’t yet experienced transcendence, but regardless, his skills were approaching the tip of the sword as I remembered it, even faster than in my previous life.
‘Beautiful.’
Although it may sound strange to describe a sword as such, his movements were so graceful and delicate that one couldn’t help but find them beautiful. The way he effortlessly deflected Wilhelm’s fierce sword strikes was a sight of wonder.
“Miss, if you keep running like that, I’ll be exhausted!”
Unconsciously, I forgot the thought of calling out to him and became completely engrossed in their swordplay. If it weren’t for Hailey’s voice coming from behind, I might have continued to watch them until their duel ended, lost in fascination.
“Ouch… I’m out of breath… Miss, but why are you standing here…”
Hailey gasped for air, sounding tormented by the cold. She lowered her head, but then raised it again to look at me with a perplexed expression as I absentmindedly stared at the gymnasium. Yet, it seemed like she could hear the clanging sound too, as her gaze turned towards the gymnasium.
“No… What on earth is this…”
After a single glance at the training ground, Hailey’s face twisted in astonishment. Only then did I regain my senses and remember who was clashing swords with Damian.
“Grandfather!”
Wilhelm Hartmann. He was none other than Hailey’s grandfather and the leader of the Edelweiss White Falcon Knights.
The sound of clashing swords was drowned out by Hailey’s loud scream that echoed throughout the gymnasium. I looked at Hailey with a smile on my face, taken aback by her surprised expression. It seemed that Hailey thought Wilhelm was attacking Damian.
It seemed like the duel would come to an end with this. I walked towards Wilhelm, wearing the same expression as Hailey.
“Damian.”
I called out to him in a soft voice compared to Hailey’s, and he immediately turned his head toward me. In response to his gaze, I smiled brightly, and he returned the gesture with a small smile before collapsing to the ground…?
‘Huh?’
“Damian!!!”
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl ]
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            Chapter 45: Morning Star (2)
 
The capital of Estelia, boasting a thousand years of history, was Luden.
 
As befitting the capital of the most powerful empire on the continent, its scale surpassed that of any other country's capital. Even the imperial palace where the current emperor resided alone was incomparable to the palaces of other kingdoms.
 
Above all, the imperial palace held significance beyond being a mere residence for the imperial family. As a place where the divine bloodline resided, it was akin to a sacred sanctuary for the people of the empire who believed in the god Altair.
 
Serving as both the residence of the imperial family and a temple at the same time, was the reason why the imperial palace of Luden had a larger scale than the palaces of any other country could ever need.
 
Thus, the magnificent sight of the imperial palace held a sense of pride for all people of the empire residing in Luden. However, just as there is a shadow in the light, there were also those who hated it.
 
"Why does His Majesty always remain in this distant palace instead of staying in the main palace...?"
 
A man sighed as he walked through the long corridor leading to the detached palace. It was Orcus Estelia.
 
Unlike most other buildings that maintained a close distance from the main palace, the palace where the current emperor was staying was as far away from the main palace in the capital, almost like the distance between the sun and the moon.
 
Within the imperial palace, numerous detached palaces existed, matching its grandeur. However, the detached palace named the 'Shelter of the Sun' towards which Orcus was heading, was notably smaller in size.
 
It was called a palace because it was located within the imperial castle. Originally, it was a small mansion-level building that could hardly be called a palace, but strangely, the current emperor spent more time there than in the main castle.
 



 

 
As all administrative tasks were carried out in the main castle, it was common for the emperor, the ultimate decision-maker, to reside there for the sake of efficiency and personal safety. However, the emperor started to have everyone responsible for his safety, including the head of the knights' guard, move to the place he was currently staying
 
In the end, only the legs of the ministers suffered as they walked the long distance to the detached palace to deliver their duties. For this reason, the ministers asked the emperor several times to return to the main castle, but the emperor's answer was the same each time.
 
Orcus also complained about his father, the emperor, residing in Shelter of the Sun, far away from the main castle. As someone who always valued efficiency and results, it was difficult for him to understand his father's actions. However, he had never once requested the emperor to return to the main castle.
 
Although he couldn't comprehend his father's eccentric behavior, he knew well that his own judgment couldn't match his father's wisdom. So, he followed his father's intentions, believing that there must be a hidden meaning behind it.
 
"Still, I wonder what he's summoning me for today."
 
As Orcus approached the end of the corridor, he noticed a knight guarding the door to the palace. The yellow sun engraved on his full plate armor indicated his affiliation. When the knight spotted Orcus approaching the door, he relaxed his statue-like posture and gently bowed his head, speaking.
 
"I, Beheloth, greet the small Sun of the Empire."
 
"Ah, Sir Beheloth. Are you in charge of the entrance today as well? It seems like I see you quite often.?"
 



 

 
"Hahaha... Is that so? Well, please come inside for now. His Majesty is waiting."
 
Despite his casual laughter and denial, Beheloth's face showed signs of concern. Orcus gave a slight smile, patting Beheloth's shoulder, and entered through the door.
 
As the door opened, a cool spring breeze entered through the window. A gentle amount of sunlight streamed in, filling the room with warm radiance.
 
Unlike the other rooms within the imperial palace adorned with gold and jewels, the room Orcus entered seemed to lack any luxurious items. If one were to pick, there was perhaps only one elegant fountain pen placed on the table.
 
In the center of the room, a man was sitting with a gentle expression on his face.
 
He was the current emperor of Estelia and a wise king who was praised by the people for achieving unprecedented peace and prosperity in the empire. Aslan Estelia.
 
Reflected by the sunlight, his shimmering golden hair resembled a calm sea in bright sunlight, and his deep and vivid blue eyes, gazing silently at the paper held in his hands, emanated a profound and mysterious aura.
 
Seeing that, Orcus refrained from speaking hastily, fearing that his concentration might be broken by such a sight. He waited for a few minutes. Finally, Aslan finished reading the letter, and his clear voice resonated in the room.
 
"Looks like he finally decided to do it."
 
Though his words carried a smile, Orcus could faintly perceive a tinge of regret in Aslan's eyes.
 
As this was the first time Aslan displayed such a reaction since his daughter and Orcus' twin sister said she would learn swordsmanship, Orcus wondered if something significant had happened. However, instead of asking him, what flew toward Orcus was the letter that Aslan just had been reading.
 



 

 
"This... It bears the emblem of Duke Edelweiss. Something is happening in the north."
 
On the seal that was holding the letter, there was a drawing of a wolf and five stars floating above it.
 
The pattern was that of Edelweiss, one of the few aristocratic families outside of the three imperial armies. As soon as Orcus saw it, his face contorted with worry, but Aslan spoke with a nonchalant voice.
 
"There's something going on. It's an engagement announcement. An engagement announcement about her. Do you remember? The Edelweiss family's daughters. That girl is getting engaged this time."
 
At Aslan's tsk-like words, Orcus was able to retrieve a girl from his memory without difficulty.
 
A girl with pure white hair of the same age as him.
 
He hadn't paid much attention to her appearance, but somehow, the word 'beautiful' unconsciously escaped his lips. It was a meeting that happened only once, and it was limited to a brief exchange of greetings and farewells. The only other memorable information he had was that, true to the name Edelweiss, she was accomplished in magic beyond her age. That was all Orcus could recall about Elena Edelweiss.
 
Still, based on that scarce information, Orcus was able to deduce one thing.
 
"It's a political marriage. Who is the opponent?"
 
Being a noble lady from a family located in the imperial border of the north, who didn't speak much and was shy by nature, it would be impossible for her to develop a romantic relationship with someone based on her own efforts. 
 
Unless it was an arranged engagement facilitated by her family, it would be highly unlikely for her to be engaged. With her exceptional appearance and the background of Edelweiss, Elena was practically a prime candidate for the role of a bride, making it easy to conclude that the engagement had been arranged successfully.
 
As Edelweiss' successor was already decided as Eltman Edelweiss, the eldest son of Edelweiss, who was currently studying in the Golden Tower. It was a fact that he already knew what kind of fate the descendants of noble families who were pushed out of the succession structure would face, so it was nothing new.
 



 

 
Orcus rested his chin on his hand and lost himself in thought.
 
Despite being located on the remote northern border, Edelweiss was one of the only three duke families in the empire. Furthermore, they were the owners of one of the seven mage towers, Towers of Dawn, in the continent. 
 
The outcome of the intermarriages between these formidable families would have a significant impact on the imperial political landscape. It was only natural for Orcus, as someone who would rule over them, to be concerned about it.
 
However, what he was most worried about was their advance to the center.
 
All aristocratic families in the empire had always operated within their own territories and had never reached out to the central region. But if this intermarriage caught the attention of the central powers, it could change the situation.
 
That was why Orcus fervently wished that the names of the families that came to his mind would not be mentioned by Aslan. Fortunately or unfortunately, Aslan didn't speak the names of the families he had been thinking about.
 
"It's Kraus. Kraus from the south. It seems they have entered into a marriage contract."
 
Once again, Aslan clicked his tongue with a tsk-sound, but Orcus couldn't hear it. Hearing the name Kraus, all the unsettling assumptions he had made were erased, but an even bigger bomb exploded in his mind.
 
'Count Kraus.'
 
'How could I not remember that name?'
 
Edelweiss in the north.
 
Erthuen in the west.
 
Cromel in the east.
 
And finally, Kraus in the south.
 
Orcus was no fool to the extent of not knowing the names of the four families that divided the empire. Although Kraus didn't hold the title of Duke, their history and power were second to none among the three other families.
 
Most of the nobles in the south had fertile land for farming, and while dealing with the monsters that came down every year, they developed their personal strength and accumulated enormous wealth from the by-products of the subjugation. And the family standing at the top of them was Count Kraus.
 



 

 
A family with one of only five Sword Masters in the entire continent.
 
Kraus and Edelweiss.
 
Even though he knew that the engagement was something worthy of being celebrated by others, for Orcus, the union of these two families seemed nothing but a threat of division for the empire. Of course, he couldn't deny that it might be an exaggerated thought, but nonetheless, he had to leave room for doubt at all times.
 
Orcus opened his eyes and met Aslan's gaze.
 
In the eyes of the man called the current emperor, there was no trace of unease that Orcus felt. He still seemed somewhat melancholic about something, but he didn't appear to be worried about the engagement between the two families, at least.
 
"It's not a wedding but an engagement, but we should still offer our congratulations. Orcus."
 
"Yes."
 
Seeing Aslan silently smiling and calling his name, Orcus folded away the uneasiness he had been carrying and tucked it deep into his chest. Aslan handed him a sealed letter bearing the royal seal and spoke.
 
"You'll have to go."
 
The moment he heard those words, the piece of paper that should have felt weightless became as heavy as a chunk of iron. However, he couldn't dare to utter a word of refusal. Orcus knew that even if he tried to evade the responsibility given to him now, it would eventually remain with the empire that he would inherit.
 
Orcus placed the letter in his embrace and nodded quietly at Aslan's words. Aslan, wearing a satisfied expression, then called him back as he prepared to leave.
 
"Just a moment."
 
"What else?"
 



 

 
"On your way, take Noel. Take her with you."
 
"What?!"
 
Orcus immediately made a bewildered expression at Aslan's words, and Aslan mirrored the same expression. He chuckled and patted Orcus' shoulder, saying:
 
"Don't argue with me and just bring the child along."
 
"Have you forgotten what happened in Cromel's territory last time? If it's about the sword, that girl completely changes. At that time, the Sword Saint happened to be in hiding, so it led to a duel with Cromel's cattle lord. I don't know what will happen when she meets Count Kraus this time."
 
Noel...
 
Noel Estelia.
 
Upon hearing the name that came out of Aslan's mouth, Orcus swallowed nervously.
 
She was his twin sister who always had a bright smile and was full of energy.
 
If someone were to ask about their relationship, Orcus could confidently answer that they got along well. Despite being born on the same day, she never once complained about being his younger sister and always treated him affectionately.
 
Orcus also treated Noel as an ordinary younger sister rather than a competitor for the throne, and they maintained a harmonious relationship.
 
Until Noel developed an interest in swords.
 
Unlike himself, who was born with talent in magic, Noel was born with exceptional talent in swordsmanship. Strangely enough, whenever it came to swords or martial arts, her passion soared excessively. It was like an uncontrollable flame.
 
The last time, when the Cromel family, one of the three great martial families of the Empire, arrived in Luden in connection to the Western tribes, she sparkled with excitement and impulsively challenged Cromel's cattle lord to a duel. Orcus couldn't even imagine how she would react when she met Count Kraus, who had reached the level of a master.
 
Seeing his son looking at him with worried eyes, Aslan said it was okay and patted him on the back.
 



 

 
"It's okay. If it's him, he'll be able to deal with whatever Noel does. And more than that, it's more of a problem when Noel finds out that you've been to Sarham alone, leaving her alone here."
 
"You're right but..."
 
She was usually a gentle sister, akin to an angel that descended upon the earth. But if she were to learn that Orcus had met with Count Kraus alone and returned, he didn't even have to deeply contemplate on whom the blade of that girl's sword would be directed at. Perhaps she would have to be confined to the imperial training grounds all day long...  Maybe even that wouldn't relieve her anger.
 
His thoughts quickly settled.
 
It was clear what was a gain and what was a loss, so there was no need for hesitation. Orcus smiled faintly and nodded.
 
"Then, understood. I'll make sure to tell Noel as well."
 
"Yes, good thinking."
 
The two men faced each other and smiled.
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            Chapter 46: Morning Star (3)
 
"....Huh?"
 
A strange sound came out of my mouth as I felt a soft sensation enveloping my entire body.
 
Just a moment ago I had been sparring with Wilhelm in the training grounds, but now I found myself lying on a bed. 
 
Struggling to sit up with my groggy body, I tried to recall what had happened before coming here, but my memory of events leading up to this point was hazy. The only clear image in my mind was deflecting Wilhelm's sword during our duel.
 
Everything that happened afterward felt blurry, like looking at a noisy, distorted picture.
 
"Could it be... I fainted during the sparring?"
 
Considering my condition at that time, it wouldn't be surprising if I had fainted during the duel. However, I had a vague feeling that I had seen Elena's face just before everything went black. Why was that?
 
Pausing my thoughts for a moment, I got up from the bed and looked around. Though my body felt slightly heavy from just waking up, I didn't seem to have any injuries.
 
However, there was one peculiar thing. If I had indeed fainted during the sparring, my shirt should have been drenched in sweat from all the movement I had done since dawn. Yet the shirt I was currently wearing appeared clean as if I had just put it on.
 
There was no trace of the sour smell of sweat on my body either. Instead, a faint lavender scent tickled my nose.
 
As soon as I smelled the scent that was thickly left on my body, I felt the corners of my mouth go up, and I felt as if I could immediately find out who made me like this.
 
It couldn't be possible for my clothes to be this clean without being washed in water. Unless it was magic.
 
Looking out the window, I saw the stars and moon was already hanging in the sky.
 
I completely wasted the whole day.
 



 

 
There was no clock in the room, so I couldn't know the exact time. But by observing the position of the moon, I could roughly estimate how long I had been lying here.
 
Because of that, I unintentionally skipped all three meals of the day. My empty stomach roared as soon as I regained my senses. Right now, I felt like I could devour Elena's macarons in one bite if they were handed to me.
 
Considering the time, dinner had already been over, and it was questionable whether there would be anything left to eat.
 
Nevertheless, rather than sitting in the room obediently and enduring my hunger, I thought it would be better to go to the kitchen. I began preparing to leave the room, grabbing my coat from the hanger. However, just as I was getting ready, Ken entered the room with a soft knock.
 
"As I thought you would wake up around this time."
 
In his hand, he held a basket with bread as if he had prepared it for me.
 
If someone were to witness this scene, they might be surprised by Ken's timely arrival, but I had already adapted to it over the past five years. Now it wasn't particularly surprising to me.
 
I picked up a piece of bread from the basket Ken had placed and put it in my mouth.  No matter how late it was, I couldn't help but feel the texture of the bread chewing in my mouth was not so good. As I chewed on it reluctantly, Ken chuckled and opened his mouth.
 
"It's the first time for someone other than the Count to exhaust the young master in a duel. I never thought that the young master would lose to someone other than the Count in my entire life."
 
"Ken, I'm still sixteen. And losing... I haven't lost. Probably."
 
Ken chuckled and laughed at my vague response. I wanted to say something in response to his teasing smile, but the memory of the duel with Wilhelm had completely vanished from my mind, leaving me unable to say anything.
 
Wilhelm was known not only in the north but throughout the empire as a respected knight. Even if a sixteen-year-old boy like me managed to fight back in a duel, he might be praised by those around him, but that didn't work for me either.
 



 

 
His swordplay, which remained vivid among the opaque memories, was like a ferocious wolf aiming for my throat.
 
I remember it clearly.
 
It was a fierce strike that made me feel like my neck would be severed in an instant, but because I remember it, I was confident that I did not lose to him.
 
Of course, it was an impression I had at that moment, so it was not certain what the outcome was.
 
Still, it didn't feel like I had truly lost.
 
I didn't remember clearly, but I didn't think I lost.
 
If I really did lose the duel against him, there would be a hole somewhere in my body or my arm would be hanging loosely. How could I have lost when my body was perfectly fine like this?
 
But since I had no way to explain that to Ken, I bit my lip and continued chewing the bread in my mouth.
 
Although it was hard, it was somewhat manageable to swallow as I drank the tea Ken had brought. After a while, the basket, which was once full of bread, revealed its bottom.
 
As my hunger subsided to some extent, I looked at the darkened window once again. The stars, now firmly entrenched in the high sky, reminded me of how much time I had wasted meaninglessly.
 
I suddenly felt regret, thinking that I might have spent that time with Elena.
 
There wasn't much time left that I could spend in Merohim.
 
At most, two days...
 
For someone like me who wanted to hold onto as many memories as possible with her, it was a regrettable waste of time. It felt like since coming here, the things I needed to be mindful of have piled up like a mountain... Nothing seemed to go as planned in this world.
 



 

 
Even now, the lavender scent she left behind still lingered in my body.
 
Even without that, my senses had become more sensitive than before, constantly capturing her fragrance, causing Elena's face to keep appearing in my mind even without conscious thought.
 
'It seems like it won't work.'
 
Unable to resist the lingering lavender scent that kept surrounding me, I finally stood up from my seat.
 
I stood up from my seat and, while fixing my clothes neatly, I opened the door, glancing at my reflection in the small mirror placed in one corner of the room. Ken, seemingly unperturbed by my sudden action, sat calmly in his place and spoke.
 
"There's no need to be in such a hurry. The lady hasn't gone to sleep yet."
 
"Yes?!"
 
Without saying a word, Ken's remark struck a nerve, and I looked at him with a bewildered expression. The old butler, wearing a serene smile, looked at me with eyes that seemed to say he already knew everything.
 
"If you rush, you might make mistakes you wouldn't make otherwise. Look, isn't your brooch slightly crooked?"
 
"Ah..."
 
As Ken said, I looked into the mirror again and noticed that my tie's brooch was slightly tilted.
 
I started noticing other issues as well, such as creases in my clothes and other minor imperfections. Taking my time, I rearranged each item of clothing one by one, while Ken spoke to me in a calm voice.
 
"Young master, when you meet the young lady, don't make excuses. Speak honestly about what's in your heart. That would be better."
 



 

 
"...I understand. Thank you, Ken."
 
He really knew how to peer into my mind.
 
I replied with a soft laugh to Ken's advice and stepped out of the room.
 
The dimly lit corridor was only illuminated by the moonlight coming through the window. The darkness made me anxious, but despite that, I maintained the same pace without rushing.
 
As I walked, in sync with the beating of my excited heart, I felt my excitement gradually subside.
 
There was light ahead.
 
The darkness that surrounded me made the light seeping through the crack of the door even more noticeable. Knowing that I would be able to see her in that light, my heart regained complete serenity. Fortunately, as Ken had mentioned, it seemed that she hadn't fallen asleep yet.
 
I cautiously approached the door of her room and knocked.
 
***
 
I couldn't fall asleep.
 
Normally, by this time, I should be lying in bed, ready to sleep. But for some reason, my eyes wouldn't close. It felt like there was something I absolutely had to do, yet I had let it slip by.
 
Feeling stifled, I went out to the balcony and quietly gazed at the landscape spread out beneath the winter sky.
 
Although it was a sight I had seen countless times before, it felt a bit regrettable, knowing that I wouldn't be able to see it for a while due to my imminent departure. I absentmindedly turned my head to the side and muttered softly.
 
"It's a shame..."
 
I said those words weren't because I couldn't see the scenery in front of me. It was because of his absence, his absence made me say it. 
 
'It's really a shame.'
 
Thinking of his face when he wasn't next to me, I knew why I couldn't fall asleep. It wasn't even a question to ponder so deeply. It was just a pity that I couldn't spend time with him today.
 
With that realization, I leaned against the railing and let out a small laugh.
 



 

 
In the beginning, just being by his side was enough to satisfy me. But now, I felt a sense of regret for not having had a conversation with him for just one day. Unlike before, when I found happiness in small things, my relationship with him was changing, and I could clearly feel it.
 
The regret of him not being by my side still lingered in my heart, but the smile on my face didn't fade away. It was evident that my heart had become accustomed to spending time with him.
 
『Tweet tweet-』
 
A small blue bird perched in the dark night sky and landed on my hand.
 
The blue bird, with its beautiful blue feathers, was looking at me with sparkling eyes. I gently stroked its head with my finger and then released it back into the sky.
 
"Master."
 
Who could look at that bird and think that it was made of magic? Even the master of golem magic and the master of the Golden Tower, known as the Archmage, would not be able to create such sophisticated magical creatures.
 
Contrary to the cute appearance of that bird sent by my old master, it had the ability to easily knock down quite a few magicians.
 
I didn't think she sent it to threaten me, but rather, like a tool she sent to fulfill a promise.
 
"Even so, I won't be able to find it now."
 
I murmured to the blue bird flying toward the sky.
 
Dragon eggs grew by consuming the earth's mana flowing through the dragon's veins.
 
Therefore, before the Tower of Dawn was built, she put her egg into the dragon's vein flowing here. However, once the tower was built and the tower's magicians found her egg and stored it somewhere in the tower, things began to get complicated.
 



 

 
Since the dragon egg didn't show any signs of its power until it consumed a certain amount of mana, it would have appeared to those who discovered it as just a stone that absorbed mana. Now, after a long time had passed, in order to find the egg, one would have to meticulously search through the vast tower. But if I wait for just five more years, the egg would diligently absorb the surrounding mana and wake up.
 
And this blue bird was for that time. The moment it detects the egg's mana, this bird was designed to guide me to the location of the egg.
 
Although my old master Theia was connected to the egg spiritually, she couldn't accurately predict the exact time the egg would wake up, she could just make an estimation. That was why she sent me this bird. Of course, having already turned back time multiple times, I knew exactly when the egg would wake up.
 
Recalling the promise with Theia, the events of that day came back to my mind.
 
Come to think of it, when I made the promise with Theia, he had a very startled expression. Well, from the story he knew, it was the beginning of a relationship between me and Master, so it was not surprising. However, if he knew about my regression, he wouldn't have reacted that way.
 
"There will be countless events like this from now on... I'm looking forward to it."
 
To borrow his expression, was this what he call "deviation from the original story"?
 
Before, I used to run around everywhere with him to change fate, but now, just by staying still, everything he knew would be completely reversed. There was no longer such a thing as the fate he knew as the original story in this world.
 



 

 
Imagining how he would react to the changed future, a smile naturally formed on my face.
 
"...I'm sure it won't work."
 
I stand up from leaning on the railing.
 
I thought it would be okay if I just looked at the surrounding scenery, but it seemed to have no effect. Even when I tried to think about something else, it somehow leads back to a topic related to him, just like before.
 
At least, I felt like my heart would be at ease if I saw his face once before going to sleep.
 
-Knock, knock.
 
Just as I made up my mind, the sound of someone knocking on the door reached my ears.
 
Was this instinct? Even though the door didn't open as soon as I heard the sound, I felt like I knew who was standing in front of the door.
 
"Please come in."
 
Speaking in a voice that wasn't too high or too low, I adjusted my voice so that my current emotions wouldn't show.
 
As soon as I gave permission, the door opened, and he entered the room. His pupils reflecting my face clearly looked like a dragon, but they didn't hold the same sharpness. His warm gaze, golden like the sun, looked at me.
 
Seeing me, he smiled softly and said,
 
"It's late at night. Why haven't you slept yet?"
 
I couldn't bring myself to say it was because I was thinking about you...
 
"...I just couldn't sleep. What about Damian? Why did you come here at this late hour?"
 
I asked, trying to beat around the bush. He also hadn't been sleeping until late hours. In fact, even as I asked this question, I had a rough idea of his answer. He must have come in after seeing the lights still on in the room.
 



 

 
However, the answer that came out of his mouth completely exceeded my expectations.
 
He briefly avoided my gaze when I asked the question, then smiled faintly and approached me. Stepping out onto the balcony and briefly looking up at the sky, he turned to me without turning his face away and spoke.
 
"...After waking up, I just wanted to see your face. Elena."
 
His gentle voice, flowing from his lips as if it brushed against my ear, melted into my ears.
 
His answer, far beyond my expectations, was enough to evaporate my reason for a while. But I no longer transformed into a fool who couldn't do anything with a single word from him, as I did before.
 
I held his empty hand, cooling it from the rising heat carried by the wind.
 
Feeling the warmth and strong pulse in his hand, I held on tighter. Holding his hand, just like him, I looked up at the sky.
 
The starry night sky was beautiful. Even though I wouldn't be able to see this kind of sky anymore once I left for Sarham in a few days, I didn't feel any regret.
 
Because I could be certain that the sky I would see from the south would be just as beautiful, I leaned against him, feeling the warmth transmitted through his hand.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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Chapter 47: Morning Star (4)

 

It was early in the morning.

 

In the training grounds of Edelweiss Castle, as always, the sound of swords clashing could be heard.

 

As knights of the Duke's family, their swordsmanship training was indispensable.

 

Though they didn't receive much attention from the public due to being overshadowed by the magic troops of Edelweiss, they sharpened their swords for the sake of their master.

 

Due to Merohim's cold climate, the ground beneath the training area became frozen and solid. Surprisingly, when the individuals running on it stepped on the frozen ground, clear footprints were left in their wake.

 

Currently, there were only two people wielding swords on the vast training ground of Edelweiss.

 

Damian and Gilead.

 

The sparring match between Count Kraus' eldest son Damian and the highly anticipated newcomer of the White Knights, Gilead, had already become a well-known story among the Knights. It was widely known that Gilead always ended up defeated. Nevertheless, on this occasion, all the knights had assembled to witness the duel.

 

Since Damian was returning to Sarham soon, Gilead's eyes were filled with an intense fighting spirit, unlike any other time.

 

"Haaap!!"

 

With a fierce shout, a powerful sword strike, carrying the chill of winter, surged toward Damian.

 

Though there wasn't an aura attached to the sword, which was considered a symbol of a knight, the sword itself never lost its ominous presence. His rigorous training honed his skills, making the sword sharper than ever. With a force surpassing human limits, Gilead swung his sword, cutting through the air and creating a fierce gust.

 

It was as if Gilead's sword, swung with the momentum to cut everything in the world in two, seemed to have forgotten that it was engaged in a duel.

 

However, even though those who were watching knew this fact, they did not try to stop him. Instead, they simply watched Gilead with eyes that already knew the outcome.
 



 


 

Gilead had attacked a total of ten times so far.

 

And during those ten attacks, Damian had not once raised his sword to block.

 

He avoided the sword as if it was passing by, leaving a close distance from the sword.

 

Gilead's swordsmanship was at its peak, yet the undeniable disparity between the two combatants made it evident that reaching Damian with that alone would prove insurmountable.

 

As expected, Gilead swung his sword forcefully but once again failed to land a hit and instead sliced through the air.

 

Damian skillfully avoid Gilead's sword with his light footwork, just as he had done before.

 

However, if there was a difference from before, unlike in the past, Damian managed to break through Gilead's defense with unprecedented swiftness, swiftly closing the distance and landing a strike on Gilead's arm.

 

Suddenly, with Damian coming right up to his nose, Gilead hurriedly tried to adjust his stance, but it was already too late to block the attack.

 

-Bang!

 

"Hah!"

 

With the sound of bursting air, Gilead collapsed.

 

In a single strike...

 

...The duel had come to an end.

 

Gilead, who had been struck precisely in the throat, was lying on the floor of the training ground, struggling to catch his breath. Wilhelm, who had been watching this, came out to the area where only Damian stood and declared his victory, and at the same time, cheers erupted from the surroundings.

 

"As expected of Kraus. Even though he's a newcomer at that age, to defeat a knight."

 

"But if Gilead had used an aura, the outcome might have been different, don't you think? Isn't Gilead highly regarded within the Knights for his aura power?"

 

"Are your eyes just for the decoration? Just now, in the duel, he couldn't even touch the hem of Lord Damian's clothes. But even if he had used an aura, would the outcome have changed? Even if he had used an aura, the result would have been the same in the very first strike."
 



 


 

There were also those who regretted Gilead's defeat, but they too sent their praises to Damian and congratulated him on his victory. It was because Damian's skill was too strong to regret Gilead's defeat. Since they were knights gathered under the name of Edelweiss and at the same time warriors who admired strength, they did not deny Damian's abilities.

 

Damian held Gilead's hand and lifted him up from the cold floor. Gilead, with a flushed face and heavy breathing, seemed incapable of speaking, but he managed to open his mouth and spoke with a trembling voice.

 

"D-Damn it... I... lost again..."

 

"Is that such a surprise?"

 

"It's not... what I mean is... In this situation, now I'll have to wait until the Lord returns."

 

Damian didn't bother to answer Gilead's regretful words. He simply looked down at Gilead, who was muttering with a meaningful expression. As Gilead walked out of the training grounds, Damian also tried to leave, but someone held him back.

 

"Sir Wilhelm."

 

Damian already knew what Wilhelm, who was smiling mischievously while looking at him, was about to say. Damian gestured toward one of the people among those who were watching the duel before Wilhelm could speak.

 

As Wilhelm turned his gaze in that direction, his facial expression began to change.

 

It was not only the knights who had been watching the duel on the training ground. Elena and her maid, Hailey, were also there, observing Damian and Gilead's duel.

 

Seeing Hailey staring at him with a distorted face, Wilhelm seemed to be worried for a moment, then, as if making up his mind, he picked up the sword Gilead had left behind from the ground.
 



 


 

"Are you really going to do this? You'll anger Hailey."

 

"Lord Damian, I can not leave the North. Moreover, I am already old and feeble. I do not know when you will return to this place. How could I miss this opportunity?"

 

Damian could discern the bulging muscles beneath his attire, evidence of a formidable physique. However, Damian chose not to object

 

Wilhelm, still looking at Damian without releasing his sword, spoke with a glint in his eyes.

 

"And aren't you curious too, Lord?"

 

Damian's demeanor changed in response to Wilhelm's words, mirroring Wilhelm's expression.

 

The sparring with Wilhelm did not end properly earlier. He couldn't fully recall the memories of that day, but he still had a curiosity about their match, which was a separate matter altogether.

 

Unlike the previous battle where proper control was impossible, now he had succeeded in completely taming those senses.

 

Then, where did he stand at this moment? There was no better opponent to test himself than Wilhelm.

 

However, he didn't draw his sword.

 

Perhaps sensing the strange undercurrent flowing here, Hailey, who had been standing behind Wilhelm, called out to him in a chilly tone.

 

"Grandfather?"

 

"H-Hailey! This is an important matter!! And the previous incident was all a misunderstanding!"

 

"What misunderstanding? Grandpa, even Ken said that it was the first time he'd seen Lord Damian so exhausted. How harshly must you have treated Lord Damian to reduce someone as robust as him to a rag! I don't know why you're trying to take responsibility if anything unusual happened to Lord Damian's well-being!"

 

'R-Rag...'

 

Hailey's words made Damian feel like a dagger was lodged in his chest.
 



 


 

He thought his condition at that time wasn't normal, but was it really that severe? Of course, his body had felt precarious, as if it could collapse at any moment even before the duel began. Still, he didn't think it was to the extent that Hailey described.

 

It seemed that the recent overwhelming victory of Damian had a negative impact on Hailey.

 

How harshly must her Grandfather have treated him for someone like him to collapse like that? That was what she meant.

 

Wilhelm, who until just a moment ago seemed unaffected by it, appeared hesitant to intervene after hearing Hailey's reproach. He gestured to Damian for help with his eyes, but it wasn't just Hailey who was present there.

 

"No."

 

A clear and pure voice quietly resonated in the training ground.

 

When that voice reached Wilhelm's ears, Hailey, who had been defiantly speaking, stopped talking, and Wilhelm looked toward the owner of the voice and nodded.

 

Elena, who had climbed up to the training ground, approached Damian and took his hand before speaking again.

 

"The duel ends here, Damian. It's time to stop now."

 

And so, Damian was led away by Elena's hand, descending from the training ground. Everyone present watched that scene with disappointed expressions, unable to offer any objections or resistance.

 

Wilhelm had a dissatisfied expression on his face, but as an Edelweiss knight, he couldn't defy her orders. Instead, he would only receive a stern scolding from Hailey for his recent actions.

 

Damian, led by Elena, left the training ground and asked her after confirming that they had some distance between them.

 

"Elena, we still have plenty of time until departure."

 

“I know.”

 

"Then why did you do that?"

 

Elena paused for a moment at Damian's question.

 

In fact, having witnessed Damian's growth to a certain level since that day, she could see it at a glance. Even if she hadn't stopped the duel just now, he wouldn't have been injured. On the contrary, he might have defeated Wilhelm in the duel.
 



 


 

But perhaps it was because of what had happened before.

 

Suddenly, the image of Damian collapsing in front of her eyes kept flashing in her mind, influencing her actions and words.

 

"...What if you collapse again like last time?"

 

That was why Elena had no choice but to borrow Hailey's words to speak.

 

Damian smiled wryly at Elena's response, which meant that he would surely lose, but he soon corrected his expression and smiled lightly.

 

"Yes, that's right. I have to go home soon. And If I go back after being humiliated, Father will scold me."

 

In a gloomy voice, Damian spoke softly, and Elena quickly turned her head, wondering if her words had hurt him. However, she could tell from his smiling face that he didn't actually take her words that way.

 

Damian stood by Elena's side, matching his steps with hers. Elena also started walking, synchronizing her pace with Damian's.

 

While walking on the road, Damian asked Elena about the sight of the winter castle sparkling white in the sunlight.

 

"Aren't you feeling regretful?"

 

"What?"

 

"Leaving Merohim."

 

For her, leaving Merohim would be like leaving a beloved home. Considering Damian's constant desire to return to Sarham while staying in Merohim, if Elena expressed any intention to stay here a little longer, he would be willing to do so.

 

However, Elena smiled and answered his question.

 

"Aren't you asking a bit too late?"

 

"Huh?... yes."

 

At Elena's words, Damian remembered why he had come to Merohim. He realized that his presence in Merohim was not because he wanted to be here, but simply due to Joachim's whim.
 



 


 

Feeling that he had asked the wrong question from the beginning, his face flushed with embarrassment.

 

"Don't worry about that. I prefer flowers more than snow."

 

"Sarham gets cold in winter too."

 

"Is it colder than here?"

 

Seeing Elena's bright and cheerful smile as she replied, Damian couldn't continue the conversation any further.

 

If Joachim, who was unwilling to let her depart, were to overhear this conversation, he would undoubtedly be astounded. Damian mused over this thought, fully aware that his own smile mirrored the sentiments expressed in her words.

 

***

 

"Yes!"

 

Inside one of the rooms of Kraus's lord's castle in Sarham, the battle cry of a young boy filled the air.

 

The boy, holding a small wooden sword, was vigorously striking a large doll in front of him without reservation. Although there was a risk of the doll bursting if he struck it too hard, the boy paid no attention. At the moment, the joy of holding a sword in his hand was the only thing that mattered to him.

 

-Thwack!

 

"Hyaak!"

 

Upon hearing someone passing by the room, the boy quickly hid the wooden sword under the bed and hid behind the doll. Fortunately, no one entered the room, contrary to the boy's worries. Taking out the sword he had thrown under the bed once again, the boy breathed a sigh of relief and looked out the window.

 

"When will my brother return..."

 

Alphonse Kraus, the second son of Count Kraus, muttered while gazing at the empty courtyard of the mansion.

 

The one week that Damian had been away from the mansion was truly a dreadful time for Alphonse. The reason was that Damian had made a promise to Alphonse before leaving for Merohim.

 

The wooden sword currently in Alphonse's hand was part of it.
 



 


 

It was the promise between him and Damian. To adults, it may have looked like a mere stick, but considering Alphonse's small stature, it could be said that the wooden sword was perfectly tailored to him. Before Damian left Sarham, he handed this sword to Alphonse and promised to teach him swordsmanship when he returned.

 

Growing up while witnessing his father, who was considered one of the strongest swordsmen on the continent, and his brother, who was praised as the most talented in the family's history, Alphonse always wanted to become an exceptional swordsman like his brother and father.

 

However, despite being born into the Kraus family, his father and brother had never taught him anything about swords. So, the promise he made with Damian this time excited Alphonse more than ever before.

 

The stronger his desire grew, the more Alphonse found himself eagerly awaiting Damian's return. For the first time, he realized how slowly time could pass. He used to effortlessly skip through a whole night with just a short nap, but now, instead of napping, he spent the entire day staring out the window.

 

In his heart, he wanted to visit the family's training ground that his father and brother always used and touch a real steel sword. However, knowing that his father would disapprove if he went to the training ground without Damian, who hadn't returned yet, Alphonse refrained from doing so.

 

But this waiting was over as of today.

 

Last night during dinner, Alphonse heard the news from Arthur that Damian would return to Sarham today.

 

"Hee hee... What will my older brother teach me when he returns? The Dragon Slayer Sword, of course!"

 

Although Alphonse had never properly learned swordsmanship, he was dressed in imaginary, splendid armor and wielding a sword, fighting against a dragon in his imagination.
 



 


 

Lost in his imagination, ready to strike the doll with his wooden sword again, Alphonse's eyes caught sight of a carriage approaching the castle in the distance.

 

He immediately rushed to the window, blinked his eyes once again, and realized that it wasn't a figment of his imagination.

 

With that realization, Alphonse cheered and slammed the door, running outside. It was still not yet fully daylight, so wearing an outer coat was necessary, but Alphonse forgot about that fact and ran outside.

 

As he emerged outside, the carriage stood right in front of Alphonse's eyes.

 

In Alphonse's eyes, the carriage appeared as a large gift box. Excitedly approaching the gift box, Alphonse went closer. However, what was inside the carriage was not the gift Alphonse had been eagerly anticipating.

 

As the carriage door opened, a golden light poured out.

 

Similar to when Alphonse had rushed out of the castle, a young girl jumped out of the carriage in a dazzling golden radiance. With the sunlight shining on her, the girl landed in a stable posture and immediately raised her both hands, shouting in joy.

 

"Yaaho! Brother! Finally! We had arrived at Kraus Manor!"

 

"No, Noel! What if you suddenly run out like that?!"

 

Something strange had come.

 










--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 48: Morning Star (5)
 
The journey back home was incredibly simple.
 
Even if the distance between Sarham and Merohim was vast, spanning from one end of the vast empire to the other, it didn't matter. Just like when we first arrived here, all Joachim had to do was teleport the carriage carrying Elena and me to the front of the lord's castle in Sarham.
 
Joachim, who didn't want to part with his daughter, looked at her with a regretful expression until the moment she got into the carriage. However, he didn't delay our departure because of that.
 
Though it seemed that the gaze he secretly sent me at the end had a meaning different from his actions. Unfortunately, since I was the one who wanted to return to Sarham the most, his intentions couldn't be conveyed to Elena through me.
 
Joachim sighed for a moment at the sight of me making a face as if I didn't know what he meant, and then immediately activated the magic with a few words.
 
"I'll see you again soon."
 
In response, I bowed my head slightly in the farewell greeting. By the time I raised my head again, a pure white light had already enveloped us along with the carriage.
 
As the magic took effect, the strange sensation I felt when I first experienced teleportation swept over me once again, and the white world flashed before my eyes. Just like before, as the light subsided, we found ourselves in the Kraus lord's castle, not the winter castle.
 
A week was not such a long time, but perhaps due to the events in Merohim, the sight of my house that greeted my eyes felt more precious than ever before. Opening the carriage door and stepping outside, I was welcomed by a cool breeze different from the one in winter castle.
 



 

 
The sounds of birds chirping, which I couldn't hear in winter castle, reached my ears along with the vibrant colors of the flowers planted to decorate the yard. It started to sink in that this was not a monochromatic world of white but a colorful world, indicating that I had returned home.
 
"Are you that happy?"
 
"Yes. I am. Home is always the best."
 
As I spread my arms wide and took a deep breath of the Southern air, Elena seemed to find my expression amusing and couldn't help but chuckle. Nevertheless, I didn't feel any embarrassment.
 
What was wrong with me loving my own home?
 
For the past five years since I possessed Damian, this place had become the only resting place in this world for me. Therefore, there was only one place that could provide me the rest I needed, considering my current mental fatigue.
 
'Now it's only one year until the start of the original work...'
 
Like in Merohim, I didn't know what would happen to me in the future regardless of the original story, but at least for the time being, I thought I should refrain from going outside and took some time to reflect on what had happened so far. It was inevitable to be surprised by unexpected events indefinitely. I needed some time to calm my mind.
 
"By the way, the castle seems unusually quiet today? Father must be aware that we've returned."
 
Unlike usual, I looked around in the strangely quiet atmosphere of the castle. It wouldn't be strange for Father to be waiting for us at the entrance, but all I could see were a couple of guards standing in front of the iron bars, guarding the entrance.
 
Even though I had to leave due to my duties, I had made a wooden sword for Alphonse and promised to teach him how to use it before I left. But now, not seeing Alphonse anywhere made me feel uneasy.
 



 

 
Suddenly, an uneasy feeling washed over me...
 
Just as my relaxed expression was about to stiffen again, the door opened, and a person walked toward us. It wasn't a stranger. The person who came out of the door was Paul, the butler who took over Ken's duties while he was gone. I greeted Paul and asked if anything was wrong.
 
Fortunately, Paul nodded at my question and replied with a faint smile.
 
"The Count is currently in a meeting with a guest. That's why the atmosphere in the castle has quieted down."
 
Upon hearing Paul's words, my tensed face began to relax again.
 
Come to think of it, this was around the time when the Spring hunting competition usually took place. I had always attended the event without fail, but this year, I had completely forgotten about it due to various incidents and accidents overlapping.
 
If rumors from other noble families were to be believed, it would explain why the atmosphere in the castle was so calm. In my heart, I wanted to go straight into the meeting room and hand over this ring to Father as soon as possible, but I couldn't.
 
Lately, even in Merohim, incidents have been occurring around me more frequently, causing me to overreact to even small matters. It seemed like my nerves had become quite sensitive.
 
Meeting Father would only be possible after he finishes his meeting with the guest, so we decided to return to our rooms first. I approached Hailey, who was unloading the luggage, and tried to escort Elena to her room. However, Elena immediately took the luggage from my hands and declined, saying she was fine.
 



 

 
"Damian, you made a promise with Lord Alphonse. When we return to Sarham, you'll teach him swordsmanship. I've monopolized you for a while, so this time, I should give in to Lord Alphonse, right?"
 
She then smiled softly and added, "I don't want to be hated by him."
 
I nodded, saying I understood, at Elena's jokey yet non-joking remark.
 
Alphonse was an exceptionally talented child, wise beyond his age. However, when it came to swords, he expressed emotions no different from other children his age, perhaps because he hadn't learned swordsmanship due to his weak body, resembling our mother.
 
Of course, it wasn't as though Alphonse was particularly bothered by my brief escorting of Elena. However, Elena couldn't have been unaware of that fact, so her words were meant to hurry me to meet Alphonse.
 
As Hailey ended up carrying the luggage again, she looked at me with a sad expression, but I smiled and thanked her for her hard work. Then, I approached Paul, who had been handling Alphonse's affairs in Ken's absence and spoke to him.
 
"Paul, do you know where Alphonse is now?"
 
Alphonse's room in the main castle was a place where one could see the yard from the window. So if he had been in his room, he would have undoubtedly come out when he saw us arrive. But Alphonse wasn't here at the moment.
 
That meant Alphonse was somewhere else.
 
In fact, I had a guess as to where he might be.
 
"I saw Young Master Alphonse leaving early this morning. The maids said they saw him near the training ground of the knights. Since I haven't heard any news of his return, I assume he's still there."
 
'As expected.'
 
It seemed my guess was correct.
 
Thinking about Alphonse, who would be eagerly waiting for me at the training ground, I couldn't help but smile. It was good to be enthusiastic, but at least he could have waited for me to arrive.
 



 

 
I looked at the patriarch's ring that was still on my hand.
 
Until a moment ago, all I wanted was to hand it over to my father as soon as possible. But now, I felt relieved that the ring was still in my possession. If I were to take out the sword here without thinking, I might receive a scolding from my father later. However, maybe I should let Alphonse have his way today.
 
Alphonse was so happy even when he first held the wooden sword in his hand, but since it was a sword used by ancestors in legends, I was looking forward to seeing what kind of expression he would make.
 
***
 
Leaving everyone behind, I turned my steps toward the location of the knight's training ground.
 
It was a place located a short distance from the estate, where the 'Black Dragon Knights', which Kraus took pride in, were nurtured, and it was also my old playground.
 
It seemed a bit far-fetched to call a place where numerous excellent knights have trained a playground, but when I recalled the mindset I had when I headed there, I had no choice but to express it like this.
 
Although there was a separate training ground for the Kraus family members' exclusive use, it didn't mean I only wielded a sword there. That place was primarily used as a space for 'conversation' with my father, and in reality, the place where I spent time forging my sword was a general training ground used by other knights.
 
Of course, as the heir to the Kraus family, I had numerous reasons for going there besides training. One of the most significant reasons was to assess the state of my swordsmanship. Moreover, the primary motive behind this was to find someone capable of replacing my father, who was frequently absent due to work commitments.
 



 

 
So, my expression of it being a playground wasn't entirely wrong.
 
Facing them and exchanging blows with swords was like a game to me back then. That sentiment remained the same even now.
 
"I wonder how much everyone's skills have improved..."
 
It would be difficult to expect significant changes within just a week, but considering I just had a sparring session with Edelweiss' knights, I should be able to make an objective evaluation.
 
The weather was sunny and perfect for wielding a sword.
 
"No, no, get a hold of yourself."
 
Amidst the familiar scent of grass and the sight of the playground, I momentarily lost sight of my original purpose. Alphonse, who took delight in observing my sparring sessions with the knights, would not be pleased if his portion was absent.
 
"Haaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!"
 
A shout that indicated I was close to the training grounds echoed.
 
I could see the uniforms of the knights with the Kraus' symbol, not the Edelweiss', displayed. They were standing in a circle, presumably engaged in sparring. As I closely observed the circular fence they created, I could spot a small figure among the tall individuals, resembling a pole.
 
I silently approached the boy from behind.
 
Perhaps everyone's focus was on the sparring, none of the knights standing there noticed my approach. Well, that was a good thing for me.
 
"Yoo."
 
"Uh -kaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh ... Brother?"
 
As soon as I got closer, I lowered my stance and, without hesitation, put my hand between Alphonse's armpits. Alphonse shouted in surprise at the sudden stimulation, but he immediately turned around and showed a welcome sign when he realized that I had done it.
 



 

 
But I wasn't done here. When I made a sly grin and raised the corner of my mouth without saying a word, tension started to build on Alphonse's face as if to ask when this happened.
 
"Now, wait a minute..."
 
"No. No."
 
"Hehehe! Hahaha... Ah... Brother, it tickles!"
 
I stopped tickling Alphonse when Alphonse struggled violently and dropped the wooden sword he was holding. After picking up the wooden sword that had fallen on the ground and shaking off the dirt, I handed the sword to Alphonse again and asked,
 
"How have you been?"
 
"Fine..."
 
Alphonse replied with a lingering voice. I patted his head and checked if he was hurt somewhere. Despite that, he seemed to have avoided any reckless actions in my absence, which was fortunate.
 
Before long, the attention of the people around us turned towards us. If our commotion didn't attract attention, that would be more strange. But somehow, it felt peculiar. Although it wasn't unusual for pranks like this to happen, the gazes directed at us were mixed with an inexplicable tension.
 
It didn't take long for me to understand the meaning behind those gazes.
 
I turned my head towards the source of the particularly intense and piercing gaze.
 
In the center of the training grounds where the sparring had just taken place, only one person stood. That person was the owner of those gazes.
 
I looked up and stared at the face sending me such a gaze. The golden light reflected in the sky was so bright that it made my eyes ache. It was like the sunlight itself had taken another form on the ground. In the midst of those golden waves, our gazes met, containing the color of the blue sky.
 



 

 
"It's you!"
 
A bright and lively voice echoed in my ears.
 
The wind blew, and the clouds covered the sun in the sky, allowing me to finally see her clearly in front of me.
 
"Ah."
 
When I saw the girl standing before me, holding a sword, a surprised sound escaped my lips.
 
Although it was my first time meeting her, I immediately recognized who she was. Without a doubt, her appearance perfectly matched the description in the novel, and my mind quickly retrieved her name from the sea of memories.
 
'Noel Estelia.'
 
The princess of the Empire, and one of the characters who separated Damian from Elena in the novel. Therefore, there was no way I wouldn't know her.
 
'But, why is she here?'
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 49: Morning Star (6)
 
Noel Estelia.
 
The only princess of the empire that dominates the current continent.
 
As someone occupying such a prominent position, it was unlikely that anyone within the empire would not know her name. But aside from that fact, anyone who had read "The Princess is Loved" would not be able to be unaware of her name.
 
<The Princess is loved>
 
Undoubtedly, the protagonist of this story was Elena Edelweiss, but the one who made this story possible was none other than Noel, herself.
 
The actual beginning of the novel started with Elena and Damian's breakup, but the cause that made that breakup possible was none other than the encounter between Elena and Noel.
 
When the clouds parted, the girl's golden hair, shining like freshly melted gold, glittered in the sunlight. Along with it, her unique and vibrant energy gave the illusion that the sun itself had descended to the earth.
 
Yes, the sun...
 
She was a girl who, both externally and internally, could be described as the sun.
 
As the sun illuminates its surroundings just by its presence. The same goes for humans. Sometimes among people, there were those who were like the sun that changes the atmosphere around them just by their existence. Noel was also one of those people.
 
Therefore, the meeting between Noel and Elena could truly be called fate.
 
Just as the sun gives light and grows flowers. To Elena, who was trapped in the darkness of Damian., Noel became her light.
 
Noel actively gave Elena the courage to break free from her passivity and rely on her own strength. And the courage Noel gave became a decisive factor in Elena's decision to break her engagement with Damian.
 
Indeed, if one didn't call their meeting fate, the beginning of everything, then what else one could call it?
 



 

 
For that reason, even though I was Damian now, as a reader of <The Princess is Loved>, Noel's appearance was something I was somehow happy about.
 
It was absurd to say that I hesitated about the appearance of a virtuous character just because they become the cause of Damian's breakup. I hadn't done anything worth reproach like the original Damian. If I had, I wouldn't have been able to stand before Joachim already.
 
It was certain that the story began with Elena and Noel's encounter, but that was only within the story of <The Princess is Loved.>
 
I became Damian, and Elena was no longer a flower trapped in darkness like in the novel. At this point, where everything I knew had been turned upside down, no one knew what effect the meeting between Noel and Elena would have.
 
Perhaps through this meeting, Elena and Noel could become mere passing acquaintances, or their relationship could become even closer than in the original work. However, I could at least be certain that their meeting would never lead to something negative. Given their personalities, there was nothing that could turn a plus into a minus.
 
Despite knowing that nothing bad would happen, my complexion wasn't so good. I was still staring blankly at her while letting out a sigh of exasperation.
 
'Everything is fine. Everything is fine...'
 
'Why did it have to happen today, of all days?'
 
Obviously, I said that I didn't know what could happen in a year, but it wasn't even a few minutes since I decided to take a break. At this point, it was not strange to think that someone with malicious intent was intentionally creating this situation.
 
It was just my own thoughts, but upon seeing Noel right in front of me, I felt a sense of deprivation as if she had taken away my time.
 



 

 
However, I couldn't find any fault in her. With an innocent smile on my face, I awkwardly greeted her and could do nothing but raised my hand in greeting.
 
***
 
We were walking in the corridor leading to the Isillia Pavilion.
 
Perhaps due to the nearby flower garden, the scent of flowers wafted through the open windows, and gently filled the corridor. Following the scent, Hailey, who was walking beside me, quickly turned her head to look out the window with a bewildered expression.
 
Outside the window, an array of fully bloomed flowers adorned the world.
 
It was the warm fragrance of a distant spring, far removed from the melancholy.
 
Because she hadn't had any responsibilities so far, it seemed that Hailey, who had already spent time in Sarham, was completely intoxicated by the scent of spring, which she hadn't experienced in a long time.
 
"Miss, I think I somewhat understand why Master Damian seemed so pleased."
 
She was in such a good mood that she said something like that. I couldn't help but laugh softly in response to Hailey's words.
 
As soon as we arrived in Sarham, the sight of him getting off the carriage as if he had been waiting made him look like a long-awaited puppy returning home. He didn't have a tail, but it was easy to see from his expression how much he had been looking forward to returning home.
 
"Me too."
 
I responded positively to Hailey's words and, like her, I felt intoxicated by the fragrance of spring that wafted throughout the place.
 
It was not that I dislike Merohim's winter, but if I had to choose between the two, I would probably choose this place. In the Lordship of Kraus, the scent of spring was intertwined with his presence. Being here made me feel like I was with him no matter where I was, and that feeling was very strong.
 



 

 
In our intoxicated state, we had completely forgotten our original intention of going to the room and found ourselves stopping, gazing out the window, where the scent of spring permeated.
 
"Oh, Miss, look, a blue bird."
 
At the tip of Hailey's outstretched finger, I saw a blue bird flapping its wings and soaring toward the sky. With its feathers shining in a particularly vibrant blue, its presence stood out even in the colorful world.
 
Hailey continued to watch the blue bird flying around us with an expression of wonder, but I smiled knowingly because I knew its true identity.
 
Perhaps, by now, this scene would have caught the eyes of my master as well.
 
She probably didn't expect me to leave Merohim, so I think she'll contact me soon. In that case, even if she wants to come in person while I'm in Sarham, she won't be able to. Maybe she'll try to communicate through letters or videos?
 
I was not sure what method she would choose, but I should at least prepare some words in advance for a response.
 
As we continued to gaze out the window, even though we hadn't reached the room yet, we began to feel as if we were already stretched out in the room. Observing the blue bird had been pushed to the back. The gentle breeze of spring kept tickling my eyes.
 
Fortunately, before Hailey's eyelids completely closed, the bird flew out of sight, and we were able to return to reality.
 
I spoke to Hailey, who still had her eyes half-closed.
 
"I think we should go back to our room and get some rest."
 
"Hehe... It's strange, but ever since coming here, I keep feeling sleepy."
 



 

 
The composed appearance of the quiet castle also had some influence on creating this situation. Today, it seemed that the servants were less active. So far, the only person I had encountered after entering the castle was Paul, whom I met when I first entered the castle.
 
Given that the time he spends with Alphonse was unlikely to be just one or two hours, it wouldn't be a bad idea to spend the day lying in bed, enjoying the warm sunlight of Sarham.
 
Just as I was thinking that, footsteps could be heard in the distance.
 
- Tap. Tap. Tap...
 
The sound of footsteps echoed through the corridor.
 
Hailey seemed to have woken up from the sound, as her eyes, which were flickering until a moment ago, suddenly opened wide. I, too, felt a drowsiness that had been enveloping my whole body slowly dissipating as the sound of footsteps drew closer.
 
However, it wasn't my own conscious decision, like Hailey, to anticipate someone's arrival.
 
It was my body reacting to the approaching force that stood in stark contrast to the divine power within me.
 
In other words, it meant that someone with divine power was coming toward this place right now. As far as I knew, among those residing in Kraus' Lordship, there was not a single person with divine power... And suddenly, I recalled the words Paul had said to Damian before I entered the castle.
 
The sound of footsteps was no longer audible.
 
However, even so, my consciousness was more vivid than ever.
 
I slowly turned my head from the window and looked towards the corridor.
 
Familiar golden hair came into view.
 
Even though I had already guessed to some extent from the sound of footsteps, I couldn't help but frown as soon as I saw that face.
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            Chapter 50: Morning Star (7)
 
Estelia Academy was divided into two main faculties: the Faculty of Knights and the Faculty of Magic.
 
Although they both pursued the same goal of transcendence, they followed separate paths that couldn't coexist—the path of magic and the path of martial arts.
 
It was only natural for them to be distinct from each other. However, it was not unusual for students from different faculties to be seen in each other's buildings. There were many tasks that required students from different faculties to come together, such as joint projects or assignments given by the academy.
 
Yet, when a student from the Faculty of Magic entered the building of the Faculty of Knights, all the students from the latter couldn't help but focus their attention on this newcomer.
 
With snow-white hair, and eyes resembling translucent amethyst irises.
 
Only one person with such an appearance existed in Estelia Academy at the moment. A magician prodigy who stands on par with Erthuwen in the empire. There was no one here who did not know the characteristics of the Edelweiss duchy's blood relatives.
 
Elena Edelweiss. The girl with that name walked through the Knights Faculty building, leaving behind countless gazes directed at her.
 
While it wasn't unusual for a student from the Faculty of Magic to visit, this particular instance piqued curiosity. Students wondered why Elena had come to the Knights Faculty and what her purpose was.
 
However, Elena had no obligation to satisfy their curiosity. She ignored the directed gazes and turned her head, searching for someone who might be present.
 
'Did something happen?'
 
She started to worry unnecessarily about someone who couldn't be found no matter how hard she looked.
 
Even if something happened at the academy, there wouldn't be much to worry about apart from being caught by a professor. But just a few days ago, Damian, the person she was looking for, had fought against the infiltrating heretics here.
 



 

 
So, it was natural for her to be more cautious.
 
She waited at the place where they always met, but he didn't show up even after several minutes.
 
Since Damian was the type to inform in advance if he couldn't make it, Elena had valid reasons to think that something might have happened to him. His absence without a word was unusual. Could it be that he had been attacked by the heretics again?
 
'No, it's not possible, but...'
 
Elena immediately shook her head to dismiss such assumptions.
 
However, the surroundings were eerily quiet, making it difficult to maintain that line of thinking. If it was the person she knew, he would have caused some sort of disturbance to inform her of any changes happening to him. Even in unforeseen circumstances, Damian wouldn't act alone since they had promised to face everything together. Therefore, it was highly likely that he couldn't come due to a deeply personal matter.
 
"Um, excuse me, first-year Knight student. Do you know where Damian Kraus is?"
 
In the end, Elena grabbed a passing student and asked the question. The student seemed flustered by her sudden question, but he was able to provide an answer.
 
"Damian...? Ah, Damian Kraus. He was on his way to the main building garden with Prince Orcus earlier. But is something wrong...?"
 
"I see. Thank you for the answer."
 
After receiving the answer, Elena immediately ran towards the main garden where he was said to be, leaving the student who answered her question behind.
 
The answer had been found through the student's response.
 
However, Elena continued to search for Damian without stopping. Although it had initially started out of concern, she knew that she didn't have to look for him. Yet, she still walked toward where Damian was.
 



 

 
In fact, Elena herself was well aware of it.
 
She kept telling herself that she came to find him out of worry, but in reality, that wasn't the case.
 
The emotion Elena was feeling now was a sense of deprivation, as if something had been taken away from her.
 
It seemed absurd.
 
The promise she had made with Damian was the kind that could easily be canceled if the timing didn't align. It wasn't a meeting that required their presence together or the completion of a shared task. It was simply a formal and occasional gathering to exchange updates on the situation.
 
But even so, Elena knew that there was no falsehood in the emotion she was feeling. She couldn't shake off the feeling that something that should have been exclusively her time with him had been taken away.
 
Perhaps it was because the other party was Orcus that she was reacting so sensitively.
 
He was also from the Faculty of Magic, so there was a certain expectation of what topic Orcus would bring up when he purposely sought out Damian.
 
How did it end up like this...
 
Elena kept questioning herself as she ran.
 
Under normal circumstances, she wouldn't have acted like this. It was not uncommon for meetings to fall through due to circumstances beyond their control. It wasn't a significant enough event to elicit this kind of reaction.
 
But ever since Damian danced with Noel at the ball, something had started to change. Since that day, she had become fixated on the time they spent alone together.
 
The same place, the same actions, the same time, but everything felt different from before. She didn't want to miss a single moment and didn't want to share it with anyone else.
 



 

 
Although she had already turned back time once, she had never felt this emotion in her previous life. That was why she knew that this strange feeling she didn't know was the cause, but she couldn't give a clear answer on what to do.
 
As she stepped out of the building, she immediately saw the two standing in the garden. Damian, standing next to Orcus, with his golden hair glistening in the sunlight, was noticeable even from a distance.
 
When Elena spotted Damian, she calmed her breathing and slowly approached the place where they stood.
 
"So..."
 
As the distance between them closed, bits of their conversation began to reach Elena's ears. She didn't have to use magic to enhance her hearing, but the voice of Orcus talking to Damian was enough for her to hear.
 
However, because of that, Elena couldn't help but halt her steps as she approached them.
 
"So, now between you and Lady Elena. There's nothing between you and her, right?"
 
Upon hearing Orcus's words, Elena felt as if her chest had been stabbed by a sharp dagger. The fate she had changed for the first time after her regression. But who could have known that it would become the very thing she wanted to undo the most?
 
At that moment, she wanted to immediately refute Orcus's words with a reason, but the fact that she couldn't say anything only further tormented Elena's heart.
 
But above all, the most agonizing fact was that Damian didn't deny anything Orcus was saying. Orcus' words continued to drive a wedge into Elena's already messed-up mind.
 
"In that case, Damian. It may be a bit strange to ask such a question and say this, but what about getting engaged to Noel?"
 
Upon hearing those words from Orcus' mouth, Elena didn't wait to hear the rest and hastily fled from the scene. She closed her eyes and covered her ears, escaping into a world where nothing could be seen or heard.
 



 

 
She wasn't curious about whether Damian responded to Orcus' words.
 
No, she didn't want to hear it.
 
***
 
"Interesting, isn't it? Lady Elena."
 
Under the warm sunlight, Orcus' golden hair glistened.
 
Interesting indeed. When I think of our meeting before the regression, it definitely fits the description of interesting. But since he never knew it, what he was talking about must be our meeting before I came to the Kraus family.
 
It was a memory from quite a long time ago, but unlike other memories, it remained vividly in my mind. How could I forget something like this? This memory, which was nothing short of a turning point in my life, was like an eternal, unchanging gem.
 
Hailey seemed frozen, unable to react in time to Orcus' sudden appearance. Well, considering that just a moment ago she seemed relaxed as if she were about to fall asleep, it was already a good thing that she didn't turn pale and retreat when the prince suddenly appeared before her.
 
I stood in front of Hailey, shielding her from Orcus' view, and cautiously greeted him.
 
"Greetings, the Sun of the Empire. It is an honor that you remember our meeting."
 
Orcus' expression twitched as if he felt something strange about my response. There shouldn't be any mistakes in my etiquette, so why did he react like that?
 
Perhaps he noticed the change in his own face because he quickly smiled as if nothing had happened and replied nonchalantly.
 
"Haha. My apologies. The sunlight is too strong, that's all."
 
Well then, let's pretend that nothing just happened, he was saying that indirectly. As expected, he couldn't have missed me furrowing my brows at his face just a moment ago.
 



 

 
In response, I also replied with a light smile.
 
"By the way, I should have started with congratulations. Congratulations on your engagement. Lady Elena. Although it may not be a blessing from Avamama, I wish happiness for both of you in the future."
 
The light emanating from Orcus' hand turned into particles and scattered over the corridor. The warm sunlight's gentle warmth permeated my whole body, undoubtedly a pleasant feeling. But whether it was because of the sacredness of the foreign gods or because Orcus himself was the subject of the blessing, it didn't feel as good as when I received a blessing before, even though it was undoubtedly a powerful sacredness.
 
I smiled brightly and expressed my gratitude for his good intentions.
 
"Not at all. Thank you for your kind words."
 
Then, his face contorted again.
 
Does he always do that whenever I smile? Is this just my imagination? Orcus, too, seemed aware of that fact and looked a bit embarrassed as he gazed out the window and replied.
 
"Well... The sunlight is really dazzling today..."
 
For someone who possesses the divinity of the sun to blame it on the sunlight. There was really no excuse more cunning than this.
 
As if trying to change the subject, Orcus cleared his throat. Turning his head back to me, he spoke with a more serious expression than before.
 
"Setting that aside, your presence here means that Lord Damian is also here, right? Do you happen to know where he is?"
 
Compared to our previous conversation, Orcus' face, which now asked about Damian's whereabouts, seemed slightly shadowed. Even without him explicitly mentioning it, I could guess the reason behind it.
 
I shook my head in response to his question.
 



 

 
"I'm sorry. I don't know where he went either."
 
It wasn't entirely unpredictable where he might be, but it wasn't a lie to say that I only knew he went to find Alphonse.
 
As I answered that way, Orcus wore an expression of difficulty and muttered quietly, "Looks like it's a mess..." Then, he bid farewell, saying we should meet again, and disappeared from my sight once more.
 
Now that he was out of sight, I regained my composure to some extent and spoke to Hailey.
 
"Hailey, would you mind going to the room first? I just need to stop by somewhere and I'll be back."
 
"What? Where are you going, Miss?"
 
"The training ground."
 
After saying that, I immediately headed towards the exit of the castle. The steps leading there felt light, as if I had cast a spell.
 
It seemed that the reunion with an old friend would happen sooner than I had anticipated.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
 
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl
 
Join Our Discord for regular updates and have fun with other community members: https://discord.com/invite/SqWtJpPtm9]




            ---The End Of The Chapter---

                                        
                

                    
                            
                

                    

                            
                

                    
                            
                

                    
                            
                
            



        

                    
            
                    
            

                
                    
            

                
                    
            
                    
            

                
        
                    
                
                
                    
                    Join Our Discord

                    Be part of our amazing community!

                    Join Now
                

            


        

        
            
            




        


                                    
                    Comments

                    
                    

                

                    

        
            
        

        
            
            




        


        
            
            




        


        
                    
            

                

                    
            

                
                    
            

                

                    
            

                
                
            Chapter 51: Morning Star (8)
 
The sparring between the knights continued even after Noel left. Since she was just temporarily involved in their daily routine, there was no need to interrupt the sparring.
 
Upon observing the attire of some members, it was evident that they had been rolling on the ground, as dirt was smeared here and there.
 
While it was not unusual to roll on the ground during sparring, considering the person they had dealt with so far, it was truly astonishing.
 
I turned my head and looked at Noel. The clothes she wore resembled a knight's uniform rather than the typical attire of noble daughters, it was a pristine white color.
 
The decorations were not overly elaborate, but the outfit was designed to allow comfortable movement for the wearer. Just by observing her clothes, one could gather some insight into her personality.
 
Certainly, if she were an ordinary person, she wouldn't have joined the sparring among the knights.
 
Although she and those who sparred with her were knights with less experience within the order, they were still knights raised in Kraus. Just that fact alone proved their skill.
 
However, no matter how unique she was as a member of the royal family, it was still surprising to see her making those Kraus knights roll on the ground. After all, she was not an ordinary 16-year-old girl.
 
If I were to ask whether there were any normal guys among the people I had met so far, the answer would be no. But this was the first time I had witnessed it firsthand, so it felt somewhat shocking.
 
Even though I had memories from my previous life due to my possession, she was not like that in the novel. She was truly a genius with exceptional talent in swordsmanship.
 
"Wow!"
 
A long exclamation escaped from Noel's mouth, who was sitting next to me.
 



 

 
We—Alphonse, Noel, and I—were watching the knights' sparring from a slightly distant location. The seating arrangement was Noel, me, and then Alphonse. I wanted to switch seats immediately, but I couldn't move and change seats given the current situation with Alphonse already seated there.
 
Soon, the sparring among the regular members in the training ground came to an end, and the subsequent sparring began among the leaders of each group. Since the leaders were not ordinary knights, their exchanges, even in the form of sparring, were extremely intense, as if they could fatally wound each other.
 
As I watched their performance, Noel seemed eager to join them, like an arrow ready to be released. However, after briefly glancing at me, she restrained herself from leaving her seat.
 
'Just go if you're going to go...'
 
Just a while ago, she had sparred energetically with the knights in front of Alphonse, but now she inexplicably paid attention to my reaction. I couldn't understand the reason, but one thing was certain.
 
"Alphonse, I'm sorry. Let's postpone our promise for a little while."
 
"Okay..."
 
I couldn't fulfill my promise to Alphonse right away.
 
Since it was a family's swordsmanship, it was not something I could showcase to others, and leaving the Empire's princess alone and going to the training ground would be unacceptable.'
 
More than anything else, Noel glanced at the battle between the knights once and then turned her gaze back to me repeatedly. If she wanted to watch the sparring, she should focus on that instead of constantly sending glances my way.
 
However, whenever she looked at me, her gaze was so intense that it felt like I could hear some strange sound effect, as if it were from a webtoon.
 
It seemed like she had something to say, but she appeared to be forcibly holding back her words. In reality, apart from admiring the knights' sparring, she hardly said anything. However, due to people's perceptions, even without her speaking, I felt like she was trying to communicate with me.
 



 

 
-Clang!
 
The sound of swords clashing echoed through the space.
 
But Noel's gaze remained fixed on me.
 
She didn't spare a single glance for the knights actively sparring. Instead, she simply stared at me without uttering a word. At this point, it was becoming difficult to continue pretending that I didn't notice.
 
Noel's eyes, shining with a bluish light as if radiating rays, met mine. Truly, those eyes were burdensome for anyone who encountered them.
 
As it seemed that the sparring between the knights was reaching its conclusion, I cautiously addressed her.
 
"Your Highness, do you like swords?"
 
"Yes!"
 
"It seems so."
 
Noel confidently answered my question as if she had been awaiting it. I nodded in response. Just as I was about to conclude the conversation, she tilted her head, displaying a different expression than what I had expected.
 
I rose from my seat and made my way toward the area where the knights were engaged in their sparring. One of the two knights who had just clashed swords had already been determined as the victor. Seizing the opportunity, I approached one of them and extended my hand.
 
"Sir Carmen."
 
"Ah, Lord Damian.  But what's with this hand?"
 
"Let me borrow your sword."
 
"Yes? Uh... Here you go."
 
Without hesitation, Carmen handed me the sword she had been wielding moments ago. It was a practice sword. Though lacking a sharp edge, it matched the weight of a real sword, providing a solid and familiar sensation in my grasp.
 
Having sparred with the knights of Edelweiss before arriving here, I believed there would be no further occasion for me to handle a sword aside from when I taught Alphonse. Yet, here I was, once again holding a sword.
 



 

 
As I raised the sword, Noel quickly ran towards me. Her face was filled with anticipation like never before. However, the words I had for her were not to hold the sword but to return to her seat.
 
"Your Highness, would you please return to your seat for a moment?"
 
"Yes?"
 
She looked at me with a face of incomprehension. I smiled faintly and spoke.
 
"I also need to warm up my body."
 
Upon hearing those words, Noel smiled brightly and obediently returned to her seat.
 
I couldn't help but wonder if it truly brought enjoyment, but unfortunately, at least for now, I held no desire to engage in swordplay with her. As mentioned earlier, my body had already been warmed up through training and sparring with the knights, and my joints moved smoothly as if well lubricated.
 
There was only one thing I could discern clearly from her gaze.
 
'How strong is Damian Kraus?'
 
She must have been curious about Kraus' swordsmanship, but what struck her the most wasn't Kraus' sword skills; it was my strength as a swordsman of the same age as her.
 
As one could see, Noel Estelia was a genius.
 
A knight existed in a realm beyond the reach of ordinary people. Of course, Noel was far from ordinary. As the Empire's princess, she carried the bloodline of the gods, placing her firmly in the category of the extraordinary.
 
However, defeating a knight was an entirely different matter. Knights honed their martial arts over extended periods, earning their place among the extraordinary through their own efforts. Thus, their greatest weapon wasn't their robust physique as extraordinary beings but the skills they had refined through years of training.
 



 

 
Divine power and Aura. If she couldn't use these two, all Noel had left was her skill. Judging purely by physical attributes, fully developed knights surpassed sixteen-year-old Noel in terms of physical prowess.
 
Nevertheless, Noel emerged victorious in the sparring.
 
Even if her opponents had shown some leniency due to her status as a princess, they wouldn't have been defeated if they possessed superior skills.
 
She possessed the ability to nullify the efforts of those who had trained for years. That was why Noel was a genius.
 
When someone is said to lack talent, regardless of age, they inevitably become curious about where they currently stand. This curiosity has nothing to do with their inherent personality or character. It's simply a natural response.
 
And so, Noel was also curious.
 
Where does Arthur Kraus's son stand? How vast is the difference between him and herself?
 
In the future, things may change to some extent. But thus far, if people were asked to choose the greatest genius in swordsmanship, Arthur Kraus would be selected among the Five Sword Masters. After all, he became a Sword Master at the youngest age among them.
 
It was a sin to be born as the son of a talented father.
 
I wasn't entirely sure if I was a genius myself, but I had heard enough to know that I possessed considerable talent. In my current reincarnated state, I could imitate well enough to appear as a genius to others.
 
Hence, the method to avoid sparring with Noel was simpler than one might think. I just needed to cleverly demonstrate my superiority to her. The reason she was excessively interested in me right now was simply due to her curiosity about my skill level.
 
I didn't have to purposely diminish my skill level. Considering future events, it would be better if she developed some admiration for Kraus. I just needed to exhibit a level of difference that would naturally make her back off.
 



 

 
To be honest, I didn't have absolute certainty that she would retreat.
 
Even if I had read about her in a novel, she was nothing more than a supporting character who made an early appearance and exited the stage, not a protagonist or a major supporting role like Elena or Richard. Moreover, that portrayal was merely a fragmented part of her. From my perspective, I could only speculate and act accordingly.
 
For now, I was thinking, "No." If that were the case, Noel wouldn't be observing the Knights here; instead, she would be receiving one-on-one tutoring from my father.
 
"Sir Gwen."
 
"Yes. Lord Damian."
 
At my call, a knight who had been silently watching the sparring among the surrounding members walked out. Unlike the other knights, he wore the Knights Conquest uniform with four golden lines on his sleeves, indicating his leadership as the head of the Black Dragon Knights.
 
Even without me uttering a word, he already held a practice sword in his hand. After spending several years together, it had become a habit, so it wasn't strange anymore.
 
"You mentioned wanting to warm up. How may I assist you?"
 
He spoke to me with a polite face but an inappropriate tone. I snickered and laughed, then turned the sword in my hand and adjusted my grip before answering.
 
"Just as usual."
 
"Yes."
 
Sir Gwen positioned his sword towards my horse and assumed the distinct rider style of the Black Dragon Knights.
 
In that moment, the atmosphere around us began to shift. The playful mood among the others as they passed the sword back and forth suddenly became incongruous with the warm spring day, replaced by an eerie presence that settled upon the place.
 



 

 
Noel, who had been watching the scene continuously, displayed astonishment at the changing atmosphere. However, she was the only one among the people present who felt that way.
 
Even the youngest Alphonse was looking at me and Sir Gwen with a calm face.
 
Seeing Noel in such a state gave me a slightly fresh feeling. Now that I think about it, it was a normal reaction. Since everyone here had become accustomed to it, they couldn't possibly have such a reaction.
 
'Elena.'
 
When she first witnessed this scene, she was slightly taken aback, but quickly composed herself. Both of them should be equally exposed to this way of life, but perhaps it was because she was the protagonist that she adapted faster.
 
Well, it didn't really matter. What significance did it hold? She seemed a bit—no, quite—surprised, but oddly enough, it seemed to fit better with my current perspective.
 
I assumed my stance, holding the sword just as I always did.
 
Was this a change that felt different from before? Even in the midst of that, Sir Gwen, who had always remained silent towards his opponents, slightly parted his lips.
 
"You've grown."
 
I nodded my head at those words.
 
That was the end of it.
 
Using it as a signal, we both struck the ground simultaneously.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 52: Morning Star (9)
 
The imperial palace in Luden, the capital of the empire, was famous for its immense size.
 
Some individuals, particularly Noel's father and brother Orcus, held a dislike for its sheer magnitude, considering it unnecessarily large. However, Noel cherished it. The colossal palace, surpassing anything she could compare it to, felt like both a grand residence and a vast playground, and she adored it.
 
"Yahoohooo!!!"
 
"Your Highness!!! It's dangerous to run around like that!!"
 
Thus,  when she was young, she was able to satisfy her overflowing spirit of adventure simply by running around the imperial palace.
 
Like any other child, everything around her seemed larger during that time, but even without that, the imperial palace was vast and full of fascinating places. She could explore and run around there, expending her energy and feeling completely satisfied.
 
When Noel reached the age of ten, the emperor curtailed her freedom. To be precise, he merely instructed her to adhere to the protocols befitting the imperial family and forbade her from running freely within the palace any longer.
 
After all, he couldn't raise the only princess of the empire as someone who took his words and actions lightly. On the contrary, the children of other noble families had received education from a young age, so it would be more accurate to say that the emperor had left Noel alone until now.
 
Regardless of the reason, the fact remained that the emperor's words took away Noel's freedom. However, Noel complied with the emperor's will without any significant rebellion.
 
Being bright and full of energy did not mean that she was just an immature child; thus, Noel fully grasped the emperor's intentions.
 
Following the emperor's decree, she no longer laughed and ran around the palace.
 
As a result, one of the joys of the palace inhabitants, watching the princess happily frolic in the palace, vanished. However, the biggest victim was Noel herself. Overnight, she had to relinquish the playtime she had always cherished.
 



 

 
Now it was time to find new toys to play with.
 
The imperial palace was vast, but compared to that, the things she could do were limited.
 
The maids kept pointing at various embroidery and pastries, but Noel paid no attention to them. The same went for books. While she didn't avoid studying and accumulating knowledge, if asked whether she found it interesting or enjoyable, she would immediately answer no.
 
When she turned ten years old, many things happened in the royal palace.
 
First and foremost, the most significant change for Noel was that she could no longer freely run within the palace as she pleased.
 
That year, Orcus accompanied the emperor to observe the central government. Noel possessed the same eligibility, so initially, she followed them to observe. However, she found no interest in the clamorous disputes among the nobles.
 
Only Orcus listened attentively to those unpleasant noises and had a faint smile on his face. Seeing that, Noel felt a strong aversion, realizing that it didn't suit her. He and she were polar opposites. She knew very well that what Orcus found amusing did not resonate with her.
 
The emperor didn't say much to Orcus and Noel. Apart from cautioning Noel to be careful with her behavior, he didn't impose significant restrictions on them.
 
Thus, having experienced everything she could do inside the palace, Noel went outside.
 
Once outside, she noticed the appearance of the garden and tried tending to the flowers alongside the gardener. Unlike her previous activities, it was undoubtedly interesting, but she didn't feel the desire to continue.
 
It was a good start.
 
Still, compared to desperately searching within the palace, she saw a glimmer of hope outside. Little did she know that among the things she could do in that vast palace, she wouldn't find anything as enjoyable as freely running around.
 



 

 
Playing with flowers was enjoyable, but Noel wanted something more active, just like freely running around inside the palace before.
 
As her thoughts deepened, Noel found herself walking in a place she had never been before. It was ironic that the princess living in the palace didn't know such a place. But considering how vast the palace was, it was an inevitable situation.
 
"Your Highness, perhaps it's time for us to return now. You have come too far from the main residence."
 
"What's the problem with that? It's all part of the same palace, no matter how far away we are."
 
"That's..."
 
The maid who had been murmuring by her side seemed flustered. It was as if she wished Noel wouldn't go any further.
 
The more someone told her not to do something, the more Noel desired to do it. With her usual bright smile, she disregarded the maid's words and continued walking ahead.
 
As she took a few more steps, a sound reached Noel's ears. It was the sound of something solid colliding. The maid seemed irritated by the sound that kept bothering her ears, but Noel, unlike her, perceived the chaotic clattering as a beautiful melody.
 
Finally, Noel was able to find the source of the sound. In Noel's eyes, as she arrived at the origin of the sound, she saw the palace knights practicing their swordsmanship.
 
They were the ones who always protected the emperor, so their faces were familiar to Noel. However, it was the first time she had seen them wielding swords in such a manner. Startled by Noel's sudden appearance, the knights lowered their swords and greeted her.
 
"Your Highness?"
 
Despite the knights saluting, Noel didn't respond to the maid's embarrassed question. Without uttering a word, she silently walked toward the training ground where they stood. Observing Noel approach them, the knights couldn't speak and could only remain in their positions.
 



 

 
Noel stood in front of the knight closest to her.
 
Her gaze wasn't directed at the knight; it was focused on the sword lying on the ground. When Noel picked up the sword, time seemed to stand still for everyone present. It wasn't sharpened, but it was still a sword, and a young girl wielding it could potentially get hurt.
 
It was an item crafted for the purpose of being wielded by a knight. It was too heavy for a ten-year-old girl to lift the iron sword. And that was what they feared the most. If Noel attempted to wield the sword but couldn't overcome its weight and fell, there was a high possibility of injury.
 
As Noel's hand touched the sword, the knight standing in front of her immediately tried to stop her actions. The maid screamed and rushed toward Noel, and everyone present ran after her.
 
However, it was short-lived. All the people rushing toward Noel stopped in their tracks, their expressions vacant.
 
- Ugh...
 
The sword trembled in Noel's hand, emitting a faint shimmer. A faint haze of light enveloped the blade.
 
Noel effortlessly raised the sword. As she held it, her entire body was enveloped in the same light as the sword. The knights present in that place knew better than anyone else what that light signified.
 
As she swung the sword, a small gust of wind followed its trajectory.
 
It was still a gentle breeze, not yet strong enough to tear everything in front of her apart, but no one doubted that it would soon become a tempest that could rend everything before her.
 
After a single swing, Noel lowered the sword back to the ground. Having found what she would do next, she felt happy and laughed loudly, just like when she ran through the corridors of the palace.
 



 

 
This was Noel Estelia's memory of the first time she held the sword.
 
***
 
-Gulp.
 
Noel swallowed her dry saliva, experiencing a foreign sensation for the first time since she was born.
 
Her intellect clearly understood what she was feeling, but her heart didn't. It was as if she had been invaded by germs for the first time, lacking resistance to the aura she was experiencing.
 
Why was her mind so weak when it came to the tool designed to harm people, a sword, despite her exceptional skills with it? Naturally, Noel knew the reason better than anyone else. She opened her eyes, which had been tightly shut, and looked at the training ground where the duel was taking place.
 
There were still individuals exchanging their swords with a menacing force, their faces reflecting a coldness that could send shivers down anyone's spine just by watching the fierce exchanges.
 
Although sparring was surely meant to be carried out without causing harm to each other, it seemed that those two didn't think so. As time passed, their swordsmanship became more intense, yet their serene expressions remained as calm as when they first held their swords.
 
The atmosphere seemed similar to the previous sparring sessions among the high-ranking knights, but compared to the current duel unfolding in the training ground, it seemed nothing more than child's play.
 
Sparks flew as the swords clashed. Their blades entangled, and for a brief moment, their swords grazed each other's bodies. Damian's sword sliced through the collar of his opponent, who was called Gwen, while Gwen's sword grazed Damian's right shoulder. Even with their lethal sparring swords, it seemed that the two warriors couldn't kill each other's techniques.
 



 

 
Although they didn't use aura, their swords already resembled sharp blades.
 
It wouldn't be strange to shout for them to stop the sparring immediately, but no one present in that place dared to utter such words. Alphonse, sitting next to Noel, also watched their duel with an indifferent expression that didn't match his age. It was as if he was already accustomed to such situations.
 
Noel, too, had no intention of stopping their sparring. Observing their duel, it felt as if the worries she had kept in a corner of her mind were being resolved. Without saying a word, she followed their movements with her eyes. To keep up with their increasingly faster movements whenever their swords clashed, she had to empty her mind of any preconceptions and solely focus on the trajectory of their swords.
 
Every time Damian swung his sword, the sunlight reflected on the blade shattered and scattered into the world. His sword seemed to manipulate light, even though he didn't use aura. The blade was filled with light, and sunlight settled along the path traced by his descending sword.
 
'Are they using magic?'
 
Although she had witnessed movements that were impossible to achieve without aura, seeing such a sword solely relying on pure technique was a first for Noel. She had never felt this kind of emotion when clashing swords with a man widely known as a sword genius, and like Kraus, one of the three greatest martial art families in the Empire, Reinhard from the Cromel family.
 
Lord of Cromel, Reinhard Cromel possessed a sword that constantly changed like the shifts in the sky, making it difficult to grasp. However, it still remained within the realm of swordsmanship. Noel could understand its underlying meaning and discern the path to respond. But what unfolded before her now felt like an entirely different world from the swords she had known so far.
 



 

 
Even though Damian's sword was an ordinary one without a trace of aura, if she were to clash her own sacred sword infused with aura against Damian's, it felt as if her sword would be swallowed whole. In her imagination, Noel's sword had already shattered with a single strike.
 
Even though her turn hadn't come yet, she felt as if she had already lost.
 
However, Noel didn't deny such a feeling of defeat. In fact, it seemed like this outcome would occur if she were to compete with Damian using her current abilities. She had no reason to deny the clear difference in skill, and it would be as foolish as denying it. So, Noel shifted her mindset and looked at the training ground.
 
Rather than thinking about victory like before, she focused solely on how to defend against his sword.
 
The light that lingered alongside their swords swayed like waves. It felt as if illusions were simultaneously swinging swords from all directions. However, Gwen didn't avoid it. He firmly planted his feet on the ground, exerted strength, and twisted his body along with his sword. He didn't need to distinguish what was real. When Damian's sword approached him, he released his stance and effortlessly struck everything in front of him.
 
It was truly a fierce sword strike. The sword wind he created reached even here, beyond the training ground.
 
The luminous swords that had been swaying in the wind disappeared. However, Gwen's sword, even the one held in Damian's hand, wasn't severed. While soaring through the air, Damian rode the wind created by Gwen and passed his sword just by Gwen's sword face. Suddenly, the blade that Gwen wielded was transformed into Damian's sword.
 



 

 
Before Gwen could retrieve his sword, Damian's sword had already touched his throat.
 
Without a hint of hesitation, the sword extended forward and struck his neck. A line of blood appeared along the path the sword had taken. Gwen's head fell to the ground, and as the fountain of blood spurted out, the sky turned red. A person had died. And it happened during the duel. However, amidst the red-stained world, no screams could be heard. It was as if a strange noise was filling their ears. At that moment, a beam of light suddenly entered Noel's sight.
 
The pure white blade in Damian's hand, touched by the sunlight, gleamed brightly.
 
Only then did Noel realize that everything she had witnessed was an illusion.
 
The winner of the duel was Damian. Unlike the illusion Noel had seen, Gwen's neck remained intact, pressed against his body, and Damian's sword had stopped just before touching it. After Gwen, defeated in the duel, bowed to Damian and returned to his position, Damian's eyes turned towards Noel.
 
His sharp, dragon-like pupils seemed to penetrate her very soul. Noel didn't shy away from Damian's gaze. On the contrary, she met his eyes with a clear smile on her face and walked towards him, holding her sword at her side.
 
Perhaps it was because she had just witnessed the duel. Noel's heart was pounding fiercely.
 
The sword that embodied death was terrifying. To someone like Noel, who had never even thought about death, it showed how a person could die and even presented such illusions. If she didn't feel fear from that, it would be a lie. However, Noel's footsteps towards Damian, the one who had evoked such fear, felt light and filled with excitement.
 



 

 
Whether this feeling would persist depended on Damian's actions, but Noel was also looking forward to it.
 
Standing before Damian, Noel held her sword and spoke.
 
"Now it's my turn!"
 
".....Yes."
 
As Noel spoke with determination, it seemed that Damian had something to say to her, but he refrained from voicing it. He adjusted his stance and responded to Noel's bright gaze with a glimmering look in his eyes, then assumed his position.
 
Seeing Damian's smile, Noel somehow felt as if he had known from the beginning why she had challenged him to the duel. So, that was why. As their eyes met, she felt as though he could still read her innermost thoughts.
 
In that case, it was actually good.
 
As her stance fully solidified and her breathing began to stabilize, the smile completely vanished from Damian's face as he gazed at her. The same emotionless expression he had before his duel with Gwen was now present on his face.
 
Unlike what she had witnessed from a distance, the intense aura directed at her right in front of her was undeniably different. Every hair on her body stood on end. The cold sweat in her hands made it feel as if she could drop the sword at any moment, but there was no fear. In fact, she was looking forward to this. Noel smiled and swung her sword.
 
- Clang!
 
A sound she had never heard before pierced Noel's ears.
 
It was far from the clear sound that had accompanied her previous sword swings. It sounded like something breaking. When Noel looked at the blade she had swung, she could see that it was true. The extended blade had been split in half, presenting an embarrassing sight that couldn't even be called a sword.
 
The culprit who had split Noel's sword was precisely standing in front of her throat.
 
Though the tip was blunt, it still hovered there. She had no doubt that if he swung it, the illusion she had witnessed would become reality. Noel met Damian's eyes once again. Just as at the beginning of the duel, it was still difficult to discern any emotion in his pupils. His gaze, devoid of feeling, made it seem as if it wouldn't be strange at all for him to drive the sword into her throat.
 
The common hesitation she had seen in those she faced when she wielded her sword was not reflected in his eyes. There was only one swordsman standing before him as an enemy. Upon realizing this, Noel smiled and gently placed the broken sword on the ground.
 
"Hehe... I lost!"
 
At her words, emotion returned to Damian's eyes. He smiled and replied.
 
"Thank you for your effort."
 
Damian's brief response resonated deeply within Noel's heart, more than any answer she had heard from the knights she had faced until now.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 53: Morning Star (10)
 
To be honest, I was quite taken aback.
 
It wasn’t that I was surprised by winning against Noel in our duel. Undoubtedly, she was a genius, but she wasn’t out of my league in terms of skill.
 
The difference in our abilities was clear, and I knew I would emerge victorious in the duel against her. Perhaps Noel also knew that fact but still challenged me with her sword.
 
However, what surprised me was the process of our duel.
 
I saw the sword that Noel had dropped. That sword was, without a doubt, a misshapen piece lacking the proper form of a true blade. It was a scene I created, yet it still felt absurd.
 
I never thought the training sword would break. Could it have been of poor quality? Father oversees everything delivered to Kraus’ workshop, so such a thing shouldn’t have happened. Besides, if the condition of the sword wasn’t good, Noel wouldn’t have chosen to use it from the beginning.
 
In the end, it was my doing. Does that make any sense?
 
Certainly, wielding the sword with that intention was correct. I didn’t do it out of arrogance, but merely because I could. However, after the duel ended, upon careful consideration, it didn’t make sense anymore.
 
It was true that there was progress because of my practice in Merohim.
 
I could fully understand that through Sir Gwen’s duel with me. So, I know exactly where I stand now. It wouldn’t have broken in our first clash.
 
For a swordsman, the sword was like a lifeline. Minimizing the damage to the sword was directly linked to the skill of the swordsman.
 
It wasn’t too difficult to slice through a training sword in a duel, but if I were to hand a sword to any knight here and ask them to do the same as I did just now, it would probably be challenging to achieve within one strike.
 



 

 
If I truly grasped her skill, I should have been able to deflect the sword without breaking it. If there was truly nothing wrong with the sword, then it was her own choice. But why did Noel deliberately break the sword?
 
Many questions kept lingering, but as I looked at Noel standing before me with her bright smile, even though I couldn’t find the reason, I could easily sense that my action of breaking the sword was the answer she wanted.
 
Noel’s blue pupils sparkled like burning blue flames, showing a determination that she hadn’t revealed before. Though I initially thought she might be suggesting another duel, contrary to my thoughts, the words she offered were nothing but a word of gratitude.
 
“Thank you, Sir Damian.”
 
In those few words, her voice resonated gently in my ears, carrying a grace befitting a princess. The way she looked at me, her tone—everything was different, almost making me question if she truly was the Noel Estelia I knew.
 
“This was the first time I had such an enjoyable duel.”
 
What kind of fun could be found in that short sparring, which only lasted for one strike.
 
However, I could tell that Noel’s words were not just a formal thank-you. In her words, I could find what she desired and what I had fulfilled for her.
 
I looked at the small girl before me. She was an imperial princess, yet the look in her eyes as she met mine was that of a knight.
 
I never expected I would say something like this...
 
I spoke to Noel, who was about to leave the training ground, just like that.
 



 

 
“If you found it enjoyable, wouldn’t you like to do it once more?”
 
In response to my question, Noel stared at me blankly for a moment, then took a step forward, approaching me closely. She looked up at me with a faint smile.
 
It wasn’t as radiant as the smiles she usually showed everyone, but this small smile was the most beautiful one I had ever seen from her. In an instant, Noel’s face transformed into the familiar Noel Estelia that everyone knew.
 
After turning away from me, Noel chuckled as she had done before.
 
“Hehe... later, okay? I’ll practice a little more and challenge you again.”
 
“Do you think I might break the sword again?”
 
“Hmm? Hehe, well, even so, I won’t back down so easily the next time I apply for a duel! Maybe I’ll keep challenging you until I win.”
 
“Then it’ll never end.”
 
In response to my remark, Noel energetically replied, “Who knows?” and walked away. I also handed the training sword back to a knight who was waiting behind and followed her.
 
Come to think of it, I had thought about Elena’s meeting with Noel, but I had never considered the significance of my meeting with her. Considering the contents of the novel, Damian and Noel were not on very good terms. I wonder if there was a person with whom Damian was a good friend.
 
Nevertheless, for the current me, meeting Noel felt like a not-so-bad start. The first button seemed to be well fastened, so I hope it leads to a good fate.
 
“Huh?”
 
An odd voice came from Noel, who had been walking ahead. I also stopped walking and looked ahead as she suddenly paused.
 



 

 
There, a familiar white light was shining.
 
‘How long has she been watching?’
 
Elena. The sight of her, always welcome to see, came into my eyes. She was sitting next to Alphonse, intently watching Noel’s return. Noel sent a warm gaze to Elena, recognizing her, but Elena didn’t look back at her.
 
She was looking at me.
 
Why is that? Today, her once warm and beautiful violet eyes felt oddly cold.
 
***
 
When one experiences regression, sometimes one encounters similar experiences, albeit different.
 
That was the case with Noel and his meeting. They first met during the allocation test for the Knight Department at the Estelia Academy. Although I, as a student of the Mage Department, wasn’t present there, I had already heard about it several times from Noel.
 
The test for the Knight Department at the time involved simple dueling between students.
 
Certainly, fate should have disappeared, so it was truly puzzling why such an event was happening.
 
As I arrived at the training ground, I saw Noel’s figure. Despite being twins, she exuded a completely different aura from Orcus. When I saw her bright smile, I felt joy at the reunion with a long-lost friend.
 
However, this was the second time I turned back time, so I wondered if that was why it felt different. I didn’t feel the same emotions as when we first met. Of course, I already knew this would happen. Farewells in the first life and the second life were distinctly different.
 
On the training ground stage, he and Noel stood facing each other with swords. Seeing this, memories from the past were involuntarily triggered. Despite knowing that many things had changed from before, I couldn’t completely break free from the past.
 
“Ah, Noona!”
 
“Hello, Alphonse. It’s been a while.”
 



 

 
Alphonse greeted me with a cheerful voice, but I simply replied and sat down, looking at the training ground. I couldn’t even properly understand what emotions I had while gazing at the training ground.
 
Fear. No, it wasn’t fear. If anything, it was closer to curiosity. Was this someone’s prank or, like the previous regression, would Noel’s first encounter and duel with him happen again, yielding the same outcome?
 
Of course, it wouldn’t change anything, but it was merely within the realm of curiosity.
 
However, while I was observing the two as they assumed their stances, I noticed something strange. It was his attire that caught my attention. He was wearing the same clothes as this morning, but I could see traces of cuts and slashes that were not there before. On the other hand, Noel, who stood opposite him, had pristine clothing. I felt something was off and asked Alphonse, who had been watching their duel continuously.
 
“Alphonse, did Damian have a duel with someone before?”
 
“Yes! He had a duel with Sir Gwen. Oh, did you know, Noona? My brother finally defeated Sir Gwen completely!”
 
Alphonse answered with an excited face to my question, but upon hearing his answer, shadows clouded my expression instead.
 
I knew who Sir Gwen was without needing an explanation. He was the commander of the Black Dragon Knights, the most formidable force of Kraus, and the Sword Master, aside from Wilhelm. His skills were something I had witnessed before the regression, but because Damian had continuously dueled him here, it was impossible for me not to know.
 
So far, Damian and Sir Gwen’s record was a draw. Hence, naturally, I should be pleased to hear that Damian won, but I felt a bit angry.
 



 

 
“I stopped the sparring him with Sir Wilhelm that morning for some reason, but as soon as I returned to Sarham, Sir Gwen…”
 
“Who…Noona?”
 
Upon closer inspection, it wasn’t just his clothes that weren’t unscathed. It had become a common sight for him to have injuries all over his body after every duel with Sir Gwen, but today, I couldn’t just brush it off like before. He had been knocked down once during his duel with Wilhelm that morning, and it hadn’t been more than three days since he got up again.
 
So, the duel this morning was also not excessive.
 
As I pondered on these thoughts, the result of the duel was already secondary. Who cared about it? For me now, this was a more pressing matter.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 54: The princess has no friends (1)
 
My face reflected in Elena’s clear, violet eyes. At the same time, I could see her in mine.
 
When our gazes met, I felt emotions I had never experienced before, or rather, emotions I had never felt from her.
 
At first, I entertained the idea that Elena might be jealous that I was standing there with Noel. However, the aura that emanated from her didn’t give off any sign of such feelings, so I quickly dispelled that thought.
 
Was this what it felt like to face a frozen lake? I felt like I knew what emotions were reflected in her eyes. She was angry with me.
 
Encountering these emotions for the first time, I was taken aback and paused for a moment to think about the reason. But my feet had already stopped right in front of her, and I didn’t have much time to ponder the reason as the distance between us closed rapidly.
 
“Damian.”
 
Elena called my name and approached me. As I heard her voice, my closed eyes started to open again.
 
Noel, the princess, was standing in front of me, but Elena, as if she couldn’t see her, passed her by and grabbed my hand. A cool breeze carrying the scent of spring wafted around us. I couldn’t feel the bitter cold wind I had experienced so harshly in Merohim.
 
Contrary to my expectations, Elena’s hand holding mine was neither too cold nor warm. It was just a soft hand, radiating the usual warmth I felt when I held it. While Elena used to vent her emotions through magic, now her presence was calm, to the point where I worried if something was wrong.
 
I looked into Elena’s eyes again, but her emotions remained the same. However, after a while, I noticed a faint warmth in her icy gaze. When I followed Elena’s gaze, I could find the answer.
 



 

 
‘Ah...’
 
A very small line of blood was visible between my cut-off sleeves.
 
It wasn’t a big wound. At most, it seemed like a superficial scratch on the outer skin, and there were just a few drops of blood. However, this level of sparring was commonplace in daily life, but was this really enough to make her angry?
 
As I reached that conclusion, I took a moment to look at my own clothes and appearance.
 
It wasn’t just the sleeves that were torn apart. As I had rolled and tumbled on the ground in my recent fight, my appearance was far from presentable. I was covered in dirt and dust, making it seem like I had just come from a battlefield. There was hardly any part of my outer clothing that hadn’t been cut, and my body was marked with numerous bruises.
 
‘I have nothing to say at this point…’
 
Most of these wounds were shallow, not even bleeding, but just by looking at me, it was clear that I had been through a tough battle. There was no excuse I could offer Elena.
 
While I was still hesitating about what to say, Elena spoke first. She spoke softly, in a low voice.
 
“Damian. What did I say that morning?”
 
“You told me to stop the duel...”
 
“The reason?”
 
As I faced Elena’s cold gaze, my heart felt frozen, as if being pierced by an icy chill.
 
Though I knew her words stemmed from a desire for me not to get hurt, it was the first time I received such a look from her. It was exceptionally difficult to endure.
 
I wondered how it would feel if that gaze carried a different emotion, not sincerity. If I were still the original Damian, I would have received that kind of look. Even though it was just my imagination, it didn’t make me feel any better.
 



 

 
“I’m sorry.”
 
I didn’t answer Elena’s question and immediately bowed my head to her. After all, I had broken my promise with her. I had agreed to teach Alphonse how to use a sword and yet still engaged in a duel. Even if the other party was Princess Noel, I could have refused her request, but in the end, I did it because I wanted to.
 
Despite my apology, Elena continued to look at me with the same unchanging eyes. I forced a smile and added a few words.
 
“...I’ll refrain from sparring for the next three days.”
 
Only then did Elena’s eyes soften, and she smiled at me with the same warm eyes as before.
 
“You have to keep it this time?”
 
“I’ll try... No,  I get it. I promise.”
 
While hesitating to leave some room for negotiation, I immediately changed my mind in response to her rapidly shifting mood. Perhaps collapsing in front of her had such a significant impact. If Elena had come to me with a sullen face because of researching magic and collapsed, I think I wouldn’t have let her near the book for a few days.
 
Elena glanced over my body for a moment, then let out a sigh.
 
“What is this... Your clothes are completely ruined. At least change your clothes. You can’t use them anymore...”
 
“Uh, I didn’t think about that.”
 
“And there are more wounds than usual, aren’t there?”
 
“...I made a mistake.”
 
Elena seemed to be back to her usual self, showing more concern for my well-being. However, there was no room to argue because everything she said was true.
 



 

 
Carefully inspecting my wounds, she wiped away the blood with a handkerchief and went to fetch a potion. But the moment Elena left my side, someone caught my hand.
 
At the sudden contact, I turned my head to see who it was, and it turned out to be Noel, whom I had sparred with just before. I thought she had gone to Alphonse’s side, but apparently, that was not the case.
 
Noel’s sudden action of holding my hand was enough to stop Elena in her tracks.
 
Upon seeing Noel holding my hand, Elena looked at it with a different gaze than before, but I couldn’t feel what that gaze meant. My attention was focused on the strange golden aura flowing into my body through the hand Noel was holding.
 
At first, my body reacted sensitively to the unfamiliar energy, but soon the fulfillment it brought made me calm down again.
 
It felt as if I was igniting fuel deep within my body. The intense energy penetrated through my veins, reached my heart, and ultimately boosted my vitality, enabling me to move. This energy not only affected me internally but also had an external impact. As the light passed through, the wounds on my body rapidly healed. Observing this, I realized that this was the sacred power Noel possessed.
 
For some reason, though I felt overflowing with strength, my body felt drowsy. Perhaps it was because the origin of the divinity was the sun. I had a strange sensation that sleep might come over me at any moment.
 
As the radiant light surrounding my body dissipated, I returned to the clean state I was in before the recent duel with Noel. Not only that, even the minor things like muscle soreness that had lingered in my body seemed to have recovered.
 



 

 
Both Elena and I turned our gazes to Noel, who had a slightly pouty expression. She smiled brightly, as if she had been waiting for this moment, and said, “Hehe... Finally, everyone’s looking at me. Don’t worry about the wounds! I’ve treated them all!!”
 
When Noel’s gaze turned towards Elena, she greeted her with an innocent smile. Elena received the greeting with a smile and then returned her attention to the hand Noel was holding, which happened to be mine.
 
“By the way, Lady Elena. It’s been a long time! It’s so nice to see such a significant change in your demeanor!”
 
“Uh, really? Thank you for the compliment, Your Highness. But, uh...”
 
As Noel continued to talk, Elena kept meeting her eyes, but perhaps the hand she was holding bothered Elena because her gaze swayed dizzily. I quietly chuckled at Elena’s appearance.
 
Had she asked me that was I jealous of Richard at the last banquet? That was true. I felt jealous when she was talking to Richard. However, it seemed that this kind of emotion was not unique to me.
 
Elena’s confused look, not knowing where to put her eyes, felt different and cute. At the same time, I felt a peculiar sense of relief, knowing that she had similar concerns to mine. However, thinking that she would have the same worries as I did,  it was impossible to leave things as they were, no matter how cute she was.
 
It seemed that Noel wanted to freshen up the atmosphere between Elena and me, which was a bit odd. If we continued like this, the weather around us would look more like winter than spring.
 
“Thank you.”
 
“Huh?”
 
I moved my body and whispered a small thank you to Noel. Then, I gently withdrew my hand from hers and held Elena’s hand. I could feel the coldness coming from her hand, which bothered me quite a bit.
 
When my hand touched Elena’s, she reflexively tightened her grip around it.
 
Moving naturally, I changed my position to stand by her side again, facing Noel. This time, I raised my voice so that others around us could hear and thanked Noel once again.
 



 

 
“Thank you for the treatment, Your Highness. It was truly a blessing that couldn’t be called anything less than the grace of the sun.”
 
“Oh? Oh, yes. That’s right. Thank you so much for your praise! Sir Damian!!”
 
At my thanks, Noel hesitated for a moment, then returned to her usual high spirits and responded. I sent a glance to Alphonse, who had been watching us from behind. He seemed to have understood the meaning because he came over and stood beside Noel without saying a word.
 
I felt sorry for continuing to ask him for help, considering that I was the unfortunate brother who couldn’t keep his promise. I’m sorry, Alphonse.
 
“I’d like to guide you through the castle myself, but I look like this now. Instead, Alphonse will help guide you. I’ll greet you again after I’ve recovered for a while.”
 
I took off the damaged outer robe and draped it over my arm. Fortunately or unfortunately, the shirt I was wearing inside had fewer dirt stains compared to the outer robe, so it looked better. It didn’t mean it looked good; it was just relatively better.
 
“Elena.”
 
I called her name and leaned closer, giving her an expectant look. I hadn’t told her where we were going, but she probably knew the destination was my room. As we headed towards the path that led away from the training grounds and towards the main castle, we faced each other.
 
I recalled the look Elena had given me during the previous banquet. I tried to gaze at her with the eyes of Elena from my memories as much as possible.
 



 

 
“Were you jealous?”
 
I nonchalantly said my words, but deep down, I was curious about how she would react. I wouldn’t mind if she got angry again like earlier, and it was also good to see that white face turn red like before. I just wanted to see any kind of reaction, and it would make me feel good. Since I knew the reason for her feelings toward me, I felt happy either way.
 
Elena didn’t avoid my gaze.
 
In response to my words, she smiled broadly and answered concisely.
 
“Yes.”
 
I hadn’t expected this.
 
Seeing her relieved smile, I couldn’t help but smile back at her.
 
However, shortly after that, her pace quickened. At first, it wasn’t noticeable, but soon enough, she was walking at a speed that made me feel like I was being pulled along. Unable to see her face as she stood in front of me, I didn’t bother to match her pace just to see her face.
 
Anyway, it was cute.
 
Elena walked ahead, and I followed behind her. Though the hand connecting us seemed like it could break at any moment, I adjusted my speed to make sure it wouldn’t happen. Elena wasn’t running away from me either. She knew I was following her, so she didn’t turn around.
 
Before we knew it, we were running towards the castle. While it wasn’t an actual high-speed chase, I felt like I was moving faster than ever before at this moment.
 
The surrounding scenery passed by at a rapid pace, as if time itself were flowing swiftly. Yet, Elena and I were still holding hands.
 
***
 
After Damian and Elena left, Alphonse and Noel watched the knights fight for a while before heading back to their main castle. As Alphonse had been the one who first guided Noel to the training grounds, she had complete trust in his guiding abilities.
 



 

 
But why was that?
 
When she first came here and received guidance from Alphonse, she felt a sense of regret that she hadn’t realized back then.
 
Upon arriving at the main castle, Orcus, who came to the lord’s castle with Noel, was waiting for her at the entrance of the castle. Orcus thanked Alphonse, who was taking care of Noel, and let Alphonse into the castle. As Alphonse entered the castle, Orcus looked at Noel with anxious eyes and opened his mouth.
 
“Did you get into trouble again?”
 
For anyone else, being asked such a question upon arrival might be upsetting, but for them, it was just a way of saying hello. Especially in this situation, it was only natural for Orcus to be sensitive to Noel’s actions. As she had rushed out of the carriage like a gust of wind as soon as they arrived, it was expected to lead to this kind of conversation.
 
However, this time, there was nothing to call an incident or accident, so Noel was about to deny it, but she couldn’t when Orcus continued speaking.
 
“I bumped into Sir Damian earlier. His clothes were completely covered in dirt. Could it be...”
 
“Oh, no! That’s...!”
 
Before she could deny it, Noel hesitated for a moment in his response.
 
Obviously, it happened while Damian was sparring with Sir Gwen, but if one looked closely, the cause of Damian’s sparring was Noel herself.  She started to wonder what she should say in response to Orcus’ words. In the end, she just laughed it off.
 
“Ahahaha...?”
 
“You... No...”
 
Orcus started to say something but stopped himself. It seemed like he had some expectations, and he looked at Noel with a resigned expression before taking her into the castle. It was later when Orcus learned the full story of the incident while walking with Noel inside the castle.
 



 

 
As they moved towards the guest room Arthur had prepared for them, they began to discuss their experiences in this place. They didn’t care about others’ gazes, and even if some servants passing by overheard, the story was simple enough that it didn’t matter.
 
When Noel talked about Damian, Orcus seemed particularly focused on that part. It was at this moment that he found out the reason for Damian’s outfit. He had been relieved to know that Noel wasn’t the one responsible for Damian’s attire, but he was surprised to hear that he had broken her sword.
 
“Wow, is he that good in swordsmanship? Does that mean he’s the most exceptional among the current three major martial art family sons?”
 
“Well, I’m not sure.”
 
Noel didn’t give a separate answer to Orcus’ question. She couldn’t really explain it herself. She had clashed swords with the Duke of Cromel before, but she knew he didn’t take the sparring seriously due to his status.
 
As a result, for Noel as she was now, it was impossible to determine who was better between Reinhardt and Damian. Regardless of the outcome of their match, Noel was certain that she was beneath Damian, and that fact was somewhat regrettable.
 
‘Thank you.’
 
Noel suddenly recalled the words of gratitude Damian had given her.
 
She remembered he spoke in a low voice, as if only she could hear it. Why did he thank her like that and then thank her again? She couldn’t understand the reason behind it. The only thing that stuck in her memory was the fact that he let go of her hand and took Elena’s instead.
 
Did Orcus read her thoughts? It seemed like he did, as he brought up the topic of Elena.
 
“So, you’ve met Lady Elena too. She seems quite different, doesn’t she? Does getting engaged change a person like that?”
 
Noel was lost in her thoughts and let Orcus’ words pass by without responding. However, she noticed Orcus’ gaze from the side and realized that she had missed something. So she asked him.
 
“Huh? What do you mean?”
 
Orcus continued talking about Elena as the topic of Damian came up. Noel nodded in agreement with Orcus’ observations. Indeed, the Elena she saw today was not the shy and introverted little girl she had met before.
 
But strangely, Noel found the current Elena even more appealing.
 
Though their first meeting was brief, perhaps because Elena was of a similar age, Noel had inwardly considered her as a friend. Many things had changed since their previous encounter, including the atmosphere, but Noel couldn’t help but think Elena looked amazing now.
 
However, those warm thoughts took a different direction.
 
“Huh? But wasn’t Elena definitely from the Edelweiss family? Sarham is far from here. Why is she here?”
 
Seeing Damian and Elena converse, it seemed they had known each other for quite some time. Noel took a guess that they might be close friends and, without realizing it, mumbled that she wished to be in a similar relationship with them. Hearing her small murmur, Orcus furrowed his brow and sighed before answering her question.
 
“You seem to have forgotten why we came here.”
 
“Right, Kraus’ engagement... Ah.”
 
Orcus’ response was short but clear enough to answer Noel’s doubts.
 
As if a cloud had momentarily passed over the sun, the brightness vanished from Noel’s face upon hearing Orcus’ words. In that moment, it felt like the world had turned upside down. She was experiencing a complex and subtle emotion she couldn’t quite put into words.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
 
[TN: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl
 
Join Our Discord for regular updates and have fun with other community members: https://discord.com/invite/SqWtJpPtm9]




            ---The End Of The Chapter---

                                        
                
                            
                

                    

                            
                

                    
                            
                

                    

                            
                

                    
                            
                

                    

                            
                

                    
                            
                

                    
            



        

                    
            

                
                    
            

                
                    
            

                

                    
            

                
                    
            

                
                    
            

                

                    
            
                    
            
        
                    
                
                
                    
                    Join Our Discord

                    Be part of our amazing community!

                    Join Now
                

            


        

        
            
            




        


                                    
                    Comments

                    
                    

                

                    

        
            
        

        
            
            




        


        
            
            




        


        
                    
            

                
                    
            

                

                    
            

                
                    
            

                
                    
            
                
            Chapter 55: The Princess has no friends (2)The corridor of the castle was quiet, devoid of any signs of activity or people.
Since my arrival, the castle had maintained a quiet atmosphere, but the current stillness couldn’t be attributed to Orcus and Noel’s visit.
Even though the castle was quiet, encountering servants in the corridors was a separate matter. I was aware that my actions might have influenced this current stillness, but I wasn’t sure how they perceived it as I held his hand and walked toward my room.
I had a similar experience at Winter Castle.
Unfortunately, my intention wasn’t to create a romantic moment as they might have thought. However, the fact that nobody paid attention to us allowed me to lean against the door and rest comfortably.
Strangely, there was no strength in my legs. Perhaps it was because I had rushed here to arrive quickly.
No, it wasn’t that I was out of breath or anything like that. No matter how much time passed, the pain, which I should have felt if I overdid it, did not come, and rather, the feeling of exhaustion that started in my legs began to spread throughout entire my body.
As if I was expelling my soul, I took deep breaths in and out. After repeating this several times, my body, which had felt like it was about to collapse, regained some strength, albeit weakly. My mind was trying to find the cause of this current state and why it was happening, and the closer I got to an answer, the faster my recovery seemed to progress.
Not bad, I thought. The previous sense of exhaustion and the current feeling of fullness were both satisfying.
When I looked up and gazed ahead, my face faintly reflected on the castle’s window.
In the windowpane, a pure white girl was softly smiling, looking directly into my eyes. Seeing my face reflected in the window, I closed my eyes for a moment and covered my face with my hands.
 



 

Suddenly, I remembered what he had asked me before coming here.
‘Were you jealous?’
'Yes...' I replied.
Now that I think about it, I wondered if he was aiming for that and asking me on purpose. Of course, unlike him then, I spoke my mind honestly.
In fact, his question probably did not necessarily require a truthful answer.
Just because he asked me that question meant he already knew the answer.
It was clear that the emotion I felt back then wasn’t just simple jealousy. So, strictly speaking, my answer to him, as well as his question, was incomplete.
Even before I met Noel, I thought I had sorted out everything in the past, but as soon as I saw her face, I was caught up in the past again.
On the outside, I wasn’t telling the truth by saying at it was just curiosity, but deep inside I knew that the worry that the past would not repeat itself because of this sparring did not disappear deep in my heart.
The anxiety that had been overshadowed by my concern for him up until now suddenly rushed in. Though I knew Noel holding his hand was merely a therapeutic act, nothing more, my heart refused to understand it.
Jealousy...
That word might also be appropriate, but the emotion I felt went beyond that—despair, perhaps.
‘Why don’t you confess your feelings? You know everything already.’
The present Noel, holding his hand, seemed to say those words directly to me.
The sharp words she once told me, which were like a piercing dagger, echoed in my mind. Unlike before, this time I clearly conveyed my feelings. I didn’t repeat the same mistake as before. Yet, the ringing in my head persisted.
 



 

Everything I had experienced since the regression felt meaningless. Looking back now, I could say I definitely overreacted to the simple act of holding hands. But as someone whose rationality was paralyzed, I couldn’t think rationally.
I couldn’t straightforwardly tell him about these feelings. To him, who had no memories of our previous life before the regression, these emotions were incomprehensible. Moreover, because he held my hand, the significance of him holding her hand had vanished, so there was no need to reveal it.
When I felt his touch, the ringing in my head finally disappeared. It felt like I had finally managed to escape from the past.
After the regression, almost everything had changed. The most reassuring thing for me was him holding my hand in front of Noel. It made me feel a bit bitter, and I reflected on how narrow-minded I was.
Well, it was okay to be a bit narrow-minded. I felt so good right now.
As I silently laughed, I heard a sound from behind the door, and I moved my feet. I heard the sound of shoes slowly approaching this place. I turned my body to prepare to meet him, and when the sound stopped, the door opened, revealing him neatly dressed.
He looked at the slightly wrinkled hem of my dress with a worried expression and asked.
“Did you wait long?”
“Not really.”
I smiled and answered his words.
***
After changing clothes in the room, I spent some time sitting with Elena.
I had promised to greet Noel again, but considering the size of the lord’s castle, it would be inefficient to roam around looking for her.
 



 

No matter how much she was of the royal family, there was no need for me, as Kraus’ small household owner, to follow her around like a puppy.
I struck the silver bell, which I hadn’t seen in a long time, called the attendant, and asked him to bring refreshments and drinks.
Now my father would know where I was, so Elena and I would have to wait patiently in the room until Father called.
It was not that I didn’t have a desire to take a break for a while, but... Actually, this was my true intention. Just returning home and encountering the bomb called the royal family, my mental energy was depleted.
Even if Noel had a good relationship with Elena, Orcus, that man, was someone who could become a fateful connection for Elena. Although the moment he fell for Elena would happen later due to some event, he was still one of the three male candidates for me.
While it was true that Orcus was not the scum who would touch someone with a fiancée, still, anything was possible.
However, even if I put that aside and think about it, the imperial family visit was a matter that required some consideration.
Noel, that girl, was not the type to come here saying, “I came to challenge you because I heard the Knights of the Kraus’ family are very skilled!” Even so, something must be the reason behind their movement.
Father, the head of the household, surely knew more about it than anyone else, so I didn’t worry too much about it. Still, I couldn’t shake off the feeling of unease, so I decided to think about the reason.
If it were a genuinely serious problem, he would have offered help or something. Since that was not the case, it might be a more straightforward issue. Still, knowing something was better than knowing nothing, right?
 



 

It wouldn’t be bad to take some time and think about it.
“Young Master, I’ve brought refreshments and tea.”
“Come in.”
Luckily, refreshments were prepared just in time, so everything was fine.
The attendant arranged tea sets and refreshments on the table, bowed his head once, and left the room without a word. I was curious if Father had left any message, but apparently, there was none.
I poured tea into the cups placed between Elena and me and uncovered the cover that the attendant had brought.
Familiar refreshments that seemed to have been made by the chef, whom I hadn’t seen in a while, came into view. As soon as I opened the cover, Elena picked up a macaron and took a bite.
“Mmm~”
Cream oozed out as she bit into the macaron, and it smudged the corner of Elena’s mouth. But she didn’t mind and continued to stuff the macaron into her mouth.
This was also a sight that could only be seen in Sarham. The macaron made in the winter castle kitchen was not to her liking, so she did not enjoy eating it like this.
A week, maybe?
It hasn’t been a long time, but it felt like it had been a while since I saw this sight.
I watched her absentmindedly eating macarons, and somehow, I forgot that I was looking at her. I only noticed when all the macarons disappeared from the plate, and her hand stopped moving.
Now, the only trace of the macaron here was the cream smeared on Elena’s mouth.
Elena looked at me with eyes that seemed to be longing for something. I could see it clearly as if I was looking through the transparent glass, and she smiled brightly, looking quite charming.
 



 

Her gaze was quite explicit.
Where did the person who blushed when I fed her macarons go?
However, I had no intention of simply doing what she wanted.
Among the refreshments on the plate, I picked up a bar-shaped snack about the size of my palm.
As I held the snack in front of her, Elena glanced at me for a moment, as if hesitating, then finally started biting into the snack. Unlike before, she didn’t deliberately keep a poker face. She naturally smiled while eating the snack, just like she did with the macaron earlier.
As time passed, the bar-shaped snack, which was about the size of a small pencil, became as small as it was. And the distance between my fingers holding the snack and her lips became closer.
Elena would also be aware that the current situation overlaps with the previous situation. However, she no longer had the shyness she had before. Instead of approaching timidly like before, she moved boldly with each mouthful.
I was aware of that as well.
Slowly...
As she chewed the snack, she came closer. If she moved once more, her lips would touch my finger holding the snack. Elena promptly bit the snack. However, my hand was slightly quicker than her mouth.
Just before Elena’s lips touched my finger, I broke the snack.
Her eyes widened unexpectedly. But my hand didn’t stop there. I took the remaining piece of the snack near her lips and then scooped up a little cream remaining there and put it in my mouth.
“Huh?”
Only then did Elena’s expression begin to crumble. Indeed, her face blushing like that suited her better.
 



 

“It’s sweet.”
I quietly commented while chewing the snack.
Although the cream in the macaron was too sweet, the softness of the bar-shaped snack somewhat neutralized it. Nevertheless, it was still sweet.
As the snack passed my throat, I brought the teacup to my mouth to overcome that stickiness.
And in that moment, an unexpected voice came from somewhere.
“Yes, it is sweet.”
“Sp-”
I stopped as I heard the voice coming from the side. Fortunately, it was just as I was about to drink the tea. I almost spilled all the tea outside.
I wiped my wet lips with a handkerchief and turned my head. Of course, the voice belonged to my old family member and butler. It was Ken.
When did he come in?
As I was about to ask him that question, he looked at us again with a benevolent smile and said.
“It is sweet.”
I kept my mouth shut.

--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 56: The Princess has no friends (3)I gently picked up the teacup that I had set down earlier and took another sip, feeling my throat constrict.
The window in the room was open, and the cool spring breeze continued to flow in, but the heat simmering inside me showed no signs of subsiding. Despite my efforts to lower the temperature, Ken’s gaze, silently fixed on us, kept raising it back up as soon as I became aware of his eyes.
Even if I wanted to say something, I couldn’t find the right words. No, even if I managed to say something, the moment Ken uttered just a few words, I would be unable to speak anymore.
Fortunately, Ken didn’t say anything to break the silence. He simply smiled contentedly and stood still, watching us with warm eyes.
As time passed, I started to get used to it.
‘I should be thankful that Ken isn’t a talkative person.’
If the person in this situation was my father instead of Ken, he would have kept grumbling about what happened earlier, making me feel even more uncomfortable. Thinking that way, I felt more at ease and even felt grateful that the person here right now was none other than Ken.
At least Ken wasn’t making fun of me.
‘It is sweet.’
Initially, I thought he was teasing me with that remark.
I looked up at Ken blankly, and he was smiling with an expression as if he knew nothing. Yet, it seemed like his gaze subtly encouraged me to do something. I responded to Ken’s look with a simple shake of my head and took another sip of my tea.
As the atmosphere relaxed a bit, I decided it was time to address the main issue. Observing Ken, who was completely engrossed in watching me and Elena, I eventually called out his name.
 



 

“Ken.”
“Yes, my lord.  Do you need something? Oh, by the way, it seems you have run out of bar snacks. I’ll go back to the kitchen and get some more. Perhaps it’s not enough just to have bar snacks; it might be nice to add some whipped cream to make them ‘sweet.’”
‘No, this old man is really...’
“That’s not what I wanted to talk about. Ken, there’s something I need to discuss with you.”
Surely Ken wouldn’t have come to my room for no reason, and it was clear that my father had ordered Ken to call me and Elena.
But still, I thought we would have more time to enjoy the refreshments. It didn’t take long for Ken to come after the refreshments arrived, so perhaps my father had immediately told him what he wanted to say.
Now that I thought about it, I had forgotten to think about why Noel and Orcus had come to Sarham.
Well, it was probably fine now. As I would soon hear the reason from my father anyway.
Though it was merely speculation, if it turned out to be true, it could be something of great importance. However, do we really have enough time to discuss it leisurely now?
However, contrary to my thoughts, Ken took out a pocket watch and smiled mischievously. Then, looking at me with a reassuring expression, he replied.
“You don’t need to worry too much, Young master. You’ll have plenty of time to enjoy refreshments with the young lady.”
“Ah, yes...”
I smiled bitterly at his answer and looked at Elena again. She chuckled lightly at Ken’s words about having enough time, and when she noticed my gaze, she gave me an enigmatic smile.
“Nyum~”
Elena’s face, which had been stained red just a few minutes ago, had returned to its original state as she was cutting the cake and putting it in her mouth, gazing at me.
This situation had me completely trapped.
I thought I could leave as soon as possible to escape the earlier awkwardness, but Ken left no room for escape. Elena also seemed to have grasped something from Ken’s words, and her earlier blush had vanished.
 



 

Elena had witnessed the exchange between Ken and me, so she was no longer in the same flustered mood as before.
Rather, it seemed that Elena was now happy to have acquired a good way to tease me, and she was biding her time to strike. Or perhaps she was just enjoying watching me squirm.
Ken had entirely changed the dynamics.
Now, she was the one teasing, and I was the one under attack.
“Haha...”
Though Elena didn’t say anything, her eyes seemed to say, “Be prepared!”
In response, I looked away slightly and sipped my tea again.
But did she know why I felt so tense right now?
I mean, when have I ever been like this? Honestly, Elena’s preparation for an attack was quite cute, like that of a small animal, not a predator, more like a puppy or a cat... well, some small animal like that.
I felt sorry for Elena, but her peculiar gaze not only made me uneasy but also made me want to keep observing her.
If we were the only two people in this room, I might have enjoyed her gaze purely. However, the problem was that there were others present besides us.
I didn’t know if it was because I was easily embarrassed, but I felt like I couldn’t treat Elena the way I usually do, conscious of the gazes of others.
I wasn’t the kind of person who cared about what other people thought, except for Elena. When we were alone together, I didn’t care, but the thought that someone else might be watching us made my face heat up.
 



 

The nervousness I felt now was all because of that.
Even though it was Ken standing behind me, someone who knew more about the relationship between me and Elena than anyone else, his gaze still weighed on me.
I felt like I should somehow send Ken out of the room or leave myself, but today, since Ken was on Elena’s side, there was nothing I could do.
Feeling a bit desperate, I looked at the empty plate and asked Elena.
“Should I bring more refreshments? It seems like we’re running out.”
“Oh, it’s okay, Damian. Soon it’ll be dinner time, and we probably won’t need more refreshments. Um... but if you really want something ‘sweet,’ I can add whipped cream to it.”
“No, it’s okay.”
‘I give up!’
***
While Elena seemed to enjoy teasing me, we couldn’t stay in the room forever. After a while, the time Ken mentioned arrived, and Elena and I followed him to where my father was.
Though we hadn’t reached our usual path with Ken yet, I could guess where we were heading. As expected, we arrived at the dining room.
It was still too early for dinner, but it was clear why we were there—the table was empty, with no food prepared.
“It’s been a while since I saw all of your faces. So, did you enjoy your time in Merohim?”
As we entered, the first thing I saw was my father’s face. He seemed to have let his beard grow, and it was noticeably longer than when I last saw him.
In response to my father’s question, Elena and I nodded slightly, and I answered.
“It was quite enjoyable. But I think Sarham suits me better. By the way, Father, did you grow your beard? You seem to look older than before.”
 



 

“Is that so? Then it’s just as I intended. After living for so long with a youthful appearance, I wanted to experience aging a bit.”
“If any of your noble friends hear that, they’ll probably be furious, don’t you think?”
Like Duke Joachim, for instance. My father chuckled at the mention and nodded lightly.
“Yes, that’s precisely why I’m doing it.”
Of course, it was my same old father. He never changed.
Well, no one could change in just a week.
Father took a chair and sat down, gesturing for Elena and me to do the same.
The seat that Father always sat in, the table head, remained empty as if intentionally left vacant. The chairs were arranged in a way that everyone could face each other around the rectangular table, with two chairs visible on the opposite side of Father’s seat. I naturally sat next to my Father, and Elena took the seat next to me.
There was one more chair remaining on our side, where we sat in a row. I knew it was Alphonse’s seat. Father looked at the empty chair next to me for a moment, then turned back to me and spoke.
“Alphonse will be joining us soon, so you don’t have to worry.”
“That’s good to hear. But there’s something I’d like to ask, if you don’t mind.”
As I glanced at the two chairs in front of me, Father chuckled lightly in response.
“Of course, go ahead. It’s not something difficult to answer. But before that, let me ask you something first. Are you okay with it?”
“Yes.”
“What exactly happened in Merohim?”
 



 

For a moment, my father’s eyes gleamed sharply.
Those golden eyes, much like mine, resembled a dragon soaring in the sky, overseeing everything below. Yet, despite facing such a powerful gaze, I felt neither fear nor discomfort. All I saw was Father’s concerned eyes, at the center of the powerful flow shaking the world.
In response to my father’s question, I calmly recounted what had happened in Merohim.
“The duke held a banquet two days after we arrived. Thanks to that, I had to receive dance practice from Elena for only two days.”
“Uh… is that so?”
“I think that’s why I danced quite well on the banquet day, right? Elena?”
“Didn’t you hug me because your feet gave out at the end?”
“Let’s just consider it a part of the performance and move on.”
My father’s expression began to change oddly as he listened to my account.
Perhaps he didn’t want to hear this story. However, the events I experienced in Merohim were nothing but ordinary daily life that I could have experienced in Sarham. If anything, Sarham was even more peaceful, as I had never encountered monsters here.
In any case, I shared everything I could, such as meeting the Twilight magic tower master and going on a date with Elena at the Merohim night market. I couldn’t mention my encounter with Theia as it was a secret. Yet, even if my father had heard about it, my response would not be what he expected.
“In the end, I returned home after sparring with the knights of Edelweiss. It seems Wilhelm’s training was highly effective; everyone’s skills were remarkable.”
“If it’s that old wolf from the northern region, no wonder. Even when I was young, he was a figure who undoubtedly ranked among the Empire’s strongest knights. Of course, your grandfather too... Never mind. Is this truly the end?”
 



 

“Yes. After that, just like when the Duke went back, he sent us back using teleportation magic.”
“Hah…”
After hearing my story, Father made a sound that seemed like a sigh of relief. Elena nodded, affirming the truth of my words.
“Well, I have nothing to say, but suddenly the world feels so unfair.”
“To say something like that out of the blue... Are you feeling guilty, father?”
“That’s not something you should say, you brat! You haven’t even turned 20 yet, and you are already on the verge of becoming a Sword Master... I couldn’t understand why my father used to look at me that way when I was young, but seeing your talent, I sympathize with him now!”
Father laughed heartily, eventually proclaiming it was Kraus’ victory this time as well.
However, I didn’t respond to Father’s words. Well, that was because I knew who would eventually surpass him and become the youngest Sword Master on the continent.
Of course, that person’s journey to becoming a Sword Master would take time and be part of a story unfolding in the future.
Perhaps that individual was now gazing at the same goal as I was.
Reinhard Cromel, the current Sword Master of Cromel and the future top-ranked swordsman on the continent... Wasn’t that person the epitome of irrationality? He wasn’t even like me, yet he reached the level of a Master just after turning 20 with the help of a single talent.
Did Father ignore the information about him?
Just thinking about that guy made me uneasy.
When I didn’t consider him a rival before, it didn’t bother me, but now he might become an unpredictable variable. He could be an ally, but he could also be an enemy. The mere thought that Reinhard might be looking at the same goal as I was suddenly made the world feel unfair.
 



 

No, I’d prefer to think it that way.
Otherwise, how would he become a Master at such an age if it wasn’t his goal?
It’s not like he was the protagonist of a novel, smoothly leaping over stages—like a snake jumping over a wall*.
“Hah! How does it feel to suddenly itch all over? It’s been a while since I had a chat with my son. I heard you already competed and defeated Gwen, that guy.”
“Um...that’s...”
I wondered if Father’s eyes now gleamed with a different meaning, as if he had somewhat organized his thoughts. I turned my head slightly to look at Elena, and she was giving me the same expression as she did at the training ground earlier.
That meant it was a refusal. I had to reject Father’s suggestion, disappointing him.
“I’m sorry, Father. I will practice a little more and then take on the challenge.”
“Fine, I guess... I understand.”
Father’s disappointment made me feel guilty, but at the same time, it motivated me to push forward. Now that I had made some progress, I might be able to see things I couldn’t before.
Still, this opportunity wasn’t going anywhere, so I decided to follow Elena’s advice and take a rest. Rest was also essential.
As the conversation seemed to be coming to an end, I turned my gaze forward again and decided to ask a question.
“Well, Father. Can I ask a question now?”
 



 

“Sure, go ahead.”
“Your Highness the Princess and Prince, did they come here for any particular reason? Did something happen while I was away?”
It was the question I wanted to ask from the beginning.
Why exactly did the Empire’s only prince and princess visit Sarham? They were royalty, but they were also the first in line for the succession.
There must have been some reason for their visit without any explanation. I initially thought it might be a military issue, but the knights’ calm demeanor suggested otherwise.
Father answered me with a very casual tone, just like at the beginning.
“It’s nothing. The two of them came here to congratulate your engagement. There’s no other particular reason.”
“Really?”
Was that the correct answer?
As I looked at Father with an incredulous expression, he scratched his head and continued.
“Well, that’s just the surface reason.”
Of course, there had to be more to it. I immediately pricked up my ears, eager to catch every detail of Father’s words.
“It seems like His Majesty is concerned that the Princess and the Prince have been confined to the palace all the time. Their visit is not just a congratulatory one; it’s also a message for you and Elena. He wants both of them to make some friends.”
‘Huh?’
[TL: * is an idiom that means smoothly going over a wall(a hurdle, challenge, etc.). ]
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            Chapter 57: The princess has no friends (4)
 
Noel Estelia and Orcus Estelia’s visit was surprising, but not entirely unexpected. The fact that the imperial family took direct action was astonishing, but it was within the realm of possibility for the imperial family to send someone as a gesture of goodwill.
 
The engagement between Edelweiss and Kraus was very significant.
 
It was an engagement between two major noble families that could boast of being among the handful of powers in the Empire, to the extent that no one could currently rival them. I knew well the strength Kraus possessed. If we set our minds to it, we could easily take over half of the southern regions from the Empire and establish a separate kingdom, having enough power to rule without any shortages.
 
That being the case, was Edelweiss any different? Considering the harsh conditions of the northern lands where people could barely survive without magic, Kraus might find it easier to control the north rather than trying to dominate the south.
 
Of course, this was an extreme example, since any attempt to declare a separate kingdom in the presence of Altaire, and the history of unity under the Empire would be treated as heresy. Nevertheless, it showcased the significant influence of the two families in the empire.
 
No matter how powerful a force was, it had no meaning if it couldn’t be controlled.
 
The visit from the Estelia imperial family was undoubtedly to confirm if there were any ulterior motives behind my engagement with Elena. While the truth was that the engagement started as a casual conversation between friends, it might appear differently to others.
 
It was something that passed by almost without mention in the original story, and I knew that neither my father nor Duke Joachim had any special intentions about it, so I wasn’t particularly worried.
 



 

 
If there was any problem, it would be the fact that Orcus and Noel came here themselves.
 
Although the Emperor held high regard within the Empire, sending the Crown Prince and Princess, who were ranked first in the imperial succession, to a place that could be considered enemy territory was equally puzzling. I didn’t understand this decision.
 
If the two of them were to be taken hostage, how would they handle the situation? Although Kraus had been quiet for a long time, there was no guarantee that the events I mentioned earlier would not happen. Even the emperor knew this better than anyone else.
 
If they had to be sent, shouldn’t at least one of them have been left behind in the Imperial castle?
 
‘Make friends...’
 
My father’s words passed through my ears.
 
“What nonsense…”
 
“Damian?”
 
“Ah. It’s nothing, Elena.”
 
It was something I said in my mind, but it accidentally slipped out of my mouth. Thankfully, it seemed that only Elena, who was sitting closest to me, heard it. I glanced at her in response to her curious gaze and then looked at those sitting across from us.
 
Orcus and Noel...
 
The two of them entered the dining hall shortly after Alphonse arrived.
 
As soon as Orcus stepped into the room, his gaze met mine. After a few seconds of staring, he flashed a playful smile and took his seat. I wasn’t sure if he meant to make me feel at ease, but that smile made me cringe inside.
 
It seemed like I was destined to have bad luck with this person, and I hadn’t wanted to get involved with him in the first place.
 
Orcus was a man who showed no signs of wavering, even in the presence of a swordsman who could take his life at any moment. He had spoken with my father without any apparent concern, which surprised me.
 



 

 
Noel, who sat next to him, said nothing, but her twinkling eyes told me what was she feeling. From Noel’s perspective as a swordsman, a Sword Master was an ideal existence.
 
Still, I had expected Orcus to show at least some caution toward us, but he was very skilled at hiding his emotions.
 
It was true that Orcus was a character who excelled not in physical strength but in other areas, unlike the other guys, so I didn’t think it would be easy to figure him out.
 
I trusted my father’s words, but I couldn’t help but wonder what Orcus was truly thinking.
 
As someone who was suspicious by nature, he would undoubtedly try to probe me at least once. If something strange happened during this encounter, things might take an unexpected turn in the future. So, I remained on guard in case Orcus asked me anything probing.
 
My father’s conversation with Orcus didn’t seem to carry much significance; it felt more like a formality. After exchanging a few words, Orcus turned to me again, flashing a smile, and started talking.
 
“By the way, Lord Demian, as far as I know, you are the same age as me, is that correct?”
 
“Yes, Your Highness. I am sixteen this year.”
 
“In that case, you will be entering the academy in the same year as me. Oh, did you have no intention of attending the academy? According to what I heard from Noel, someone of your caliber wouldn’t need to attend classes.”
 
“You’re exaggerating. I do plan to enter the academy.”
 
I shook my head in response to Orcus’ question.
 



 

 
Estelia Academy, named after the imperial family, was a prestigious educational institution where students were strictly selected. But if one were a noble of the empire, they were basically eligible to enter.
 
Although it was not a requirement to attend for nobles, most young members of noble families choose to go there. The reasons vary from building connections to attracting talented individuals to their own families.
 
I, too, wanted to attend the academy for those reasons.
 
“Why? What is there for you to learn at the academy?”
 
Orcus seemed puzzled by my answer. It appeared that he, being from the imperial castle, didn’t understand why nobles attended the academy despite not being obligated to.
 
Recalling my father’s words before coming here, I replied, “Attending the academy isn’t just about learning something. For example, it’s also about making friends.”
 
Then, our eyes met again. Orcus smiled, seemingly satisfied with my answer, and nodded. It seemed that he had no particular thoughts on this matter. Fortunately, it looked like I could pass this without any problems.
 
“Exactly. At the academy, you gain more than just academics. By the way, have you already talked to the Count about that matter?”
 
“Not yet.”
 
“Then you’d better tell him now.”
 
‘What is it now? Is there something else?’
 
After turning his gaze back to Father, Orcus spoke some cryptic words. However, it seemed Father understood his meaning and immediately replied to Orcus’s question with a smile, without saying anything to me. Upon seeing that smile, Father’s previous words echoed in my ears.
 
‘Could it be?’
 
“I heard that a hunting competition will be held in the southern regions in a few days. It’s been quite a while since His Majesty visited the south for an inspection. His Majesty has instructed me to participate in the competition and, at the same time, conduct an inspection.”
 



 

 
‘I see.’
 
It appeared that my father’s words about the Emperor’s statement were genuine after all.
 
The hunting competition was only a week and four days away, so it seemed highly likely that the two siblings would stay in Kraus for at least that long. Making friends overnight was practically impossible, so I wondered if their extended stay was solely for participating in the hunting competition.
 
What on earth was he believed in to carry out such actions?
 
Does the Emperor have any means to restrict my father and Duke Joachim’s actions?
 
Orcus, who was talking to me, looked somewhat bitter.
 
It was understandable. Unlike Noel, who excelled in her own field, Orcus was specialized in magic. While there was no rule preventing a magician from participating in the hunting competition, the spring hunting competition was intended for pure martial arts competition among warriors, not hunting monsters but animals.
 
In other words, to participate in this competition, one must either wield a bow or hold a weapon.
 
“There is one concern I have, though. You see, I’ve never tried hunting before. So...”
 
“Wow!!”
 
Before Orcus could finish his sentence, a cheer erupted throughout the dining hall. All eyes turned from Orcus to the side. When the noise subsided after a moment, the hall fell silent.
 
It was no wonder that Noel, who had come with Orcus, was the one cheering at his words.
 
Leaving her moment of joy behind, Noel realized that everyone was looking at her, and she lowered her head, avoiding the focused gazes, and said, “Ah, oh. I’m sorry... I, I’m just too happy...”
 
‘No, why? Why is she reacting like that?’
 
‘Both of them came together, right? Why are their reactions so different?’
 



 

 
I couldn’t understand Noel’s reaction, so I turned my head back to look at Orcus. As soon as our eyes met again, he smiled blankly and then quickly looked away, diverting his gaze from mine. But his ears were turning red, and it seemed like Orcus was embarrassed by Noel’s reaction as well.
 
To forget about what happened just now, he continued laughing for a long time. And as his laughter was about to end, he seemed to have something on his mind that he hadn’t mentioned yet, or perhaps it was to change the subject, but he unconsciously started talking to me again.
 
“Oh, um... Congratulations on your engagement, Lord Demian, Lady Elena.”
 
“...Thank you.”
 
‘Well, he said it too soon.’
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 58: The princess has no friends (5)
 
12 PM; it was the time when the sun was at its zenith.
 
The sky that day was clear, without a cloud in sight, seemingly having nothing to block the sunlight pouring down toward the ground. This was no exception in the forest, which had fully emerged from winter and was now dyed a lush green. The light penetrated through the gaps in the dense foliage and reached the ground.
 
When the light seeping through the gaps touched something, it reflected a hidden golden hue within the shadows of the dark forest. Startled by the sudden shimmer in the darkness, a deer quietly grazing under the trees began to run toward the depths of the forest.
 
“Ah!!”
 
At the sight of the suddenly fleeing deer, Noel let out an exclamation and began to chase after it, oblivious to the fact that it was the reflected sunlight on her head that had startled it.
 
“There!!”
 
She shouted towards the deer, running after it. Although she could’ve easily caught up with the deer in no time using her divine power or aura, she chose to rely solely on her physical strength, possibly due to a promise she had made before entering the forest.
 
Because of this, the distance between her and the deer didn’t seem to be narrowing, yet a smile was painted on Noel’s face. She seemed to find joy in the running, her face never losing its smile.
 
With every movement of her body, she could hear the rustling of the surrounding grass. The chirping of birds flying between the trees and the sound of the wind hitting her running body tickled her ears.
 
When was the last time she’d run this freely since the Emperor forbade her from running inside the castle when she was young? Relishing the freedom to move without any constraints, Noel sprinted through the wind.
 



 

 
As she went deeper into the forest, the denseness of the oddly shaped trees that grew everywhere turned the place into something akin to a demon realm. It considerably limited her movements, but for someone like her, who had senses and power surpassing normal humans, this was no issue.
 
- Thud thud thud...
 
As the deer’s speed gradually increased, Noel also raised her strength to give chase.
 
Even though she wasn’t using her aura, if it was an ordinary deer, she should’ve caught up with it by now. But it seemed like deer living in a demon realm like Runeproud. Its abilities greatly surpassed those of an ordinary deer.
 
As the distance from the deer didn’t seem to decrease, Noel glanced at the bow in her hand.
 
Noel liked to use weapons, but her greatest confidence wasn’t in the bow, but in the sword. That was why she always carried a sword with her. However, now the only equipment she had was a short hunting dagger on her waist, a bow in her hand, and a few remaining arrows in the quiver on her back.
 
If she had been using her aura, it would’ve been different. But unless she reached a certain level, a long sword would only limit her movements in such a densely wooded area, so she had left it behind. But now, without her sword, she felt strangely empty.
 
While running, Noel attempted to draw her bowstring. However, due to the violent shaking, she quickly lowered her hand.
 
Despite her talent, it was challenging to handle a weapon she wasn’t accustomed to. She had hoped to catch the deer with her bow while hidden in the shadows, but hitting a moving target while on the run was a formidable task, especially when she still had to focus heavily to shoot from a stationary position.
 



 

 
- Squeak-!
 
Suddenly, a sharp whistle echoed through the quiet forest. Noel knew what this whistle meant. It was a warning from the rangers patrolling her surroundings, telling her not to go any further.
 
If she proceeded further, she would enter a territory inhabited by real magical beasts called “Masu*“.
 
“Ugh...”
 
Despite the warning, Noel didn’t halt. Part of the promise she had made before entering the forest was to always obey the rangers’ instructions, but her desire to not let go of the prey that seemed within her grasp was too strong.
 
If she used her aura, she could easily catch up with the deer in a single step, but as a princess and a knight, her honor did not allow her to use it. She’d rather let the deer go than use her aura.
 
Just as Noel was about to give up her chase, something wrapped in leather brushed against her fingertips. When she reached into her leather pouch, a short dagger emerged.
 
Noel alternately looked at the dagger and the deer running ahead, then began to measure the distance between them. The distance did not shorten, but it did not widen either.
 
‘Where should I aim?’
 
‘Should I break its legs so it cannot move? Or aim straight for the head.’
 
‘Right. Let’s go for the head.’
 
Once the target was decided, her action was swift. The moment her next foot hit the ground, she launched the dagger like a lightning bolt from her hand.
 
This was a skill purely made from the explosive power of her body, without a hint of aura. Perhaps because the distance wasn’t that far, the dagger Noel threw pierced precisely through the back of the deer’s head.
 



 

 
With its head pierced, the deer collapsed on the spot without a single cry.
 
“Yaaaaaaa!!”
 
Noel ran to where the deer had fallen and cheered when she confirmed the deer was dead. She pointed precisely at a tree and shouted toward it.
 
“Look at this! I caught it!!”
 
Then, a silhouette appeared from what seemed like an empty tree and quietly applauded. Soon, others in similar attire appeared from here and there and lifted the deer Noel had caught.
 
The rangers who had been waiting in the surroundings revealed themselves. Among them, a man who seemed to be the leader approached Noel and congratulated her.
 
“That was a very clean dagger technique. However, I ask you to please come back at the first signal next time, Your Highness. No matter how much we are watching over the surroundings, anything can happen here.”
 
“Ah, I’m sorry... I, that...”
 
“I won’t tell young lord and young lady.”
 
At his words, Noel smiled again. While it was important for Noel not to use aura during hunting here, the priority for others was to prevent her from going too deep into the forest.
 
How much scolding did she receive from Elena and Damian when she forgot the rangers’ warnings on her first day and went inside? Noel, not wanting to experience that again, smiled at the ranger’s words and headed toward the camp they were currently using as a base.
 
“By the way, where is my brother?”
 
“His Highness the Prince is still not used to the bow, so he is training with Lord Damian.”
 
At his response, Noel lightly nodded.
 
Even as she asked the question, she had somewhat anticipated the answer.
 
Orcus was not physically lacking, but since he had no previous contact with weapons, she kept in mind that the training might take some time. After all, even Noel herself hadn’t shot and caught a deer with a bow. Regardless, she was participating in a hunting competition this time, not an archery one, so Noel didn’t care much about it.
 



 

 
As tents made of gray cloth started to appear, she noticed people marked with the emblem of Kraus scattered and standing guard. Among them, what caught her eyes was the person with the same hair color as hers, Orcus.
 
“Brother!”
 
“Noel? Uh, hold on! Shush!”
 
For some reason, Orcus, who had been standing behind the entrance tent, immediately recognized her face at her shout and signaled her to be quiet. Although she found it a bit strange, Noel silently moved towards him as Orcus suggested.
 
Seeing Noel approach, Orcus quickly glanced around and then greeted her with a relieved face. Noel tilted her head at Orcus’ behavior and asked in a soft voice.
 
“Brother, did something happen?”
 
“No, nothing happened. Seeing you back so early, it seems like your hunt was successful.”
 
“Yes! Just look at this!!”
 
At the increasing volume of Noel’s voice, Orcus once again signaled her to quiet down with his hand at his lips. Noel shot him a slightly annoyed glance, but he simply shrugged it off and looked in the direction Noel was pointing.
 
“Huh...”
 
There lay a deer with its head pierced.
 
Looking at the fallen deer, Orcus stared blankly, seemingly at a loss for words. No matter how he looked at it, the deer’s head wouldn’t be intact after being attacked by Noel, who might be considered superhuman even if she only wielded a dagger.
 
“Is that...really your work, Noel?”
 



 

 
“Yep!”
 
Honestly, the sight of the deer’s corpse with its head split in two wasn’t pleasant to look at.
 
Still, Orcus couldn’t help but feel a new emotion he had never felt from Noel before, who proudly showed her work to him. He was certain he should not have let her learn the sword back then.
 
“Um, what were you doing here, brother?”
 
“Well, that is...”
 
Orcus was vague in response to Noel’s question. Even though Noel realized something was up, the answer came to her without her doing anything.
 
“So you’re here.”
 
“Huh!”
 
A familiar voice reached Noel and Orcus’ ears at the same time. Upon hearing that voice, Noel’s eyes sparkled, while Orcus, on the other hand, lost the light in his eyes. As Orcus slowly lifted his head, golden eyes like a dragon reflected in his blue eyes.
 
“I wondered where you had gone when you left your post. So you were hiding here.”
 
“Hiding? Obviously, I was just having a conversation with my younger sister.”
 
“You can have conversations at the training ground too.”
 
Damian said.
 
Upon hearing the conversation between him and Orcus, Noel felt like she understood how things were unfolding. Orcus, who saw a different sort of smile on Noel’s face, sighed, extended his reddened fingers towards Damian, and spoke.
 
“Take a look at this. My hand is completely red. Every time I pull back the bowstring, my fingers hurt so much that I can’t pull anymore. So, let’s take a rest for today... Argh! What, what are you doing!”
 
In response to Orcus’ words, Damian pressed hard on his extended fingers. Orcus immediately groaned, but Damian calmly responded.
 
“You’re still fine. Your hand is starting to develop calluses, and if you practice a bit more, it won’t hurt anymore when you pull the bowstring.”
 



 

 
“This damn bit more’! Do you realize you’ve been saying the same thing since a while ago?! I’ve shot over 100 arrows since then!”
 
“However, most of them were off target. To improve your skill, you need to practice. Didn’t you ask me earlier to be stern until your skill improved?”
 
“Didn’t you say I was improving? Even for a beginner, hitting the target is a big deal! You can see I’m gradually getting closer to the center!! It’s time to rest now.”
 
“That’s why you should be more diligent now. In the tournament, you won’t be just standing still and shooting, you’ll be riding a horse. So it’s good to get a feel for it.”
 
“Ughhhhhhhh!!!”
 
In the end, Orcus screamed out. It was quite unusual for Orcus, who was always quiet and dignified in the imperial castle, to act this way, so Noel’s eyes sparkled as she observed her hysterical twin brother.
 
“Well, let’s go back to the training ground. You have to go hunting in the forest like the Her Highness the Princess tomorrow, don’t you?”
 
“Enough!! I’ve had enough!! Just let Noel compete in the tournament! Wasn’t I a magician to begin with? Why can’t a magician use magic?! There’s definitely something wrong with this!”
 
If he used magic, it would be very easy for him to get the arrow in the center of the target. Of course, it was not allowed because this was a contest of martial arts, not magic. In response to Orcus’ words, Damian replied.
 
“Elena is a magician, too. As you know, she shoots well without magic. So let’s obediently go practice. You said you didn’t want to show your incompetence, didn’t you?”
 



 

 
At Damian’s words, Orcus stopped talking.
 
When he mentioned Elena, a fire seemed to light in Orcus’ eyes again. The memory of his overwhelming defeat in a casual competition when he first held a bow at the castle flashed in his mind. Both of them hadn’t held a bow before, so it was purely a difference in talent, but Orcus’ pride had difficulty accepting that.
 
Though Orcus didn’t resist anymore, Damian, as if preparing for an unexpected event, stood on his right side and grabbed his right arm. Then Damian and Noel’s eyes met. Noel immediately stood on Orcus’ left side and grabbed his arm, just like Damian.
 
“Hehehe...”
 
Noel suddenly started laughing after looking at Orcus’ face. Their gazes naturally shifted to Noel due to her sudden reaction, but she just shook her head and looked away.
 
On the way to the training ground, Noel slowly stepped forward, reminiscing about the time when she first arrived at the lord’s castle of Kraus.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
 
[TL: Masu: "마수" is a Korean term symbolizing mysterious, evil, or magical beast, often used in magic or witchcraft contexts.
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            Chapter 59: The princess has no friends (6)The next day, Damian led Noel and Orcus to a small shooting range set up at a corner of Kraus’ castle grounds.
This range, designed primarily for the empire’s archers, felt somewhat desolate, dotted only with a handful of targets and crates filled with bows and arrows. Orcus, looking at a distant target, murmured.
“How far is that?”
“Roughly about 80 steps.”
“That’s quite a distance.”
“Not really.”
“No, it is.”
Orcus immediately denied Damian’s answer.
For Orcus, an exceptional magician, striking a remote target was an easy task, but only when he used magic. He had once tried to handle a bow before learning magic, and according to his memory, the bow was not an easy weapon to deal with.
Leaving behind Orcus, who was looking at his target and measuring the distance, Damian silently picked up a wooden stick and swung his arm lightly toward the ground in front of him.
Snap-
It was a simple action, but with that one movement, a long boundary line was drawn on the ground. Despite standing right behind him, Orcus, who didn’t sense any mana movement, stared at the line on the ground and said to Damian.
“I made the right choice asking you.”
“You flatter me.”
Arthur, the owner of this place, was not present.
In Sarham, Arthur was as busy as the Emperor in the imperial castle, so even for the prince and princess’s education, the time he could spare was very limited. There were also messages sent by the Emperor, which eventually led Damian, who comparatively had more time, to train Orcus and Noel.
Noel, who was praised as a genius even in the imperial castle where all kinds of talents were gathered, had heard of Damian’s skills, but there was a big difference between hearing about something and seeing it with one own eyes.
 



 

Orcus, who had little contact with his peers, did not know clearly where he stood compared to others. However, having watched Noel and Cromel’s duel before, he knew that what Damian just showed was by no means inferior to them.
Thus he wiped away the little doubt he had about Damian’s skills, picked up a prepared bow, and stood behind the line Damian had drawn.
Looking at the target once again in a straight line from his position, it seemed that the distance was even farther than before. Although it was a vague old memory, he took the stance he had once taken and notched an arrow onto the bowstring.
After identifying his target, he began to calculate the distance between him and the target. He took note of the wind direction and speed - a calculation he had performed countless times while casting magic bullets.
However, it was hard to measure the exact value of the strength he had to apply. As someone who had not moved his body often, he struggled to determine the force needed to draw the string.
Ultimately, he harnessed all his strength, releasing the arrow as the wind lulled.
Perhaps it was because he had good basic muscle strength, the arrow loosed by Orcus cut through the air with more force than he’d anticipated.
“Oh.”
Contrary to his worry that the arrow might fall to the ground midway, Orcus let out a small exclamation at the sight of the arrow flying well toward the front. Seeing the arrow flying straight, he even thought ‘Could I possibly hit the center on my first try?’, but ultimately, the arrow flew past the target and disappeared into the distance.
“Ah...”
While it wasn’t unexpected, a hint of disappointment was evident the words that escaped from Orcus’s lips. Damian, observing from the side, offered another arrow and asked.
 



 

“Have you ever shot an arrow before?”
“Just once. As expected, it’s not as easy as I thought. If it were magic, I think I could handle it easily.”
“Your stance needs a slight adjustment, but overall, it wasn’t too bad. Your hand was trembling considerably, perhaps due to unfamiliarity with the stance. Regular practice can remedy this, and soon you’ll be nailing the target.”
“Is that so?”
“And you don’t need to raise the bow too high when holding it. You have more power than you think.  If you’re applying a forceful pull, a slight lift is more than sufficient.”
“Thanks for the advice.”
A smile tugged at Orcus’s lips, pleasantly surprised by the decent assessment. He took hold of the arrow Damian offered, attached it onto the bowstring, and tweaked his stance. He exerted as much force as before, aiming lower this time around.
Once again, the arrow split the air.
Thwack!
Despite the distance, the sound of the arrow hitting the target reached Orcus’s ears. Although he didn’t hit the center of the target, just the fact that the arrow hit the target was enough to make his heart flutter.
“Well done.”
“What a pity. If I’d aimed just a smidge lower, I’d have hit the center. Just like you said, my body doesn’t seem to move as I want it to, probably because I’m not used to this yet.”
“That’s always the case initially.  Practice is key in everything. But hitting the target on your second attempt shows that you’ve got a knack for this.”
“I didn’t really want to hear that from you, but... hmm, Noel? Do you want to try this time?”
“Me?”
“I mean shooting. Are you okay without practice?”
“No, I’ll do it.”
Noel, who seemed lost in thought, hurriedly stood up from her seat at Orcus’s words, her face flushed with surprise. Normally, she would have cheered when Orcus hit the target. The fact that Noel was being so quiet was certainly unusual.
 



 

However, Orcus, whether oblivious to Noel’s peculiar behavior or privy to the cause, didn’t probe further, simply handing her the bow.
As Noel stepped forward, her eyes briefly met Damian’s.
Unlike during yesterday’s duel, she seemed to consciously avoid him, swiftly looking away. Damian was puzzled by Noel’s changed behavior, but he didn’t show it outwardly.
He retrieved an arrow from the quiver and passed it to Noel, who accepted it without a word.
After receiving the arrow from Damian, she threw a quick glance at the target and immediately lodged the arrow onto the bowstring. It seemed she didn’t need any preparation time, much like Orcus earlier.
Without a moment’s pause, she pulled back the bowstring and released the arrow.
The arrow sped towards the target with even greater speed than when Orcus had shot it, embedding itself perfectly in the center. Upon seeing this, Orcus sighed softly, then turned to Damian with a smile.
“That’s what you call talent, right? Now what do you think about Noel?”
“She’s perfect. Her stance is steady, and her senses are sharp. She knows exactly how to aim to hit her target. It would be beneficial for the Princess to gain experience by hunting in the woods rather than here.”
“...”
Although Noel didn’t cheer as she usually would at Damian’s praise, the gleam in her eyes revealed her delight. Orcus, taking note of Noel’s reaction, chuckled and turned back to Damian.
“It seems we’ve both demonstrated our abilities. How about we see the skills of the master who’ll be teaching us?”
“If you wish so.”
At Orcus’s words, Damian took the bow from Noel, affixed an arrow onto the string, and drew it back.
 



 

As Damian lifted the bow, Noel’s eyes started to glimmer again. Just moments earlier, she’d been avoiding his gaze, but now her demeanor had flipped in an instant. At her change in behavior, all Orcus could do was suppress a chuckle.
However, that only lasted a moment. Orcus then swiveled his gaze back to Damian.
Just like Noel, he too, was curious about Damian’s skills. While he acknowledged that Damian was remarkable, this curiosity stemmed not from skepticism but pure intrigue.
Damian’s hand moved with remarkable lightness.
The exact amount of strength he applied was impossible to decipher just by observing. His hand, drawing back the tense string that required considerable strength to pull, moved so fluidly and swiftly that it was difficult to determine if he was exerting any effort at all. As soon as he placed the arrow on the bow, it had already left his hand.
Thud!
The singular piece of evidence Noel and Orcus could attest to was that Damian’s arrow had precisely split the one Noel had embedded in the target, settling itself within.
“Now, I’ll explain what you need to do moving forward.”
***
Noel walked away from the shooting range, heading straight for Isilia Pavilion.
Neither Damian nor Orcus accompanied her. Right now, she was walking alone.
Unlike Orcus, who had received a bundle of arrows as an assignment from Damian, she had received nothing.
“What about me?”
“For you, Your Highness, I don’t have any specific instructions. If anything, what you require now is the experience that mirrors actual combat. You’ll be heading to Luneproud for tournament preparations starting tomorrow, so you can spend today as you wish.”
“What do you mean?”
“You’re free. It doesn’t matter if you sharpen your sword as usual or practice your bow next to Prince Orcus. Would you like a bow?”
 



 

Unexpectedly, she was granted this free time.
Normally, she would have happily continued shooting arrows for practice, but today she had somewhere to go. She shook her head at Damian’s offer of a bow and left the shooting range.
Although she had not yet memorized all the paths in the castle, the Isilia Pavilion was the one building adjacent to the beautiful garden. Remembering this wasn’t too challenging for Noel.
Following the pathway, guided by the intoxicating fragrance of fully bloomed flowers, she quickly arrived at the Isilia Pavilion.
As she approached the Isilia Pavilion, the multicolored spectacle of flowers, boasting the most beautiful hues the world had to offer, inevitably captured her gaze. However, there was something that surpassed even these flowers and completely filled her vision.
The pure white hair shimmered like stars in the sunlight.
Elena Edelweiss...
She was seated on a chair set in the garden, waiting for someone.
Elena’s appearance was so exceptional that it seemed appropriate to describe her as doll-like, a sight that even Noel, a woman herself, found mesmerizing. Observing Elena basking in the sunlight with her eyes closed, Noel recalled their initial encounter in Merohim.
A shy girl who was typically reserved.
...And a girl who adored flowers deeply.
That was the Elena Noel remembered.
Since then, Elena had changed for reasons unknown, but seeing her nestled among the flowers reminded Noel that some things remained the same.
Noel was aware that she was not the one Elena had been waiting for.
Noel had simply come to find Elena after hearing she had been spending time at the Isilia Pavilion. The one Elena was waiting for was likely her fiancé, who was currently instructing at the archery range.
 



 

And that fact made initiating a conversation with Elena quite difficult for Noel.
Remembering the events of the previous day, Noel pinched her own cheeks. Initially, when she had discovered Elena here, her only thought was that she had found a familiar face in Sarham, a foreign land. She had even forgotten the reason why she had come here in the first place.
Despite hearing clearly from Orcus that it was due to the engagement of Kraus and Edelweiss, she had lost sight of the most crucial thing, being enraptured by the fact that she had come to Kraus.
When her gaze first met Elena’s, Elena had merely nodded at her and proceeded to walk past her toward Damian. Initially, Noel felt somewhat hurt, but reflecting on her own subsequent behavior made her cheeks burn with embarrassment.
Her lack of concentration on their conversation was understandable given her fiancé was holding another woman’s hand right before her eyes. Realizing that she was the instigator of such a scene, nothing could make her feel more mortified.
She couldn’t shake off the fear that Elena might have developed a poor impression of her due to yesterday’s incident.
Noel didn’t know much about romantic love between men and women, but she had an intuitive feeling that it was not Damian who was the cause of Elena’s transformation.
Even if that wasn’t the case, she recognized that the bond between the two of them extended much further back than her relationship with either of them. Interfering with such a connection left Noel feeling tremendously uneasy.
Even though their meeting had lasted just a day, Elena was the first friend Noel had made since her birth.
 



 

Over the last few months, Elena had changed a lot from the girl Noel knew. Their encounter had been so brief that Noel feared she might have faded to a mere passing acquaintance for Elena amidst these changes. Thinking back on the previous day’s incident only heightened her concerns.
“Ughhhhh....”
Ultimately, Noel, unable to initiate a conversation, was left stamping her feet in frustration. However, someone gradually approached her.
“Your Highness?”
“Ah!”
Suddenly confronted with Elena’s face, Noel lost her balance and began to fall backward. Elena reached out and grabbed her hand, pulling her back to her feet.
“Why were you standing there in a daze?”
Hearing Elena’s question, Noel realized that Elena had been aware of her presence for quite some time. Her face flushed again at the remark, but recalling Elena’s hand holding hers, Noel gripped it tightly and blurted out.
“E-Elena!! It’s been a while!”
Why had she uttered such a common greeting?
Even Noel herself didn’t know why, but as soon as she saw the radiant smile reflected in Elena’s eyes, all her worries melted away like snow.
“It has been a while, Noel.”

--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 60: The princess has no friends (7)
 
From the sky, the white snowflakes were slowly descending to the ground.
 
Unlike the white snow, the clouds dispersing it from the sky were grey. Noel, looking up at the sky, briefly questioned the hue of the clouds. But she soon withdrew her gaze and looked around at the world that had turned pure white due to the snow falling on the ground.
 
Though this wasn’t her first time seeing snow, everything reflected in Noel’s eyes felt new.
 
With a mere turn of her head, landscapes she had never seen before came into her view. The place where she stood now was not the imperial palace she had always known.
 
For the first time since her birth, Noel had left the imperial palace. The very first place she had set foot on was Merohim, the heart of the empire’s northern region, known to be blanketed with snow for half of the year.
 
True to its nickname, ‘The City of Snow’, everywhere she looked, the world was wrapped in snow.
 
Until now, the emperor had never brought his children on official visits, but for some reason, on this northern tour, he brought along his two children, Orcus and Noel.
 
Orcus, being analytical, surmised there was a purpose to this trip, considering their father’s reputation as a wise ruler who always had reasons for his actions.
 
However, unlike him, Noel was simply delighted by the fact that she had left the imperial palace.
 
Just standing still and gazing up at the snowfall was making her smile.
 
Though snow also fell in the capital, Luden, this was a different matter altogether.
 
To Noel, what mattered wasn’t the snowfall, but the novelty of being in a place she had never visited before. No matter how grand Edelweiss’ winter castle might be, it couldn’t compare to the imperial palace. Still, walking through the newness of the winter castle was more delightful for her than being amidst the same old structures of the imperial palace.
 



 

 
As she looked up, aside from the snow, the Tower of Dawn—a symbol of Merohim—captured her attention. Even with clouds swirling around its peak, the light emanating from it pierced through the clouds, shining brilliantly.
 
Even in Luden, known for its towering edifices, nothing quite matched the scale of the Tower of Dawn. The magic formulas engraved on its soaring walls, gave off an inexplicable mystical aura, justifying its reputation as the Magic Tower.
 
“So beautiful...”
 
Naturally, the appearance of the Tower of Dawn piqued Noel’s interest. But that was only due to the mystery of the exterior. She had no desire to venture inside.
 
The Tower of Dawn was a magical institute, a place where magic was studied and mages were trained. Thus, to Noel, who had more of an interest in martial arts like sword fighting, the tower was merely an ‘impressively constructed building’, nothing more.
 
Even if she were to enter, what she could access was extremely limited. Even her royal status wouldn’t permit her deeper access. What she could see would be basic magic theories, nothing more.
 
While these texts inside the tower might seem basic, they were treasures to mages. But for Noel, who didn’t share a passion for magic, these texts were no more captivating than ordinary novels easily found in markets.
 
“Entering the Magic Tower... It would be nice for brother~”
 
Gazing at the Tower of Dawn, Noel thought of her twin brother, Orcus. Although they were twins, their talents lay at opposite ends of the spectrum.
 
To Orcus, magic was as intrinsic as the art of swordplay was to Noel.
 



 

 
For Orcus, the Tower of Dawn, one of only seven magic towers on the continent, must have seemed like a treasure trove.
 
“Ummm…”
 
She was indeed happy to be outside the palace, but thinking about Orcus, who had found something he truly loved, Noel couldn’t shake off a feeling of missing out.
 
No, to be precise, she felt a longing. Though stepping onto an unspoiled snowfield and seeing an unfamiliar view was indeed enjoyable, since she had ventured outside, Noel wished for a new experience related to what she loved.
 
It had only been a few minutes since she harbored such thoughts. Watching the light emanating from the end of the Tower of Dawn, Noel finally decided to leave her spot.
 
Though the Edelweiss House was famous for magic, it wasn’t devoid of knights. Noel wondered if the training grounds might offer her something different.
 
Just as she was about to head to the training grounds, she halted her steps, catching a fleeting glimpse of something from the corner of her eye.
 
Where Noel looked, a girl with hair as white as snow, holding the brightness of the night stars, was crossing the castle corridor. This wasn’t the first time Noel had seen this girl. Just moments ago, they had exchanged greetings. Noel knew who she was.
 
“Elena?”
 
Had she been possessed by something?
 
Upon spotting Elena, Noel began to follow her, ensuring she didn’t lose sight of her.
 
Why she followed Elena, even Noel herself wasn’t certain. Maybe she was merely curious about Elena’s destination, or perhaps, she hoped for a brief exchange. It could be a blend of both.
 
Regardless of the reason, Noel silently followed Elena.
 
After navigating the long hallway and turning several corners, Elena stopped in front of a door.
 



 

 
As Elena pushed the door open, a warm breeze, unlike any found in the north, wafted out. Accompanying it was a familiar fragrance that tickled Noel’s senses.
 
Why did the fragrance of the imperial garden flowers present in this winter castle?
 
Wrapped up in the unexpected atmosphere, Noel forgot to call out to Elena.
 
By the time she looked back at the door, Elena had already disappeared inside. Instinctively, Noel reached out to the closed door. But the moment she put her hand on the closed door, she I realized that she shouldn’t open it.
 
“Ah.”
 
With Elena gone, clarity began to return to Noel’s thoughts.
 
In the unfamiliar surroundings, a forgotten fact resurfaced: she wasn’t in the Imperial Castle.
 
Even as a princess, there were lines she shouldn’t cross.
 
Had she known what lay beyond the door Elena entered, would she have intruded so thoughtlessly? In the first place, it was wrong to follow someone else without saying anything. Overwhelmed by the guilt that belatedly arrived, Noel could only stand there, unable to open the door.
 
While she could easily walk away, something held her back, and there she remained.
 
As she passed the door behind which Elena vanished, Noel pondered her inexplicable impulse to follow the girl. A question that felt complex during her pursuit appeared straightforward upon reflection.
 
The myriad reasons she had contemplated boiled down to a singular, core sentiment.
 
The answer was simple.
 
Noel wanted to be friends with Elena.
 
She was the first girl of her age she had met since leaving the imperial palace.
 
They had exchanged greetings during their first meeting, but how could that brief interaction be called a conversation? She was curious about Elena’s likes and dislikes, and she wanted to hear stories about this place, Merohim. If Elena wished, Noel could share stories about the imperial palace.
 



 

 
Even the mere act of imagining such conversations filled Noel with joy, even though the person in question, Elena, might not have thought about conversing with her at all.
 
But Noel was not one to fret over such details.
 
She had no idea what lay behind the door or when Elena would emerge from her room, yet Noel had made up her mind to wait until Elena came out. Leaning against the wall beside the door, Noel quietly waited for Elena’s return.
 
How many minutes had passed?
 
The warmth from the door and the cold air from the corridor mingled, making her eyelids heavy. Moreover, the subtle floral scent permeating the surroundings slowly relaxed Noel’s senses.
 
“No! I can’t sleep!”
 
Every time she felt her eyes closing, she would pinch her cheeks to stay awake. But even that seemed to reach its limit, and after a short time passed, she couldn’t resist anymore. Slowly, under the influence of the ambient warmth, Noel’s upright stance crumbled.
 
Soon, she was completely slumped on the floor.
 
If anyone had seen her, they would have rushed to wake her up. But either few people passed this corridor, or during her short nap, no servant had walked by. Nonetheless, someone did eventually notice her.
 
When the sun that illuminated the world disappeared beyond the horizon and the sky begins to turn dark.
 
Creak-
 
The door opened, and Elena stepped out. Unlike when she entered the door, Elena’s face had a bright smile like a flower.
 
“Hmm...”
 
“!”
 
However, when she found Noel sleeping by the door as if she had collapsed, the smile instantly disappeared from Elena’s face. Who wouldn’t be taken aback if they suddenly found the princess collapsed in the hallway right in front of their eyes? Lost for words and unsure of what to do next, Elena simply gazed down at the resting Noel.
 



 

 
Such an odd standoff lasted for about 10 minutes. Elena, as if she had made up her mind, bent slightly and reached out her hand towards Noel, whispering, “Your Highness. Your Highness the Princess. Please wake up.“, In a very soft voice.
 
Of course, it was unlikely for Noel to wake up from such a faint voice.  It was the first time for Elena to muster up the courage to speak to someone other than her family, but even so, it was another matter for Elena’s words to reach Noel’s ears.
 
In the end, Elena had no choice but to keep calling her until Noel opened her eyes.
 
***
 
“Oh.”
 
“Noel? Why did you suddenly react like that?”
 
“No, it’s nothing. I just remembered something... something I felt very sorry about.”
 
Upon hearing Noel’s words, Elena tilted her head, but she soon turned her gaze back to the garden, seemingly not too bothered.
 
Noel, following Elena’s lead, also began to quietly appreciate the garden spread out in front of her.
 
With her mouth slightly agape, any hesitation Noel might have felt vanished. Perhaps it was because she had seen her among the flowers, and being surrounded by them made her feel like she was returned to the moment she first became friends with her.
 
There were piles of things she wanted to ask about, but just sitting by her side brought back memories of that day, so she forgot to ask and lost herself in the past.
 
Under the expansive sky, flowers of various colors bloomed vividly, enhancing the beauty of the world they could see. Just looking at it gave a refreshing sensation, as if a hole had been punctured through one’s heart.
 
However, Noel remembered Elena’s garden, which gave the opposite feeling to the current garden she was looking at.
 
Seeing a butterfly fluttering among the flowers, Noel smiled and said to Elena,
 



 

 
“It’s beautiful.”
 
At Noel’s words, Elena nodded slightly. Seeing her respond with a bright smile, Noel smiled back and slowly looked up at the sky.
 
A gentle breeze caressed her hair.
 
What should she ask first? How did the engagement come about? Or maybe about her current life here?
 
Gazing at the sky, Noel began to organize her thoughts.
 
There were so many things she wanted to ask Elena that deciding where to start became a problem. Normally, Noel would’ve just blurted out questions, but now she wanted to take her time, enjoying a conversation with her.
 
Maybe it was because she never had a problem like this before?
 
She ended up thinking longer than expected. But what interrupted her train of thought was none other than Elena’s call.
 
Elena got up from her seat and asked, holding Noel’s hand.
 
“Noel, would you like to take a walk?”
 
At Elena’s words, Noel held her hand without hesitation. As Noel held her hand, Elena slowly led her deeper into the garden.
 
The scenery unfolding inside the garden left Noel in awe once again.
 
The sensation of walking inside was different than looking from the outside. Walking in the garden felt like entering a painting. Every few steps they took, the changing appearance of the flowers felt like different worlds coming together.
 
Elena, noticing Noel’s wide-eyed wonder, slightly curved her lips into a smile.
 
“Come to think of it, when I visited the Imperial Palace before, Noel told me that she would show me the garden of the Imperial Palace. How does it look to Noel? Is the garden of the Imperial Palace as beautiful as this place?”
 
At her question, Noel stopped looking around her surroundings and looked at Elena. Not because she remembered saying that, but because she didn’t.
 



 

 
‘If Elena comes to the imperial palace next time, I’ll personally guide her through its garden!’
 
How could she forget the promise made with her first friend? The memory of the crystal garden where they became friends was still vivid.
 
Realizing she wasn’t the only one who remembered, Noel locked eyes with Elena. The purple irises of Elena’s eyes stared right back. Reflected in those clear eyes was Noel’s own face, to which she brightly smiled and said,
 
“Of course! If Elena sees it, she will definitely want to live in the imperial castle more than here.”
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 61: The princess has no friends (8)
 
Noel departed, leaving just Orcus and me alone at the shooting range.
 
Even though only one person had left, a silence enveloped between me and Orcus. In this now quieter space, the whistling of arrows released by Orcus filled the air.
 
Was he getting the hang of it? From what I could see, his arrows were steadily getting closer to the center.
 
It was evident that he possessed the divinity of a god. His physique resembled that of a well-trained warrior. While he hadn’t trained as consistently as Noel, his physique was so impressive that anyone could mistake him for a seasoned warrior rather than a mage.
 
Of course, physical prowess and combat intuition were slightly different domains, but seeing his current archery skills, I believed he wouldn’t have anything to be embarrassed about in a hunting competition. Even if he didn’t have an innate talent for weaponry, the improvement in his abilities was evident with his practice.
 
By the time his tenth arrow hit the target, I halted him briefly and shifted the target back by 30 steps. As the target moved farther away, Orcus hesitated for a moment but then confidently pulled back his bowstring.
 
- Thud
 
Though it wasn’t the center, the arrow didn’t miss the target. A satisfied smile spread across Orcus’ face.
 
His confidence bolstered, and the rhythm of his shots increased. If he had been merely increasing his pace, I would have stepped in. However, with each rapid shot, his accuracy only got better, so I just watched him shoot.
 
Finally, one of his arrows lodged directly in the center of the target.
 
He had used a total of thirty-six arrows to get there.
 
It was his first perfect shot after all those attempts.
 
A cheer would have been appropriate at this point, but Orcus remained silent. However, his clenched hand holding the arrow indicated his joy.
 



 

 
As he glanced at me, I noticed that while his eyes weren’t as expressive as Noel’s, they shimmered with the same blue hue. They were siblings, after all. Previously, I had thought they only shared hair and eye color.
 
I nodded at him and said, “Let’s move it back another 30 steps.”
 
At my words, Orcus’ eyes narrowed.
 
Why? Didn’t he want the challenge?
 
I ignored Orcus’ sharp gaze. His gaze flitted between me and the stack of arrows at his feet, as if silently suggesting, ‘Perhaps we could lessen the amount?’ But I wasn’t inclined to entertain his silent plea.
 
The mountain of arrows by his feet stayed as it was.
 
Unlike Noel, whom I had simply let go, I had given Orcus a significantly larger number of arrows for practice. The amount was so great that Orcus, who did not easily show his emotions, seemed surprised.
 
After all, I had placed all the arrows reserved for the shooting range right there.
 
He probably wanted a reduction in the allotted quantity since he hit the center. However, in the first place, I had no intention of asking him to shoot all these arrows.
 
If I were to use all the arrows I had brought now, it would be less of a training session and more like torture disguised as one.
 
The reason I presented him with such a large number of arrows was to remind Orcus that the decision on how much training he should undergo was mine to make.
 
Orcus must’ve known that if he showed any progress in his training, I would adjust the workload. That was probably why he didn’t object when I initially set a seemingly unrealistic training volume. His reaction now has its reasons.
 



 

 
However, it seemed he didn’t anticipate that there might be a difference between his perception of progress and mine.
 
Every move Orcus made showed evident improvement. But how could I be satisfied with just one arrow hitting the center? Especially when the hunting competition in the South was vastly different from hunting ordinary animals.
 
With half-baked skills, it would be challenging even to catch a rabbit in that environment. At the very least, one should be able to freely hit any target within 200 steps.
 
There was still a long way to go. It was too soon to relax.
 
Just as I was about to move the target again, Orcus took a deep breath and suddenly spoke to me.
 
“What did you think?”
 
“About what? If you’re talking about the arrow just now, you did exceptionally well. With that momentum, let’s move the target back another 30 steps.”
 
“No, not that. I’m talking about Noel.”
 
Noel?
 
Why is he suddenly bringing her up?
 
Caught off guard by the unexpected topic, I paused my steps. Since I wasn’t entirely indifferent to his words, I lent Orcus my ear.
 
Seeing that I hadn’t left my spot, Orcus took a moment to scan the surroundings, perhaps checking if Noel was still around.
 
Since the archery range was in an open area, if she were nearby, she would be easily spotted. With no structures to hide behind in the vicinity, Orcus confirmed that Noel wasn’t around and continued speaking.
 
“Didn’t you notice anything odd about Noel’s behavior today?”
 
“I did sense she was having trouble focusing on the conversation. Is there a problem?”
 
“That’s the thing. Her mood has been a bit off since yesterday.”
 



 

 
Orcus stared at me for a while after speaking. Could it be... Does he think that the reason behind Noel’s behavior lies with me?
 
Yesterday...
 
I briefly revisited my memories.
 
The encounter at last night’s dinner... I began sensing something unusual from that moment.
 
She frequently interlocked gazes with Elena and me. Continuously glancing between us, her face would suddenly flush, and then moments later, when looking at Elena, her face would become expressionless. A truly unpredictable series of actions.
 
Even during our recent training, hadn’t she seemed lost in thought, unlike herself, until Orcus spoke to her? Given the circumstances, it wouldn’t be odd if he pointed at me as the cause. That said, it might involve Elena as well.
 
I had been consistently concerned about this matter.
 
Before I knew it, I had become deeply engrossed in the topic Orcus had brought up. Well, even if I pondered on it, I barely knew anything about her to come to any conclusion. All I could do was stimulate my inadequate imagination and fabricate an almost fictional story.
 
Amidst these thoughts, a single statement from Orcus struck me.
 
“Somehow I think Noel might have taken a liking to you.”
 
“What the hack?”
 
Without thinking, I responded to Orcus in informal speech instead of in polite form. Realizing this, I was about to apologize and brace myself for a reprimand, but all I heard was his laughter.
 
Considering the importance he placed on the authority of the imperial family, I expected a stern warning for my lapse. But seeing my reaction, he was too busy laughing. His laughter made me realize that he had just been pulling my leg.
 
That was a close one.
 
Even though I knew very well that it was absurd for Orcus, arguably the person closest to Noel, to say such a thing, for a split second I considered his words seriously. As I stared at him incredulously, Orcus, still laughing, said,
 



 

 
“You have quite the range of expressions. This is new to me.”
 
“Were you jesting?”
 
“Hm? Are you disappointed?”
 
“Of course not. I’m just curious if Princess Noel’s behavior was also part of a prank you devised.”
 
“That wouldn’t be the case. Honestly, do you really think Noel is capable of such intricate acting?”
 
That was true.
 
Seeing my agreement with his words, Orcus smirked.
 
“In that case-”
 
“-It is true that Noel has been worried since meeting you yesterday. The only difference from what I just said is that I know the reason.”
 
In the end, it sounded like my interaction with Elena had something to do with Noel’s change in behavior.
 
So, what exactly was bothering Noel?
 
My interaction with her had only been a brief spar followed by a conversation. Given that, the information I had to determine her concerns was not enough. Perhaps Orcus realized this, as he didn’t pose any further questions to me. Instead, he divulged what he knew straight away.
 
“It might be hard to believe, but in fact, Noel only found out about your engagement to Princess Elena yesterday. To be precise, she had known, but only truly remembered it yesterday.”
 
“What are you talking about?”
 
I couldn’t hide my bewilderment at Orcus’s words. The very reason they came here was to congratulate Elena and me on our engagement, yet one of the main parties was unaware of it? How could that make any sense?
 
However, Orcus’ subsequent words made everything fall into place.
 
“Isn’t Noel deeply passionate about swords? No, that’s an understatement. I believe she’s obsessed with them. Due to her nature, it seems she only grasped the part about going to Sarham and overlooked the engagement. It appeared she had completely forgotten until I reminded her on our way back to our rooms yesterday.”
 



 

 
“Ah...”
 
After hearing Orcus, everything started to make sense.
 
Why she kept alternating her gaze between Elena and me, blushing. Why she looked anxious every time she looked at Elena. All the questions had answers now.
 
I had thought that she approached me so openly in the practice yard because she was bright and innocent. It turned out she didn’t know I was Elena’s fiancé. That was why her actions seemed more cautious after she realized it.
 
No wonder she seemed to deliberately avoid me. It all made sense now.
 
Maybe she left the archery range early to meet Elena. Thankfully, it seemed the issue wasn’t as severe as I thought.
 
After hearing Orcus’ answer, the weight that had been bothering me seemed to lift, lightening my spirits. But there was still a question lingering. Turning to the smiling Orcus who spoke of Noel, I asked,
 
“Then why is Your Highness suddenly brought up such a matter to me?”
 
At my query, Orcus’ laughter ceased. Though he no longer laughed out loud, a smile remained on his face as he responded,
 
“To become friends. Isn’t friendship formed through conversations and jokes like this?”
 
“I guess so. Alright, understood.”
 
I see. It was a simpler reason than I had thought.
 
Hearing Orcus’ answer and feeling fully satisfied, I moved to reset the target. I removed the arrow lodged in the target, took 30 steps back, and set the target again. When I returned to my spot, Orcus was looking at me with astonishment.
 



 

 
I looked at his puzzled expression and asked,
 
“Why that look?”
 
“Uh, well, your reaction was different than I expected. Did you perhaps misunderstand something?”
 
“No, you said you wanted to become friends, right?”
 
“Indeed. So?”
 
“Well, is there anything else needed?”
 
“So, should I take that as your consent to my words? That’s what I’m asking.”
 
At Orcus’ words, this time I laughed and replied,
 
“Why would you need consent to become friends? If you consider me a friend, then we are friends. If you see me as an enemy, then an enemy it is. How this relationship progresses is decided by both of us.”
 
How could one dictate the direction of a relationship right from its inception?
 
Surely Orcus, having faced numerous adversaries in the palace, knew this. But perhaps the silly question arose because he hadn’t had the opportunity to form a genuine friendship before. Hearing his words, I started to understand a bit more why the emperor had wanted them to make friends.
 
Orcus seemed to ponder my response for a moment before extending his hand and saying,
 
“Very well. Let’s look out for each other, Damian.”
 
I, too, grasped the hand he offered and responded,
 
“I also hope for the best going forward, Orcus.”
 
I truly didn’t know if he thought of me as a friend or merely a tool.
 
In the novel, Orcus Estelia was a man with a noticeably calculative side. Perhaps even at this moment, he might be weighing the pros and cons of befriending me. However, the same could be said for me. If he treated me as a friend, I would reciprocate; if he saw me merely as a political tool, then I would see him as a tool for navigating this world.
 



 

 
Being addressed by name seemed unfamiliar to Orcus as he awkwardly smiled.
 
“It’s quite... odd. Being called by name by someone who’s not family. But it doesn’t feel bad, Damian. From now on, feel free to be informal with me in private settings. Actually, let me change that. You can be informal from now on.”
 
Although his tone was still as measured as ever, there was a change in Orcus’ demeanor. It was as if sugar powder named ‘Noel’ was sprinkled over the dry bread called Orcus. The pretense that was once evident seemed to have diminished, and it wasn’t a bad look on him.
 
“Alright, then.”
 
With Orcus’s permission, I immediately dropped the formal speech. This prompted another peculiar expression from Orcus, but I continued speaking. Picking an arrow from the pile at his feet, I handed it to him and said,
 
“I’ve moved the target back 30 steps. Let’s begin again.”
 
“This again...”
 
Why was he always trying to move on hastily?
 
There was still a long way to go.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
 
[TL: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl
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            Chapter 62: Southern Hunting Tournament (1)
 
The empire’s southern region, known for its stable climate and fertile soil, was often praised as the most beautiful land, second only to Luden, a territory believed to be blessed by the main God. Its beauty rivaled even that of the East.
 
However, as the saying goes, ‘God is fair,’  this southern region also had one trouble like the northern climate, and that was the Lunproud Mountains surrounding it. Legend had it that these mountains were the dwelling place of the evil dragons mentioned in the old tales of the Kraus family. It was recognized as the largest habitat of monsters on the continent, and remained one of the unexplored mystical terrains.
 
Of course, this didn’t mean there were always fierce battles with monsters at its borders. However, the fact that it was a dangerous place never changed.
 
The time when monsters predominantly came down from the mountains was winter, when the land was blanketed in snow. Whether it was because food within these vast mountains became scarce during this season, the monsters descended from the mountain range as if on schedule.
 
For some reason, even I, who had read the novel about this world, couldn’t fathom why. The only explanation provided in the novel was a vague hint at some sort of underlying condition. Like others, I could only vaguely speculate that perhaps it was due to a lack of food within the mountains. But the actual reason remained obscured.
 
Nonetheless, as winter approached, cities in the south, including Sarham, announced its arrival by conducting large-scale monster hunts. If these hunts were successful, the worries of winter were virtually over for the southern regions.
 
The southern spring hunting competition was also organized with a similar intent.
 
Once winter passed, unless one ventured deep into the mountains, the threat of encountering monsters diminished. But for the territories close to the mountains, monsters weren’t the only concern.
 
Distinctly from other regions, the Luneproud mountains had a thick concentration of mana in the air. Whether this was related to the monsters’ ecology or some other cause remained unknown. However, this intense magic energy not only affected monsters but also the animals and plants living in the mountains.
 
Compared to similar species from other regions, the creatures of the mountains had their abilities extremely enhanced.
 



 

 
Given the diverse ecosystem within the mountains, the variety of beasts was equally diverse. And these mana-infused beasts posed as much of a threat as any average monster. In the old days, if a tiger came down to the village, it was treated as a calamity. Now, imagine a mana-enhanced tiger; it was beyond words.
 
The hunting competition wasn’t merely a showcase of martial skill among families. At its core, it was about safeguarding territories, akin to the monster subjugations.
 
While monsters posed a more significant threat, the competition still held its own dangers. But its victors would mark their triumphs with grand feasts in their territories. On the whole, this annual event cultivated unity among southern families, lifting the people’s spirits after enduring a rigorous winter.
 
I believe Orcus’ determination to participate in the tournament had something to do with this.
 
Perhaps he had been trying to engage in a bit of image-building. The families located in the south were more inclined towards martial skills than magic, after all.
 
Even with Noel by his side, for Orcus aiming for the throne, leaving a good impression on the southern nobles would be beneficial.
 
“Ah, it’s raining.”
 
As usual, when I woke up early in the morning and went outside to practice with my sword, a droplet of water fell from the sky and touched my cheek. Curiously looking up, where the sun should have been, murky clouds took its place.
 
One by one, the raindrops fell, making dots on the soil. Before long, they became a heavy downpour, soaking the ground completely.
 
For some reason, I had sensed an unusual humidity the previous evening.
 
I swiftly retreated to my tent, peering out to observe the commotion.
 



 

 
With the rain intensifying, people hurriedly moved their belongings inside. It soon became apparent that this wasn’t a passing shower.
 
The pace of the soldiers increased as the rain became heavier. In a short while, the bustling noises outside disappeared, leaving only the sound of the rain.
 
Considering the torrential downpour, even I couldn’t ask the empire’s sole prince to train on such a day. Unless he volunteered on his own, of course.
 
Recalling our successful hunt in the forest yesterday, it wasn’t entirely impossible that he might want to train more. But as I pondered, it seemed unlikely that he would venture out into this torrential downpour.
 
If by that slight chance, he did express a desire to head out, I would oppose Orcus’ decision this time around. After all, this was Lunpaud’s territory, and I don’t want a repeat of last year’s incident.
 
Orcus and Noel...
 
...The two siblings had been in Sarham for almost a week now. Now, only two days remained until the hunting competition. But there was no longer a need to rigorously increase Orcus’ training hours.
 
If I were to pick who changed the most over this week, it would undoubtedly be Noel. However, separately, Orcus’ skills had also evolved considerably. Not enough to aim for victory in the competition, but surely enough to earn admiration.
 
I personally felt there was room for improvement, but if he was satisfied, then it was fine.
 
I glanced in the direction of their tent, but just like everywhere else, it was silent. I thought Noel, being who she was, might have ventured into the forest despite the rain.
 
Did Orcus dissuade her?
 
“Perhaps today is a day of rest...”
 
Muttering to myself, I sat on the makeshift bed inside the tent. It was a little harder than the one in the castle room, but for a temporary outdoor shelter, this was more than adequate.
 



 

 
Given the humidity, taking a nap might be a good idea, but the relentless drumming of rain on the tent made sleep seem uninviting.
 
Unable to decide on a course of action, I simply stared at the tent’s ceiling, swaying with the raindrops. For a moment, the emptiness in my mind felt oddly satisfying, but that fleeting peace was soon replaced by a gnawing sense of boredom.
 
Before I knew it, someone’s face naturally started to appear in my mind.
 
Immediately, I kicked off the covers and got up from the bed, searching for my raincoat.
 
“She must be resting now.”
 
Even though I told myself it was too early to see her, my body was already preparing to meet Elena. I put on the raincoat hanging in the corner of the room and looked outside where it was still raining.
 
Despite my initial eagerness to step out, seeing the landscape through the gap in the tent made me halt in my steps. The rain had grown fiercer than before, but it wasn’t enough to stop me. It was just that I no longer had a reason to leave the tent.
 
Standing still without taking a step, I looked at the silhouette approaching me from beyond the tent.
 
-Splash
 
With the sound of water splashing, a figure wearing a black raincoat like mine entered the tent. Damp white hair shimmered from water droplets on the black fabric of the raincoat. I took a cloth from a nearby chair, approached, and draped it gently over her head.
 
Even though the raincoat did its job and she was only slightly wet, I wrapped the cloth around her head, softly brushing it downward.
 



 

 
The soft touch of her hair could be felt through the thin cloth. Unexpectedly placing a cloth over someone’s head might startled them, but her face remained serene. Her trusting demeanor reminded me of an obedient puppy, so I simply smiled at her, without uttering a word.
 
For a brief moment, she looked at me with a relaxed expression. But soon, perhaps catching the meaning in my eyes, Elena’s eyes widened slightly. But even that surprised look couldn’t disguise the warmth in her eyes—a warmth that simply made me smile broader.
 
Seeing my continuous smile, her face turned even redder.
 
Elena began to lower her head again. I continued to stroke her hair without saying a word. Although it was more of a caress than brushing. It had changed from its original purpose of drying her hair.
 
Well, what does it matter?
 
Elena began to dart her eyes around, seemingly trying to avoid my gaze. Suddenly, as if she had discovered something, she smiled faintly and met my eyes again, her lips still curled in that smile.
 
“Were you planning to go out?”
 
She said, looking at my raincoat which was still dry. Even though she put it into words, it seemed she already knew the reason I had put on my raincoat. Without denying her statement, I nodded in response.
 
“I was, but now I don’t think there’s a need to.”
 
Saying so, I spread out Elena’s wet raincoat on a chair, together with the cloth. She naturally moved and sat on the bed, and I, after removing my raincoat, approached and sat down next to her.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
 
[TL: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl
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            Chapter 63: Southern Hunting Tournament (2)
 
Even though I reside in the tent of Kraus, the items within the tent were simpler than expected.
 
Inside, there was a modest bed, a single chair, and a small table. Apart from these, only a few essentials such as a whetstone for maintaining my equipment and a set of clothes for my stay were present.
 
There was no tea set prepared like we had in the castle, nor any simple refreshments available. Ken, who always attended to my needs, wasn’t here either. It wasn’t essential for him to accompany the knight brigade on their hunting training, and more than anything, Ken really disliked camping.
 
He had been working with Kraus for a long time, but Ken was a butler, not a soldier. He would probably be waiting for us in Legion now, the location of the upcoming tournament.
 
The reason we were currently in the forest was solely for the practice of Orcus and Noel. It had nothing to do with the format of the tournament. Given that the tournament was a competition among the nobility, with various prominent and minor southern families participating, it always began with one castle as its base.
 
With these thoughts in my mind, I turned to look at Elena. She met my gaze and offered a gentle smile, to which I reciprocated with a subtle smile, tinged with a hint of guilt.
 
The current setting was admittedly lacking for a lady and young master who lived as nobles.
 
While Noel and Orcus seemed to have adjusted for now, having a clear purpose for attending the tournament, Elena, who had no such commitment, could’ve chosen to stay with Ken in Legion.
 
Although her future might involve navigating such inconveniences, she didn’t need to bear them now. While her choice to join us brought me joy, a part of me wished she’d stayed in the comforts of Legion.
 



 

 
Yet, contrary to my concerns, Elena appeared to effortlessly handle her two-day camp stay as though it was second nature. Still, that didn’t mean I was comfortable with it. Going forward, I felt Elena should remain in the castle for endeavors like this, even if she feels otherwise.
 
Lost in thought, as I was contemplating this, my gaze shifted to the subtle movement on the blanket. It wasn’t hard to find the cause. It was Elena’s hand pressing it from the side.
 
She seemed intrigued by the bed I used, and without a word, she started pressing on the bed with her palm, much like a curious cat. Surely her bed was prepared just like mine, along with Orcus’ and Noel’s. Could she feel something different about it?
 
Hmm...
 
This was a bit embarrassing.
 
Seeing Elena pressing down on the blanket was adorable, but knowing that she was touching the blanket I usually use made me feel strangely self-conscious.
 
It was perfectly fine just moments ago. But now, her pressing down on my bed seemed to be the issue.
 
“It’s damp...”
 
“What?!”
 
I blurted out in response to Elena’s murmured words, having been so intently focused on her.
 
Was the blanket damp... Did I spill something on it?
 
Her unexpected comment made me pat the blanket with a flustered face.
 
My primary concern was any potential misconceptions she might form. Seeing my flustered reaction, Elena burst into laughter, as if finding my bewildered expression amusing as I examined the blanket.
 
Only after her laughter did I realize that she was simply referring to the moisture trapped within the fabric.
 
Meeting her gaze again, I was met with a mischievous grin.
 



 

 
“Why are you so flustered?”
 
“Um... No, it’s nothing.”
 
I’ve had tea on this bed more than once or twice.
 
If it was truly damp, I would have noticed. Yet the recent occupant of the bed wouldn’t know that. Being taken aback by her unexpected comment was my own fault.
 
In response to my answer, Elena playfully tapped her fingers together and started to wave her other hand in the air. Following the flow of mana from her gestures, I could tell that Elena was doing more than just simple hand movements.
 
Tiny droplets floating in the air started to gather towards the pattern she was creating.
 
Neither my clothes nor the blanket beneath us were exceptions.
 
Droplets formed in the air and soon levitated onto her hand. The blanket, which Elena had called damp, now felt as if it had been freshly dried in the sun.
 
Gathering moisture from the air reminded me of a dehumidifier, but unlike a dehumidifier, the sight of visible droplets converging in the air was rather magical.
 
In no time, a small ball of water had formed above Elena’s hand.
 
Although it took the shape of a round sphere, one could tell it was water from the way it shimmered and rippled delicately.
 
Elena touched the water orb, but it didn’t burst.
 
It went in deeply, as if pressing on jelly, and soon surround her fingers. As I stared in amazement, Elena began to draw something in mid-air with the floating water.
 
The transparent stream of water originating from the orb turned into a line, following her hand, gradually forming a new shape. I decided to guess what Elena was trying to draw as I watched the forming picture.
 
“Hmm...”
 
It doesn’t seem to be a person. So, an animal?
 



 

 
The outline became clearer.
 
Starting from the tiny water stream, the picture was nearing completion. Yet, I still couldn’t pinpoint what it was. Clearly, it was an animal. A dog perhaps? Or a cat? The pointed ears make it seem like one of the two, but I couldn’t be sure which.
 
What is this?
 
Having finished her drawing, Elena looked at me with expectant eyes. Normally, I would’ve met her gaze with a smile, but now I felt an apprehension looking into those twinkling purple eyes.
 
Elena... you can’t draw, can you?
 
This wasn’t even mentioned in the novel.
 
Realizing one more thing about her should’ve been delightful, but I couldn’t bring myself to smile now. The drawing was done, and it was my turn to answer. Still uncertain if it was a dog or a cat, but I couldn’t ignore her gaze any longer.
 
After a long ponder, I succumbed to the pressure and spoke up.
 
“Is it... a dog?”
 
There was a brief silence between us.
 
Did I get it wrong?
 
Should I have guessed cat?
 
Just as a myriad of thoughts filled my head, Elena spoke. Disappointment gleamed in her eyes, but her lips curled into a smile.
 
“If you say it’s a dog, it could be. The correct answer is a wolf.”
 
“Oh, I see. That’s unfortunate.”
 
So it was a wolf...
 
Of course, a wolf.
 
Perhaps because my answer was somewhat close, Elena didn’t seem too upset.
 
Come to think of it, the emblem of the Edelweiss family did feature a wolf, didn’t it? I was so relieved I didn’t say it was a cat. Or maybe a fox.
 
“Shall we move on to the next question?”
 



 

 
Ah.
 
Before I could even respond, Elena’s hand began to move rapidly again.
 
Seeing that made my blood run cold, but watching her smile so brightly and move her hands in various ways made it hard for me to tell her to stop.
 
Elena wasn’t the type to take offense at a wrong guess.
 
In the end, I quickly resigned myself to the situation and shifted my gaze back to Elena rather than the drawing she was making. After all, whether I looked now or waited until the completion, the unpredictability would remain the same. It felt like a better choice to calm my heart by watching her smiling face.
 
How long had I been watching her? Suddenly, Elena stopped drawing and spoke to me.
 
“Damian. Would you like to try it too?”
 
Elena’s unexpected question caught me off guard. Maybe she asked because I hadn’t been watching the drawing and kept looking at her. I was just enjoying seeing her smile. I hesitated for a moment before nodding.
 
Gently, Elena took my hand, directing mana through it in a manner distinct from before. It felt as though a refreshing energy was passing through my hand. Unlike the fleeting wind, this energy lingered around my hand.
 
“You’re set. Give it a try now.”
 
Following her words, I raised a finger, and just like she did earlier, the moisture in the air began to gather around my fingertip. Seeing this, I drew a straight line of water as if I was handling a pencil for the first time.
 
“It feels quite fascinating. It’s refreshing too.”
 
“Right? Now, draw something, and I’ll try to guess what it is!”
 
Confident in her words, I smiled slightly and began to move my hand.
 
***
 
“Wow... I didn’t expect it to turn out like this.”
 



 

 
I exclaimed in amazement as I looked up at the ceiling, which had transformed into a shade of blue. The paintings made of water floated in the air, giving off an ethereal, dreamlike sensation.
 
How should I describe this?
 
They hovered around the canopy of my tent like clouds, but they weren’t white, nor did they give off the light feeling of clouds.
 
It felt familiar. I think I had experienced something like this before... Yes, it felt as though I had stepped into an underwater aquarium. An aquarium where it seemed like fish were flying through the sky. Here, however, it was water-formed creatures flying in the sky.
 
Neither Elena nor I had intended to create such a scene from the beginning.
 
We were just engrossed in our drawing. When we ran out of space to draw and looked up at the ceiling, our surroundings had transformed into this panorama.
 
“Hmm, should we do it like this?”
 
Seeing no more vacant space, Elena began gathering the paintings she had drawn so far. As they were all crafted from water, the paintings merged upon contact, forming one massive water droplet.
 
Was there this much water in the room? A huge drop of water appeared in front of my eyes, covering the ceiling of the room. The person who made it proudly pointed at the drop of water and told me.
 
“Now, we can draw with this.”
 
Clearly, she seemed to have enjoyed our drawing game just as much as I did.
 
I thought it would be nice to play this game with Alphonse when we would be back home and raise my hand towards the droplet. This time, both Elena’s and my hands moved simultaneously. At some point, our game had shifted from challenging each other to freely drawing together.
 



 

 
Elena flattened her palm, stretching the round droplet into a square, while I drew lines on it, crafting the land and the sky. Although there were no colors, just lines, our creation turned into a reasonably decent drawing.
 
Elena didn’t only draw animals...
 
With the paintings gradually coming to completion in front of us, the sensation of the blanket held in my hand fleetingly brushed through my mind.
 
It wasn’t damp like before, but fluffy. I lifted my hand from the blanket and touched my palm with the other hand. The unique feeling of discomfort of a rainy day was no longer present on my skin.
 
Outside, the rain continued to pour relentlessly. The sound of raindrops striking the tent and the ground was a pleasant backdrop. From that sound, one could deduce that the rain was far from ending.
 
Above my head floated that massive water droplet, and from the sky outside the tent, it seemed like water was pouring as if from a hole. Yet, at this moment, I couldn’t feel any of the discomfort caused by the humidity.
 
The reason was simple. When she made the water droplet, a minuscule amount of the moisture that had been on my skin was also included. It wasn’t so much that my lips felt dry, but it felt as if I was experiencing a spring day without rain.
 
While feeling my skin’s moisture with my hands, I reached out toward her.
 
“Huh?”
 
I didn’t have any particular intention.
 
I thought that perhaps physical contact wouldn’t give an unpleasant sensation like before, and there was no need to just touch fingertips as we had previously done. That was the only reason.
 
Grabbing Elena’s shoulder, I pulled her close to me. My sudden action made her stop drawing. She turned her head towards me, but I said nothing and simply leaned my head against hers.
 



 

 
Her soft hair brushed against my head, tickling me.
 
Elena neither blushed nor avoided my gaze by bowing her head as she had done before. Just like when we went out together previously, she comfortably leaned against me.
 
“Hehe...”
 
As I playfully tickled her chin, Elena giggled and moved even closer to me, as if chasing the warmth of my hand.
 
The sound of rain, resembling a song, combined with the floating painting made it feel as if this wasn’t the tent I had been staying in, but some other world entirely.
 
Was it the feeling of being the only two left in a single world? Or was it being drawn to her lively, radiant smile? I was steadily closing the distance between us.
 
Elena didn’t push me away as I approached.
 
She didn’t turn her head elsewhere either. Instead, she looked back at me, narrowing the gap between us.
 
The distance between us was so close that our breaths touched each other’s skin.
 
Even when we danced together, we hadn’t been this close. Where had the old me, who would blush and avoid her gaze, gone? Damian’s influence on me might have played a part in my actions, but the familiar anxiety I felt every time I got close to her was nowhere to be found in my heart.
 
Holding my breath, I stared at her lips.
 
“Um.”
 
The moment of moving closer to Elena felt fleeting, but in my mind, time seemed to stretch out. I didn’t expect my thought processing, which surpassed normal human capability, to hold me back. It layered several thoughts, adding tension to what could’ve been a simple moment.
 



 

 
Just as both the distance and my racing heart reached their peak, I heard a sound different from the continuing rainfall.
 
-Splash
 
The sound of thick mud splattering echoed.
 
Someone was approaching. I couldn’t see who it was, but the following voice revealed their identity.
 
“Damian! It’s serious! It seems my older brother is very sick! Once the rain stops, let’s go hunting...”
 
- Whoosh!
 
Noel’s following words were drowned out by the pouring water. The painting hovering above our heads turned into a massive waterfall, soaking the room.
 
I couldn’t believe this was happening.
 
Seizing the moment, I veiled our actions behind the cascading water and shared a swift kiss with Elena. Then, with a calm expression, I looked at Noel and asked,
 
“I couldn’t hear you properly. Can you repeat what you said?”
 
There was no response from Noel.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 64: Southern Hunting Tournament (3)
 
The forest, which had been quiet, was filled with the sound of rain as clouds blanketed the sky. But as if nothing had happened, the following day greeted everyone with bright sunshine.
 
The knights from Kraus spent the night shaking off the rain-soaked fabric of their tents as they prepared to leave the forest. They were doing so because Damian, who could be considered the person in charge here, had ordered them to move to Legion as the tournament was soon to be held.
 
As the command came down, they sprang into action, hurriedly preparing to depart.
 
Though these knights had been battle-hardened from long years of monster subjugations, they were still human. Naturally, they preferred to move to a well-facilitated region like Legion rather than continue to stay in the damp forest.
 
Perhaps it was thanks to their collective desire... The knights, already exceptionally well-trained compared to others, began to dismantle the camp with heartfelt urgency. The process proceeded twice as fast as the time it had taken to set up camp when they had first arrived.
 
Everything happened so quickly that it wasn’t until Orcus emerged from his tent and mounted his horse to leave the forest that he regained his composure.
 
Unaccustomed to being swept away in a fast-moving flow when he was usually the one to set the pace, it seemed strange to him.
 
As he stepped outside to propose a hunt, he found the knights already preparing to leave. Though his noble status was nearly top, being the prince of the empire, here Damian was in charge. And when Damian commanded to move, even Orcus had no choice but to comply.
 
It wasn’t a problem that Damian, not him, was leading the situation. It was a fact that Orcus was already fully aware of.
 



 

 
It was just that he barely had time to think, caught off-guard and buffeted around amid the bustle of everyone so hurriedly preparing to leave.
 
The confusion in his mind was natural, seeing as everyone was preparing to leave without explanation. By the time he found Damian to ask for an explanation, the camp had already been dismantled.
 
Orcus, now mounted on his horse and watching the receding forest, spoke with a tinge of regret.
 
“Just when it was getting interesting…”
 
“-There’s no need for regret. The tournament, though designed for monster subjugation, is also for the enjoyment of the warriors. And it’s not just a day or two, but a week-long event. You’ll have plenty of opportunities for fun.”
 
“I suppose that’s true. But wouldn’t practicing even a day more yield better results in the tournament? There’s still time before it starts, after all.”
 
In response, Damian appeared to ponder for a while before replying with a light smile to Orcus’ statement.
 
“It’s a good attitude, Orcus, but with your current skill level, whether you stay here to hunt for a day or go to the Legion to practice your marksmanship, the outcome will be the same. So, enough with the small talk, just come along.”
 
Faced with Damian’s sarcastic critique of his archery skills, Orcus didn’t get angry; instead, he frowned as he responded.
 
“So, you’re saying you’re going to make me do that stuff again when we get to the Legion?”
 
“Didn’t you just say it yourself? You want to practice one more day to get good scores in the tournament. So, I’ll give you what you want.”
 
Orcus exhaled in disbelief at Damian’s words, but Damian remained indifferent to his reaction. Whenever Orcus tried to retort, Damian simply continued the conversation with a smile.
 



 

 
Anyone eavesdropping on their conversation might be utterly shocked. No matter how close they were, one was the heir of a count’s family and the other, the heir to the empire. Their titles alone dictated an immense difference in their social standing.
 
Even the Emperor, who had encouraged Orcus to make friends, would have been utterly surprised if he had seen this interaction. He knew Orcus well enough to realize that despite giving permission for informality, this level of casual conversation was uncharacteristic of him.
 
This very casualness was proof that Orcus considered Damian a friend. Their relationship had come this far in a relatively short time, and it was clear that this was Orcus’ first attempt at forming a friendship. His comfort in this setting was an indicator that they were genuinely compatible.
 
That said, what the term ‘friend’ meant to Orcus remained an enigma, known only to him. Whether a friend was someone with whom he shared friendship or merely an expendable resource branded with the title ‘friend’ by the emperor’s order was a matter only Orcus would know.
 
“Even with all the effort, you can’t beat Her Highness the Princess anyway.”
 
“That’s purely a matter of talent. If the competition involves magic, even she wouldn’t stand a chance.”
 
“Even so, beating Elena would be impossible.”
 
“....”
 
Orcus’ face soured significantly at Damian’s words.
 
The statements were sobering facts, hard to brush aside with mere words. And unlike Damian, Orcus couldn’t find any topic for rebuttal. After all, the Damian he had observed so far was a person without any flaws worthy of criticism.
 
In the end, all he could do was reveal his emotions through his facial expressions.
 



 

 
Sometimes, Orcus pondered.
 
Had it really been the right choice to stop using formal language that day?
 
With such trivial thoughts, Orcus continued his conversation with Damian.
 
***
 
When they first reached the forest, Damian, Elena, Noel, and Orcus were all using a carriage. But now, only Noel and Elena remained in the carriage. This was because Damian had suggested that Orcus should ride a horse on the way to Legion.
 
It wasn’t because Orcus couldn’t ride a horse or need training. Horseback riding was virtually essential for nobles. Naturally, as a prince, Orcus had learned to ride a horse from a young age.
 
For him, mounting a horse was clearly a familiar act. Horseback riding was something he had to practice at least once a week. So then, how long could Orcus sit atop a horse?
 
Even sitting comfortably in a carriage could become uncomfortable after some time. And the discomfort would only be exacerbated on a horse, where one couldn’t lean back and the ride was far less smooth.
 
While Orcus might be physically fit, it was more due to his lineage than his own effort. Though his body might endure, his mind might experience an entirely different set of sensations.
 
The distance from the camp to Legion wasn’t particularly far, but it took two days for a group of their size to travel. Damian believed this time would be enough for Orcus to get used to riding a horse.
 
For safety reasons, Damian decided to stay beside Orcus, leaving Noel and Elena alone in the carriage, albeit unintentionally.
 
Noel, who enjoyed physical activities, could have chosen to ride alongside Orcus. Yet, against everyone’s expectations, she chose to remain in the carriage with Elena. Of course, her choice was solely because of Elena.
 
Noel turned her head and looked out the window.
 



 

 
Through the window, Orcus and Damian could be seen astride their horses.
 
She couldn’t hear what they were talking about, but the ever-changing expressions on Orcus’ face were entertaining to watch. Occasionally, Orcus looked a bit uncomfortable, but their ongoing conversation seemed genuinely enjoyable.
 
After arriving in the southern territories, aspects of Orcus never visible in the imperial palace began to emerge. From reuniting with Elena to developing a connection with Damian Kraus, life in the South had been nothing but pleasant.
 
“Umm...”
 
Noel had been staring at the two men for a long while, her eyes were filled with a hard-to-define envy. Eventually, she turned her gaze back to Elena sitting beside her.
 
Elena’s beauty never seemed to fade, no matter how many times Noel looked at her.
 
She was a complete contrast to herself—a pure, white-skinned girl. The faint scent of lavender that emanated from her had a calming effect on Noel’s mind.
 
Normally, Noel would have chattered excitedly with Elena. She had boarded the carriage anticipating an engaging conversation on their journey to Legion, but that dream had proven unattainable.
 
It wasn’t because the relationship between Noel and Elena had become awkward.
 
It hadn’t happened since she found out that Damian was Elena’s fiancée. There were times when Noel, who saw Damian training, suddenly asked him to fight, but it did not affect the relationship between Elena and Noel.
 
There was only one reason why Noel was not conversing with Elena right now.
 
“Heh...”
 
Listening to the faint sound of breathing, Noel looked at Elena’s relaxed face, then gently touched Elena’s cheek without hesitation.
 
The warmth transmitted through her fingertips, and the supple sensation of Elena’s skin felt almost like touching a monster called slime—not that Noel had ever encountered such a creature.
 



 

 
To put it simply, the feeling was addictive.
 
Unable to resist the addictive feeling, Noel continued to poke and prod at Elena’s cheek. She stretched it a little, and even flicked it with her finger. Each time, Elena’s facial expressions shifted in amusing ways, bringing Noel both laughter and joy.
 
“Mmm...”
 
“Haha!”
 
After coming to the South, the Elena that Noel met again was different in many ways from the Elena she knew before, but there were also aspects that remained the same. Her carefree smile right now proves that.
 
Since their reunion, Elena had matured significantly, no longer exhibiting her former timidness.
 
Noel admired the changed Elena, but there was a corner of her heart that missed the image she had seen in the garden that day. However, seeing her now made her realize that such worries were unfounded.
 
If there was one regrettable thing, it might be that it was impossible to have a normal conversation with Elena right now.
 
After all, one couldn’t have a conversation with someone who’s asleep.
 
While gently touching Elena’s cheek, Noel pondered the changes in her.  It was only this morning that Elena was in this state. And about the cause, Noel also had some insight.
 
‘What on earth happened inside that tent?’
 
On a day when rain was pouring down, Noel had encountered a completely drenched Elena in Damian’s tent.
 
Although Elena had her own tent, there was nothing strange about the two of them being together. Damian and Elena were engaged, so Noel had no suspicions about them being together. It was a sight she had often seen even back in the lord castle of Kraus. However, it was the first time, she had saw water poured into the tent as soon as she entered.
 
The reason she attributed Elena’s current state to that moment was that her demeanor had noticeably changed since then.
 



 

 
When Noel entered the tent, Elena left without saying a word. Both she and Damian stared blankly after her for a moment before Damian faintly raised the corners of his lips.
 
Confused by Damian’s inexplicable smile, Noel returned to her spot without much conversation, only harboring questions about Elena’s sudden behavior.
 
Meeting Elena again happened after hearing that they would be departing for the region of Legion after the rain stopped.
 
The Elena she met again had a noticeably different aura than before.
 
If she was tightly wound and composed before, she now seemed a layer more relaxed.
 
It wasn’t just her aura that had changed. The pale skin with a light flush made Noel initially worry that yesterday’s soaking might have affected her health. Although she was a mage, Elena had a physique that wasn’t as hardened as her, so considering how soaked she was yesterday, it was natural to worry she might have caught a cold.
 
But it didn’t take her long to realize that wasn’t the case.
 
“So what exactly happened yesterday?”
 
Noel asked when Elena woke up from her sleep.
 
“Huh, what?”
 
“I’m talking about the tent. You were with Damian. When I got there, water was suddenly pouring down...”
 
“Uh...um, well, you see...”
 
After only a few words, Elena, uncharacteristically flustered, blushed and bowed her head.
 
Noel looked curiously at this new side of Elena, but she offered no further words. Seemingly unsure how to respond, she shifted her gaze out the window toward Damian. At that point, Noel chose not to question her any further about that day.
 
Witnessing Elena’s discomfort only intensified Noel’s curiosity, but she had no intention of prying if she didn’t want to talk. Most importantly, she could tell from her behavior that something had happened between her and Damian. For Noel, that was enough to know.
 



 

 
How much time had passed?
 
Jolted by Noel’s question earlier, Elena was now leaning against her, fast asleep.
 
She probably hadn’t slept well the night before. As for the reason, Noel felt she didn’t need to ponder.
 
“Love...?”
 
Noel muttered the word as she gazed at Elena, a term that suddenly surfaced in her mind.
 
She couldn’t pinpoint why, but Noel thought that perhaps love had been the catalyst for Elena’s change. Romantic love was a realm completely unfamiliar to her, something she had never even considered. So, all it evoked was a sense of wonder.
 
Damian and Elena. Elena and Noel...
 
The difference in their relationships, Noel thought, might just be the nature of the emotions binding them.
 
After contemplating for a moment, Noel shook her head and began to gently touch Elena’s cheek again.
 
“Yap.”
 
“Hehehe...”
 
Love or friendship. Despite pondering it, Noel couldn’t identify any clear differences between the two. All she recalled was that friendship connected her with Elena, while love connected her with Damian.
 
Would she, too, change if she were ever to experience love?
 
Picturing Elena’s face when she was with Damian, Noel decided to entertain the idea of experiencing something she had yet to understand.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 65: Southern Hunting Tournament (4)
 
Every year, a hunting tournament took place in the southern region.
 
This year’s tournament venue, the very place we had arrived, was Legion, one of the territories nestled close to the Luneproud Mountains. Unlike a continuous affair confined to one location, the tournament’s location meandered annually, shifting among territories bordering the mountain range.
 
Although the primary participants were nobles, the hosting territory reaped significant economic gains. This owed to the fact that citizens joined in the grand festivities held during the tournament.
 
For those who were born and raised in the South, the springtime hunting tournament was as ingrained as a tradition. There was no shortage of participants to worry about.
 
The yearly rotation of the tournament’s location catered not only to ecological considerations, such as wildlife habitats, but also ensured that no single territory monopolized the advantages. Originally, when the Kraus family first established their presence in the south, they single-handedly managed this event. However, as generations unfolded, this approach evolved into the current rotational system.
 
‘Should I call this a coincidence?’
 
In fact, this year’s tournament venue, Legion, had a close relationship with the Kraus family.
 
Well, in the first place, it would be hard to find a family in the South that wasn’t entangled with the Kraus in some way. But the lord of Legion, Viscount Graham, was uniquely bonded to the Kraus family in a vassal relationship.
 
Growing up as an heir of the Kraus family, I’d known him since childhood, and it seemed the emperor had taken quite an interest as well.
 
While there weren’t Imperial Knights serving as escorts or anything that grand, various circumstances and individuals associated with him reveal that affairs related to Orcus didn’t escape Kraus’s fence. It was as if my father precisely understood the range within which he had complete control.
 



 

 
The relationship between my father and the emperor might have been close, but this was also evidence of how well the imperial family grasped the power of the Kraus.
 
It was no wonder they had maintained an empire for a millennium.
 
In any case, we managed to arrive at Legione without delay.
 
Orcus, who had claimed that riding horses was like a hobby to him, proved it by skillfully steering his steed. Though it was probably his first time riding for an extended period, his well-toned physique showed no signs of discomfort.
 
Seeing Orcus confidently handling the horse next to me was slightly different from what I had anticipated, but still, I was relieved since I didn’t need to rely on the training I had prepared, given that I was responsible for their training.
 
As we passed through the castle gates and headed towards the gathering point, the stares from the people were relentless. While this happened every year, this time was particularly intense, probably due to Orcus’ presence beside me.
 
His bright golden hair and blue eyes seemed like something out of fiction. Yet what drew people’s attention wasn’t just his appearance; the royal insignia embroidered on his shoulders was eloquent enough for even commoners to discern his stature.
 
“For some reason, your shoulders seem wider than before you entered the castle.”
 
“Well, I can’t show a hunched figure, can I? Besides, considering its frontier status with the Luneproud Range, this city is surprisingly well-off.”
 
“Even though it’s near mountains overrun with magical beasts and monsters, they rarely invade the castle. And preventing such occurrences is partly why we’re here.”
 
Upon hearing this, Orcus nodded with satisfaction.
 
“That makes sense. Given all the effort I’ve put in so far, I’d better stay active.”
 



 

 
A few days ago, he was the guy complaining about being a mage, not a warrior. But now his face radiated confidence. Naturally, he wasn’t aiming for first place, but a decent performance would be enough to achieve his goals.
 
Because it was well-known that the Crown Prince had a talent for magic.
 
His aim in participating in the hunting tournament was more about the experience than the scores. Nonetheless, it was my role to guide him so he could put up a respectable show.
 
Participating directly in the tournament would be the perfect way to build an image of being multi-talented and to win favor from the southern lords, who were all made up of warriors and martial artists. Given Orcus’ current abilities, especially considering he was a mage, he had more than enough skills to earn their favor.
 
‘Who taught you this?’
 
...I wanted to say that, but this was all due to Orcus’s own effort and, fortunately, his natural talent for moving his body. Had he been interested in swordsmanship, he could have been a fairly skilled knight—that was how talented he seemed.
 
The more I found out about this divine lineage, the more multi-talented it seemed. He could even wield a bizarre power that was entirely different from mana, called divinity.
 
Not that I was envious or anything.
 
Because I was really not.
 
The journey to the castle went without any hitches.
 
The actions of the local citizens, who had clearly seen many visitors come and go today, were quite adept. Though surprised by the appearance of the royal family, this was only evident in their eyes; their conduct remained impeccable.
 
Perhaps some information had been shared in advance...
 
Orcus found the subdued reaction of the local citizens intriguing, but it was not actually that surprising.
 



 

 
By now, Orcus and Noel had spent enough time in the South that none of the nobles settled here would be unaware of their visit. Given the circumstances, it wasn’t hard to deduce that the Prince and Princess would participate in the tournament.
 
And the information that reached them naturally trickled down in one form or another, whether it was rumors or something else.
 
Perhaps Viscount Graham, who had been so attentive to the royal visit, had personally announced it to the local citizens.
 
As we moved away from the bowing locals, Orcus leaned in and spoke to me in a hushed tone.
 
“Did you notice that man standing near the bakery earlier? I didn’t recognize when he was wearing a hat, but as I walked by, he moved his hat to his chest to pay his respects. Would you believe he had a shaved head? Are they adding fur to hats nowadays?”
 
Was this guy originally like this?
 
I was not sure if Orcus had changed or if the original novel failed to capture his personality entirely.
 
I responded to Orcus with a faint smile.
 
“Somehow, I’m suddenly feeling dizzy.”
 
“Hm?”
 
***
 
As we entered the castle, the familiar emblems of noble families began to come into view.
 
It was no surprise, as these were the crests of the families participating in the tournament. Typically, they’d arrive on the day of the event, but it seemed that word of the Prince and Princess’ arrival had encouraged early arrivals.
 
But that wasn’t the only familiar sight.
 
Viscount Graham, the owner of the castle, along with my father and Alphonse, were waiting for our arrival. As they paid their respects to Orcus, I immediately dismounted to greet my father.
 



 

 
“It seems everyone has arrived early. Are we the last ones?”
 
“Not exactly. Two families have yet to arrive. But according to what I’ve heard, they should be here sometime today.”
 
I had a hunch about which families were running late. It wasn’t that they were tardy; rather, the distance between Legion and their respective territories was significant.
 
Orcus seemed not to mind, possibly understanding the situation. He began conversing with my father and Viscount Graham. While listening to their conversation could have been enlightening, I moved towards the carriage to escort Elena, sensing that formalities were wrapping up.
 
However, by the time I reached them, I was already a step behind.
 
Noel and Elena were descending from the carriage, holding hands. Noel, dressed in a uniform like a knight, was already assisting Elena out of the carriage. As an escort, Noel was flawless.
 
But why was the Princess escorting Elena?′
 
Despite feeling a bit overshadowed, I didn’t mind and walked over to where they stood. As I approached, Elena’s expression seemed to change. Compared to the red face I had seen earlier this morning, had she grown more composed?
 
‘Cute.’
 
I swallowed the words that nearly slipped out and locked eyes with Elena as I spoke.
 
“Did either of you experience any inconvenience during the journey?”
 
“Oh, Damian.”
 
It seemed Noel had been paying attention to Elena, as she only turned around after I spoke. Elena was indeed acting differently than usual, and while that would naturally concern Noel, I couldn’t help but smile, understanding why.
 
“As you can see, our journey has been quite comfortable,” Noel replied.
 
“That’s good to hear.”
 
Noel answered, but Elena remained silent. Our eyes met, and I noticed her purple eyes were quivering, like a boat facing a strong wave.
 



 

 
She hadn’t fully sorted out her emotions.
 
It was strange to see her so affected by a simple kiss, considering she was usually the one taking the lead with me.
 
“Elena.”
 
I called her name softly.
 
First, I needed to gently disentangle the hand currently held by Noel.
 
As I reached out and clasped Elena’s hand, her warmth and trembling flowed immediately into me. Almost instinctively, she released Noel’s hand, but remained frozen in place.
 
I sensed the rapid beat of a racing heart. I couldn’t discern whether it was mine or hers.
 
Her cheeks had flushed to a deeper shade of red than before. Her quivering lips parted, and her voice whispered my name.
 
“Da... Damian...”
 
“Yes.”
 
I had no anticipation of what would follow.
 
Between us, the ambiance was tense—charged, much like her gaze and my heartbeat.
 
I perked my ears when her lips parted again. My gaze was fixed on them. I was fully alert, ready to pull Elena closer at any moment.
 
In the end, that readiness proved to be unnecessary.
 
“I’ll... I’ll go grab some water!”
 
“Yes, what?”
 
By the time I questioned her sudden words, Elena had already slipped her hand from mine. When I looked for her again, she had retreated into the crowd of knights.
 
For an instant, I stared vacantly in the direction she had darted toward, until an unfamiliar whistling sound came from behind me.
 
“Phweeee—”
 
Was that a whistle? Or just a sound from the mouth?
 
Distracted by the bewildering noise, I turned to find Orcus and my father looking at me with speculative eyes. Their silent gaze only made my mind more turbulent.
 
‘Please don’t look at me like that.’
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            Chapter 66: Southern Hunting Tournament (5)
 
I felt as though I was wandering in a dreamy haze.
 
While the events of that day were certainly not a dream, the lingering impression they left remained unerased in my heart even the following day. It was the moment I had always wished for, something I had only imagined, but when it finally came true, I found it difficult to contain the surge of emotions that erupted within me.
 
“Ah...uh...”
 
The more I recalled that moment, the more I felt heat rising to my head. Whenever I tried to distract myself with other thoughts, I inevitably found myself reliving that moment, picturing his face.
 
For a magician—supposed to be the pinnacle of rationality—
 
And even more, an archmage, who had risen to a position no one in the history of the continent had ever experienced—how would those who knew my past self react to seeing me so vulnerable, so consumed by emotion?
 
I buried my face in the pillow and shook my head fervently.
 
They wouldn’t know.
 
Particularly among magicians who explore the realms beyond mere human understanding, emotions frequently gain the upper hand over reason as one delves deeper.
 
It was ultimately the human heart that propelled us to the place called transcendence. If one were to treat magic as a mere academic pursuit, forever delineating between right and wrong, they would inevitably reach an insurmountable barrier, shackled by their own self-imposed limitations. This became increasingly evident as one rose in rank.
 
Of course, for someone with the title of archmage, emotional discipline should be second nature. Yet when it came to anything involving him, all those rules seemed to transform into exceptions specifically for me.
 
My mind didn’t feel right, perhaps due to the rising heat.
 
It felt like I was untying a tangled knot only to tangle it back up again with my own hands.
 



 

 
If I looked back at my past actions, this was hardly the first time I had behaved this way, but I simply couldn’t forgive myself for running away this time.
 
Even though a day had passed since that incident, I couldn’t meet his eyes all the way until we arrived in Legion. As I watched his back from inside the carriage, lost in my own thoughts, when the carriage stopped and he approached to take my hand, I even made the mistake of avoiding him.
 
Even if I was confused, running away like that—what an utter disgrace!
 
Why on earth did I even say I was going to drink water in that situation?!
 
“Aaah...”
 
Regretting it now won’t change a thing. As time passed, the growing feelings of regret and shame only brought forth strange moans from my lips.
 
I should be used to it by now, so why do I keep taking steps back?
 
When I decided to move closer, I could do so without a hint of hesitation, but when he closed the distance, I panicked and retreated. There had to be a limit to my lack of experience with this emotion called “love.” Despite the time I had spent living through regression, the speed at which things heated up was definitely a problem.
 
Being led by emotions rather than reason didn’t necessarily mean I had been completely honest with those feelings.
 
However, this case seemed different.
 
“What expression should I wear when I see him next...”
 
Lying on the soft bed and staring at the ceiling, his face strangely projected there, even though he wasn’t present in this room.
 
Perhaps because of that? The corners of my mouth, as I looked up at the ceiling, were slowly turning upwards.
 



 

 
In truth, the answer had been apparent all along.
 
I was fully aware that a simple greeting and my customary smile would be more than enough. Yet, my inability to execute this straightforward act was my biggest hindrance. Even with a plan in mind, the instant I found myself in his presence, it was as if everything rebooted.
 
“It’s difficult...”
 
Difficult, to say the least.
 
Though my body and mind were in sync, the moment he extended his affections toward me, my thoughts went blank—a paradox if ever there was one. Experience had taught me that this wasn’t something that could be overcome by mere determination. After restlessly shifting on my bed for several minutes, I finally let go of the notion.
 
Time may not heal all, but a bit more of it could certainly help me right now.
 
Perhaps it was because I had been camping for the last few days.
 
Despite the unfamiliar surroundings, the bed’s comforting texture lent a sense of stability. The uncomfortable sleep conditions that were once an everyday experience were not something the body easily forgets. Even though my mind felt alright, the accumulated physical fatigue seemed unavoidable.
 
The equipment we used while camping wasn’t of poor quality, but I couldn’t deny that this bed felt better. They had been consistently maintaining it, so it would be rude to compare the two.
 
“Sigh...”
 
As time passed, the tension within me began to melt away.
 
And as it did, sensations that I’d previously overlooked began to surface.
 
Letting out a deep exhale, I allowed myself to sink further into the bed. The fabric caressed my skin so delightfully that I found myself rustling the covers. Just then, a bedside mirror caught my attention.
 



 

 
Despite my inner turmoil, the smile that had naturally formed on my lips showed no sign of vanishing.
 
Choosing to leave that smile in place, I stared at my reflection. The young girl beaming back at me—her eyes twinkling, her lips gently upturned—displayed no trace of discomfort. Why would she? This was a smile that came naturally.
 
“I remember him telling me to smile more in the past.”
 
Maybe I didn’t have to worry about hearing that anymore.
 
The things that once stole my smile were no longer part of my life.
 
Tap-tap-
 
“Huh?”
 
My momentary immersion in joy was just that—fleeting.
 
The sound of something tapping at the window broke my slowly sinking reverie. When I rose and opened the window, a blue bird hiding in the darkening night sky flew towards my hand.
 
As a creature born of magic, the bird should have been devoid of emotions. Yet, as it looked at me, its eyes appeared to harbor something uncharacteristic—emotions. When I gently stroked its feathers with my hand imbued with a touch of magic, the apprehensive blue bird seemed to find peace almost instantaneously.
 
“Fortunately, it doesn’t look like there’s any circuit damage or signs of contamination.”
 
Being a magical creature created by draconic magic rather than human, concerns about contamination were minimal. However, the energy circulating in these mountains was something even Altear, or the dragon herself, couldn’t ignore. Had she not prepared in advance before sending this bird, a blue wyrm might have emerged in the skies over the Legion.
 
From the moment this anomalous being touched me, it felt as if it had found its rightful home.  Imbuing an object with this kind of divinity was something only a heretic should do. Yet for me, it was as inconsequential as adding a single drop of water to an ocean.
 
After wiping off the remaining traces of divinity on its feathers, the bird rubbed its beak affectionately against my hand.
 
“I see...”
 
The memories contained in the divinity fully seeped into me.
 



 

 
Brief flashes of potent emotions from individuals who seemed heretics, as well as visions of a particular place, crossed my mind—a forest-like area featuring an unusual structure. Its purpose was already familiar to me from my past life.
 
Countless magical creatures inhabit the Lunproud Mountains. For now, they stayed deep within, but their presence would change the story.
 
Yet, I wasn’t particularly moved by what I had seen. I had been expecting this ever since I learned that Noel and Orcus had come to the south.
 
Considering that those normally discreet individuals had openly shown their presence in Merohim, it was clear that my existence had provoked them into action.
 
In my other hand, where the bird had not landed, lay a jewel emitting a faint, dark-red light. Although the divinity emanating from it was on a different level compared to what spread through the forest, the bird showed no reaction—probably because the protective barriers around the jewel were doing their job.
 
I looked at it for a moment and then folded my hand, returning the jewel to its original place.
 
What had changed wasn’t just my relationship with him.
 
Things that were once insurmountable or required another’s help were now possible through my own power. The darkening forest before me might have seemed like an inescapable abyss, but to the current me, it was no more than a shallow puddle that could be easily cleared away.
 
After sending the bird back out through the window, I turned to look at the mirror once again.
 
The girl reflected there still wore a smile on her lips.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 67: Southern Hunting Tournament (6)
 
The forest in the distance shimmered in shades of green, its leaves reflecting droplets from a recent rain as if to announce that the downpour had visited the entire southern region. There were no clouds in the sky that had just unleashed its reservoir. A solitary sun sat high in the cloudless azure, a delightful sight to behold.
 
The warmth of the sun truly lifted my spirits.
 
Rain wasn’t uncommon this time of year, but I preferred not to wander the forest in it. Wet ground was uncomfortable to tread, but more importantly, memories of past rainy days in the forest haunted me.
 
It reminded me of the time I accompanied my father to the hunting tournament.
 
That day, as if cursed, a concentrated downpour seemed to only target the area I was in. To make matters worse, a horde of monsters appeared—creatures typically active in mid-winter. It was very unusual for them who were normally active in mid-winter to move on a spring day when the days were warming up.
 
A horde of those monsters continued their descent toward the village.
 
And there I was, battered and muddy from fights with the monsters.
 
My first battle since becoming a Damian was challenging, perhaps due to the conditions at the time. The discomfort from the clinging mud and rainwater was easy to forget as I moved, but the most significant issue was the sudden downpour causing a landslide of earth mixed with rocks and trees.
 
Exhausted from consecutive fights, I couldn’t react in time to the sudden landslide and was swept away. I thought I was going to die then... I realized, for the first time, that even the robust physique of the Kraus lineage was no different from any other human when faced with tens of tons of soil and rocks.
 



 

 
Well, I owed my life to that realization.
 
Stomping my feet a few times, I felt the hard earth below. The sun had quickly dried the ground; it seemed I wouldn’t have to worry about it collapsing under me today.
 
“It won’t rain, it seems.”
 
“Yes! The weather is absolutely glorious!!”
 
Startled, I turned my head at the sudden voice next to me. Standing there, was Noel, who was shining brightly in the sunlight. She seemed brimming with anticipation for the tournament.
 
Her eyes were ablaze with the desire to win. Given that I too was a competitor in the tournament, her gaze toward me held a medley of emotions. Her ambition alone seemed enough to win the tournament twice over. After all, this was her first competitive experience outside her role as the Empire’s princess.
 
Until now, she had lived as an unparalleled entity.
 
Although Orcus stood beside her, they were not rivals in a traditional sense like other nobles competing for inheritance. Their interests were too divergent for that. It must be her first experience in a setting where she competes with others.
 
Humans were creatures that ignite with competitiveness, even in trivial bets, and particularly so in this tournament—given it aligned with her interests. Naturally, she would want to win, to stand at the top.
 
I didn’t offer her words of encouragement.
 
What I could do as a competitor aiming for victory was simple: I clenched one fist and bumped gloves with her.
 
A gesture of encouragement and support... That was enough.
 
“You should carry at least one sword attached to your black saddle.”
 
Noel was lightly dressed overall.
 
Arrows and a bow for hunting. Two short knives strapped to her waist constituted her armament. Given that our aim was hunting, not combat, this was hardly excessive. It was, in fact, exactly what one would expect. She had even practiced in those woods for days in this very attire.
 



 

 
But there was always a ‘just in case.’
 
“Ah, I knew that, so I’ve already prepared one! Somehow, I feel a bit safer having a sword near my hand.”
 
“I understand.”
 
With that, we ended our conversation.
 
It was not just my lack of eloquence; Noel’s gaze had shifted from me to the forest. She stared endlessly at the expanse tinged in deep teal, taking slow, deliberate breaths. Even the usually vibrant Noel couldn’t seem to escape the tension that the word ‘first time’ bestowed.
 
By the time her breathing steadied, Noel’s eyes shifted back to me.
 
I had a rough idea of what she was about to say, judging by the expression on her face. It resembled the faces of my father and Orcus after I’d been rejected by Elena the day before. Had her vibe switched to Orcus’overnight? It seemed I had inadvertently transferred something unpleasant onto her.
 
“What happened afterward?”
 
“Well...”
 
I couldn’t say much in response to her question filled with curiosity.
 
To tell the truth, the answer to her question was what I was most curious about as well.
 
Since that incident, the only time I saw Elena was during dinner.
 
I had considered visiting her room, just like I used to back in Merohim, but this was the first time I’d seen Elena react this way, so I was unsure if it would be the right move. In hindsight, part of me felt like I was waiting for Elena to come to me first. Perhaps I was waiting for her to make the first move, as I had done before.
 



 

 
And now I slightly regret it. I should have just gone to her room.
 
While in my room, I found myself lying on my bed, chuckling as I thought about the events of the day. It was amusing that a single kiss had more impact than anything else that had happened recently. What was truly funny, though, was that at my age, I was acting like an adolescent boy.
 
I had heard that one’s mental state often follows one’s physical age, but I never expected it to manifest in such a way for me.
 
“...Your Highness, have you heard anything from Elena?”
 
I asked Noel, just in case, but she responded with an innocent smile.
 
“Not at all!”
 
Hmm, she seems genuinely clueless.
 
I couldn’t imagine her lying. Even if she did, it would be written all over her face.
 
Well, there was nothing to be done but wait.
 
At some point, I noticed that the surroundings had started to get noisy.
 
Looking around, it was clear that the crowd had grown. Banners from various houses were starting to gather, signaling that the tournament was about to begin. The first thing that caught my eye was the banner of House Kraus, followed immediately by the royal banner that seemed to follow it as if being guided.
 
At the forefront were my father and Orcus, standing side by side.
 
On the other end, the Lord of Legion, Viscount Graham, was preparing on a makeshift stage, but everyone’s gaze was naturally drawn to the two prominent figures. Even in this more open southern region, politics still mattered, and the appearance of powerful individuals was inevitably eye-catching.
 
“Let’s return to our seats now.”
 
“Yes.”
 
As the two parties separated, Noel and I decided to find our own spots.
 



 

 
Though our group was not far apart, we chose not to move in unison, wary of attracting unnecessary gossip. Just as I was keeping a cautious distance, Noel suddenly posed a question to me.
 
“Ah, can I ask you one last question?”
 
“What is it?”
 
“My brother Orcus told me I should definitely ask you this, so... um...”
 
Noel halted, her face uncharacteristically flushing a shade of red. Thanks to her blatant reaction, I had a pretty good idea of what she was going to ask. Glancing past her, I saw Orcus, who was watching us with his signature sly smile.
 
“Your Highness, you don’t have to push yourself...”
 
“No, it’s not that! I’m genuinely curious...”
 
It seemed that not only Orcus but also Noel had no ill intentions.
 
It was transparent, even without reading her mind, that she would ask about the events of that day. Frankly, it was admirable that she hadn’t asked sooner, given how evident her curiosity had been. Considering the times we live in, a slight misunderstanding could easily arise, and the question my father posed to me last night was more than enough to confirm that.
 
The question came from Noel, but with Orcus involved, I started to seriously worry about the depth of the inquiry. It was unlikely to be on the same level as my father’s, who casually asked whether we should proceed straight to a wedding rather than an engagement ceremony. Conversely, because it was Noel, who was so pure-hearted, I worried she might blurt out something without any thought.
 
At least such people weren’t the type to ask sensitive questions from others.
 
While mentally preparing myself for whatever question Noel would throw at me, she finally spoke. Her question surprised me, but not in the way I’d anticipated.
 



 

 
“So, um...kiss. Does it taste sweet?
 
“Pardon?”
 
“My brother Orcus keeps saying it’s sour, you know. But last time, Ella from the royal palace—well, Ella’s our nanny—anyway! Ella told me it was as sweet as a chocolate cookie! It’s not sour, is it? It’s sweet, right?!”
 
What should I even say to that?
 
Her question caught me off guard in an entirely different way, whitewashing my thoughts.
 
In the end, I couldn’t offer a response to Noel’s expectant query. Instead, my eyes shifted to Orcus in the distance. He was still wearing his characteristic sly smile, but now it filled me with a complicated mix of emotions.
 
So this was a potential male lead, huh?
 
Not anymore, I suppose.
 
It seemed there was nothing suitable to say to either of them. Clenching my fist, I raised it slightly toward Orcus’ direction and took my leave.
 
Well...hang in there?
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 68: Southern Hunting Tournament (7)
 
This year, I felt that the number of people gathered was unusually large. Both the participants in the tournament and the spectators who came just to watch seemed to have increased substantially from previous years.
 
Upon closer inspection, many youthful faces could be seen among those attending this year’s hunting tournament. While I couldn’t remember the faces of everyone I’d met before, there were definitely new faces that I hadn’t seen in previous years. It seemed that as time passed, a new generation naturally emerged.
 
Of course, it wasn’t simply a matter of age; the news of Orcus and Noel’s participation likely had a significant influence as well.
 
Given that the royal family rarely leaves the palace, even for nobles, opportunities to meet them were scarce. Considering that most children from noble families attend Estelia Academy, there would be those hoping to catch the eyes of Orcus and Noel, who would be enrolling next year.
 
With that in mind, the children dressed in such fancy clothes almost seemed like peacocks courting their mates. Though, in the world of peacocks, it was the males who were flashy. Well, that was just an analogy.
 
Somehow, the overall atmosphere felt generally unsettled.
 
It seemed that way probably because the children filling the space were not yet accustomed to such events. With the arrival of my father and Orcus, the situation seemed to have somewhat calmed down, but I could still see children who looked a bit clumsy and awkward.
 
Experience really did matter in everything.
 
Though these children were nobles and had received systematic education, if they lacked prior experience in this rigid hierarchical society, they couldn’t help but feel tense in the presence of Orcus and Noel. I had always thought that being able to remember my previous life was a considerable advantage not only in combat but in many other areas too.
 



 

 
If I didn’t have memories of my past life, I might be as nervous as those children were now.
 
My gaze then moved to Orcus. He was something else. Regardless of his experiences in the royal palace, the fact that he could stand so calmly in front of others at the tender age of sixteen was remarkable. As for Noel, she seemed too excited to be aware of other people’s gazes.
 
As I moved, I felt the eyes on me increasing. After all, the only people with black hair in this place were my father and me. So it was only natural that their eyes would turn to me.
 
However, the emotion mixed in the eyes of those who looked at me was different than when they looked at Orcus. Although it wasn’t overwhelming, it wasn’t insignificant either. The gaze was very similar to what I had seen in Noel’s eyes just moments ago.
 
Though coated with various personal motives, once stripped away, the essence became clear.
 
It was a competitive spirit that heated the skin of the receiver; a desire to defeat me.
 
Given their age, full of youthful vigor, it was not something I couldn’t understand. Although I might sound a bit like an old man, I preferred those who burned with a desire to win over those who despair at the background and abilities of their opponent. Such individuals would become something no matter where they go.
 
Then why did they choose me as the object they want to surpass? There were many knights here with excellent skills besides me.
 
If breaking down. there were three major reasons to point, the first lies in the name I carry: Kraus. A fact that had been repeated to the point of exhaustion, the Kraus family was the most prestigious martial family in the South. My father, Arthur Kraus, was one of the few Sword Masters on the continent, ranked among the top ten strongest individuals.
 



 

 
And I was the heir to this illustrious family and an extraordinary individual.
 
This was the reason.
 
Objectively speaking, the influence of the name ‘Kraus,’ specifically from Damian Kraus, was virtually nonexistent. The indomitable fortress-like reputation that the name ‘Kraus’ carried was all thanks to the accomplishments of my forebears. While it was a bit exaggerated to say, one could argue that I had somewhat taken it for granted.
 
In this context, the Kraus name that had been bestowed upon me could appear as a sort of trophy to others. Especially if my abilities fell short of their expectations. Had someone else outperformed me in the tournament, I might have even been labeled as the South’s most overrated martial artist.
 
There was even a chance that they could capture the interest of Orcus and Noel if luck were on their side.
 
The boy standing to my left had been eyeing Noel and me just moments ago. As soon as I stepped away from her, he unabashedly sent me a glare.
 
Well, the reasons people have could differ significantly.
 
Anyway, moving on to the second reason: it was my age.
 
It was not an issue of being too young or anything. The reason simply lay in the fact that my age aligned closely with the ages of the other kids participating here. I had just turned sixteen this year. Given a slight margin, the ages of the other participants would likely not exceed a two-year gap.
 
While it varies from person to person, this was generally an emotionally sensitive period of life.
 



 

 
It was what people commonly referred to as puberty. In such a time of exceptionally high emotional ups and downs, children of that age were now gathered in one place. As the children who participated in the competition, everyone must have polished their martial arts, and they would have confidence in their skills based on their efforts so far.
 
And at such a time of stormy rage, a guy like me appeared in front of their eyes.
 
It was an opportunity for them to prove that they were superior to others.
 
If they were to lose to a renowned knight, they wouldn’t be too bothered by it. They’d know that they were merely fledglings compared to a seasoned knight. It was no more demoralizing than losing a casual game to a friend when you’ve already lost to a pro athlete in a formal match.
 
Their gaze as they looked at me was similar. They would never consider me on the same level as a knight. There was something called common sense in the world, and that common sense sets a limit on imagination.
 
Such thoughts gave rise to the possibility that they could win, which in turn fueled their ambition.
 
The issue was that I was, from the outset, an enigma that defied common sense. Measuring me through ordinary logic was tricky.
 
But common sense could also be an unbreakable barrier if it was not directly challenged. Well, even if it was not me, Noel was here. One way or another, their notion of what was possible was destined to shatter.
 
Lastly, the third reason.
 
Actually, this final reason was essentially the crux of the matter. The preceding two reasons had unfolded because of it.
 



 

 
The third and final reason lay in my own actions.
 
I had often found myself in these public situations, following my father’s lead. This started when I was very young, trailing behind my father even when others might have thought it too early for me. It might seem akin to what Orcus did, but while he took matters into his own hands, I didn’t. I never had a specific role during those times; all I did was watch my father and internalize what he was doing. That was all he ever wanted from me.
 
Back then, I had a strong tendency to fade into the background, not taking the initiative to act on my own. This inadvertently led to a situation where I wasn’t showcasing any of my abilities to the outside world. Only a handful of individuals, including the knights of our family, knew what I was capable of. As a result, my public image became that of the most unremarkable heir among the Kraus’ successors—neither flawed nor particularly impressive.
 
Had I been proactive from the start, people’s perception of me would have been quite different. They would have seen me as a genius, much like my father. Perhaps the number of those who wanted to challenge me would have diminished as well.
 
But all this was speculative. The things I had said were merely my opinions; they were not absolute truths.
 
Who was to say whether there might be some incredibly passionate friend of mine that I didn’t even know about?
 
“The goal is to win...”
 
Noel had always casually mentioned winning, but achieving victory in such a competition was a daunting task. Apart from the newcomers, skilled knights selected from various families participated in the tournament, making the prospect of winning a distant dream for rookies.
 



 

 
Had it been before, I would’ve been the same.
 
I had the skills to compete, but I would’ve settled for decent scores, not wanting to stand out. I would’ve competed in the tournament, content with being better than my peers but not the best.
 
However, things have changed now.
 
The thought of fading into the background was long gone. I had resolved to stand beside Elena, and to do so, I must act differently than before. The last thing I wanted was to be a burden to her. I must excel in all aspects, be it skill or reputation.
 
Fortunately, Damian had the environment to fulfill these criteria; what was crucial now was how I act from here on out. This spring hunting tournament was the first formal stage on which I had set foot with renewed determination. Both Noel and Orcus, my pupils in a way, were full of ambition to win, and as their mentor, I couldn’t afford to fall short.
 
‘But where is Elena…’
 
Preparations had long been completed. All that was left was to mount my horse, but I took a moment to scan the surroundings. Elena was usually easy to spot, but it seemed I was mistaken. I heard from Hailey this morning that Elena seemed to be sleeping deeply, so I came out without waiting. I should’ve waited a bit longer.
 
I had hoped to see her before entering the tournament, but today didn’t seem to be going as planned.
 
I calmed down the restless horse that seemed eager to sprint off into the distance. Everyone seemed to be preparing to leave, and it felt like it was time for me to set off as well. Though I felt reluctant, I guessed I would have to be content staying by Elena’s side when I returned from the tournament, whatever may come.
 



 

 
Just as I half-heartedly placed my foot on the stirrup, I caught sight of a pair of purple eyes in the distance.
 
Even though Elena wore an unusually wide-brimmed hat, there was no difficulty recognizing her.
 
Elena arrived before me, guided by Hailey and another knight. She must have run hard; her usually steady breaths were ragged.
 
Everyone quickly cleared a path, and I immediately stepped down from the saddle to stand before her. Elena was hiding her face under the brim of her hat. I approached her to get a better look.
 
“Wait, hold on..!”
 
Elena quickly stretched out her arm to stop me as I moved closer.
 
And so, like a statue turned to stone by some spell, I froze at her words. It was a matter of the heart. Despite outward appearances, it seemed I had been holding onto something emotionally. Seeing Elena’s appearance as if nothing had changed from yesterday, a sense of uncertainty came over me, wondering if it would have been burdensome for her to approach me like this.
 
Had my face betrayed my feelings?
 
Peering at me from under her hidden hat, Elena promptly took my hand. I couldn’t be sure what expression I had worn to make her reach out to me in such a fluster, but it didn’t matter. Once again, the distance between Elena and me had shortened. I gently pulled her toward me, exerting a bit of force on my grip to ensure she couldn’t leave. Elena showed no signs of resistance; she was effortlessly drawn to me.
 
Even as we grew closer, she didn’t remove her hand from the hat.
 
Wondering if something was the matter, I asked. After a moment’s hesitation, Elena moved her trembling lips.
 



 

 
“Um...my face is...a bit weird right now...”
 
“What? I didn’t catch that. Could you please say it again?”
 
“Ugh...Seriously!”
 
As I leaned in closer, as if teasing her, Elena pinched my hand she was holding. Yet, instead of wincing in pain, I stifled a laugh and moved even closer to her.
 
I bent down to lock eyes with Elena, who was still hiding under her hat.
 
Her face was a far cry from the usual polished look I was used to, appearing more like someone who’d just woken up from a long sleep. Elena seemed to be embarrassed by her disheveled state, but to me, she simply looked adorable.
 
On the other hand, I felt relieved.
 
Knowing that the reason Elena had asked me not to come closer was simply because she didn’t want to show her disheveled appearance put my mind at ease.
 
I wanted to stay in this moment a little longer, but unfortunately, my time was running short. Others had already started to depart, and if I were to aim for victory, now was the time to leave as well. Seeing others set off, Elena quickly placed something in my hand that she had been tightly gripping in hers.
 
It was a white crystal tied with a string.
 
It looked too crudely tied to be a valuable ornament, more like a handicraft made by someone inexperienced. I asked her with a faint smile, “What’s this?”
 
“Um, think of it as a kind of amulet?”
 
“Elena, your lips are trembling. You know using magical items is prohibited in the tournament. Do you have that little faith in me?”
 
“It’s not a magical item! If you keep saying that, I’m taking it back!”
 



 

 
“Ah, ah, I’m kidding. Just kidding.”
 
I coaxed the crystal back from Elena and hung it around my neck, tucking it beneath my clothing. It was an unexpected gift, to say the least. I had never seen her give out amulets in the original work. The thought that it might be meant solely for me made it more precious than anything else I possessed.
 
Before mounting my horse, I took Elena’s hand—still pinching mine—and gave it a brief kiss.
 
Perhaps because it wasn’t her lips I kissed, Elena seemed not much more disconcerted than before. Though her eyes quivered slightly as they looked at me, she didn’t avoid my gaze.
 
“Then, I shall be on my way.”
 
“Yes, take care.”
 
Today, the goal was victory.
 
And it didn’t seem impossible, either.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 69: Southern Hunting Tournament (8)
 
Elena stood still, watching Damian’s back as he ran toward the forest. She didn’t move until he disappeared completely into the shadows of the forest.
 
Was it the regret of their short meeting? She found it hard to take a step away.
 
She was filled with the thought that had she woken up a little earlier, they could have talked more. But Elena knew all too well that it was foolish to dwell on what was already past.
 
Setting aside her lingering regrets, she closed her eyes to focus.
 
Despite her eyes being shut, where nothing should be visible, she saw something emitting a warm light like the sun. Confirming this, Elena finally relaxed her tense expression and exhaled a sigh of relief.
 
“Thank goodness...”
 
Though she hadn’t used any magic, she could vividly sense Damian’s presence, as if he were standing right next to her.
 
This meant that the crystal she had given him was working as intended. It was the first time she’d utilized her power in this way, and she had been worried that the crystal might not function properly. Now, she felt she could breathe a little easier.
 
The crystal, the cause of her tardiness, was pivotal in the plans she had laid out. If it hadn’t worked correctly, things could have gone horribly awry. Given the existence of Noel and Orcus, she couldn’t act as she did during her time in Merohim; this was the best she could do under the current circumstances.
 
‘I’m just glad I could pass this on to him...’
 
More than anything, the item was not just key to her plan but also a critical object that would protect Damian from potential dangers.
 
For some unknown reason, the current Damian was growing stronger at a rate faster than Elena remembered. She didn’t know what motivated him, but at this pace, he might reach the level of transcendence even before Reinhardt, one of the strongest swordsmen she knew.
 



 

 
However, unless this happens immediately, giving up her worries for Damian would be a difficult task for Elena.
 
Knowing full well what could happen next, how could she possibly send him into the forest without any protective measures? That was why she gave him the crystal that would normally have been dropped in the forest by the blue-bird.
 
“Ha...”
 
A wave of relief washed over her, and only then did she realize how drained she was.
 
Having spent the entire night reconfiguring the crystal, her mind was fine, but her body had reached its limits. One wrong step, and she could collapse. Fortunately, Hailey noticed and hurried to Elena’s side to support her.
 
“Miss!”
 
“Ah... Thank you, Hailey...”
 
As soon as Hailey caught Elena’s arm, she called out her name. Elena felt a sense of strangeness and paused. Initially, she thought Hailey called out due to concern that she might collapse. However, Hailey’s eyes did not show any signs of worry.
 
It looked like Hailey was expecting her to say something.
 
This was not the first time Elena had seen Hailey like this. During her time in the Count Kraus’ house and especially after spending time alone with Damian, Hailey always looked at Elena with that same expectant gaze. Elena quickly realized what Hailey wanted to hear from her.
 
She glanced around and noticed that Hailey wasn’t the only one looking at her with those eyes.
 
The gesture Damian had made before leaving had certainly caught everyone’s attention.
 
A kiss on the back of the hand was not something that should attract this much attention. It was a common act before participating in tournaments, something that could happen anywhere.
 



 

 
However, the attention was because the people involved were Damian and Elena.
 
Their respective families, Kraus and Edelweiss, might have contributed too, but the main reason was their stunning appearances, enough to capture everyone’s attention.
 
Some adults found their young love charming, while among their peers, it was causing quite a stir.
 
There were also those like Hailey, but separate from that, she sensed glances tinged with jealousy and pity.
 
However, Elena didn’t have time to react to these emotions pouring towards her. The moment Hailey opened her mouth, a flood of words poured out.
 
“Miss! Congratulations!! You struggled even with hand-holding just the other day, and now you’ve progressed to casual hand kisses! To be honest, after your camping trip, I thought you two had grown distant. I’m so relieved it was a false alarm!”
 
“He-Hailey! I get it, now please, keep it down!”
 
“Ah, and I couldn’t see well from a distance, but Miss! When did you prepare such a gift?! That’s so unfair. If you’d told me, I would’ve definitely helped you!”
 
“I said stop ittttt...”
 
Elena’s sentiment was torn between the need to address the drama unfolding around her and the onslaught of Hailey’s exuberant chatter.
 
At Hailey’s words, the emotions Elena had pushed to a corner of her heart resurfaced.
 
Only hours ago, she was agonizing over how to face Damian. Hailey’s words might as well have detonated the tranquility Elena had regained. Above all, as Hailey continued to speak, the growing focus of the crowd’s attention made Elena’s face flush with heat.
 
Elena had long stopped caring about others’ gazes, but this particular subject was an exception. Hailey knew this, which was why she was teasing her so persistently.
 



 

 
Elena pulled her hat low over her eyes, seeking a place away from prying eyes. Hailey trailed behind, her mouth never ceasing its movement.
 
***
 
After seeing him off, I returned to my room to tidy up my clothes.
 
Not participating in the competition didn’t mean my schedule was empty. Those attending as spectators, like me, had two options: to wait in the banquet hall or to stay quietly in the room. But given that I was part of Kraus’ group, my presence at the hall was almost obligatory.
 
I put down the hat I had been wearing and sat in front of the mirror to tidy my disheveled hair.
 
“My goodness...”
 
I had glanced hastily at myself before leaving the room in the morning, but now, seeing myself in the mirror, I realized just how much of a mess I was.
 
My face was fine because I had washed it, but my hair was a problem.
 
Stashing my tangled hair under my hat had backfired. What was the point of hiding it? I would eventually have to show it to him anyway. Maybe I should have gone out without the hat, even if I looked a bit unkempt.
 
I couldn’t help but feel embarrassed imagining showing him my messy hair. Would he think of me as a slovenly woman? But then, reflecting on my behavior when I had been with him, I realized such worries were needless.
 
“Maybe he already thinks so.”
 
A voice tinged with resignation escaped my lips.
 
How many times had he wiped the cream off my lips while we ate dessert together?
 
I couldn’t deny that after the initial thrill, I had purposely smeared the cream on my lips.
 



 

 
What can I do if I feel good? It’s true that whenever I stood in front of him, my composure would falter.
 
Having finished tidying my messed-up hair, my eyes then caught the disorderly state of the room reflected in the mirror. Seeing this reminded me vividly of what had transpired here this morning.
 
I let out a sigh at the chaotic state of my room, which now resembled a battlefield.
 
Though it was a minor accident that led to this mess, I couldn’t help but feel frustrated with myself for not being able to keep even a single room tidy. I felt like a naive young girl failing at a simple task.
 
Since I didn’t invite Hailey into the room, I sat about cleaning it up by myself, moving things here and there. If I had let Hailey help from the beginning, the room would have been sorted out while we chatted, but my anger hadn’t fully subsided yet.
 
“Seriously, Hailey! How could you say that in front of everyone...”
 
Actually, I wasn’t even angry, just embarrassed.
 
Hailey had always been prone to such remarks, so it shouldn’t have been a big deal this time either. But the judgmental stares from those around us made me act a bit more emotional than usual. Of course, I knew Hailey had made the comment in public deliberately to catch me off guard.
 
In all fairness, what Hailey said wasn’t problematic to anyone but me.
 
I was just the one who found it embarrassing.
 
“You can come in now.”
 
As soon as I said that the room was ready, Hailey darted towards me like an arrow released from a bow.
 
She stood in front of me, her mouth closed and her face showing remorse, a stark contrast to her earlier exuberance. She seemed to think I was genuinely upset, given that I had never reacted like this before.
 



 

 
“Um... Miss... I’m really sorry!! I didn’t mean to do it on purpose! No, that’s not it, I was just happy that you and Young master have grown closer, so...”
 
Hailey’s eyes fluttered nervously as she spoke, reminding me of the time she broke Wilhelm’s prized sword and had to confess. I listened quietly and then cautiously broke the silence.
 
“You won’t do it again, right?”
 
“Yes! From now on, I’ll only talk like that when it’s just the two of us. Just like before.”
 
It seemed like she had unintentionally revealed her true intentions, but well, this should suffice.
 
Seeing her remorseful expression, I nodded my head.
 
“...Alright. You’re forgiven. And for the record, I also feel embarrassed when you talk like that in public.”
 
“I understand. I’ll be more careful from now on!”
 
Noticing that I had completely cooled down, Hailey immediately broke into a playful grin and gave a salute like an enthusiastic soldier.
 
She really is incorrigible.
 
I responded with a small smile of my own.
 
“So, now that we’re ready, shall we head to the ballroom? I assume Alphonse is already there?”
 
“Yes. Sir Hans and Lord Alphonse said they would go ahead.”
 
Alphonse’s  Father, Sir Arthur, was waiting outside with the knights, so it was only Alphonse and I who would be attending the event. Alphonse couldn’t participate in the tournament due to his age, but it seemed like father was being considerate by asking us to mingle with peers at the event, given the high attendance rate of young nobles.
 
I felt like waiting for him outside would be better...
 
I was not entirely closed off to the idea of making friends, but when it came to meeting someone with whom I had had no previous connection, I still tended to be somewhat hesitant. However, just as he had done back in Merohim, I also needed an opportunity to make my presence known in the South, so I decided to go along with Sir Arthur’ proposal.
 



 

 
As we started walking towards the banquet hall, Hailey glanced at me and began to quietly smile as if she’d thought of something amusing.
 
“...? What’s got you all of a sudden?”
 
“Ah, it’s nothing. Hehe. Shall we head to the banquet hall then? Everyone must be waiting for you!”
 
Probably just another one of her usual flights of fancy. I thought, brushing it off. It wasn’t until I entered the banquet hall that I understood the reason behind Hailey’s laughter.
 
The people currently in the banquet hall were partly composed of those who had just been outside, seeing off the participants of the tournament. Naturally, the individuals who had been around me and him earlier were also present here.
 
As soon as I opened the door and stepped inside, I felt gazes on me—the same gazes I had felt outside. When everyone’s attention focused in one direction, the atmosphere inevitably turned a bit oppressive. I was used to this kind of atmosphere, so I wasn’t going to be cowed by it. Still, as soon as I felt their gazes, I couldn’t help but let out a soft sigh.
 
I got the feeling this was going to be a rather exhausting affair in multiple ways.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
 
[TL: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl
 
Join Our Discord for regular updates and have fun with other community members: https://discord.com/invite/SqWtJpPtm9]
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            Chapter 70: Southern Hunting Tournament (9)
 
The room momentarily buzzed with activity, but people quickly seemed to focus back on their own business, as if nothing had happened. No, they pretended to do so. Just as it took time for ruffled waters to still, they discreetly shot glances my way while keeping their composure.
 
Because of this, I naturally found myself locking eyes with a few of them.
 
However, each time this happened, we simply exchanged formal nods and nothing more. No one approached me directly. The older nobles seemingly had no intention of getting too close, likely finding my social position a bit ambiguous.
 
Though I was the fiancée of the Kraus family, I was still quite young.
 
Being sixteen, I was old enough to be considered an adult, but neither Damian nor Sir Arthur were by my side. Were anyone to approach me openly, they risked being seen as trying to take advantage of an inexperienced young girl. For now, simply acknowledging each other’s presence was sufficient.
 
There were those, however, who were not bound by such limitations: the kids around my own age.
 
While most had averted their gaze from me, much like dying embers, I still felt eyes on me from a corner of the banquet hall. It wasn’t hard to deduce that these young girls, who constituted the majority of the crowd, were the offspring of southern nobility, excluding those participating in the tournament.
 
Looking into their eyes, I sensed that they had been waiting for me to join them.
 
Given the clear divide in the room’s demographics, there was no room for me to awkwardly stand in the middle. Knowing that not all of these looks were friendly, I moved towards them, meeting their expectations.
 
‘Fighting* miss!’
 
Hailey sent me a soft cheer of encouragement from behind, then went off to find her own place in the room.
 



 

 
As Hailey’s presence behind me disappeared, the reality of being alone finally sank in. It was not pleasant to be alone among unfamiliar faces in an unknown place. But I was not particularly nervous; I’ve had more than my fill of experiences like this in the past.
 
“Lady Edelweiss, this way.”
 
As I approached, someone naturally addressed me.
 
I didn’t recognize the face, and she didn’t seem like someone I’d met before. She was one of the people who had been casting glances at me earlier, but now she greeted me with a friendly smile. Even if it was just superficial courtesy, I had no intention of spurning it. Nodding, I took a seat where she indicated.
 
Glancing around to make eye contact with those present, I greeted them softly.
 
“My name is Elena Edelweiss. Thank you for your consideration.”
 
“Oh, right. I haven’t been paying attention. We haven’t been formally introduced, have we? I’m Michelle, of the Frank family. Nice to meet you.”
 
“Likewise, Lady Frank.”
 
With the exchange of formalities, Michelle led the round of introductions.
 
She seemed to be the ringleader of the faction standing before me now…
 
As I sat next to Michelle, I noticed a small group gathered apart from everyone else. I locked eyes with one of the young ladies in that group; she greeted me with a silent smile, to which I reciprocated with a nod. Judging by the vibe—similar to what I felt from Hailey earlier—it seemed like I might have chosen the wrong seat.
 
Well, no matter. I can always move.
 
Not many people asked me questions. Most inquiries came from Michelle, and the rest seemed to be waiting for her approval, like obedient dogs. It wasn’t the most comfortable atmosphere, but it was easier to think than having chatter come at me from all sides. As I answered Michelle’s questions, I tried to recall what I knew about the name ‘Frank.’
 



 

 
Fortunately, it didn’t take long.
 
Though I was not particularly interested in commerce, I was vaguely aware that the Frank family managed one of the leading merchant companies in the south. I also had a faint memory of hearing that the owner of this merchant company was a woman, which likely meant Michelle was that future magnate.
 
The most critical connection between her and me would be…
 
At least as far as I could remember, there was none.
 
During my academy days, I had seen students from the south make use of goods from the Frank estate, but that was a common practice. I didn’t even recall seeing Michelle’s face around when I was with Damian. Suddenly, I began to wonder if her hostility towards me stemmed from something other than what I’d assumed.
 
“I heard Lady Edelweiss is from the north. The icy plains there are rumored to have blizzards all year round. Aren’t you finding the heat in the south a bit too much?”
 
“Not at all. I find the warmth quite pleasant. More importantly, it’s delightful to see so many different kinds of flowers outdoors.”
 
While she seemed concerned on the surface, her real intent was to demean the North as a region with nothing but snow. However, it was true that once one left the cities, all they had was snow. It was a fact unlikely to change, so I didn’t particularly get mad about it.
 
While it was unfortunate to my father, who had worked hard for the North, it was a fact that the South suited me better.
 



 

 
Ignoring her derogatory comments about my hometown, I smiled.
 
I noticed a slight tremor at the corners of her mouth.
 
Is she taken aback?
 
Not wanting to leave things hanging, Michelle, who had been questioning me, adjusted her expression and continued. Her questions weren’t as aggressive as I had thought. The influence of the House of Frank in the South was limited in front of the name ‘Edelweiss’.
 
“Speaking of which, I heard Lord Damian is also participating in the tournament. Since he has previous experience of participating unlike others, what do you think about Lord Damian’s possible performance?”
 
“Well, I haven’t really thought about his performance... as long as he returns safely, that would be enough.”
 
“You seem to really enjoy sweets, Lady Edelweiss. You can’t seem to let go of the pastries.”
 
“Ah? Is there a problem?”
 
“No, never mind.”
 
Michelle glanced at my waist and hurriedly closed the topic with a flustered face.
 
I was starting to grow tired of this lukewarm exchange.
 
I had filled enough time, maybe it was time to move to another location.
 
As I was pondering an excuse, the very person I had been searching for at the banquet hall called out to me.
 
“Ah, Noona!”
 
The eyes of those surrounding me shifted in one direction. There stood a young boy with bright brown hair and striking green eyes. Everyone seemed surprised, as if they had no idea a child would be here.
 
“Alphonse.”
 
Michelle and the others seemed unaware of who Alphonse was. The expression on their faces revealed they were wondering why such a young boy was at this gathering. Granted, Alphonse did resemble Arwin, so unless one knew, they wouldn’t think he was a member of the Kraus family.
 



 

 
“Where have you been? I’ve been looking for you.”
 
“Hehe, I was on the terrace, looking at the forest. Sorry, I should’ve told you before moving.”
 
“Excuse me, Lady Edelweiss. Who is this child?”
 
I naturally stood up from my seat to talk with Alphonse, and a flustered Michelle approached me. But before she could even ask her question, she saw the insignia of a sword and dragon engraved on Alphonse’s right arm and closed her mouth. She evidently had no intention of interrupting our conversation.
 
Taking Michelle’s silence as a cue, I prepared to leave my seat.
 
Alphonse seemed to catch on, too. Despite his innocent, childlike demeanor, he was subtly guiding me away.
 
“Noona, the spot I was just in has a really beautiful view. I was getting a little lonely being there by myself. Would you join me?”
 
“Of course. My apologies, Lady Michelle. I think I must take my leave now. It has been a rather enlightening time.”
 
“Yes, yes...”
 
Moving in tune with Alphonse’s rhythm made it easy for me to slip away. Once we were lost in the crowd, far enough that our figures couldn’t be seen by the group, Alphonse and I high-fived and began to circulate around the hall.
 
“By the way, Alphonse, were you wandering the banquet hall alone without Ken?”
 
“No, I happened to meet one of my brother’s acquaintances in the hall, so I was with them. Oh, Noona, you should meet them too; they seemed very interested in you.”
 
An acquaintance?
 
I pondered on Alphonse’s words for a moment.
 
If Alphonse, who had a knack for reading people’s emotions, said that much, then it must mean that this person held goodwill toward me. Yet, I couldn’t think of anyone off the top of my head. I wasn’t fully aware of all of Alphonse’s social connections, but most of the people I did know were participants in the tournament and thus not present here.
 



 

 
My questions about this mysterious acquaintance remained unanswered until Alphonse led me to her.
 
The place Alphonse took me to was a balcony slightly apart from the main hall, offering a good view of the forest. Like brother, like brother; whether it was him or Alphonse, they both seemed to prefer the seclusion of a balcony away from the crowd. Suppressing a small laugh at this observation, I stepped onto the balcony behind the curtain.
 
Someone had already claimed that spot, and their back looked familiar.
 
“Sir Louis!”
 
As soon as I stepped onto the balcony, veiling myself with the curtain, Alphonse called out the name of the person standing there. With that, a cascade of auburn hair fluttered, revealing a face very familiar to me.
 
Dark brown eyes that seemed to contain no emotion faced me.
 
Yet, as if a single drop of paint had fallen onto a blank canvas, a subtle change appeared in her eyes. It wasn’t a dramatic shift, but it was certainly the opposite of the emotion Michelle had shown me earlier. Slowly, she bowed her head, greeting me with a knightly courtesy as if she were serving her lord.
 
“I am Louis Graham.”
 
Louis Graham.
 
I knew her even without the introduction.
 
Louis was one of the few acquaintances I had in the South. I hadn’t expected to encounter her here, as I assumed she would be participating in the tournament.
 
How could I ever forget her? She was one of the six knights who had stood by my side until the end.
 



 

 
Especially in the case of Sir Louis. With her consistent impassivity in every situation, she was an unforgettable figure. Maybe it was the joy of our unexpected reunion, but unlike with Michelle, my greeting to her was sincere.
 
“I am Elena Edelweiss. Thank you for taking care of Alphonse.”
 
“...”
 
She said nothing, merely shaking her head and then fixing her gaze on Alphonse as her response.
 
She was still a woman of few words.
 
After a brief pause, the silence lingered.
 
Alphonse subtly excused himself and leaned on the railing of the balcony, beginning to stare at the forest. I intended to join him in observing the forest, but strangely, I found myself immobilized, as she refused to avert her eyes from me.
 
“...”
 
“Um, if there is something you’d like to ask...”
 
It seemed like she had something to say but chose not to, leaving me no choice but to speak up first. Her ears twitched as if catching my voice. After blinking a few times, she turned back to me and spoke.
 
“You look beautiful.”
 
“Yes?”
 
That was all she said.
 
Louis then retracted her gaze from me and abruptly turned to stare at the wall.
 
I didn’t recall anything like this happening before.
 
Receiving such unexpected praise left me a bit flustered, but it wasn’t unpleasant. Maybe it felt that way because I knew she wasn’t one to lie. Her words seemed more authentic than the countless platitudes others had offered.
 
“Thank you for the compliment, Sir Louis.”
 
In response, Louis gave a slight nod, her shoulders dipping a little. I couldn’t be certain what she thought of it, but to me, she resembled a shy, steadfast bear, and it looked quite endearing.
 
Could my impression that she seemed a bit embarrassed be a misunderstanding?
 



 

 
I turned my head toward the forest, waiting for her to resume her gaze upon the scenery.
 
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
 
[TL: In Korean culture ‘Fighting’ (화이팅) is a cheer of encouragement, similar to “You can do it!” in English.
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            Chapter 71: Southern Hunting Tournament (10)
 
“Hmm, where should we move to next? Sir Gwen.”
 
“It seems there is no haesuneun monster left here. The only traces left are old ones.”
 
“In that case, let’s just go a little further inside. If we go too deep, the rangers might impose sanctions.”
 
Damian spoke and started walking towards the forest, picking up the prey scattered on the ground. Sir Gwen, who was standing beside him, grabbed one of the severed heads of the haesuneun monster and tied it to the cart to sweep the ground.
 
Dragging it around like that might greatly devalue it as a by-product, but it was not their concern. The cart was already piled up with alternatives; losing one among the many wasn’t a problem.
 
“Sigh...”
 
Robin, an apprentice knight who was assigned the task of pulling the cart, sighed as he watched the increasing pile of dead monsters.
 
He had volunteered for the same position in last year’s tournament, but somehow, the situation was unfolding differently from what he had thought.
 
“He’s usually so relaxed, why is he so passionate this year...”
 
It wasn’t incomprehensible. Everyone here had some guess about what was driving Damian, who normally wouldn’t make mistakes like being late, to act differently this time.
 
“Is this love...”
 
“Pardon?”
 
“Aah! You startled me! Lord Damian! Please make some noise when you move!”
 
“Oh, my apologies.”
 
Damian, appearing suddenly in front of him, was carrying a wolf he had just caught on his shoulder. An arrow piercing accurately between its eyes was visible. Clearly, he had caught another one while Robin was momentarily distracted.
 
As Damian put down the wolf and left again, Robin pulled out the arrow stuck in the wolf and sorted it out, then stabbed the wolf’s neck again with a short knife.
 



 

 
The dripping blood filled his vision from above the cart. Repeating this task made Robin feel he was going to have psychological problems. Trying to soothe his troubled mind by looking at the surrounding scenery also didn’t help; all he saw were fields of slaughter stained with the blood of monsters.
 
Usually, roles like this were suited for people with high endurance. Robin did have a good amount of endurance, but the constant physical and mental exertion made him feel tired quicker than usual. But those in front of Robin now seemed to not know fatigue and continued hunting relentlessly.
 
They could easily secure victory if they just slowed down a bit. Why were they rushing like this? If this continued, there wouldn’t be anything left for others to hunt, and they would secure the win.
 
Damian arrived at the forest relatively later than the others, but it didn’t take him long to join them. But whether he was bothered by his late arrival, since the start of the tournament, they haven’t taken any breaks, just relentlessly moving forward.
 
For the fully matured Damian and Gwen, this was not difficult, but Robin was still an apprentice knight. Being an apprentice meant he had his limitations.
 
Robin, who excelled among the apprentices and had earned his place in the Black Dragon Knights, was still struggling to keep up with their pace. Usually, Damian would check on his subordinates and allow rest, but today seemed to be an exception.
 
Robin hadn’t complained yet as he still had some energy left.
 
He wondered if this was punishment for trying to enjoy the scenery quietly, like last year. Shaking off the fatigue, he managed the mountain of monsters and pulled the cart again.
 
Soon, he sensed something nearby.
 



 

 
An unrefined, primal gaze scratched his skin. As soon as he noticed it, he hurriedly called Damian.
 
“Lord, over there…!”
 
Before he could even finish, an arrow pierced the forest and disappeared into the darkness.
 
There was not a single rebuttal.
 
A bursting sound echoed in the forest, then the feeling of being watched disappeared. Robin got off the cart to collect the body, but seeing Damian not yet withdrawing his bow, he handed him an arrow.
 
“Thank you, Sir Robin.”
 
Dragging around the bodies seemed to attract a lot of attention. At this, Robin let out a deep sigh and sheathed his sword. The sword hung on his waist was becoming more of a hindrance as he carried around the bodies of monsters.
 
Was it a coincidence that many groups arrived here at the same time, and distinct cries could be heard.
 
It meant a lot of monsters were targeting this cart, but there was no worry on their faces. Damian and Gwen silently smirked, and Robin frowned at the cart, now so full there seemed to be no space left.
 
“How am I supposed to make space in this…”
 
Already reaching its limit, it had been forcibly crammed until now. There was doubt whether all these numerous guests could fit in.
 
***
 
“...Will brother be alright?”
 
Alphonse, who was overlooking the venue where the tournament was being held from the balcony, suddenly said this. Going next to Alphonse and looking around, the reason for such words became evident to me.
 
One by one, the contestants running atop the trees reveal themselves as they come out of the forest.
 
Those rangers responsible for surveillance in this tournament had injured people, presumably victims of haesuneun monster, carried on their backs. Rangers were stationed throughout the forest to prevent accidents during the tournament, but given the vast scale and location of the event, it was impossible to prevent all mishaps completely.
 



 

 
The fortunate thing, perhaps, was that there had been no deaths so far.
 
If it were monster subjugation, it would be understandable, but the hunting tournament belongs to the category where, compared to its scale, casualties rarely occur.
 
The Luneproud Mountain Range might be considered one of the forbidden areas, but that was because countless monsters inhabited the deep parts of the forest. The entrance of the forest, where monsters do not appear, was safe from worries about monsters as long as it was not winter.
 
However, this tournament had more injured participants than I had anticipated. Perhaps it was because the age range of the participants was young. Well, there were those whose purpose was not hunting but to meet with royalty among the participants, so the number of injured was somewhat understandable.
 
Alphonse might be exceptionally brave, but seeing people get hurt in front of him seemed to make his head spin. The boy, who did not flinch in his brother’s lively duel with the knights, began to worry about him, something he had never done.
 
What one hears in stories and what one sees directly in front of them feel quite different. It was a moment when what did not resonate before felt real. Until now, trust in his brother blocked such feelings from surfacing, but it made him realize that his brother could get hurt like the others.
 
Once worry started, it was hard to put an end to it. I, too, couldn’t sleep for similar reasons.
 
Now, there was no need to worry about such things, but that didn’t mean I could tell Alphonse the reason.
 
“Lord Damian will be fine.”
 



 

 
The first to speak and comfort Alphonse was Louis.
 
While her expression remained unchanging, the eyes with which she looked at Alphonse were as warm as the gentle sunlight. However, she, being a person of few words, ended her sentences too shortly, so I added a little more to what Louis had said, speaking of the duel between him and Sir Gwen.
 
“Sir Louis is right. Alphonse knows better than anyone what kind of person Damian is, doesn’t he? You have seen him sparring with Sir Gwen, right?”
 
Moreover, they are together now, after all.
 
Unless a dragon suddenly fell from the sky, there was no being that could handle those two.
 
Alphonse, somewhat soothed by those words, looked at me with a slight smile. His worry seemed not entirely erased, but the light was returning to his face, brighter than before.
 
“...Right? Indeed, can the monster even be a match for my brother?! He must have hunted more them than anyone else!!”
 
Alphonse, once again lighting up his eyes, turned his gaze back to the forest. I watched him with a bitter smile. Alphonse seemed to wish for his brother to win as it was his first time witnessing his brother participating in a tournament, but given his cautious nature, the likelihood of him not winning, despite being able to, was high.
 
Even before the regression, I had seen him avoid places where he could stand out due to his dislike for drawing attention, so I had no particular expectations for him winning this competition. He had always been content to maintain the honor of the family to a certain extent.
 
Later, when I asked him, he said that the higher the reputation, the more one gets entangled in bothersome matters. It was a funny story for someone bearing the name of Kraus.
 



 

 
Anyway, he had kept his distance from me in the first place for such reasons, so why would he aim for victory?
 
If he does aim, I think it would not be for the sake of elevating the family’s honor after he ascends to the position of the family head.
 
However, there was something here I did not expect. It was Louis’s remark.
 
“Absolutely. When I met him yesterday, Lord Damian was unusually enthusiastic, unlike his usual self. You can have high hopes this time.”
 
Louis, looking at me and Alphonse alternately while speaking.
 
Somehow, her eyes seemed to shine as brightly as Alphonse’s had just a moment ago.
 
What surprised me was not the fact that she spoke so long, but that contrary to what I had thought, Louis had agreed with Alphonse’s words. Of course, there was a possibility that it was lip service, but I knew well that she was not the type to do such a thing. Given her straightforward nature, it was surprising that she responded in such a way, as she would have told the truth that he had no intention of winning, no matter if it was in front of Alphonse.
 
If Sir Louis spoke to such an extent, then he really must be serious about this competition... Was it because of Noel and Orcus?
 
So much had changed from before that it was difficult to think about what had made him so enthusiastic about the tournament.
 
Talking about winning this tournament was almost the same as saying he would now reveal his skills without hiding them. It was not a bad thing. In this world where nothing could threaten him, it wouldn’t be bad if his reputation rose.
 
But why did a corner of my heart ache at the words that he had become enthusiastic?
 



 

 
I didn’t know what changed him, but it felt really disconcerting that one of the reasons he kept a distance from me had disappeared so trivially.
 
I didn’t know why, but it seemed that since a while ago, Sir Louis’s gaze hadn’t left me.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 72: Southern Hunting Tournament (11)
 
Alphonse and Elena stood gazing at the forest, seemingly lost in its depths. Inside the room, several people were restless, wanting a glimpse of them, but the two appeared only interested in Damian’s return.
 
Louis, who had been standing in the same spot, felt quite at ease. After all, she had a favor to fulfill for Damian from the day before. If the two wanted to keep things private, she was determined to maintain that atmosphere.
 
‘That means eliminating any disturbances.’
 
She didn’t have to think too deeply about what those disturbances could be. The countless glances from the crowd behind her said enough.
 
Normally, Louis wouldn’t intervene in such situations, but this time was different. As a knight, she felt obligated to carry out her lord’s commands. And this command from her lord was the first of its kind since she began her service. Louis was committed to following through.
 
She briefly recalled her meeting with Damian the previous night.
 
Damian, whom she hadn’t seen in a while, looked more relaxed than before. He wasn’t inherently a cold or sharp person, but he used to be like an unsheathed sword. Now, he seemed more like a blade wrapped securely in cloth.
 
“Sir Louis,” Damian began, “I heard that you will not be participating in the hunting competition tomorrow due to your academic preparations. So would you grant me a small favor?”
 
“It’s a knight’s duty to obey the lord.”
 
“You’re not yet a knight, are you?”
 
“All cadets from the Knights department are considered apprentice knights. And after graduation, I plan to join the Black Dragon Knight...”
 
“Understood. You don’t need to say more.”
 
A favor.
 
Louis had known Damian for quite a long time, but this was the first time she had ever heard such a request from him. Damian was always a man who handled everything on his own. It wasn’t that he lacked people around him, so hearing a request from him was rare.
 



 

 
Many people saw Louis as a bit old-fashioned, but she had her own dreams and ideals. Nothing too special, just the fulfillment of a knight’s duties to her lord. Yet her lord, as mentioned, had never once made even the smallest request of her until now.
 
Although time usually resolved such matters, she was not one to handle anticipation well, perhaps due to her young age. Upon hearing Damian’s words this time, she looked at him with an enthusiasm uncharacteristic of her usual demeanor. To most, there might not have been any discernible change in her expression, but for her, it was a significant shift.
 
“Do you remember I have a younger sibling? In the upcoming tournament, he’ll be attending alongside my fiancée.”
 
“You’re talking about Young Lord Alphonse and Lady Edelweiss, aren’t you?”
 
“Yes. What I’d like to ask of you... just think of it as a simple escort mission.”
 
“An escort? Do you anticipate some trouble at the venue tomorrow?”
 
“It’s nothing major. I just have certain reservations. You know I will be participating in the hunt tomorrow? And my father has to oversee the event, meaning he won’t be available. Leaving the two of them alone at such an event makes me a bit uneasy.”
 
Damian scratched his cheek as if he was a little embarrassed. It was natural for a brother to worry about his younger brother or for a man to be concerned about his lady. Louis, with her burning passion evident in her gaze, listened intently to every word.
 



 

 
“Alphonse is a smart child, but he hasn’t had much experience in public. The sudden attention from many might startle him. I’d like you to be there to assist.”
 
“Understood.”
 
“And as for Elena...”
 
Damian hesitated for a moment, as if finding the words hard to say. Seeing Louis staring intently, Damian hurriedly continued, seemingly unable to frame his thoughts coherently.
 
“Elena is... beautiful. No, maybe ‘cute’ is more fitting.”
 
“...Suddenly boasting about her here?”
 
Taken aback by his unexpected comment, Louis widened her eyes in surprise.
 
“No.. no.. I meant! There might be some with ill intentions towards Elena. Just make sure anyone approaching them gets sorted out appropriately.”
 
Witnessing Damian’s flustered reaction, Louis nodded with a satisfied look. Their relationship must be truly special. Seeing their bond brought a warm feeling to her heart, and she playfully inquired,
 
“If you’re so concerned, wouldn’t it be best if you stayed with them? Isn’t the tournament not of prime importance to you?”
 
She knew well that Damian wasn’t overly concerned about the outcomes of such events. Considering his evident worry, it might be better for him to stay with them. If it was just about the tournament, he could easily excuse himself citing health reasons or the like.
 
Paused by Louis’s question, Damian softly chuckled and replied,
 
“... True. If this were the past, I would have done that. However, for this tournament, I don’t intend to be as nonchalant as before.”
 
“...”
 
“I have to impress, after all,” he briefly remarked and took his leave.
 
It was at this moment that Lois felt certain about the victor of this tournament.
 
Until now, more radiant than ever before, Damian stood out to Louis. The sheer brilliance assured Louis that Damian was going to showcase his true skills at the tournament without any reservations.
 



 

 
***
 
Louis said she would fetch some food for both of them, leaving the balcony momentarily.
 
It was evident that neither of them intended to leave before Damian returned. But sitting in a quiet place, merely staring at the woods felt a bit awkward. So it was a story she brought up because she felt like she had to do something. Of course, this was just an excuse for her to come out.
 
As she emerged outside, all eyes seemed to converge in one direction, curiously. Being the only outsider who had spent significant time with Elena, they seemed to have no intention of hiding their feelings in front of Louis, unlike when they met Elena herself.
 
Immediately after exiting the balcony, she drew the curtain, ensuring that Alphonse and Elena remained out of sight. Then, she scanned the audience in front of her.
 
As Louis held the gaze of the onlookers, a peculiar standoff between her and the dozens present commenced. Some from the crowd approached her, unable to contain their curiosity.
 
“Excuse me, Sir Louis. What was discussed inside...”
 
The man who approached her suddenly stopped speaking. One by one, those behind him began to fall silent. The reason for this abrupt shift didn’t remain a mystery for long.
 
She was once hailed as the best martial artist in the southern region.
 
The aura she emanated was not one an ordinary person could handle. A few attempted to stand their ground, but when she turned her head towards them, they promptly averted their gaze and retreated.
 
The once-bustling hall instantly hushed.
 
Despite its vast size, designed to accommodate many, no one in the hall could ignore the intense energy Louis exuded. Everyone subtly shifted their focus, trying to be as distant from the balcony as possible.
 



 

 
While many addressed her as ‘Sir’ and treated her like a knight, Louis was still a student at the academy, yet to receive her official knighthood. What distinguished her was that she had been the second in the knight department at the prestigious Estelia Academy for three consecutive years.
 
Considering her status as a mere academy student, her recent action might seem overly assertive.
 
Surprisingly, no one criticized or reprimanded her for her behavior. The entire atmosphere was one of acceptance, even though one would expect at least a few to show some resistance.
 
Certainly, anyone who had established a foothold in this southern region would be a fool not to know who stands behind Louis.
 
In the Imperial Path, just as the emperor embodied the law, in the south, Kraus was the law. Although they belonged to the same empire, in the south, Kraus’ status was no less than that of the royal family. Those gathered here were of that ilk. Though they belonged to the empire, their true allegiance lay with Kraus, not the emperor.
 
It was long rumored that the eldest daughter of the House of Graham was under Kraus’ protection.
 
Such was the reclusiveness of the Kraus family that rumors swirled of their communication with her. And what was once just a rumor was confirmed today.
 
For the first time, the second son of the Count Kraus, who had never before shown himself, revealed his presence through Louis, and even the fiancé of the heir of the family did not leave her side. That alone was reason enough for them to bow before Louis.
 
While one might think that the dominance she displayed was merely like a fox acting as lord of a mountain without tigers, they knew that Louis’ actions had a deeper meaning.
 



 

 
Not much was known about the person Louis Graham. She didn’t earn the title of the ‘Best Martial Artist of the South’ for nothing. It was proof of the remarkable feats she showed to the public.
 
The character and skills of Louis were so well-known that everyone in the South was familiar with her. They all knew she wouldn’t threaten them without reason.
 
Hence, they realized that Louis’ actions weren’t just simple threats, but warnings from someone higher. So, they all silently lowered their gaze.
 
As Louis began to move, everyone made way for her. Although an awkward atmosphere enveloped the hall, Louis seemed unfazed. On the contrary, she seemed to find the situation quite invigorating.
 
‘Mission accomplished!’
 
Right now, all that occupied Louis’ mind was that she had carried out the task entrusted to her by Damian. Though her intimidation was minimal, it was enough to instill fear. Unless they wished to risk their lives, no one would dare move recklessly.
 
Damian probably hadn’t expected Louis to act so decisively, but regardless, she had faithfully executed his orders.
 
The hall momentarily fell silent, but it wasn’t long before they resumed their individual conversations, treating Louis as if she were invisible. Needless to say, no one dared approach her. The hall seemed distinctly divided into two groups: Louis and everyone else.
 
Satisfied with the lack of attention and noise directed at her, Louis moved to a table where food was laid out.
 
Perhaps it was something she had heard before.
 
She took a plate and mostly chose sweet delicacies.
 
Given the variety of treats available, selecting just one of each type was enough to fill her plate. Anticipating the possibility of needing a palate cleanser, she didn’t forget to grab a light beverage.
 



 

 
Once her selections were complete, she walked towards the balcony with a contented expression. Her face might have seemed unchanged, but there was a subtle shift in her aura. Hence, before stepping onto the balcony, Louis turned around once more to gaze at the attendees.
 
This time, unlike when she exited the balcony, not a single person met her gaze. They were all engrossed in their own conversations. Observing this, she gave a slight nod as if to say, ‘Keep it that way,’ and disappeared behind the curtain.
 
Only after Louis was out of sight did the guests allow themselves a silent sigh of relief.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 73: Assault (1)
 
“It feels like we’ve done enough already...”
 
As Robin drove the cart, he looked up at the towering pile of monsters he had collected. Just as he said that, a new monster carcass was placed beside him.
 
This time, Damian had caught a tiger with a notably large fang. Its size, having been influenced by the magic scattered in the mountains, was incomparable to ordinary tigers. The residual mana left in the dead body hinted at the immense power it must have had while alive.
 
To put it bluntly, it was truly a powerful monster.
 
If such a beast had appeared before Robin when it was alive, he’d have immediately sounded the alarm. But there was no need to flee from the dead. He drew a dagger from his waist and, as he always did, started draining its blood by making a slit in its throat.
 
There seemed to be no more room for any new residents on the towering pile of monsters. It looked like he would have to sit side by side with it. While it wasn’t exactly a stomach-turning idea, Robin felt an increasing urge to stop collecting, fearing he would end up unable to even move horse of the cart.
 
In the end, Robin couldn’t stand it and vented his frustration to Gwen.
 
“Captain! Don’t you think this is getting a bit much?! At this rate, it looks like we’re going to wipe out every monster in the Legion!”
 
“Well, what’s the harm? It’s good to see the young master so enthusiastic after such a long time.”
 
Robin, having sheathed his sword, leaned on the cart and spoke to Gwen who was resting. However, his response wasn’t exactly pleasing to his ears.
 
Of all the individuals present here, Gwen was the only one with a championship title under his belt. If he spoke up, perhaps Damian would pause. But contrary to his hope, Gwen laughed lightly at Robin’s words, endorsing Damian’s actions.
 



 

 
“The mountains are vast. It’s too early to worry about disrupting the ecosystem. What we’re doing is just a drop in the bucket full of water. Compared to all the creatures residing in the Legion, it’s not a big deal.”
 
“Still...”
 
“Until now, he’s kept his abilities hidden from the world. It seems he’s truly committed to this tournament, so let him be. Look at him. Doesn’t he seem happy?”
 
Seeing Gwen’s stern face break into a bright smile, Robin realized that Gwen had no intention of stopping Damian.
 
The more prey Damian caught, the more his exceptional skills became known to others. From Gwen’s perspective, who deeply admired Damian, there was no need to restrain him.
 
Robin turned his gaze to the forest. Between the trees, Damian frolicked, a faint smile playing on his lips.
 
Considering how he’d kept his composure so far, it was surprising to see him letting loose in the woods like this. With every arrow shot, more than one beast fell. Each time lightning emanated from his hands, creatures hidden in the shadows of the forest dropped one by one.
 
Watching this, Robin found himself at a loss for words in response to Gwen’s statement. He too was well-aware that Damian had refrained from showcasing his talents until now.
 
When apprentice knights participated in the knights’ training, their first experience was to test their aptitude.
 
Even though they bore the label of ‘apprentice’, these knights were the closest thing to superhumans. They were the chosen few from a vast pool of swordsmen, yet being near Damian made them empathize with those who were filtered out.
 



 

 
A prodigy. Truly, a talent bestowed by the heavens.
 
Just as a land-bound creature might admire a bird soaring in the sky without feeling jealousy, the overwhelming gap in their abilities made even envy seem futile.
 
In front of Damian, Robin’s talent seemed as insignificant as a matchstick before the sun. Yet, even so, he still had the desire to showcase his abilities to others.
 
If it was called a desire to show off, then maybe that was accurate.
 
However, the honor that knights held as dear as life itself was, in the end, something that emerged from the recognition and acknowledgment of others. Wanting to display one’s talent outwardly was not something to be ashamed of at all. Rather, it was inextricably linked to being a knight.
 
The reason the Kraus house was regarded as prestigious was entirely because they had proven their capabilities to others. And as a knight from the most distinguished fencing house in the empire, Robin’s eyes were always looking upward, striving to validate that he was a knight befitting the name of his house.
 
If a mere apprentice from such a house felt this way, could one imagine the weight on the shoulders of the family’s chosen heir?
 
Whether by choice or by circumstance, he knew that one day Damian had to prove himself, not just to his own vassals but to those beyond the walls of his lineage.
 
In that sense, the hunting tournament was a perfect opportunity to showcase his abilities. It was a competition with a rich history, and its results were undeniably evident — it had the power to transform an erstwhile inconspicuous prince into a Southern celebrity in no time.
 



 

 
Thus, Robin responded to Gwen’s words with a nod, not adding much else.
 
“I know... I get it, but...”
 
‘Isn’t this a bit too much?’
 
Holding back the rest of his words, Robin closed his mouth.
 
Although he understood the reason, the pile of monsters behind him was far from normal. The fact that these creatures were slain because of Damian’s fiancée only added to Robin’s internal turmoil.
 
Well, she probably hadn’t foreseen this outcome.
 
Even Gwen and Robin, as well as Damian himself, couldn’t deny that his fiancée was the reason behind this abrupt change in his usually discreet behavior.
 
“Anyway, if we keep loading like this, the horses won’t be able to move because of the weight.”
 
“Then you can push from behind. What were you saving all that strength for? Up until now, the young master was the one doing everything; what have you done besides sharpening swords?”
 
“...You really don’t give an inch, do you? Fine, got it. But if Viscount Graham files a complaint later on, I’m not taking the blame. I did warn the two of you, right?”
 
“Kid, speak some sense... fine.”
 
While he verbally affirmed Damian’s actions, Robin seemed to recognize that the number of monsters Damian had caught up to this point was extraordinary. With a tone akin to a playful tantrum, Robin voiced this sentiment, and Gwen conceded.
 
From his perspective as an annual participant in the tournament, the monsters Damian had caught this year were unprecedented. The number easily surpassed last year’s winning record, especially considering the larger participation in this year’s event.
 
Unless one intended to completely deplete the Legion’s ecosystem, as Robin put it.
 
In essence, the victory was practically confirmed.
 
That said, Gwen wasn’t thinking of reining in Damian, but there was a notion that perhaps a break was due after the rigorous hunting so far.
 



 

 
Robin’s continued grumbling played a part in this, but even for someone as physically fit as Damian, there was no need to push himself to the extreme for the tournament.
 
After surveying the forest briefly, Gwen instructed Robin.
 
“When the young master returns this time, tell him it’s sufficient.”
 
“What? But when I mentioned it earlier, you turned a deaf ear...”
 
“Forget it. However, if the young master insists on continuing, don’t stop him. He’s not one to waste his stamina on such trivial matters.”
 
“Yeah... Understood.”
 
Though Robin responded in a somewhat exasperated manner, he seemed to anticipate Gwen’s words. He began to tidy up the surroundings, ready to leave at a moment’s notice.
 
“That kid...”
 
As Robin hurried off, Gwen, with an unexpectedly warm expression, watched his retreating figure, perhaps reminiscent of an old memory.
 
But this was fleeting.
 
Suddenly, both Gwen and Robin’s faces tensed as they stared at a particular spot in the forest.
 
“Captain...!!”
 
“I know.”
 
Contrary to Robin’s urgency, Gwen’s voice remained as calm as ever, yet an underlying restraint was palpable.
 
Quickly, Gwen pulled out a horn, seemingly made from an animal’s tusk, from a small leather pouch. Given that Damian, despite his exceptional intuition, could be overlooked in the forest’s shadows, the immediate need was to sound the horn to call him over.
 
The mysterious force that simultaneously caught both of their senses was far more potent than what they had previously encountered from the monsters. Although it was merely a lingering presence carried by the wind, given they stood in the Luneproud Mountains, a habitat for monsters, this wasn’t something they could just overlook.
 



 

 
Perhaps the only saving grace was that this force emanated from a direction opposite to where Damian was.
 
It wasn’t long before Damian, having heard the horn’s sound, appeared before them.
 
“Lord Damian! Quickly, back to camp...!”
 
Robin shouted towards Damian as soon as he spotted him, but Damian, ignoring Robin’s outcry, continued to sprint towards a particular direction.
 
Towards the origin of the mysterious force they’d sensed.
 
Damian hadn’t come out because he heard the horn; like them, he had felt the monster’s presence and emerged. Without hesitation, Gwen immediately followed Damian’s path.
 
“Captain?!”
 
By protocol, they should have reported back to the camp immediately, but seeing the two highest decision-makers head directly to the site left Robin in a bind. Of course, there was also an instruction to swiftly suppress any threats when adequately powered.
 
“Ugh... This is driving me crazy...”
 
Robin looked at the cart filled with monster carcasses. If left unattended, other monsters would soon swarm the area, creating chaos. He didn’t doubt that the two who’d left knew this, but he couldn’t shake the nagging feeling of leaving the catch unguarded.
 
‘After all the hard work...’
 
Yet, staying behind alone to guard the carcasses in such an emergency was out of the question.
 
“I can’t deal with this.”
 
His internal debate didn’t last long.
 
With a heavy sigh, Robin too left the cart in the forest, following the lingering force like the two before him.
 
***
 
“Huff... Huff...”
 
A young boy, leaning against a tree with a sword in hand, looked at the monster before him with a face pale with fear.
 
The monster, which had suddenly intruded and swiftly torn apart the family’s knight and attendants.
 



 

 
That image still lingered before the boy’s eyes, making his fear not something easily brushed aside.
 
Mustering all his courage, the boy raised his sword, locking eyes with the monster. This was the bravest thing he could muster.
 
He wished he could shout a battle cry and swing his sword, but fear weighed him down, preventing even that. After all, this was the monster that had effortlessly devoured the knight his father had proudly appointed. What could a novice like him, just starting with a sword, hope to achieve against such a foe?
 
But he didn’t want to die a pitiful death either, so he just managed to stand, holding his sword.
 
The face of the monster, resembling a monkey, contorted strangely.
 
It looked as if it were grinning at him, deepening his sense of humiliation. But the blood still dripping from its mouth, the blood of the knight, intensified the boy’s fear.
 
Yet, the monster did not kill the boy. It just looked down and laughed.
 
With a gaze that seemed to tell the boy that the sword he bravely held had no meaning, it met his eyes with a silent grin.
 
Gazing into the monster’s eerie yellow eyes, devoid of pupils, a whirlwind of emotions swirled within the boy.
 
From being reluctantly pushed by his father to participate in a competition, to the trivial sentiments he felt for the pet dog he raised at home.
 
Countless thoughts stormed his mind in mere seconds. Among them, he resented his father for pushing him, who had no affinity with swords, into this situation. Yet, the image of his father, who couldn’t take his eyes off him, trusting him with his most reliable knight as he entered the forest, flashed simultaneously.
 
When the storm of thoughts subsided, all that remained for the boy was pure rage towards the monster before him, which had thrown him into this dire situation.
 



 

 
“Damn... you...”
 
As his anger grew, strangely, the boy’s mind seemed to cool and clear.
 
Steadying his erratic breathing, the boy gripped his sword once more, determined.
 
With his mind cleared of distractions, the oppressive feeling that had weighed down his body seemed to lift somewhat. He could feel a stronger grip on the hilt of his sword now. But just because he could move more freely didn’t mean the situation had turned favorable. A brief moment of mental clarity didn’t suddenly grant him newfound strength.
 
Unlike the paralyzed fear from before, the monster seemed to recognize a change in the boy’s gaze. It no longer seemed content to wait.
 
Knowing this, the boy held his sword closely to his body. Even though he hadn’t awakened the aura symbolic of a true warrior, he knew that piercing that monster was nearly impossible. Yet, he believed there was a part of it he could make bleed.
 
‘It’s been killing people by biting. Maybe I can aim for its eye...’
 
The boy wasn’t sure if he was even breathing anymore. His sole focus was on the monster’s piercing yellow eyes. If the monster lunged to bite, the boy would have to thrust his sword instantly, leaving no room for other thoughts.
 
The distance between them closed steadily.
 
At the height of the tension, for some reason, the boy sensed that the monster was about to charge. As he suspected, the monster lunged. But instead of the biting attack he’d come to expect, it reached out with long hands to grasp him.
 
“Damn it..!!”
 
Taken by surprise, the boy tried to resist, but his attempts to harm the monster with his blade were fruitless. Instead, his struggles seemed only to make the monster’s grip tighten.
 



 

 
“Arghhhhh!!!”
 
Whether that scream was born out of pain or a sudden surge of courage facing imminent death, even the boy didn’t know. He frantically slashed at the hand holding him, knowing it was futile but unwilling to surrender.
 
Amid the chaos, the boy caught a glimpse of the monster’s face.
 
It was smiling.
 
Just as it had grinned at his earlier terror, now it smirked at his desperate resistance.
 
Even though he realized the monster was merely toying with him all along, the boy couldn’t suppress his anger. He glanced at his sword one last time, then let go of any lingering attachment.
 
He couldn’t properly gauge the distance to the monster’s face. All he knew was that those eerie yellow eyes stared back at him from a distance, given the monster’s extended arm.
 
It wasn’t as precise as his initial plan, but in a desperate move, the boy hurled his sword at the monster’s eye. It might miss and ricochet, but this was his final act of defiance.
 
[■■■■■■■■■-!!!!!]
 
The chilling roar of the agitated beast echoed throughout the forest.
 
A piercing scream reached the boy’s ears, and he knew he had succeeded. But there was no time to revel in his victory. Though the monster shrieked in agony, it recovered quickly. Drawing the sword from its wound, it lunged at the boy with its gaping mouth.
 
Perhaps it was the imminent prospect of death, but for the boy, it felt as if time had slowed down dramatically.
 
Even if he possessed the power to slow time, it wouldn’t have saved him from his fate. Held firmly in the monster’s grip, its approaching mouth seemed inevitable, even in this stretched-out moment.
 
In the face of death, the boy felt no fear. He had achieved his goal and cast aside any lingering attachments along with his sword. Yet, within this slowed world, he perceived something he hadn’t noticed before.
 
“Huh?”
 
A shadowy figure appeared behind the monster.
 
Though concealed in darkness, making everything appear black, two eyes shone like golden beams, reminiscent of a halo. Locking eyes with this figure, the boy felt an overwhelming sensation similar to when he first encountered the monster, but simultaneously, a distinct sense of relief.
 
Thud.
 
The monster’s mouth never reached the boy. Instead, the monster’s head hit the ground first.
 
A sword, extending from the darkness, had sliced through the monster’s neck, causing a warm liquid to splash across the boy’s face.
 
With its head severed, the body, no longer under control, crumpled to the ground. As he felt the sensation of floating back to the surface, the boy’s consciousness began to slip into the shadows.
 
Within the dimming stream of consciousness, the last thing the boy imprinted in his mind was those luminous eyes, and he surrendered to the flow.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 74: Assault (2)
 
“It’s severed.”
 
A man, with his eyes obscured by black cloth, spoke impassively.
 
His covered eyes pointed precisely toward the spot where the monster he created had fallen. Yet, akin to his unseen eyes, he had no way of knowing what happened there.
 
Normally, he could have shared the monster’s viewpoint, but for some reason today, that connection was jammed.
 
All he could do now was issue simple commands and understand where his unleashed monsters were located. Discerning the detailed occurrences on the battlefield was impossible.
 
He hadn’t formed any attachment to them, thinking of them from the start as mere expendables, and understanding they’d be destroyed like this. Nevertheless, the man could not turn his head away.
 
Still, the entity that just lost its connection was specially constructed among this batch, knight-class; made with ordinary Aura users’ capabilities in mind. He had judged that it could devour mediocre knights, and this was not confidence in his abilities but a strictly objective evaluation.
 
It was quite ironic that the one he put some effort into died earlier than the others.
 
In the man’s mind, there were certain expectations from that monster. And the result now visible to him showcased the lowest expectation he had imagined.
 
Beside him, his colleague, blankly staring at the forest, nudged the man with a foot before his previously sealed lips parted.
 
“Walter. Habilis got hit.”
 
“Already? Wasn’t it put forth with quite a bit of confidence? Did the black dragon enter the forest or something?”
 
“No. They haven’t entered the forest yet. If they had, the trees wouldn’t be this quiet.”
 
“True... then it might be the Knight Commander. If it’s him, he’d handle that kind of monkey easily. Bad luck. The altars you painstakingly built will pause suddenly, and thinking the monkey would buy some time, it gets destroyed from the outset. Are we sticking with the plan?”
 



 

 
“Of course. Excluding the altar matter, the rest is still as expected. Besides, even if not, we can’t abandon the plan.”
 
The colleague who had asked the man a question, the one called Walter, quietly nodded his head.
 
From the moment the plan was enacted, there was no one who didn’t know it was inevitable that the Kraus family would enter the forest.
 
Once they set foot into the woods, their lives would no longer matter. Even if all the trees in the forest were felled, they would have found and killed them because Arthur Kraus, the head of the Kraus family, possessed such skill and determination.
 
So, in the end, all that remained for them was the success or failure of the plan.
 
Knowing this, the man was able to answer Walter’s question without any hesitation.
 
“Even if the black dragon moves, the distance from the Children of the Sun is already sufficiently wide. While he may take our lives, he will not be able to prevent their deaths.”
 
The man who answered so confidently stood and turned his head toward where his monster had fallen. Although he spoke confidently, the current situation was not favorable in the context of the plan, so he needed to minimize the risk of failure as much as possible.
 
“Due to the altar’s incapacity, it’s become difficult to supply monsters from the forest. I’ll lure them at the front line, meanwhile, you deal with the prince and princess.”
 
At some point, an odd wave reverberating through the forest began to cause confusion in the connection with the monsters. Probably, the altar’s incapacity was highly likely due to this wave.
 



 

 
The monsters were released at random. Initially, he didn’t think much of the severed connection, viewing them merely as a diversion. But after Habilis, a monster he had somewhat high hopes for, was swiftly killed, he decided to change his thinking.
 
First, he restored the connection to the severed monster.
 
Since close-range wave interference could be ignored, he now had to manually control the monsters, becoming a decoy to draw their eyes himself.
 
It was nothing more than a simple delaying tactic, but this was the only way to reduce the possibility of failure, even slightly. An incomplete check was worse than none at all.
 
If he dropped a bomb powerful enough that they absolutely could not ignore it in their front yard, whether they wanted to or not, their eyes would have to turn to him.
 
“This, doing something easy alone feels a bit off.”
 
“Don’t get careless and miss something. The prince is quite a competent magician, if given an opportunity, everything will turn to foam.”
 
“I’ll be mindful.”
 
Enough had been said about the strategy. As the conversation seemed to draw to a close, Walter promptly left his seat. While there was a possibility they might never see each other again, no pleasantries or farewells were exchanged between them. Neither held any expectation that their own lives would continue, regardless of how the plan unfolded.
 
“Oh, Almighty...”
 
Left alone, the man gazed up at the sun hanging in the sky and uttered a call to God.
 
Even as he beheld the brightening sun, only darkness was reflected in his obscured vision.
 
***
 
“This...is a creature unlike any we’ve encountered before.”
 
After examining the separated head and body, Sir Gwen informed me that it was a species he had never encountered before. Few people were as knowledgeable about monsters as the commander of the Black Dragon Knights in the South, where all kinds of beasts run rampant.
 



 

 
If he was so certain, it was almost guaranteed that this was the emergence of a new species.
 
Of course, it could have been written off as a simple mishap if that was all there was to it.
 
“However, it seems less like it naturally came into being and more like someone intentionally created it. Though it’s well covered, there are signs of tampering on the head.”
 
“An abnormal monster invading the hunting competition attended by the Prince and Princess, and on top of that, a monster that’s been manipulated by someone. This is a major incident.”
 
“That’s right. A major incident.”
 
It was driving me mad.
 
I felt a distant dizziness at Sir Gwen’s words.
 
While extremely rare, there have been instances when monsters dwelling deep within the mountain ranges descended during times other than winter. It was so infrequent that one might assume it didn’t happen at all, but I had encountered monsters descending just two years prior.
 
‘Not just a stray monster, but nearly a legion of them.’
 
A single monster descending from the pack of mountains was as unlikely as plucking a star from the sky, let alone a legion-sized group of monsters. A prime example of my lackluster luck.
 
So, when I first captured this monkey-like monster, I didn’t give it much thought. Even though it was rare for a monster to come down from the mountain, it wouldn’t be strange for someone like me to experience it a few more times.
 
But upon closer inspection, the issue was not as straightforward as I initially thought.
 
‘A legion of monsters would have been better than this. This is really...’
 



 

 
The previous incidents could be chalked up to sheer misfortune, but what was happening now was planned and executed by someone. Discerning who was behind it, given the manipulation and control of the monsters, was not at all difficult. The problem was that the suspected perpetrator was too obvious.
 
In the original work, there was only a single instance where the monsters were moved by someone, not by accident.
 
‘Heretics.’
 
Commonly referred to as the ‘True Night,’ the villainous group in <The Princess is Loved.>
 
Setting aside the Seven Magic Towers pursuing the truth, only they could handle the monsters. And, ironically, the very place where they incited the monsters to act was right here in the Luneproud Mountains, where I now stood.
 
There was a fleeting thought that my existence might have hastened the South’s demise, but I decided to shelve such thoughts for the moment. After all, the timing of the monster’s appearance was quite different from what I originally knew.
 
In the original, the monsters’ invasion was quiet and cautious. They started by consuming villages near the forest during non-winter days, gradually severing connections between one village and the next.
 
However, this place, Legion, was too large to be their initial point of attack.
 
Although it was not winter now, key figures were gathered in one place, and security was tighter than ever. Furthermore, skilled knights have gathered under the guise of a hunting competition, not to mention my father, who could be considered the South’s ultimate power.
 
If an invasion occurred here, a defensive line would instantly be established under my father’s leadership, easily repelling them. There was no merit in it. Unless, of course, they had a different objective.
 
“Was it indeed problematic that Orcus and Noel participated in the hunting competition...”
 



 

 
From what I recall, it hadn’t been long since the royal family conducted a large-scale purge of the Heretics. I believed that currently, they were focusing on increasing the number, but it seemed I thought too lightly of them. They were acting faster than I anticipated.
 
Even if they were to act fast, I thought they would move when I was at the Academy...
 
“Sir Gwen. Right now... damn it!”
 
In the middle of trying to converse with Sir Gwen, as the situation seemed to be taking a severe turn, a curse involuntarily escaped my lips. Sir Gwen, who suddenly heard me curse, didn’t seem to mind. Perhaps feeling the same as I, he too was staring at the same place, fire in his eyes.
 
The sensation of the monsters, rustling vividly through the forest, was felt distinctly, though I hadn’t unleashed my suppressed senses. However, what agitated my mind more than those was the peculiar energy that flowed in from beyond.
 
I had encountered it once before in Merohim, but unlike that time when only remnants remained, now that energy was certainly revealing its potent presence without concealment. Merely confirming that fact felt akin to facing a pit swarming with bugs, enough to induce a sense of nausea.
 
“They’re calling us.”
 
“Yes.”
 
Quite brazenly, they gesture for us to come and catch them.
 
While part of me would like to respond to that provocation, knowing their intentions meant I had no plans to comply.
 
“Young Master.”
 
Sir Gwen called me with a stiff voice. His voice, as though suppressing an imminent explosion of anger, was hard and hot. Knowing what he was about to say, I handed him a dagger that was strapped to my waist and spoke.
 



 

 
“At this point, they’ve likely noticed at the camp. Approach them while dealing with the monsters. That will make it easier to save people.”
 
“Understood. Then.”
 
As soon as the conversation ended, Sir Gwen disappeared into the forest. Without confirming his movement to the end, I looked in the exact opposite direction of where he ran.
 
To be honest, even if casualties occurred where Sir Gwen now rushed to, it was bound to be eventually suppressed. After all, my father was at the camp now. However, where they aimed for could not be dealt with in such a manner.
 
Unless one had advanced information like me now, finding the hidden answer immediately in the chaotic situation once an incident occurred was difficult.
 
I cycled the aura flowing within me, gradually awakening my dormant senses. Originally, when awakening senses to the extreme like this in the forest, due to the mana laid upon the forest, it felt unpleasant, like viewing a screen with static, but today it was only clear.
 
I softly muttered, gently touching the crystal hung around my neck.
 
“It’s not a magical tool, huh...”
 
After awakening my senses, it did not take much time to locate Orcus and Noel. There were very few who emitted a presence like theirs. If there was an issue, it would be that the culprit behind this incident, as suspected, was very close to them.
 
It seemed there wasn’t much time allotted for me.
 
I immediately ran to Robin, who was inspecting the child’s body near the monster’s corpse, and asked,
 
“Sir Robin, how’s the condition of the collapsed child?”
 
“He’s unconscious, but his breathing seems fine. There seems to be a possible fracture in the chest area, but aside from that, there appear to be no severe injuries.”
 



 

 
Robin responded with a voice that hinted relief. The knight and retainer appeared to have been killed by the monster, but still, since one had survived, it could be considered a silver lining amidst the tragedy.
 
The boy, lying with his eyes closed, looked a year or two younger than my current self, objectively quite young. Was that why? Seeing him down like this, memories of the past seeped in, unsettling my heart.
 
After becoming Damian, I, too, had hunted creatures at a similar age as that boy, but was I the same as him? To others, I might have seemed like a prodigy, but inside, I was a worn-out old man.
 
I understood that the era and culture of my previous life and my life now as Damian were different. However, even with intellectual understanding, my emotional perception wouldn’t necessarily align. Then, as now, the fact that a young child was injured before my eyes remained unchanged.
 
Whooosh...
 
A gentle, slender breath reached my ears.
 
The boy’s face, smeared with the monster’s blood, was red, but his face, with its eyes closed, appeared remarkably peaceful. Nevertheless, the fact that the boy was alive, not dead, held together my sanity that felt like it might snap at any moment.
 
Even though I had settled my resolve numerous times, seeing the boy with his eyes closed, I steeled my heart anew.
 
“I’ll borrow this for a moment.”
 
I strapped the boy’s sword, which Robin had collected while tending to the monster’s corpse, in the space left by the missing dagger. After briefly explaining the current situation to Robin, I pointed to the collapsed cart and spoke.
 
“Fortunately, the cart seems to be intact. Sir Robin, please put the boy in the cart and head straight to the camp. Along the way, blow the horn to check for nearby rangers, and once you arrive at the camp, explain the current situation.”
 



 

 
“Understood. Then, what will you do, Young Ma...”
 
“I have something I need to do.”
 
Knowing I wouldn’t be accompanying him, Robin looked at me with worried eyes. This wasn’t a concern stemming from a difference in abilities; it was a concern coming from him, a knight of Kraus, towards his lord. Therefore, fearing he might insist that I should not go, I deliberately cut off my explanation.
 
“Don’t worry too much. I’ll follow soon.”
 
There was no time to delay further, so after saying so, I departed on my way.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 75: Assault (3)
 
As participants headed into the forest to hunt during the competition, Noel and Orcus, too, immersed themselves among the trees, securing a base grounded in what they had previously learned from Damian.
 
Whether it was due to that prior experience or not, Orcus and Noel managed to secure a satisfying zone. Upon establishing their base, Noel, unable to conceal her bubbling excitement, voiced her aspirations.
 
“Hmm! First off, let’s aim for victory!”
 
“Think we can do it?”
 
Orcus immediately responded with a skeptical look to Noel’s confident proclamation.
 
Even though he acknowledged the remarkable talent of his younger sister, the competitor they were paired with this time was someone notable. Specifically, it was Damian, the one who taught them how to hunt in the first place.
 
Of course, being the student did not necessarily mean one couldn’t surpass the teacher. However, Orcus was aware that there was a substantial skill gap between Noel and Damian. In his view, while Noel indeed was an exceptional genius, Damian was someone who existed on an entirely different level.
 
“Hyung!! Don’t be so negative! The spot we’ve secured might just be a place where many monsters reside.”
 
“Wishful thinking, huh? Hmm...I don’t know. Well, we did follow what we learned, at least.”
 
“I’m certain of it!”
 
Even amidst Orcus’ sarcastic tone, Noel’s momentum didn’t seem to wane in the slightest.
 
Well, even Damian himself said that hunting was not always about skill and that a hunter’s luck plays a significant role. So, if they really had chosen a good spot, it might indeed be possible to bridge the skill gap, just like Noel said.
 
‘But if that’s the case, wouldn’t he do even better than us?’
 
Considering Damian had taught them everything about hunting from A to Z, everything the two could do was something Damian would know how to handle.
 



 

 
Moreover, wasn’t Damian a Southerner here? He had already participated in this competition several times, and it was certain that he knew more about this forest than they did.
 
According to rumors among the Black Dragon Knights yesterday, Damian was keenly preparing for this year’s competition for some reason.
 
Even the form he demonstrated during practice was overpowering, and it was hard to imagine what he would showcase in actual competition. If magic was used, the situation might differ slightly, but it was against the rules, and thinking they could win even if it was used did not cross his mind.
 
‘Still, with her being so hopeful...let’s at least keep pace.’
 
He didn’t think they could win, but he believed they could rank among the top competitors. Rather than logically rebutting and dampening morale, simply keeping quiet was a better choice for both Noel and Orcus.
 
From the start, he didn’t expect Noel to listen if he provided a logical argument.
 
Still, seeing his younger sister so hopeful, Orcus decided to motivate her with some optimistic words as a good older brother.
 
“From what I saw earlier, it doesn’t seem like Damian started with us. If we’ve secured a good spot before Damian, we definitely have a chance.”
 
“You’re right! When we were checking traces on the way here, there was no place where the monster’s trails overlapped as much as they do here. Even Damian will need time to secure a position, so we have the advantage!”
 
“Still, you never know, the forest is vast. Well, we’ve decided on our base, so let’s get ready and start hunting quickly. Dawdling will erase the advantage we gained by securing our spot early.”
 



 

 
At some point, beating Damian had become synonymous with winning the hunting competition for the two. But neither Noel nor Orcus thought this was necessarily wrong.
 
In the perceptive eyes of the martially gifted Noel, aside from Count Arthur, the head of the Kraus family, there was no one she had seen since coming here who surpassed Damian. Orcus didn’t have the same perspective as Noel, but his thoughts were the same. Even to a complete layman, occasionally, what Damian showed was different from what they had seen in other knights.
 
“HmMMMMMMMMM.”
 
Noel paused her usual carefree smile and began to scan the surroundings seriously. Soon, a satisfied smile blossomed on her face as she spoke to Orcus.
 
“It’s not simply that there are many tracks. Monsters’ footprints are intermixed. This must be a path often used by them. So just by waiting here, we can easily hunt, and if we use a few of what we catch as bait, we should be able to lure in predators too!”
 
“Ah, is that so?”
 
To any observer, Noel, far from a princess, resembled a child who had spent a lifetime hunting in the woods. Her actions mirrored the experienced maneuvers of a savvy hunter.
 
While this did indicate that Noel had absorbed what she had been taught well, Orcus felt an inexplicable discomfort whenever he witnessed this sight.
 
‘What if she really decides to become a hunter?’
 
It wouldn’t be odd for Noel, with her ability to immerse herself so fully, to announce at any moment her desire to become a hunter. Though she had firmly set her mind on becoming a knight, knowing her character, once she made a resolution, she wouldn’t change it - still, a tinge of anxiety lingered.
 



 

 
Despite the relative freedom allowed by her royal status, there were still boundaries she had to observe. It was one thing to become a knight, but it was absolutely another matter to let the princess become a hunter, a profession often associated with wilderness dwellers. Arriving at this thought, Orcus, with a straight face, sternly grabbed his naive-looking sister and spoke.
 
“Hunting is just a hobby, understand?”
 
“Huh? Yes.”
 
Confused by Orcus’ sudden remark, Noel, with an expression indicating she was at a loss, nevertheless agreed. She was seriously engaged in hunting but had no thoughts of becoming a hunter, so this was nothing more than Orcus’s unwarranted worry.
 
When Noel continuously nodded and affirmed she understood, only then did Orcus’s expression soften.
 
“Anyway...let’s use the bait we brought in preparation. Considering the purpose of this competition is a rescue from the monsters, we should focus on hunting predator ones.”
 
Although the competition emphasized the quantity of the game, given its intention, catching one tiger monster would score higher than 100 rabbit monsters.
 
Orcus divided the prepared bait into two and handed half to Noel. The ‘bait’ he spoke of was a piece of meat soaked in some potion – something Orcus had produced independently, without anyone else’s help.
 
While being entrapped by Damian, he had grown somewhat fond of hunting, which was why he had prepared something like this.
 
‘The competition rules said not to use magic tools, but there was no rule against using bait prepared through alchemy.’
 
The goal he had to surpass was already set, and to some extent, a plan to execute it was prepared. Noel’s declaration to aim for victory was not entirely frivolous.
 
Conversing with Noel, somehow, Orcus could feel his own tension gradually rising. Apparently, as a possibility started to show, a fire began to ignite in Orcus’s heart, which until now had only harbored negative thoughts.
 



 

 
While he still harbored skepticism towards winning, Orcus had never been insincere about participating in this competition from the start.
 
Orcus, gazing at the darkened forest, followed Noel’s smiling face with his own, and spoke.
 
“Shall we... begin?”
 
“Yes!”
 
***
 
Initially, the spot chosen by Orcus and Noel was indeed a hotspot, just as Noel had described.
 
Even without using the bait, they could easily find prey not far from the camp, and while moving the captured game to the camp, they were also able to see monsters running around in the forest uneventfully.
 
The variety was so diverse that, unintentionally, along with normal animal-like monsters, various other creatures’ carcasses piled up in the camp.
 
Thus, Orcus and Noel decided to hunt by walking around the camp rather than riding horses. Though hunting while riding, feeling the wind, was pleasant, given that the place they had settled was essentially a forest path, ambushing quietly was more efficient for hunting.
 
Therefore, Orcus was now silently hiding himself in the bushes, not far from the camp.
 
Minimizing his movement to prevent making a sound even from the brushing of leaves against his body, he drew his bowstring. No trembling was visible in Orcus’s hand holding the taut string. The cool, internal wall of his sight was locked only onto the game in front of him.
 
-Grrrr
 
Where Orcus’s gaze directed, a leopard-like monster was sniffing around, observing its surroundings. Presumably, it was trying to find the bait Orcus had laid out through its scent.
 
It was large and its body height alone reached the chest of a sturdy adult man.
 
While its size and appearance were surely intimidating, Orcus remained unaffected. Although its large frame would naturally suggest significant strength, to Orcus, it merely appeared as a large, moving target.
 



 

 
Without fear, there was no chance to make the mistake of releasing the bowstring at the wrong moment.
 
With natural full strength, the swiftly launched arrow precisely pierced the monster’s neck. However, even with that shot, this creature, living in the Luneproud known as Devil’s Land, did not fall.
 
Although the monster, now with an arrow lodged in its neck, staggered, it quickly regained balance on its front legs and turned its gaze towards Orcus, who had pierced it with the arrow. The enraged face of the monster turned even more ferocious upon identifying its assailant. The bared teeth were nothing but threatening.
 
Nonetheless, Orcus remained unshaken and promptly pulled out a new arrow from his quiver.
 
Despite numerous successful hunts, Orcus’s quiver was not emptying; rather, it held even more arrows than before. This was not only because he had collected the arrows from every kill, but also because Noel, who had given up hunting with the bow, had handed all her arrows to Orcus.
 
In any case, when the monster looked at him, Orcus smiled as if things were going exactly as planned.
 
With the monster, which could charge at him at any moment, right in front of him, Orcus pulled the bowstring facing straight ahead. Knowing precisely where to hit from the front to ensure the creature’s demise, Orcus did not move an inch.
 
The monster, taking steps slowly, was approaching Orcus. In contrast, Orcus was only pulling the bowstring and did not seem to have the immediate intention to shoot.
 
A very brief standoff took place.
 
It was a moment so fleeting there was hardly time to think, but the moment the monster halted its paw, Orcus knew exactly what he had to do.
 



 

 
Without any warning, the monster lunged at Orcus, and the moment its paws left the ground, Orcus released his arrow. Right after shooting the arrow, Orcus bowed his head, and the monster, leaping over him, crashed directly into a tree behind him.
 
With a loud bang, leaves fluttered from the tree.
 
There were no further sounds. The monster, which had smashed its head into the tree, lay motionless.
 
As Orcus raised his head to examine the monster’s head, he saw an arrow perfectly embedded in its forehead. Confirming this, Orcus was enveloped in a feeling of exhilaration as if his entire body’s blood was boiling.
 
“Yeeeeeeah!!!”
 
“Hyung!!”
 
“Did you see that?! Did you?! Wow! It worked?!”
 
From the tree above, Noel, who had been watching, descended and ran towards Orcus. Orcus, unable to contain his excitement, pointed at the fallen monster, his emotions vividly painted across his usually stoic face, and shouted.
 
“Noel.”
 
“Yes, Hyung!”
 
“We might... have a decent shot at winning now, don’t we?”
 
“Absolutely!”
 
At Orcus’s words, Noel nodded her head vigorously.
 
It might seem an unusual phrase coming from someone who, just a moment ago, was asserting that there was no hope, but by their own assessment, they indeed had achieved remarkable results. The good location ensured a stream of prey, of course. Even excluding Noel, who was always skilled, Orcus had shown an astonishing ability in hunting beyond imagination.
 
Even with what they had hunted so far, they had filled the camp’s space and everything had exceeded their expectations.
 
Especially for Orcus, he was enraptured by the joy of having caught a monster of that size with a bow, not his specialty, magic. He could have turned it into a beehive with a mere flick of a magic finger, but capturing it with a bow felt distinctly different.
 



 

 
Hunting without magic, each success skyrocketed Orcus’s confidence in his own skills, soaring to sky-high levels. His skills noticeably improved in a short time, so such self-esteem was warranted. Still, Orcus, who would usually never lose his emotional restraint, became sentimentally immersed in the situation.
 
The pinnacle moment was when he caught the monster with a bow just now.
 
Even by Orcus’ own assessment, capturing that monster just now could be described as artful without exaggeration. Otherwise, Noel wouldn’t have come to praise Orcus.
 
If he had observed the situation objectively as he usually did, he would have refrained from discussing his skills or talking about winning at this moment. But Orcus, severely intoxicated by self-adulation due to the successful hunting so far, was completely touched by Noel.
 
Even though they were siblings, there hadn’t been a time when one’s personality was influenced by the other, despite occasions where their opinions aligned seamlessly. Yet for the first time, both their characters underwent an identical transformation.
 
To put it positively, the two, each with personalities at opposing ends of the spectrum, had found a shared hobby that made them become one. To phrase it negatively, the one who used to play the role of the brake had utterly lost their taste for restraint.
 
“Ah. Now’s not the time, Noel. Let’s quickly clear the carcass to the camp. I still have plenty of arrows left.”
 
The guy, who was worried about how to handle his sister becoming a hunter just a moment ago, now seemed to turn into a hunter himself. Of course, this was a temporary phenomenon, so there was no possibility that Orcus would opt to be a hunter instead of the emperor.
 



 

 
“Hehehe...”
 
Noel, bow in hand, burst into laughter as she looked at Orcus, whose face was intensely exhilarated. Regardless of the circumstances, they, siblings who had been polar opposites in everything until now, had found a shared hobby for the first time, and she simply felt happy about it.
 
However, the laughter that had filled the forest from the two of them soon came to an end.
 
As if they had agreed upon it, they both stopped laughing simultaneously.
 
When the two closed their mouths, the forest transitioned into a tranquility that was almost eerie. The always-present sounds of the monsters’ footsteps and the chirping of birds were all cleanly erased, to a degree that it felt unnerving. It was as if someone had intentionally erased all sound from the world.
 
Noel’s hand, which was about to lift their hunt carcass, stopped, and the once joyously intoxicated eyes of Orcus were once again infused with cold rationality.
 
Without uttering a word, Noel and Orcus stood still in their places, their eyes roving, surveying the forest. Although hidden in darkness, rendering visibility ostensibly nil, what was it that was visible in their eyes? The pupils of the two were chasing something concealed within the forest’s darkness.
 
In that chaotic entanglement of gazes, there was a moment when both of their sights converged onto a single point.
 
Simultaneously, the darkness stretching out from the forest engulfed the two.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 76: Assault (4)
 
“Sanctuary.”
 
As Orcus touched the ground and said that, a golden aura began to emanate from the point where his hand met the earth. This divine power, which dyed the ground gold, quickly spread to cover a certain area, forming a barrier against the darkness.
 
However, the barrier only prevented the encroaching darkness and not the energies in the shape of a sword that flew at them from beyond it. As the barrier was penetrated, the swordsman hidden in the darkness revealed himself.
 
To block the flying sword that was divided into five, Noel stood in front of Orcus.
 
The blade held in Noel’s hand momentarily glowed gold. With swift hand movements, she deftly deflected the incoming sword made up with some kind of energy.
 
Even after deflecting the attack, the persistent tremor in her hand gave a slight indication of the opponent’s strength. But she was not fazed by it. Instead, that realization cooled Noel’s mind, allowing her to make more composed decisions.
 
Throughout the defense, Noel’s eyes were fixed not on the swords but on the monstrous figure that had attacked them.
 
A mysterious swordsman with a face concealed by a steel helmet.
 
There were no distinct features visible from the swordsman’s attire, just a light armor and a dark cloak. Since most of the participants in the tournament wore something similar, she examined closely to find any family emblem, but none could be found.
 
But that didn’t bother her.
 
She checked just in case, but she had known who the swordsman belonged to from the moment they first met. After all, there was only one entity in this world that could make her feel such a strong aversion to their divinity.
 
Before the swordsman could follow up with another attack, Noel took a step forward and charged.
 



 

 
Was there something that siblings inherently understand about each other?
 
Rather than being startled by Noel’s sudden move, Orcus adjusted the divine barrier in response to her movements. Thanks to him, the darkness spread by the swordsman completely receded from where Noel’s attack would land. With all her strength, Noel swung her sword at the swordsman.
 
A sharp sword, forged in a golden glow, sliced through the surroundings, heading straight for the swordsman.
 
The giant trees that had stood guard in that place for so long began to split in two under Noel’s sword strike. However, her blade was halted by the swordsman’s incoming weapon before it could accomplish what she had intended to cut. Though weakened by this divine magic barrier called sanctuary, the swordsman’s sword still contained formidable power.
 
But Noel wasn’t foolish enough to be perturbed by a single failed attack.
 
Was it an act of revenge for the initial sword the swordsman had aimed at them? Noel delivered four more quick slashes and then dodged backward.
 
The swordsman wasn’t merciful enough to just leave Noel alone, who had come within range at best, but Orcus had already completed his spell. To avoid the barrage of fireballs coming his way, the swordsman had no choice but to put distance between him and Noel.
 
As they gained some distance, Orcus asked Noel, “Do you think we’re doing alright?”
 
“Not really. It feels like I’m striking a solid rock. I thought I did my best, but he’s deflecting too easily.”
 
“Should we run?”
 
“I can’t be sure since he hasn’t shown his full strength, but I don’t think we can outrun him. Hyung, are you confident in running?”
 
“I’m not even a knight… So, no.”
 



 

 
Orcus responded, glancing at the bow he still held in his hand.
 
So far, what Orcus had learned from Damian was archery, not how to become a knight.
 
Even if he used magic, he couldn’t race through the forest with the same speed as Noel. He knew spells to enhance physical abilities, but even with them, he knew he couldn’t match aura users. If he could teleport, it would be ideal. However, due to the Luneproud Mountains’ characteristics, to use such high-level magic in the forest, one would need to be at least an archmage. Thus, even for a prodigious talent like Orcus, that method was currently out of reach.
 
‘Then we have no choice but to endure like this for now.’
 
He had left an attendant at the camp, but in the current situation, he couldn’t guarantee their safety. The same went for the rangers who were rumored to reside in the forest. If that swordsman wasn’t a fool, he’d have already taken care of anything that could hinder his plan.
 
Luckily, they had a way to signal others. The problem was whether they’d be alive by the time help arrived.
 
Orcus momentarily looked at Noel, who stood in front of him.
 
No emotion like fear or terror surfaced on Noel’s face. Forgetting her usual emotional demeanor for a moment, his tomboy younger sister was coolly and calmly assessing the enemy before them.
 
Though it wasn’t official, since being designated as the next emperor, he had faced numerous threats to his life. Even in a position protected by the name of the emperor and the gods, the thirst for power often blinded individuals. That was why Orcus had developed some resilience to danger.
 
Within the imperial family, the power dynamics had been settled, so Noel had been distanced from such shadowy conflicts. That was what Orcus had wanted. But seeing Noel now, he briefly wondered if he had failed in his role at the imperial palace.
 



 

 
It must be her first time in such a life-threatening situation, but Noel’s demeanor was only composed. So much so, that it felt as if she had often faced such events. Knowing that Noel had never been involved in palace intrigue, Orcus found her behavior both fascinating and praiseworthy.
 
‘What on earth did Damian teach her...’
 
Upon reflection, the shift in Noel’s behavior seemed to have started after meeting Damian.
 
Just as Damian had taught Orcus archery, he occasionally sparred with Noel. She probably learned something from him during those sessions, though Orcus wasn’t privy to the specifics.
 
What was clear now was that the Noel before him wasn’t just a naive younger sister; she was a knight, taking responsibility for their frontline.
 
It was rather Orcus’ responsibility to make sure he provided adequate support so as not to be a burden. Given the current situation, Noel was the only one who could face the swordsman head-on.
 
Casting several buffs on Noel, Orcus reduced the size of the barrier. Maintaining the barrier consumed a significant amount of divine power. Considering the likelihood of a prolonged battle, it seemed crucial to conserve his energy.
 
“I’ll prepare to send a signal to the camp, so keep an eye on the front for a moment. Refrain from taking the lead from now on. Focus purely on holding your ground. Our primary objective now is to survive and hold our position until our allies arrive,” he instructed.
 
Noel nodded in response.
 
Orcus didn’t speak further.
 
Because the swordsman, who had been observing from a distance, initiated his move once again.
 



 

 
***
 
Upon noticing the swordsman’s movement, Orcus promptly shot a fireball high into the sky. The explosion, though minor, produced a sound loud enough to be heard by everyone in the forest.
 
Perhaps agitated by the exploding fireball, the swordsman, who began to rush toward them, showed no signs of slowing down.
 
This time, the swordsman didn’t release swords made up of energy or manipulate darkness. Instead, with his sword imbued with that energy, he charged straight at Orcus and Noel. Despite the still active barrier, there was no hint of hesitation in the swordsman’s stride.
 
Recognizing Orcus as a considerable nuisance from their brief clash moments ago, the swordsman directed the tip of his blade toward him. Spotting the approaching swordsman, Orcus immediately prepared his defenses and an attack, but, as expected, Noel stepped in before him.
 
When their swords collided, the resulting shockwave rocked the forest.
 
“Tsk!”
 
“...”
 
The swordsman, now aware of their location, had no reason to hide. Compared to their previous encounter, he now attacked with an intensity that was incomparable, slamming down on Noel’s blade.
 
Thanks to the sanctuary magic and the buffs that Orcus had previously placed, Noel’s abilities were enhanced, while the swordsman, unable to harness the power of the darkness due to the Orcus’ barrier, was at a disadvantage. Yet, their power struggle was surprisingly even.
 
Noel’s lips let out a slight moan, and her complexion wasn’t great. This was not from physical strain but from the realization that even with advantageous conditions, she couldn’t gain the upper hand.
 
Given Orcus’ constant interference, their power struggle didn’t last long.
 
Amidst the fireballs unleashed by Orcus, Noel swung her sword. The fireballs, though small, perfectly obscured the path of Noel’s blade from the swordsman’s view. However, he wasn’t one to be easily fooled, spotting the hidden blade amidst the flames.
 



 

 
A sinister red aura wrapped around the swordsman’s blade, emitting a powerful energy that obliterated all the incoming fireballs. Naturally, Noel’s sword was also repelled by this energy.
 
When the swordsman deflected Noel’s blade, Orcus launched another attack, but the swordsman skillfully dodged, as if mocking their coordinated efforts as futile.
 
Once they had created some distance, Noel stopped advancing, as Orcus had previously instructed, focusing solely on guarding the front.
 
She held off the swordsman’s attacks, limiting her movements to within the barrier. It was a wise decision; the moment she stepped out of this barrier, the swordsman would be free to summon his power of darkness, and there was no telling what would happen to Noel if she took even one of his blows outside the protection.
 
Seeing that Noel was not venturing outside the barrier, the swordsman realized he had no choice but to enter it to successfully launch his attacks.
 
When the swordsman stepped into the barrier, Noel and Orcus exchanged glances and initiated their assault. Much like before, the swordsman successfully fended off their onslaught, but this was far from a meaningless expenditure for the duo.
 
“Keep pressing on!”
 
Despite watching their attacks be consistently parried, Orcus relentlessly unleashed a barrage of spells. Maintaining the barrier and casting spells non-stop, any normal person would’ve collapsed from mental exhaustion by now, but Orcus looked anything but fatigued.
 
The same could be said for Noel, who’d been fending off the swordsman’s assaults. While occasionally she would let out a grunt due to overwhelming force, there was no sign of her being winded or weary.
 



 

 
For Noel and Orcus, who possessed vast divine power, their greatest strength was undeniably their stamina.
 
The opponent in front of him could also be said to be a kind of paladin who used divine power, but that didn’t mean that the total amount of divine power he possessed could not be compared with the two.
 
The healing power of divine power fortified their bodies, making them incredibly resilient. They decided to exploit this advantage to its fullest.
 
For defenders, possessing inexhaustible stamina was unquestionably a significant advantage.
 
However, after clashing with the swordsman, the duo came to a realization: Even if they focused solely on defense, the superior skill of their opponent meant they constantly teetered on the brink of a life-threatening crisis.
 
Embodying the adage that the best defense was a good offense, they decided to switch gears and go on the offensive against the swordsman.
 
Noel and Orcus were well aware that, no matter how many times they attacked, they couldn’t defeat the swordsman with their strength alone. But for them, the battle wasn’t about victory. Their primary objective was to buy time until reinforcements arrived. From the beginning, killing the swordsman wasn’t the goal.
 
Their aim was to seize the momentum from their opponent and steer the battlefield in their desired direction.
 
Just because one took the lead didn’t necessarily mean the flow of battle shifted in their favor. However, if it was an unceasing assault, then that was a different story.
 
“Huff!”
 
Noel’s sword, infused with full vigor, grazed the swordsman’s cloak.
 
As the swordsman pivots to unleash a strike, aiming for Noel’s now-exposed right side, a spell from Orcus seemed to have already been waiting in that empty space, soaring towards him. Faced with this relentless barrage, the swordsman dodged out of the barrier’s bounds. Noel also retreated, and as soon as the swordsman re-entered the barrier, she began her assault just as before.
 



 

 
While the swordsman’s attacks were undoubtedly more potent than theirs, it wasn’t to say that Noel and Orcus were weak. Their attacks posed a considerable threat to the swordsman’s life. And with these blows coming incessantly, it was natural for the swordsman’s movements to be constrained.
 
No matter how masterful the swordsman’s martial arts were, he still only had one life.
 
With neither side’s attacks being negligible, the previously offensive swordsman found himself on the defensive. Of course, his attacks continued. It only seemed as though he was on the defensive because the duo met his attacks with their own.
 
“Damn it...”
 
As a result, for the first time, an emotionally-charged curse slipped from the lips of the swordsman, who had maintained his silence until now. The prosecutor clearly recognized that the current situation wasn’t in his favor.
 
And thus, the circumstances seemed to be unfolding just as Noel and Orcus had intended.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 77: Assault (5)
 
The swordsman, Walter, was in a devastated mood as the battle dragged on longer than anticipated.
 
He had previously been informed of the prince and princess’ outstanding abilities, but he had never imagined he would struggle against them to this extent. No matter how much they were said to have inherited the strongest divinity of the Sun, weren’t they still not of age?
 
They were merely sixteen, their blood still fresh and young. Was this how ordinary people felt when facing geniuses?
 
It wasn’t mere luck that had allowed him to occupy a seat among the ten highest-ranking priests within the Church. The position, symbolic of the power the Church held, was based on a strict meritocracy. The divine favor he received came only after he ascended to that position; even before that, Walter was powerful enough to deserve such an esteemed place.
 
With every swing of his sword, Walter began to understand why the Archbishop had ordered him to kill them.
 
Despite not being fully grown, they shone so brightly.
 
If they were allowed to grow further, the Church’s mission would inevitably be pushed back by decades, if not centuries.
 
‘At least one of them must die,’ he thought.
 
If the current situation persisted, people would come to rescue the duo. He was struggling as it was; if reinforcements were sent in, it was clear what the outcome would be.
 
Walter wasn’t afraid of death, but he was afraid of dying without leaving a mark.
 
Time kept ticking, and Walter’s decision was swift.
 
He unleashed the darkness he had held back until now and charged toward Orcus and Noel, who awaited him within the barrier magic called sanctuary.
 
The duo’s teamwork in parrying Walter’s sword was exceptional.
 
Both were immensely talented, but if there had only been one, Walter wouldn’t have struggled like this. The reason Noel and Orcus had survived so long was that they clearly recognized each other’s weaknesses and strengths, complementing and amplifying them.
 



 

 
Whenever a gap appeared, it was promptly covered by the other.
 
The perfect counter was irritating, but Walter did not retreat. Instead, he pressed further into the barrier.
 
Noel’s face slightly crinkled in response to Walter’s noticeably enhanced swordsmanship.
 
She could sense the delicate balance of power they had maintained was now tipping. She tried to deflect his sword, but the difference in their skills was too vast. She was unable to escape Walter’s overpowering force.
 
Realizing the shift in circumstances, Orcus hurriedly fired a magic bolt at Walter. However, because Walter was so close to Noel, the trajectory of the bolt was limited. Walter pushed Noel with force, evading the bolt’s path.
 
It seemed the tables had turned, but Walter had his own issues.
 
“Gurgle...”
 
Although he hadn’t been directly hit, dark blood began to stream from Walter’s mouth as if he had been gravely injured.
 
He had drawn upon a power inside the barrier that was almost antagonistic to his own. It wasn’t that Walter had refrained from using this power because he didn’t want to. He knew if he used it carelessly, he could destroy his body without achieving anything.
 
But Walter no longer had the luxury of time.
 
‘Even if it’s just one of them…’
 
Even if he had to resort to forbidden arts, he intended to fulfill his mission.
 
The divine power, clashing with the barrier’s sacred energy, began to boil inside him.
 
If he didn’t leave the barrier quickly, the blood vessels in his body would rupture, causing him to collapse. However, the power he could harness by pushing his body to such limits was immense. Walter’s strength, with the full blessings of the divine, was incomparable to before.
 



 

 
Only moments ago, he had been evenly matched with Noel, but now he could overpower her with just one hand. With newfound confidence, Walter drew back his fist, imbued it with energy, and drove it straight into Noel’s abdomen.
 
“Ugh-!”
 
“Noel!”
 
A short cry escaped, but Walter didn’t hear it to the end because Noel’s body was sent flying. As if he had been waiting, Walter sprung up, chasing Noel as she soared out of the barrier.
 
“Damn it! Hey, you b*stard! Stop!”
 
Orcus shouted and immediately pursued, but being a mage, he couldn’t keep up with Walter’s speed. Walter, entering the forest, cut down trees in his path to block the way. It was a crude method that could easily be overcome, but if it bought him even a moment, it was enough.
 
The impact of the punch must have been significant, for she was barely able to rise using her sword as a crutch.
 
Ordinarily, even for an aura user, a punch of that magnitude should have pierced straight through the body. But perhaps due to the protection she was receiving from Orcus and the inherent sturdiness of the royal lineage, it seemed she was merely severely injured.
 
Upon spotting Noel, Walter’s sword emitted an aggressive aura towards her.
 
Unlike when his power was restrained by the barrier, a massive wave of sword energy infused with dark divine power now descended upon her.
 
Rather than raising her sword to defend, Noel rolled to dodge the attack.
 
Her movements, due to her injuries, weren’t as fluid as usual. While she managed to avoid the attack by maximizing her innate senses, the internal injuries had made her movements sluggish.
 



 

 
It didn’t take long for her struggles to wane.
 
“Argh!”
 
Her overexerted body quickly reached its limits. Unable to withstand the pain any longer, Noel’s balance faltered, and she crumbled to the ground.
 
Her breathing was ragged. Whether it was from using up all her energy while dodging or from her injuries, she lay motionless.
 
Seeing her in this state, Walter was convinced that this next strike would be the end for both him and her.
 
He too wasn’t in the best condition. Forcing out power had taken a toll on his body, and his situation was deteriorating rapidly. The blood seeping from beneath his helmet was evidence of that.
 
He wasn’t sure if he could finish off Orcus, who was tailing him, after dealing with Noel, but the solace he found was in being able to decisively finish at least one of them.
 
“It’s over.”
 
Looking down at the immobilized Noel, Walter declared. He didn’t lessen his grip on the sword. Even if he felt certain of victory, he didn’t want to leave any room for error.
 
As he raised his sword, the red aura emanating from it seemed to grow, as if ready to erase Noel from this world. Despite the odds, he was about to accomplish his mission. With satisfaction, he swung down.
 
At that moment.
 
A bird with vibrant blue feathers darted towards Walter’s head.
 
Taken by surprise, Walter halted his swing and instinctively dodged. Turning his attention to the bird that had lunged at him, he noticed it was surrounded by a sparking blue electricity.
 
“Ha! Now what’s this commotion all about?”
 
The sudden appearance of this unworldly creature momentarily stunned Walter.
 



 

 
While anything could happen in this world, why now of all times? It felt like the world was telling him he wouldn’t succeed in his mission, and he wasn’t too pleased about it.
 
He immediately tried to slash the bird, but his sword met only air. The bird had vanished as if it were a mirage. There was no trace of it, and the noisy electric sounds had ceased.
 
As if the event had been an illusion, the blue bird left no trace. Yet Walter’s gaze remained fixed straight ahead.
 
Beyond where the bird had vanished, in the depths of the forest, a pair of eyes resembling those of a dragon watched him intently.
 
He was on the brink of accomplishing his mission, even if it cost him his life. Why couldn’t he turn away? He felt a paralyzing pressure bearing down on him. The dragon-like eyes staring at him from the shadows wouldn’t let him divert his gaze.
 
In that moment, Walter had an instinctual realization.
 
Because of the entity before him, his mission would fail.
 
Breaking free from the oppressive weight, Walter swung his sword at Noel. His lightning-fast strike was aimed at the neck of the girl lying beneath his feet. Given her position and his speed, it would be difficult for her to fend off this attack.
 
That was what he thought.
 
As he brought his arm down, Walter found himself staring not at Noel’s severed head, but at his own hand severed at the wrist, dripping with blood.
 
His hand, still clutching the sword, was flung into the air.
 
Given the state his body was already in, there was no pain from the loss. However, he could no longer remain standing. Like a deflated balloon, Walter crumpled to the ground.
 



 

 
His eyes had lost their spark, but his helmet concealed that fact. As his vision faded into darkness, a fleeting light crossed his eyes. That was his last memory.
 
***
 
Noel had a dream.
 
Moments ago, she was rolling through the forest to avoid death, but now, she was seated in an open garden, sipping tea.
 
Before her lay all the things she loved.
 
The assortment of sweet and tangy fruits placed before her was delightful, but what touched her heart most was seeing the faces of those she cared for, all gathered, laughing and sharing stories.
 
The vividity made it feel real, but she knew she had no memory of such a moment; it had to be a dream.
 
But what did it matter if it was a dream? It was purely joyous.
 
Noel murmured to herself, looking at the two sitting before her.
 
Seeing the smiling faces of Damian and Elena, she too was infected with their joy, smiling back.
 
She couldn’t make out the topic of their conversation. Their lips moved, but no words reached her ears. Yet, simply being in this moment made her heart swell, so Noel basked in the warmth of the scene, her laughter joining theirs.
 
Elena scooped up a spoonful of the strawberry parfait in front of her and offered it to Noel. Naturally, without any hesitation, Noel savored the parfait, and as it appeared, its taste was exceptionally sweet.
 
The cold whipped cream topped with strawberries and syrup. Just the texture alone felt like a burst of sweet strawberry flavor filling her mouth.
 
‘Once I wake up from this dream, I should eat parfait with Elena.’
 
***
 
“Elena... the parfait... so sweet...”
 
“What kind of dream is she having...?”
 
I gazed at Noel, who was mumbling in her sleep. When I first found her, she seemed to have suffered grave injuries, but perhaps due to the immense amount of divine power she possessed, she appeared to have recovered significantly in a short time.
 



 

 
“Considering she’s even talking in her sleep, she must be okay... Thanks to you, she survived, Parang.”
 
Expressing my gratitude, Parang, who was perched atop Noel’s head, responded by nodding its beak, as if acknowledging my thanks.
 
Was it because this creature was created by a dragon? It understood human speech and was quite special.
 
If Parang hadn’t intervened then, Noel might have lost her life sooner than in the original history. Thanks to Elena having placed it with them beforehand, a situation that could have become even more complicated than the original plot was avoided.
 
Could this also be the influence of me becoming Damian?
 
Because of me, many things have changed. Perhaps due to a butterfly effect, events that were originally supposed to happen might be progressing in a different manner, and maybe even faster.
 
It wasn’t a certainty, just a conjecture. So I decided to set aside this issue for a while. There might be other factors at play. Regardless, if my hypothesis was correct, I was able to prevent Noel’s demise, which was a good thing.
 
“For now, come down from there.”
 
I patted Parang’s head a few times and lifted it onto my arm.
 
From not too far away, Orcus was rushing over. Given that he was incredibly protective of his sister to begin with, seeing a bird perched on Noel’s head might just drive him to turn Parang into a roasted chicken.
 
Well, it was not like this little guy would let that happen easily.
 
“Parang, this is just medical treatment, okay? Don’t tell Elena about this.”
 



 

 
Holding Noel’s hand, I conveyed this to Parang.
 
To any onlooker, speaking to a bird might seem odd, but I was serious. Even though I hadn’t observed them for long, it seemed like Parang and Elena could communicate. I was worried about any miscommunication that might occur.
 
I’d rather tell her myself.
 
Elena wasn’t the type to fuss over holding hands with a friend. However, recalling the incident in the training ground made me more cautious with my actions. Though the circumstances had changed since then, still...
 
I held Noel’s hand, channeling my mana into her.
 
While Noel naturally had impressive healing abilities, assisting her like this by stabilizing her veins and mana channels would accelerate her recovery.
 
“Uhh...”
 
Not long after I channeled my mana, Noel’s lips parted again. I hoped she might wake up, but unfortunately, that wasn’t the case. The words she murmured were similar to her earlier sleep talk.
 
“I’m using it... Damian... I’m using it... Ahh...”
 
‘What is she dreaming about?’
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 78: Assault (6)
 
With Damian’s act of killing Walter, the incident in Legion’s forest seemed to be drawing to a close. However, this did not mean that the issue was entirely resolved.
 
Toward the man racing atop the trees, modified creatures charged from all directions.
 
In the forest, this man was on the chase for one of the masterminds behind the unfolding incident. Gwen, with his elusive maneuvers, easily dodged the monsters’ assaults and swiftly countered, slicing down the creatures one by one. His sword strokes, delivered while sprinting atop trees, were unstoppable and precise.
 
Some met their end with a single slash, their bodies severed into pieces. Others, perhaps with their tendons severed, could no longer pursue Gwen and plummeted to the ground below.
 
If he was his usual self, Gwen would have followed them down to ensure their end. But at this moment, incapacitating them was enough. After all, it was the life of the magician controlling them that mattered, not the lives of these monsters.
 
Having diminished the number of monsters for over ten minutes, Gwen noticed a significant reduction in their count. The ones he had just slain were likely the last under his intuition.
 
Only one remained now—the suspected magician who had controlled them all.
 
With no more obstacles, the distance between Gwen and the mastermind had decreased to a point where he could visually confirm his presence. Spotting a figure in a black robe concealing his face, Gwen instantly knew it was his target.
 
This wasn’t an unfounded certainty.
 
The man, almost advertising his position, did not hide his presence. Gwen’s intuition was directed at the man before him.
 
Identifying the magician’s location, Gwen swiftly drew a throwing knife from his waist and hurled it toward him.
 
The knife, emanating a thick green aura, flew with wind-like speed, lodging precisely in front of the magician’s head. The man, who had been moving from tree to tree, had no choice but to halt due to the knife suddenly in front of him. Soon, the gust emanating from the embedded knife thrust him to the ground.
 



 

 
A shadow of a sword loomed over the falling magician. The sound of the sword, intermixed with the wind, sent chills down the magician’s spine.
 
With storm-like ferocity, the sword descended toward the magician’s head.
 
Yet, the swift strike did not cleave the magician’s head.
 
Despite the blade being sharp enough to slice through solid wood in one swing, it was halted by an unforeseen transparent barrier. However, even with the barrier holding the blade, the magician continued to plummet. Gwen pressed on, driving both the barrier and the magician into the ground.
 
A deafening thud echoed, vibrating throughout the forest.
 
The ensuing dust cloud momentarily obscured their figures, but it was quickly blown away, revealing the two men facing each other.
 
The magician, who should have been pinned to the ground by Gwen’s sword, stood on his feet before Gwen, his robe covered in dirt, as if having used some magic.
 
Until now, he had been so focused on advertising that he hadn’t realized Gwen was approaching him. When the magician met Gwen’s gaze, there was a fleeting look of surprise. However, Gwen soon noticed the slight upward curve of his lips.
 
Dusting off the dirt on his robe, he looked at Gwen, who was holding his sword, and let out a faint smile.
 
“So, I tried to catch a dragon and ended up with this mere wyvern. Well... It’s decent. Being the Knight Commander of Kraus, you’d make a good companion in the underworld.”
 



 

 
“Looks like the insignificant one here sure talks a lot. The demonic magician, William Cromwell.”
 
“There’s no need for formalities if you know my name. Convenient.”
 
Gwen once again surveyed his surroundings with his senses.
 
Due to the thick magical atmosphere of the Luneproud Mountains, the range he could sense wasn’t vast. However, he trusted his instincts. Aside from himself and the demonic magician, William, in front of him, there was no other presence.
 
The demonic magician drew strength from the creatures they controlled. But why would William, who knew his weaknesses better than anyone, do something like this?
 
Gwen knew that he had killed many of William’s creatures by the time he confronted him, but he did not believe that was all he had. After all, he was the archbishop of a heretic religion that had been declared an enemy of the royal family. It might be mere bravado, but he judged it was more likely he had other cards to play.
 
He steadied himself, glancing at the dagger Damian had given him, which was now lodged between him and William.
 
The red gem on the dagger, even without light, shone brilliantly on its own.
 
***
 
While Gwen maintained his utmost concentration, William, on the other hand, seemed relaxed, as if he knew exactly what was on Gwen’s mind. He knew that today might be his end, but his life wasn’t what was important to him.
 
‘The diversion is successful.’
 
Ironically, the reason for William’s smile was none other than Gwen’s presence.
 
Contrary to Gwen’s assumptions, William had moved all his controllable creatures elsewhere. Not only were his forces confined to the forest, but his main army of creatures was already marching towards Legion’s camp.
 



 

 
Whether the assault succeeded or not wasn’t the point. He knew it likely wouldn’t.
 
In the camp, the formidable Black Dragon, Arthur Kraus, stood guard, and with him, the renowned southern noble warriors and their troops. Just the Black Dragon alone was nearly omnipotent, and with the presence of the renowned warriors and their troops, victory was near impossible.
 
Yet, he had deployed his forces for one reason: to divert their attention from the forest’s interior. That was what William wanted.
 
Naturally, in pursuit of the root cause of the incident, they would eventually move into the forest. But in the face of an attack, their attention would inevitably be on the creatures.
 
Even for someone as powerful as the Sword Master, whose martial prowess was said to touch the heavens, it would be the same. Moreover, being the lord of the south, he couldn’t easily abandon his post until the situation stabilized.
 
Of course, with his prowess, suppressing the monsters wouldn’t take long. However, he had reasons to buy time, even if it meant going to these lengths.
 
There were two variables, and two uncertainties in William’s plans.
 
Firstly, for some reason, his connection to the monsters was not recovering as it should. He could issue sporadic commands, but the detailed control he once had was now impossible. Under normal circumstances, he could have expanded his ‘network’ to command even the wild monsters around him. However, just maintaining this weakened connection was draining.
 
But this wasn’t the main issue.
 
After all, William wasn’t seeking victory. All he wanted was for a war to break out between the monsters and the Southern army. The only regret was the time wasted when he wasn’t in command. From his perspective, every extra moment he could gain was crucial.
 



 

 
The second uncertainty was the chase of the head of the Black Dragon Knights, considered one of the southern region’s most formidable forces, following right after the Black Dragon himself.
 
This second problem could uproot William’s entire plan. Hence, he could smile upon seeing Gwen attacking him.
 
He didn’t hide his presence, inviting the chase. However, he couldn’t be sure if Gwen would actually pursue him. If, by any chance, Gwen met the princess and the prince, all of William’s preparations would have been for naught.
 
‘But now it’s done. The Wyvern has flown here, and now the princess and the prince are unprotected.’
 
All uncertainties were eliminated.
 
Except for Gwen, no one else in the forest could face Walter. His skills were undeniable, and unless something unexpected occurred, he would successfully complete his mission.
 
In light of this fact, William laughed, seemingly forgetting Gwen was pointing his sword at him. William, who had sent his main force—the monsters—to the camp and was prepared for destruction, and Gwen had a difference that wasn’t easily bridged by mere determination.
 
“You really were all talk and no substance.”
 
“HAHAHAHA! Foolish bastard. Go on, keep babbling as you please...”
 
But he laughed.
 
It was a life already forsaken, and with his plan having succeeded, he didn’t care if his throat was slit right then and there.
 
“That damned laugh of yours is rather grating.”
 
Until that voice echoed.
 
Looking up at the sky, William saw the owner of the voice, a man standing with the sun behind him.
 
With the sun shrouded, the man seemed to gaze down on the world from a celestial realm. His eyes resembled that of a dragon scrutinizing its prey from high above.
 



 

 
No, that man was surely a dragon.
 
William recognized him. During the plotting of his plan, he’d often referred to the Black Dragon, and it was indeed this man he referred to. Perhaps the saying “words bear fruit” was apt for this situation. The bluff he had made in front of Gwen had materialized.
 
“How... how are you here now...!”
 
“Hmm? Where’s that confident laughter from before? Now you’re trembling like a scared little whelp?”
 
Did it scare him?
 
Such crude words for one ruling a territory, but this was the definitive proof that he was Arthur Kraus.
 
William’s face contorted sharply upon hearing the voice. Not because he felt insulted by Arthur’s words, but because his mind was filled with disbelief. Why was someone who should be tied up at the front lines right before his eyes? His shock was palpable.
 
As Arthur reached out, a dagger embedded in the ground was drawn into his hand.
 
As the dagger settled in his grip, the red gem embedded in its hilt shone brighter than ever.
 
“The family’s sacred relic is rolling on the ground... Ugh, I shouldn’t have entrusted it.”
 
“...I apologize, Lord.”
 
“I wasn’t talking to you. No need to be concerned. It was meant for the one I entrusted it to. I clearly told him never to let it leave his side…”
 
Tsk-
 
The sound of a tongue clicking softly echoed in the woods. The two seemed to have forgotten their purpose, casually conversing with William caught in the middle.
 
Arthur’s words and actions didn’t seem like those of someone who had just been in a battle. The clothes and armor he wore were pristine, without a speck of blood, making one doubt if he had indeed rushed directly from the forest.
 



 

 
However, William dismissed such thoughts. If Arthur didn’t fight, he would lose his respect among the Southern families. While the reason Kraus could rule in the South was due to his immense strength, his role as the protector of the South was the most significant, and Arthur couldn’t neglect this duty.
 
Trying to make sense of the situation, William stared at Arthur, grasping onto his sanity, which felt like it could snap at any moment.
 
Regardless of how events had unfolded, the Black Dragon’s entry into the forest was undeniably too early. William had faith in Walter’s skills, but if he hadn’t dealt with the prince and princess yet, their plan was in jeopardy.
 
‘I must somehow buy time.’
 
William acted swiftly.
 
As he made up his mind, he focused his magic power into one spot. True to his reputation as a demonic magician, able to monsters in legion with his craft, the magic power contained within him was extraordinary. Adding the divinity granted to him as the archbishop, the sheer force he emitted made the forest tremble.
 
Aware that the situation was shifting, Arthur, who had been consistently ignoring him and conversing with Gwen, finally turned his gaze to William.
 
“You’re too late, you fool!”
 
Having concentrated his magic, William’s body became akin to a ticking time bomb.
 
The power he unleashed made him so volatile that the slightest touch could devastate the vicinity. No matter how transcendent, no one was invincible. Being this close, William was confident he could inflict significant damage.
 
Any careless swing of a sword might set off an explosion. They might be aware of it, but given their nature, they couldn’t simply walk away. William was sure he had set up an undeniable trap.
 



 

 
“All this time, you’ve been so noisy.”
 
Yet, as life rarely follows one’s desires, William was met with a very different expression from Arthur than he had expected. Arthur glared at him, looking genuinely annoyed by the ruckus next to him.
 
With the dagger in his hand, Arthur lightly drew a line in the air.
 
Watching Arthur’s casual gesture, William, who was previously radiating threatening energy, now stared with a stunned face. As expected, Arthur had drawn his sword, but he didn’t release any blade energy and simply waved it in the air. To William, this action was utterly incomprehensible.
 
Until his field of vision was suddenly split in two.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 79: Assault (7)
 
“Could they have resumed their activities? It hasn’t been that long since the Holy War took place...”
 
“I wouldn’t know that. When have we seen these guys move systematically? Still, the attack on the prince and the princess doesn’t seem like a mere whim of a few individuals. Speaking of which, Damian, why did he hand it to you? Was he that concerned?”
 
“Unlike the Lord or young masters overflowing with internal energy, I’m just an ordinary person.”
 
Gwen, who had been inspecting William’s body, responded with a bitter face to Arthur’s teasing.
 
In Arthur’s hand now was a dagger adorned with a red gem.
 
That dagger, which Damian entrusted to Gwen, had been passed down through generations of the Kraus family to its leaders. Both its heritage and the dagger itself were exceptional.
 
It was no surprise, given that the red gem embedded in the dagger was a fragment of a dragon’s heart, slain by the first head of the Kraus family.
 
The dragon heart had the power to aid its owner’s internal energy recovery. Additionally, the very reason Arthur could rush precisely to Gwen’s location was solely because of that dagger.
 
Due to these abilities, like the ring of the family head, it was regarded as a treasure only the successor of the family could hold. Yet Demian temporarily entrusted it to another, hence Arthur reacted that way.
 
‘How petty.’
 
However, Gwen knew there was more to it.
 
While Arthur might have been annoyed at the dagger, he wasn’t the type to get angry over it. After all, the sword Gwen was currently using was a gift from Arthur, a renowned blade made from dragon bone, only lacking a dragon heart.
 
The fact that he gave a dragon bone-made sword showed the deep trust between Arthur and Gwen. Yet, the reason for Arthur’s current displeasure was simply that he didn’t like seeing the dagger he had given Damian now in Gwen’s hands.
 



 

 
Simply put, it was like seeing a carefully chosen birthday gift for your son the next day in the hands of a close uncle. In other words, just a bit of jealousy.
 
Arthur laughed at Gwen’s reply.
 
“The leader of the Black Dragon Knights is an ordinary person? Hahaha! With this logic, all the actual ordinary people in this world don’t even exist!”
 
“I said it with the condition of only when compared to the two of you. Please don’t twist my words. And it must be nice being so strong, Lord. You can be thrown anywhere and return alive, so there’s no need to worry, right?”
 
“Sir Gwen. Wasn’t that a bit too informal for a Knight Commander speaking to his Lord?”
 
Gwen was no different from Arthur.
 
Being the Knight Commander, almost a lifetime position in the Kraus family where Arthur was the head, says it all.
 
They continued their playful bickering while surveying the surroundings. Most of their banter was friendly, but that didn’t mean they neglected their duties.
 
Gwen and Arthur stripped William of his robe, searching each item he had. Given that William held the position of an archbishop within the church, they hoped to discover new, previously unknown information.
 
Unfortunately, contrary to their hopes, William’s belongings only contained a small pouch with some money and a tiny golden idol that seemed to be an object of worship.
 
There were no orders or items that appeared to be clues from above. Gwen gathered the items from William’s body into a leather pouch, and covered the body with the robe he was wearing, spreading it wide over him.
 



 

 
“It seems too light to be a bishop’s purse.”
 
“He must have not needed money while hiding in the woods. Still, there isn’t a single item that could be considered a clue. I think he might have burned everything before executing his plan.”
 
“Tsk, what a waste. All we got is this guy’s head. Considering he was quite a known face as a bishop, if we send his head to the capital, it could somewhat hinder their operations.”
 
“Ah, speaking of which, William seemed quite shocked when he saw you. Did something happen?”
 
“This guy claimed to be a monster mage, right? I don’t know how many monsters were in the forest, but he probably sent forces near his full strength to invade our camp. I guess he wanted to immobilize me so I couldn’t get into the forest. Naturally, he was surprised when I suddenly appeared here.”
 
“...Did you leave the clearing of the monsters to another family and rush here?”
 
“Why would I do that? Of course, I took down the monsters that invaded the camp on my way here. He seemed to have prepared quite thoroughly. There were several monsters from the innermost parts of the forest, ones that are rarely seen. If it wasn’t for that child...”
 
Arthur seemed to remember something and trailed off. Then, with the mischievous smile he often wore, he playfully tapped Gwen’s shoulder.
 
“No, no. It’s better to see it in person than to hear about it.”
 
“What... do you mean?”
 
“There’s something. I bet you’ll be so shocked when you see it. Ah... I thought my son was the only genius in the world.”
 



 

 
Turned out that wasn’t the case.
 
***
 
“Huff... Haa... Damn it!!! They’re really persistent in their pursuit!!!”
 
Robin looked back with a distorted face at the group of monsters chasing him.
 
They had the appearance of wolves but were much larger in size. The monsters, with their glowing yellow eyes, were closely tailing Robin. The sight of the massive wolf, with its sharp teeth bared and dripping saliva, was the very embodiment of terror.
 
As the distance between them seemed to be closing in, one of the chasing monsters leaped towards Robin. It fell short of fully pouncing on Robin’s back, but it was close enough to sink its teeth into Robin’s heel.
 
“Back off!!”
 
However, Robin, who never let his guard down, leaped into the air just in time to meet the monster’s charge. He then twisted his body in mid-air and kicked straight towards the monster’s mouth.
 
Crack-
 
It was as if the monster had been hit with a mace. The impact caused the flesh where the kick landed to cave in, and the sound of flesh ripping was accompanied by the scattering of its shattered teeth in the air. Due to the forceful kick, the monster lost its balance and fell away from the pack.
 
Even with his exceptional reflexes, the move Robin just pulled off was something beyond what an ordinary person could do. His display was indeed fitting of the term ‘superhuman.’
 
Although he was currently being chased by monsters, Robin was undeniably one of the top talents recognized by the Southern knight order, renowned as the strongest. Had he been able to draw his sword, he wouldn’t have been merely running like this.
 
Though the sword given to him by the knight order still hung by his side, Robin carried an unconscious boy on his back. The boy was initially on a cart, being transported comfortably, but the monsters had destroyed the cart, leading to the current predicament.
 



 

 
Robin was a promising newcomer in the knight order, but he certainly wasn’t skilled enough to wield a sword with his feet. The only option left to him was to stomp on any approaching monsters, making sure not to hinder his movement.
 
“Ugh... I’m getting exhausted... How do these monsters have more loyalty than human beings?”
 
Robin muttered in a voice tinged with annoyance, glancing at the relentless horde of monsters that showed no sign of decreasing.
 
One would think that after knocking one of them out, there should only be some left. But somehow, as if they had multiplied while on the run, the number of pursuers exceeded ten.
 
It was already difficult to move with the additional weight on his back, and the continuous attacks and ensuing fights were gradually draining Robin’s stamina.
 
Robin had repelled several of the monsters lurking behind him multiple times, but instead of fearing him, they seemed to be out for revenge, targeting him even more aggressively.
 
Every time one fell behind, what appeared to be the leader would howl, summoning more of its kind. As a result, rather humorously, the number of pursuers kept increasing.
 
In such a dire situation, it was hardly surprising that Robin’s face looked grim. Every time he looked back, the number in the pursuing group changed, causing his face to pale even further.
 
He thought that if he demonstrated his strength, they would naturally back off. However, this only seemed to increase the number of pursuers. If one were to offer Robin, who was now pushed to the edge of a cliff, a sliver of hopeful news, it would be that thanks to his tireless running, he wasn’t far from the camp.
 



 

 
Seeing the edge of the forest not too far away, a glimmer of hope returned to his face.
 
As he drew nearer to the end, the shouts of people and the cries of other monsters mixed in the background.
 
Given the monsters’ attack, it seemed the camp wasn’t as safe as he had thought. But as it was Robin’s only lifeline, he brushed off such minor concerns.
 
“Once I get back to the camp, I’ll throw this guy away and kill those creatures. Damn it, I’ve decided on a wolf meat soup for dinner.”
 
Once he was out of this damn forest, he was certain the situation would change. And just as he anticipated, the moment Robin reached the edge of the forest, the circumstances shifted dramatically.
 
Thunk!
 
“Alright. Just a bit more and... wait! Why are you guys turning back?!”
 
The leader of the group, which was chasing him, suddenly began to retreat, even though the forest’s exit was within sight.
 
Robin wore a conflicted expression, unsure whether to be happy or sad at the sight of the previously relentless pursuers now fleeing in evident fear.
 
“What on earth...?”
 
For Robin, who had been planning a fierce revenge, the sudden turn of events was utterly deflating.
 
He was ready to exact revenge, but his targets had fled. Still, chasing after them wasn’t realistic. He regained his composure and tried to view the situation objectively.
 
From their perspective, Robin was almost a caught prey. Those intent on killing him had now abandoned the chase. Clearly, they had a reason.
 
“Is there something ahead...?”
 
The camp had the Sword Master, Arthur Kraus. If the monster’s leader sensed his presence, this situation would make sense.
 



 

 
But this was all speculation. Perhaps there was a higher-level monster in the forest. Though Robin didn’t feel any ominous aura, he cautiously approached the forest’s edge.
 
The trees that obscured the sky receded, revealing the view outside the forest, bathed in sunlight. As he expected from the sounds, the campsite had transformed into a battlefield.
 
The green grass at the forest’s entrance was stained red with blood, and bodies, still not cleared away, lay scattered. The silver lining was that there seemed to be more monster corpses than human ones. From the looks of it, the battle seemed to be turning in favor of the southern army.
 
“Ah, damn it.”
 
Stunned by his first sight of a battlefield, Robin was jolted back to reality by the ground’s trembling.
 
The battle was clearly a victory for the Southern Army.
 
However, there were still monsters that had survived the battle here, and they instinctively ran toward the forest to escape.
 
Heading straight for where Robin was standing now.
 
This was not good news for Robin. The number of monsters charging at him was considerable, and even if he tried to sidestep to evade them, he’d likely run into them before he could get away. He had just struggled against a group of nearly twenty wolf-like monsters; he had no confidence in surviving amidst a horde of monsters charging at him like a stampede of enraged bulls.
 
Who would’ve thought that the victory of his allies would backfire in this way?
 
In the current situation, the only option seemed to be running back into the forest and perhaps climbing a tree to hide. The thought of retreating back into the forest made Robin grimace, but it seemed better than being trampled to death by monsters.
 



 

 
But just then,
 
Snap!
 
The sound of a finger-snapping echoed in his ear.
 
Was there some magic in that sound? Robin’s head involuntarily turned towards the source. And what he saw was a sight to behold: the once-rampaging horde of monsters had turned into a handful of ash, scattering in the wind.
 
“Ah, I heard someone was here, and it’s you, Sir Robin?”
 
It was that voice that finally pulled Robin out from the gray-tinted world that had enveloped him.
 
Emerging from amidst the drifting ash, a figure approached. While the world was still painted in shades of gray, the very person who had caused this transformation looked as pristine white as always.
 
Robin had a hunch about what had made the forest wolves flee and why the monsters had retreated just moments ago. He believed he now knew the reason.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 80: Assault (8)
 
From the balcony of the castle, Elena’s face, as she gazed out over the forest, seemed inexplicably colder than before.
 
The power that emanated from her, almost subconsciously, was causing frost to form on the railing she held. The dropping temperature provided real-time evidence of her current emotional state.
 
The warmth that once radiated from Elena’s face, reminiscent of a spring breeze, had been frozen solid for a long time since she witnessed something through the eyes of a bird. Alphonse and Louis, who had always been by her side, were the only ones who found this sudden change in Elena puzzling, but they had no clue about its cause.
 
Externally, Elena seemed to be gazing out normally, but through her connection to the bird’s eyes, she was actually observing the forest from above. Their perspectives were naturally different. However, she didn’t have the luxury to explain this to the two.
 
Before her eyes, Noel and Orcus were engaged in combat against a high priest of a pagan religion.
 
‘If things continue this way...’
 
Watching the two stand their ground against the high priest, Elena’s gaze was a mix of hope and concern. At a glance, the situation seemed favorable for Noel and Orcus, but she could discern that this was not truly the case.
 
Ever since Elena discovered the ‘altars’ set up in the forest and felt a strengthening connection with them, she had a rough idea of what might transpire here.
 
The ambush occurring right now on Noel and Orcus was no exception; it fell within her expectations.
 
She had realized that their actions had changed since her return, especially after facing the two high priests who sought her out from Merohim. Given that the holy war had recently concluded, it would have been natural for them to conserve their strength. But at this very moment, the balance of power was tilting and the god they had long awaited descended to earth.
 



 

 
Given the magnitude of their faith, it was natural for their actions to become more daring.
 
With their god beside them, even if that god had no intention of aiding them, they believed they were in his company.
 
The annual hunting competition of the South.
 
The prince and princess, inevitably separated from their group due to the nature of the competition.
 
Before them, more zealous than ever, were fanatics armed with an unwavering belief. A prime prey had fallen into their midst. They knew they had to seize this opportunity. Under normal circumstances, seeing their wounds from the holy war not yet healed, they might have overlooked them.
 
Everyone knew that the prince and princess participating in the hunting competition was a declaration of their victory in the holy war. The royal family, which had been secluded in the imperial capital for so long, traveling through the territories of the empire was a sign that the political situation had stabilized.
 
If they lacked even this degree of discernment, how could they have battled the world’s mightiest empire for such a lengthy span? Their endurance was due to their knowing when to strike and when to retreat.
 
But now, they couldn’t stop themselves, even though they knew they were meddling with forces they should not.
 
‘Blind faith.’
 
Those affiliated with the <True Night> were zealots, enchanted by the mighty power of the foreign god.
 
They took pride in their abilities and believed that there was no one superior to them in this world, those who had received the god’s blessing. Now that the god had directly descended onto this land, their faith had been amplified manifold.
 



 

 
If they retained their rationality, it couldn’t be called blind faith. They were termed zealots because of this overpowering belief, blinding them to the point where they no longer considered the repercussions of the Holy War.
 
As a result, they gathered all the resources they could muster in the South and formulated a plan.
 
Without hesitation, they mobilized the church’s primary forces. They even incorporated the mana control system of the Luneproud Mountains, which under normal circumstances would have taken years of preparation for the downfall of the south, and forcibly executed their plans.
 
Confident that the god was on their side, they rushed their strategies, allowing Elena to devise countermeasures easily.
 
Using the relic previously stolen from them in Merohim, she sabotaged the control system in the forest, with Damian’s protection.
 
She tried to prevent the situation from getting worse by attaching her eyes to Orcus and Noel with a bird. Anticipating an attack on the Legion to divert the Southern army’s attention, she remained in the castle to minimize casualties.
 
Everything unfolded just as she had predicted.
 
The situation, flowing like a well-scripted play she controlled, gave her a feeling of omnipotence. Yet she knew the sensation she felt was an illusion.
 
In the end, what Elena feared came to pass.
 
The precarious balance among the three collapsed. Noel fell from the magic barrier, leaving only her and Walter confronting each other.
 
‘I have to stop it.’
 
Witnessing Noel under Walter’s assault through the bird’s eye, Elena kept repeating this one phrase.
 
Contrary to her thoughts, Elena remained on the castle’s balcony. Bound by the constraint that she had to resolve the situation without using that power, as the mage Elena Edelweiss, she remained immobilized.
 



 

 
She wish she had never been aware of this power. What was the use of becoming many times stronger than before her regression? With this power, rewriting the history of the continent right now was possible, but she knew that for that, she had to give up everything she currently had.
 
Though she couldn’t wield her power at will, her sense of responsibility for the power she held remained unchanged. Despite having enough power to completely alter the current situation, the fact that Elena couldn’t freely use it made her feel utterly powerless.
 
The battle so far had inflicted significant damage on Walter. But he was s a damn Cardinal, after all.
 
If she were to utilize her own power, it’d be different. But acting recklessly with a magical being created by the dragon, she could easily disintegrate the bird in an instant. Rather than moving carelessly and providing no assistance only to be dismissed, it was most efficient to act in the most critical moment, the moment that could turn this situation around.
 
‘Damian.’
 
Elena knew that Damian, who had come running to save Noel and Orcus, was already close by.
 
Therefore, Elena barely held back her anger, waiting for Damian to quickly find them. But was the situation worse than she’d thought? She had no choice but to activate the bird sooner than anticipated.
 
Noel, who had been evading the foe, finally collapsed, and Walter’s blade was now dangerously close to her throat.
 
In a situation mirroring unpleasant memories from the past, Elena, without hesitation, filled the bird with power and threw it at the enemy. If she didn’t act now, Noel might die. She had no other choice.
 
There was still distance between Damian and Noel, and moving there using her power seemed like the only way to save Noel. Thus, she mentally prepared and summoned the divine power she had long suppressed, just as she had in Merohim.
 



 

 
But then, did a miracle just occur?
 
Contrary to Elena’s expectations, there was no change in her body. The divinity she summoned didn’t disappear, but no alien aura like that of other pagan Cardinals radiated around Elena.
 
What had changed was that Damian, who wasn’t there before, suddenly appeared in front of Noel and Walter. Elena didn’t understand how such an event happened in front of her eyes, or what caused it.
 
What she could confirm from Damian’s appearance was that in the next scene, Walter’s hand and neck had been severed, and he had ended the confrontation.
 
She blinked several times, reassessing the situation, and only then did she let out a sigh of relief.
 
“Haaah...”
 
With the tension released, the magic affected by her emotions began to normalize. The cold breath that had been chilling the surrounding air turned warm, and Alphonse, who had been watching Elena in a daze, approached her cautiously.
 
“Noona... are you not feeling well?”
 
To Alphonse, who was unaware, Elena’s complexion suddenly darkened and her power erupted. Until now, Alphonse had remained silent, watching Elena, worried that speaking might exacerbate her condition.
 
Now that she seemed somewhat stabilized, he approached and spoke.
 
Seeing the concerned look from Alphonse made Elena’s heart ache. Regaining her composure, she looked around and the state of their surroundings was far from good.
 
If Damian had been by her side, perhaps he could have taken her hand and calmed her. But in his absence, her emotional outburst left traces similar to those of an ice spell sweeping through.
 
She needed to reply to Alphonse first. Simply brushing it off as ‘nothing’ wouldn’t do, given the clear signs she had displayed. Yet she couldn’t outright tell the truth either. After a moment of contemplation, Elena finally spoke.
 



 

 
“I’m alright now. Were you very worried?”
 
“Yes... Suddenly, your face turned pale, and a chill emanated around you. It startled me. It was even a little scary... Is it a dangerous illness?”
 
“It’s not an illness, more like a side effect... Sometimes my inner magic reacts to my emotions and seeps out. I usually control it, but I guess wandering outside for so long took a toll on me.”
 
Elena extended her hand to Alphonse, warmth emanating from her palm as if to reassure him she was stable. The warmth flowing into him made Alphonse smile with relief.
 
What she had told Alphonse wasn’t entirely false.
 
While it was peculiar to call it a ‘side effect’, it wasn’t a lie that her magic surged depending on her emotions. The recent outburst could be attributed to Elena’s fatigue over the past few days, which Alphonse could reasonably understand.
 
“Sir Louis, I’m sorry. You must have been startled.”
 
“Not at all, Young Lady. There’s no need for you to apologize.”
 
Louis replied with her usual stoic expression, but a close look into her eyes revealed a slight tremble. No matter how composed she usually was, witnessing a sudden chill emerging from a person would undoubtedly be disconcerting. More than her apology, Louis was focused on assessing the changes caused by Elena’s magic around them.
 
‘Just responding to emotions and releasing such magic, and that level of power earlier... She’s no ordinary individual.’
 
Although Louis had heard rumors that Elena was a prodigy from the esteemed magical family of the Edelweiss Dukedom, witnessing her power firsthand was entirely different from hearing tales.
 



 

 
Simply by the volume of her inherent magic, she seemed unparalleled, even when compared to the top magicians of the magic academy, whom she had met. Contrary to Damian’s frantic worries, Louis internally chuckled, thinking that if anyone dared to offend her carelessly, they’d likely be turned into an ice statue.
 
Seeing that the immediate surroundings were settling down, Elena directed her gaze outside again.
 
She had assured Alphonse that all was well just moments ago, but in reality, it wasn’t. The coldness within her heart hadn’t subsided. Elena was often swayed by her emotions, but ironically, as one of the most outstanding magicians in history, she could regulate them with reason.
 
To be precise, she could ensure she wasn’t entirely engulfed by her emotions while maintaining a minimal sense of rationality.
 
She had been prepared since the moment she anticipated that Noel and Orcus would be ambushed, but like anyone, Elena struggled with her feelings. Despite her many resolutions, she couldn’t help but be angry about the recent events.
 
Whether this anger was directed towards the heretics who attacked Noel, or at herself for knowing everything yet not intervening sooner, only she would know.
 
Elena didn’t intend to harbor this anger for long. She had already held back too much in the past, knowing all too well that the end result wasn’t pleasant.
 
She needed an outlet for her anger, and just then, something caught her eye.
 
At the end of Elena’s gaze, a patch of trees seemed to sway violently. Not long after, many people emerged from the forest, and the area below the balcony became chaotic. With the increasing commotion, Louis seemed to have grasped what was transpiring in the woods.
 



 

 
All this while, Louis, who had been standing quietly beside them, moved her hand towards her sword.
 
Perhaps intending to whisk Alphonse to safety without revealing the truth, she subtly nudged him backward. As Louis attempted to grasp Elena’s hand, she met her gaze and smiled gently.
 
“Sir Louis, please take care of Alphonse.”
 
“Young Lady!”
 
Louis hastened to hold Elena’s hand, but it merely brushed through the afterglow she left behind.
 
By the time she turned her gaze to the forest, following the light, Elena’s figure had already shifted towards the campsite, soon to become a battlefield. Against the flow of people running towards the castle, Elena walked towards the forest.
 
Seeing Elena, some of those fleeing from the forest yelled at her to run away. However, Elena ignored their warnings and continued forward.
 
Upon reaching the edge of the forest, Elena paused briefly, surveying her surroundings.
 
She could sense the presence of multiple entities charging at her from all directions. It felt less like an army and more like a horde of enraged monsters. Although raw and untamed aggression was directed at her, her expression remained unchanged.
 
“Come to think of it, I didn’t consider how much force to use... did I?”
 
Elena glanced back once at the castle behind her, muttered something under her breath, and then adjusted her stance. She decided not to regulate her power; doing so might not appease her anger.
 
The ground beneath her began to tremble, signaling the approaching horde. Standing her ground, Elena nonchalantly lifted and then slammed her foot on the ground.
 
And then, the earth flipped.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 81: Assault (9)
 
“Damian! Don’t tell me what you’re holding in your hand is a rice cake made by clumping coffee bean powder?!!”
 
“It’s chocolate...”
 
“Lies!!”
 
Noel, whose eyes suddenly snapped open, looked at me with disbelief, as if she had experienced something unimaginable in her dream. Like now, when I took out a piece of chocolate from my pocket, she had mistaken it for a coffee rice cake.
 
For some reason, she seemed to relate all of my actions to coffee.
 
“You liar!! You deceived me!!!”
 
“Actually, it’s natural for chocolate to be bitter.”
 
It was not that bitter to make a face like that.
 
Our chef made a special chocolate for me, who didn’t eat sweet things well. Compared to other chocolates, it had a higher cocoa content. While its sweetness was reduced due to the high cocoa, it still had a slightly bitter but sweet taste when melted slowly.
 
“Why do you even carry something like this around?!”
 
“It helps clear my head when I’m tired.”
 
“Come to think of it, it’s somewhat... No, that’s not it! You said it was chocolate, so I assumed it would be sweet. Hmm... It’s not totally inedible. But still, yuck! So bitter...”
 
The caffeine in cocoa acts as a stimulant for the brain. It was a bit different, but in my previous life, energy drinks served this purpose. Now, this does the job.
 
I kept it as a snack for myself, but it seemed Noel didn’t have a taste for it.
 
Soon after, Orcus, whose clothes were all messed up as if he’d rolled around in the forest, appeared before us.
 
Despite his exhaustion, he hadn’t stopped running, and his breathing was so ragged it seemed he might collapse at any moment.
 



 

 
When I first encountered Orcus among the bushes, his face seemed filled with rage and despair over Noel’s death. However, as soon as he spotted the unharmed Noel, the tension in Orcus’ face dissolved, and he collapsed on the spot.
 
“What a relief...”
 
“Hyung?!”
 
Noel rushed to catch the falling Orcus.
 
I quietly approached Orcus and channeled my energy to him, just as I had done for Noel before.
 
Orcus hadn’t fainted; his legs had simply given out from under him. It didn’t take him long to get back on his feet, especially since the siblings already had rapid recovery thanks to their overflowing divine power. Accelerating their healing with my energy made them stand even faster.
 
We discussed the recent events, and as soon as Orcus was able to move, we headed straight for the castle.
 
Considering the monsters’ movements in the forest, their final destination must have been the castle. Perhaps a war with the monsters was currently underway there. Nevertheless, heading to the castle was undoubtedly safer than staying put in the forest.
 
Unlike the deserted area we were in, the castle was fortified with the Southern Army, and above all, my father was there. I had no doubt that the castle and its inhabitants would remain unharmed, no matter how many monsters attacked.
 
“Damian! Can’t you slow down a bit? Why are you in such a rush?”
 
“...”
 
Yet, as I hurried towards the castle, my steps weren’t those of someone believing they were heading to safety.
 
Right now, the safety of Elena and Alphonse was paramount to me.
 
No matter how safe a place might be, knowing that they were in the castle and that it was the monsters’ target made me anxious. Even though logic told me everything should be fine, this anxiety wouldn’t fade.
 



 

 
I needed to see them both with my own eyes.
 
Upon reaching the edge of the forest and seeing the intact castle and camp, I was reassured that my concerns were unfounded.
 
The monsters were being driven back, turning to dust. The pristine grass surrounding the camp indicated how well they had been repelled.
 
If the campsite was this clean, surely those inside the castle, including Elena and Alphonse, were safe. My tension eased momentarily. But then I noticed familiar traces etched into the ground beneath my feet.
 
“Is this... magic?”
 
The subtle marks on the ground reminded me of the magic Duke Joachim used to save me from the landslide. Looking around, I realized there were more than just one or two of these magical traces.
 
Fire and ice danced around the battlefield, leaving their marks everywhere. From what I knew, there was only one person capable of such magic.
 
As I tried to make sense of this, I spotted Elena rushing towards us.
 
“Elena!!”
 
I shouted her name, intending to ask what had happened, but before I could get a word in, she reached us and pulled both Noel and me into a tight embrace. Caught off guard by Elena’s unexpectedly strong grip, we were helpless in her arms.
 
I wasn’t the only one who was taken aback by Elena’s sudden behavior. Noel, who was right beside me and embraced by Elena, was utterly flustered, her face beet-red, struggling to find the right words.
 
‘Ah.’
 
Only when I once again took in the surroundings of the battlefield did I realize why she acted this way. She, like I had in the forest, must’ve felt the same way. I realized this a moment too late.
 
Before I knew it, I was gently resting my head against hers as we both gazed at a blue bird perched on one of the castle’s spires. Seeing this, Noel did the same, pressing her head against Elena’s. Like that, we held each other until our hearts settled.
 



 

 
“Wow... did everyone forget about me?”
 
Everyone except one.
 
***
 
The incident in the Legion came to an end with the heretics, who had planned the assassination of Noel and Orcus, all dead and the monsters that attacked the castle dealt with.
 
Given the magnitude of the incident, there were suspicions that there might still be a third party involved. A subsequent search of the forest and interrogations were conducted, but no significant evidence was found. Hence, the two earlier deceased were declared as the main culprits.
 
Their identity was revealed to be the archbishops of a group called <True Night>, worshippers of a foreign god deemed evil.
 
Considering the Holy War against the <True Night> had not long passed and now this incident involving the royal heirs happened, the imperial family responded massively.
 
Unsurprisingly, Noel and Orcus had to immediately head to the imperial castle. Not long after, the imperial troops dispatched from the capital started to scour the whole imperial capital, with the intention of eradicating the heretic seeds.
 
Given that this incident targeted the royal heirs, even the territories known for their strong autonomy had to accept the intervention of the imperial army.
 
Of course, it wasn’t possible to uproot a group that had been at odds with the empire for centuries with just one search. However, during the massive search, a few who were believed to have been annihilated during the Holy War were caught.
 
One way or another, their influence was significantly diminished.
 
With such a major incident unfolding, the hunting tournament inevitably had to be halted. My plan to rise to fame through winning the tournament was dashed.
 



 

 
Still, if there was a silver lining, it was that key figures, who would have been pivotal in an invasion of the South in a few years, were eliminated in advance.
 
I decided not to dwell too much on the fact that there were other ways to achieve this goal. What mattered was that I had been able to prevent the incident that could have reached the royal family. Although it veered slightly from my initial plan, it wasn’t as if my name remained entirely unknown.
 
The invasion of Legion Castle was halted by my father’s hands, while I ended the lives of those who attacked the prince and princess.
 
The search in the south was spearheaded by Kraus for this very reason.
 
As it happened, all those known to be of Archbishop rank died at the hands of the Kraus family. While this bolstered our family name in a slightly different manner than I anticipated, I noticed a shift in how others perceived me.
 
Previously considered merely the successor of a decent family, perhaps now I was being recognized for the prestige of my family name?
 
While it was true that the divine power of the sun opposed foreign god’s divinity, the fact that three sixteen-year-olds defeated a powerhouse was still astonishing. Although the praise might not have been as extensive as I’d hoped, a reevaluation was certainly in order.
 
‘Although, most opinions agree that I merely dealt the finishing blow to an almost dead guy.’
 
But that was indeed the truth.
 
When I confronted him, he was already on the brink of death. The only contribution I made, as people claim, was ensuring his last breath as he coughed up blood.
 



 

 
As a result, I gained more fame for saving the princess than the name I originally wanted to establish. Most believed it was more luck than skill or loyalty.
 
The distance between Orcus’ group and me was significant. Finding them in a dense forest where magic was suppressed would seem odd to anyone. Even my father, known as the greatest genius of the Kraus family, wouldn’t have managed such a feat.
 
Most would easily chalk it up to sheer luck.
 
If I hadn’t had the tool from Elena, this task would have been impossible. Instead of making a big deal out of it, I chose to wrap it up modestly.
 
While I could’ve proven my abilities by retrieving the monsters and prey I’d left in the forest, the hunting competition had been halted. There would be other opportunities, so I didn’t want to be too persistent.
 
“Well, considering what she showed, even if I brought a truckload of those, they would be buried in no time...”
 
Regardless of how many monsters I caught in the forest, it wouldn’t be enough to gain everyone’s attention. People tended to focus on what they saw with their own eyes rather than what they didn’t.
 
I picked up my drink, lost in thoughts of her, who wasn’t present.
 
It wasn’t just Noel and Orcus who had to leave Sarham. Elena, one of the main figures of this incident, was also absent.
 
It wasn’t a big deal. After the incident, out of concern for his daughter, Duke Joachim had her stay at the Edelweiss household until things settled down. Perhaps he wanted to further verify the magic Elena displayed in Legion.
 
Externally, Elena was known as a prodigy who reached the 5th rank of magician at a young age. But what she demonstrated in Legion was way beyond that level. It was no wonder Duke Joachim was curious; she could very well be a genius unprecedented in the magic world. If I hadn’t known about her talents through the novel in advance, I might have made an even bigger fuss about it.
 



 

 
“Lately, I can’t sleep. My eyes look so intense...as if they could pierce right through someone.”
 
I tilted my cup of apple wine and saw my reflection. Gently rubbing my eyes, I tried to relax my facial muscles.
 
Even without it, people often commented on the sharpness of my face. But the reflection I saw in the mirror today was like a sharpened blade, transforming into a face that looked ready to pick a fight at any moment. No wonder people didn’t approach me today; with a face like this, who would dare?
 
The main events had passed, yet why did my face still look so tired?
 
Because Elena wasn’t by my side?
 
I couldn’t deny that entirely, but the main reason lay in the fact that during the final stages of the incident, the Imperial family uniquely entrusted the southern investigation and its aftermath solely to Kraus.
 
Was it a role similar to a legitimate inquisitor, bestowed by the emperor in our centralized society?
 
All the families within the empire were intervened by the imperial family in this investigation, except for the South. The imperial family did initially send some people, but that was a mere formality. Not long after, they handed over all the investigation rights of the south to Kraus.
 
Neither the imperial family nor other families could interfere with Kraus’ actions. Simply put, if my father and I decided to, we could wipe out any family in the South using this incident as a pretext.
 



 

 
Anyway, this trust displayed by the imperial family towards the Kraus family was quite honorable. But who am I?
 
I am the young lord of Kraus.
 
Honor or not, being unable to collaborate with other families meant we had to conduct the investigation with only our internal resources. Our family wasn’t lacking in power, but as the young lord, my workload inevitably increased, leading to my current worn-out appearance.
 
Perhaps the imperial family intended to repay us in some way by granting this authority, but all I felt was that I was left with the short end of the stick.
 
But, with no external interference, considerable freedom was ensured for me as the young lord. Knowing a bit about the future, I could easily conduct the investigation according to my wishes and preemptively remove future threats. However, the cost was my sleep. Well, now that everything was done, I hoped I could sleep soundly...
 
I mumbled softly, ensuring no one else could hear.
 
“I don’t know why nobles like banquets so much.”
 
Ironically, a banquet was scheduled for the evening the incident was resolved.
 
Hosting a banquet to commemorate the end of what could have been a catastrophe with minimal damage was understandable.
 
“Why couldn’t they have hosted it tomorrow or the day after?”
 
Surprisingly, my father was the one organizing this banquet.
 
It wasn’t like him to enjoy hosting events, but perhaps this was necessary to show that the incident had been resolved. I suppose he wanted to wrap it up quickly, but I wish he’d considered the stamina of those around him.
 
The knights involved in the investigation could choose whether or not to attend the banquet. But as one of the main figures alongside my father, I couldn’t just leave. Hence, in this place, I couldn’t find familiar faces like Sir Gwen or other knights who had been with me throughout the investigation.
 



 

 
Perhaps, they had all gone to rest. These traitors.
 
Even if today’s sullen mood deterred people from approaching me, I didn’t yearn for solitude. Rather, I wished to retreat to my room. Despite being at the party, I made no attempt to revel in the silence around me.
 
No matter how quiet things were compared to usual, dozing off at a banquet was unthinkable.
 
After sipping some apple wine a few times and glancing at my watch, I realized that an hour had almost passed without me doing much.
 
By now, I had probably stayed long enough to satisfy appearances. There shouldn’t be anyone to judge if I left.
 
But just as I decided on this, the hall suddenly erupted in noise.
 
“Look, over there… It’s her!”
 
“Ah. Is that the young lady who played a major role in the recent incident?”
 
“Major role or not! I saw it with my own eyes, monsters rushing towards the castle were all wiped out by her magic.”
 
“She doesn’t seem the type… So, those rumors weren’t false?”
 
“Exactly why one shouldn’t be easily swayed by her looks. And don’t forget, she’s the fiancée of Damian Kraus. Messing with her could lead to unforeseen consequences.”
 
While they tried to keep their voices down, their murmurs were clear to me. The whispers gave away who had just arrived.
 
Following a familiar scent of flowers, I turned away from my original path. As I moved, people parted before me. This seemed to be happening from the opposite side too, as they split apart.
 
Only when the last person standing before me stepped aside, could I finally see her. As they conversed in hushed tones, they kept their distance from her.
 
I approached her slowly and began, “I thought you would rest a bit longer before returning. Elena.”
 
“Saying what you don’t mean... So, what’s your real intention?”
 
“I’ve been eagerly awaiting your return.”
 
At my response, Elena let out a soft laugh.
 
Seeing her like that oddly seemed to alleviate some of my exhaustion.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 82: Engagement(1)
 
Before the petals of early-blooming spring flowers had fully settled upon the ground, my engagement ceremony with Elena proceeded as previously promised.
 
Though it bore the name ‘engagement ceremony,’ it was hardly a grand affair.
 
It was not a wedding, after all, but a mere formality—a procedural event. The purpose of today’s engagement ceremony was more about formalizing and documenting the engagement between Elena and me, which was already known to the people, rather than mere celebration.
 
As such, the scale of the engagement ceremony was quite small.
 
The wishes of Elena and me were considered, and unlike a banquet, we did not gather individuals from other families; it was a quiet event among our respective family members. There had been significant events recently, and we did not desire unnecessary attention that could attract unwanted pests.
 
It was not needlessly busy, and I believe it was a good choice. After all, standing before a crowd was no minor task, and there was no need to sour such a pleasant day.
 
However, it was inevitable that word of our engagement reached those with whom I had a personal connection. If anyone asked about our engagement, I suppose they were told it would happen sometime soon.
 
I heard that a letter had arrived for Elena from Noel, expressing a desire to attend the ceremony, but as expected, she and Orcus were unable to be present. With the heightened security around the royal family, it was unlikely the emperor would have permitted them to travel outside the capital.
 
Perhaps, in time, Orcus might send a letter expressing regret for not being able to attend the ceremony.
 
The engagement ceremony took place in the garden in front of The Isillia pavilion, just as Elena had described to me in the past.
 
The garden had a spot equipped with a tea table for simple meals, and that area was chosen as the venue for the ceremony. Since the number of participants was not large, it was sufficient to organize the seats and bring in the food.
 



 

 
The overall atmosphere of the engagement resembled a family outing. Engaging in trivial chatter while taking in the surroundings, this place, which could mark the beginning of a change in the empire’s state of affairs, felt light and peaceful.
 
Alphonse could hardly resist the drowsiness brought on by the warm spring sun and kept nodding off with his eyes half-closed, while my father and Duke Joachim sat opposite each other, toasting with their glasses. This scene, more akin to a spring outing than an engagement ceremony, was pleasing to me.
 
“It may be informal, but it would have been nice to have had this in Merohim.”
 
“What are you talking about? It’s better to be here than in a place where there’s nothing to see but snow. Even a baby would say it is nice to have it amidst blooming flowers. What could be better than this? At Merohim, all you would see are the snowflakes.”
 
“...Just go ahead and laugh.”
 
Dodging my father’s words, Duke Joachim turned his gaze toward me.
 
Under the glint of Duke Joachim’s frosty stare, I found myself instinctively drawing closer to Elena. Why did it seem like I was always the one to bear the brunt of my father’s indiscretions? I hadn’t said a word, and yet here I was, feeling wronged.
 
However, soon enough, Duke Joachim’s expression lightened, revealing that his severity was all in jest. With a gentle smile and a turn of his head, he gazed out at the surrounding scenery, then opened his mouth as if to agree with my father’s words in a soft voice.
 



 

 
“Indeed, the south is beautiful.”
 
His smile, as if none of the earlier frosty stares had ever been, made me question his actions for a moment. When I turned to follow his gaze, I realized why the sight had warmed his mood.
 
There, inevitably, was Elena. Contrary to my initial thoughts, she seemed wholly unaffected by the exchange between my father and Duke Joachim, her eyes fixed on the horizon where the garden met the sky.
 
Although she wore an absent-minded look, unusual for her, the constant smile on her lips throughout the day allowed me to guess at her mood.
 
Perhaps it was this very sight of Elena, seemingly content and unconcerned, that had thawed Duke Joachim’s icy demeanor. True to form, as if Elena was happy, that seemed to be enough for him. It wasn’t long before Duke Joachim completely blended into the garden’s ambiance, engaging in idle chatter with my father.
 
As I surreptitiously observed this, Elena addressed me.
 
“What are you watching with such amusement?”
 
“Just... My Father and your father are quite funny, don’t you think?”
 
I pointed out my father and Duke Joachim, who continued their banter. The two patriarchs, jesting and playing tricks on each other, were far from the stodgy old gentlemen one might expect to lead our families. In my eyes, this was preferable to the stiff formality usually displayed by elders.
 
Elena replied to my comment succinctly.
 
“Like little children, aren’t they?”
 
“...You’re not wrong.”
 
At that, both Elena and I let out a soft laugh.
 
Watching everyone laugh, for some reason, I was reminded of the first time Elena and I had talked in this garden.
 



 

 
The circumstances of that day, when I proposed we break off our engagement, were the complete antithesis of today’s official recognition of our engagement. Perhaps that was why such memories surface more prominently during moments like this.
 
Reflecting on the current turn of events, something I had never anticipated, merely comforting a crying girl with my words had led to this outcome, which prompted deep thoughts in me. If someone Elena truly wished for appeared, I had vaguely thought I would simply let her go. The result of that conversation, initiated in such casual thought, was now unfolding before us.
 
Contrary to what I first thought, a great deal had changed.
 
Unlike my initial expectations, I found myself not wanting to let her go and dared to dream of being the male lead, rather than exiting early as a third-rate villain. Though the story had diverged so much from the original that I couldn’t predict what would happen next, I did not think the feelings I harbored now would change.
 
Had Elena changed as much as I have?
 
To me, she seemed unchanged from when we first met to now. I only saw a girl who had liked me very much ever since that first day. Perhaps, the only change for her was that our distance had narrowed.
 
And that was what Elena had wanted as well.
 
Maybe the biggest reason for the situation turning out like this lies not in my actions but in Elena’s. It was her behavior—different from the original and affectionate towards me—that had crafted this scenario, rather than the existence of a character possessed to play the villain in a novel.
 
It was that inexplicable favor she had for me even before we met.
 
When faced with inexplicable favor, one naturally wonders where it came from, but I had decided not to concern myself with it.
 



 

 
I was afraid of digging too deep, misunderstanding, and getting hurt. After all, there was a saying that ignorance is bliss, and I saw no need to know the truth. While I could casually ask her someday, now was not the time.
 
Even if she wasn’t the Elena I read about in the novel, even if she was a being like myself, it didn’t matter now. The woman named Elena Edelweiss I was in love with was the one who had spent this time with me.
 
So I hoped she felt the same way.
 
***
 
After a brief and informal engagement ceremony, I found myself strolling through the garden alone with Elena, just as before.
 
The weakening of the vibrant petals with each glance served as a sign that spring was coming to an end. Yet, the fragrance wafting through the air remained unchanged, and at times I felt transported back to those first moments walking here with her.
 
“This view is saying goodbye for a while now.”
 
Elena remarked as she looked at petals trampled along the path.
 
The flowering season for these plants came only once with each season. The gardens in the four annexes of the lord’s castle each have flowers planted to match the four seasons, but the ones in  Isillia pavilion were predominantly spring flowers.
 
Just as Elena and I had spent time together, the seasons too had passed, and if not now, as we race towards the end of spring, it might be a while before we see such a scene again at the Isillia pavilion.
 
I nodded in agreement with Elena’s remark and surveyed the purple hyacinths blooming around her.
 
I couldn’t deny a tinge of regret; after all, before Elena started coming here, it was I who frequented the Isillia pavilion the most.
 
Elena and I walked side by side in comfortable silence, matching each other’s steps.
 
We occasionally exchanged words, but there was no pressing need for conversation—we simply enjoyed the silence of the moment. Like that day, we paused to look up at the sky, and carefully reached out to feel the spring breeze carrying the scent of flowers.
 



 

 
It was I who broke the silence that seemed it would last all the way back to the lord’s castle.
 
“Elena, do you remember what I said when we first came to the Isillia pavilion?”
 
Her face was tinged with surprise at my abrupt, unheralded question. Even without her answer, I could tell by her expression that she remembered our conversation.
 
“Yes...”
 
As she spoke with a trembling voice, I tightened my grip on the hand I was holding, offering reassurance. Her eyes steadied. I continued.
 
“I said that an engagement was premature. And you, Elena, you just cried upon hearing that. Honestly, I was taken aback at the time. I hadn’t rejected the engagement; it was meant to suggest we both take some time to think, but I didn’t expect you to cry so bitterly.”
 
“That, that was...!!!”
 
“So I said we should go ahead with it. The engagement.”
 
“What?”
 
“At that moment, I couldn’t think of any other way to stop Elena’s tears.”
 
Elena looked utterly bewildered by my words.
 
Hmm, maybe I was too honest?
 
I wrapped my arms around Elena, who had become as still as an ice sculpture. She was a bit cold to the touch, but it wasn’t unbearable. Gently stroking her hair, I continued the conversation.
 
“Back then, we had barely known each other for a day, and there was no affection to speak of. What I said to you, Elena, was simply because I couldn’t stand to see you cry because of me, and I wanted to stop it—to get past that moment.”
 



 

 
“So... are you saying we should pretend it never happened?”
 
“Of course not. If that were the case, we wouldn’t have had an engagement ceremony, would we? You can hear the beating of my heart right now. That’s not what I’m trying to say.”
 
An engagement initially accepted just to evade the pressure of a moment. And now, I was trying to express the feelings that had been obscured and left unsaid until now.
 
“I like you, Elena.”
 
There had been a brief kiss, one that could surely be called such, and Elena and I had lived as a couple under the guise of our engagement, but this was perhaps the first time I had ever conveyed my feelings to her so directly.
 
I slightly pulled back from our close embrace to meet her eyes.
 
And with a certainty different from before, I imbued my words with clear emotion.
 
“Will you continue to stay by my side in the future that lies ahead?”
 
It was only after the engagement ceremony was over that I was finally able to propose to her proper proposal.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 83: Engagement (2)
 
Damian wasn’t the only one kept busy until the matters in the Legion were completely resolved.
 
Elena, who had to leave Sarham at Joachim’s call, also spent her days in a flurry for reasons of her own. It all started with rumors about Elena that spread throughout the South.
 
Her image, driving back the army of monsters, was so powerful that soon people were whispering about it, and it didn’t take long for the tale to spread beyond the south to every corner of the Empire.
 
Rumors, which often were dismissed as exaggerated tales lacking in truth, didn’t usually attract much attention among the continent’s magicians.
 
The south, long held by prestigious martial families, was a hotbed for magic, and the magicians were merely amused, elevating the image of a lone magician whose prowess surprised the simple swordsmen and was called an army of one.
 
Even before the rumors spread, Elena had been a prodigy, one of only two in the magical community to reach the fifth rank before adulthood. So, the notion that she performed remarkably on the battlefield was acceptable to them, albeit not to the extent rumored.
 
Of course, Joachim, who had heard about it directly from Arthur who was at the scene, was not swayed by rumors and was convinced of their truth by the clear assessment given by the Sword Master himself.
 
Joachim, already at his wits’ end with worry when trouble struck in the south regarding his daughter, had considered summoning Elena to Merohim.
 
But he was also one of the tower masters, regarded as the pinnacle of their generation, and as a magician, he couldn’t help but be purely curious about her realm of prowess. After all, if Arthur’s words and the rumors were true, Elena had reached a level comparable to the current tower masters despite being not yet twenty.
 



 

 
“Hey there. Been keeping well?”
 
“Ah, what brings the Tower Master of the Red Flame and the Tower Master of the Golden Tower to this place? I haven’t received any word from Altman.”
 
“Isn’t it a bit cold to treat someone who is your guest like this? Besides, there’s no rule that says one must always call ahead before visiting. Sometimes, one just thinks of it and shows up, right?”
 
“That’s right. Speaking of which, I’ve heard an interesting rumor recently...”
 
And so, the curiosity about Elena was not limited to a few; all the tower masters of each magic tower felt the same.
 
No matter how much they were mere rumors, when whispers reached the ears of many about a child who was already drawing attention, one could not help but become invigorated. Thus, when Elena set foot in Merohim again, she found herself unexpectedly besieged by a barrage of inquiries from the tower masters, piqued by curiosity.
 
“You didn’t even find the egg you were told to look for and...!!”
 
Moreover, there were encounters with Theia who sensed something amiss after forcibly pushing the blue bird to its limits. Indeed, Elena’s days were no less exhausting than Damian’s—if not more so.
 
Yet, unlike Damian, who often looked nearly dead from fatigue, Elena’s face was always abuzz with vitality, thanks to the words Damian had imparted to her before she left for Merohim.
 
‘I’ll contact you once things settle down. And we can talk about our engagement ceremony then. When you return to Sarham, I’d like it if you came back with your father.’
 
Although he hadn’t set a specific date, it was essentially an invitation to hold the ceremony as soon as matters were concluded. The happiness this imparted to her was not to be diminished by the relentless questioning of the tower masters and her former teacher.
 



 

 
Rather, as the days passed, her spirits only soared higher, and she seemed to relish the engagement with them. Elena easily concluded the conversations with the tower masters, and it would be fair to say that she felt no mental fatigue from these exchanges.
 
And before she knew it, the day Elena had been eagerly anticipating arrived—the day she would return to Sarham.
 
***
 
By the time Elena returned to the lord’s castle, preparations for the ceremony were already completed.
 
The documents recognizing the engagement between the Kraus and Edelweiss families had long been finalized, and as Damian had said, the engagement ceremony took place the very next day after Elena and Joachim arrived at the lord’s castle.
 
Since it was an informal engagement ceremony, there was no blessing from the priest like in an actual wedding.
 
Only family gathered; no external dignitaries were invited to the occasion. Though called an engagement ceremony, the atmosphere was reminiscent of the pleasant outing.
 
Some might have expected an engagement as grand as an actual wedding, but Elena did not mind this simpler setting.
 
Did one really need a lavish ceremony to announce the union of a family?
 
The peaceful and tranquil atmosphere, the conversations that followed, and sitting beside the person she loved, looking at their families together seemed more than enough.
 
Certainly, like others, she harbored a wish to announce to everyone in a shower of blessings that she and he had become lovers. However, she did not want to go overboard with such a display in a mere engagement ceremony, unless it was a formal wedding following her coming of age.
 



 

 
The fragrance of the garden’s flowers carried by the spring breeze swirled around the ceremony.
 
Under the warm sunlight, the gently blowing wind seemed to wield the magic of slumber. Alphonse, after feeling the breeze sweep over him, yawned widely, blinking continuously, almost as if to show everyone that he was dozing off.
 
Upon seeing this, Arthur slightly curled the corners of his mouth and addressed Joachim.
 
“Perhaps it’s my age, but the day is so fine it could make anyone sleepy. Since I can’t just topple over asleep like children outside, I should head in.”
 
“Your appearance and vigor seem to maintain their prime, why are you suddenly speaking nonsense...!”
 
Arthur’s hand moved with an imperceptible quickness. With a swift tap on Joachim’s neck, Joachim’s voice was cut off. Joachim looked at Arthur with an expression of disbelief, but Arthur ignored his gaze.
 
“Clearly, this fellow has aged; unnecessary chatter has increased... My eyelids are growing heavy. We’ll take our leave first; you should come inside before it gets too late.”
 
With those words, Arthur left, cradling Alphonse in one arm and grabbing the nape of Joachim’s neck with the other.
 
Elena and Damian watched Arthur’s retreating figure until it vanished from sight, then Damian rose first and asked Elena.
 
“Shall we take a walk then?”
 
Elena nodded in response to Damian’s suggestion and took his offered hand.
 
Perhaps due to the time spent in Merohim, being alone with him felt like a rare occurrence. Elena realized this and could immediately feel her heart beating more vigorously than before.
 
She didn’t feel disillusioned by her own nervousness, even after the engagement ceremony. Standing before him always seemed to make her this way, and she had long since accepted this fact. Now, the ticklish sensation that made her heart flutter had become a familiar presence.
 



 

 
With a sense of excitement she hadn’t felt in a while, she walked alongside him.
 
The first time she had walked this path with Damian, she had wished for time to stand still, but now her feelings were the complete opposite.
 
Was it because she had found peace of mind?
 
Both cherished this precious moment for what it was, but unlike those precarious days of their uncertain engagement, standing now at the starting line of change, the anxiety that they might never experience such times again had dissipated, allowing Elena to truly enjoy the moment.
 
Elena closed her eyes for a moment.
 
Relying solely on the hand clasped in his, she let him guide their steps. As she walked through the garden in silence beside him, following the flow of the familiar scent of hyacinths, the line between the cherished moments stored in her memory and the present began to blur.
 
Just as the boundary between memory and reality seemed to dissolve, she opened her eyes again.
 
Petals fell listlessly onto the path, carried by the gentle breeze.
 
The sky was as blue as that day, and the garden was fragrant as ever, yet unlike before, the petals fluttering down powerless in the wind served as a reminder that time was indeed passing.
 
With a smile, she turned to Damian and said, “This view is saying goodbye for a while now.”
 
Having spent considerable time here, she knew the garden, once at the onset of spring, was now racing towards its end. It wasn’t a lament, but Damian seemed to take it a bit differently, his face turning slightly somber as he surveyed the flowerbeds.
 



 

 
When the wind blew again, the flowers swayed, creating waves of purple. They paused to take in the sight, then continued on their way.
 
The time spent walking with Damian was very quiet.
 
Normally, they would fill such silence with conversation, but Elena chose not to. Damian’s expression had that certain resolve she had seen on occasion before, and she did not wish to disturb his thoughts.
 
Despite wondering what heavy topic was brewing behind his solemn expression, she kept her thoughts to herself. She contented herself with leisurely admiring the garden until he chose to speak.
 
After a few more steps,
 
Just as they had almost circled the garden and were not far from the lord’s castle, he finally spoke.
 
“Elena, do you remember what I said when we first came to the Isillia pavilion?”
 
The words were delivered lightly, almost as if casually starting a conversation, but Elena felt her body stiffen at his words. She had expected the discussion to be about recent events, not a question on a completely unforeseen topic, leaving her unable to respond as she looked up at him.
 
Seeing his unwavering eyes meet hers, she couldn’t keep silent.
 
“Yes…”
 
Her voice was faint as she barely opened her stiff lips to reply.
 
She felt a renewed strength in the hand that was clasped in hers, the tender embrace of his fingers reassuring her that this was not a reprimand, yet Elena could not easily put her heart at ease.
 
Perhaps sensing her tension, he playfully tickled her hand with his fingers before continuing in a teasing tone, “I said that an engagement was premature. And you, Elena, you just cried upon hearing that. Honestly, I was taken aback at the time. I hadn’t rejected the engagement; it was meant to suggest we both take some time to think, but I didn’t expect you to cry so bitterly.”
 



 

 
“That, that was...!!!” Elena was visibly shaken, recalling the embarrassing memory he had nonchalantly brought up. Even if she had followed the advice, the fact that she had clung to him like a child throwing a tantrum, unable to control her emotions, still had the power to make her face burn with embarrassment.
 
However, he wasn’t finished speaking.
 
“So I said we should go ahead with it. The engagement.”
 
“What?”
 
“At that moment, I couldn’t think of any other way to stop Elena’s tears.”
 
At Damian’s last words, she was at a loss for what to say.
 
Elena’s mind was in disarray, as if a storm had just passed through it.
 
Now that the engagement ceremony had gone smoothly, she couldn’t understand why he was bringing this up. His words, which seemed to suggest he had made a reluctant promise to appease a crying child, made the connection binding them feel faint.
 
An engagement was merely a formal ceremony. It was a promise to marry, not the marriage itself.
 
Elena knew better than anyone how easily engagements could be broken, having gone through the process in the past.
 
Though she knew that worrying might be excessive considering Damian’s past behavior and the way he was currently treating her, Elena simply couldn’t afford the luxury of that thought at the moment.
 
Damian, perhaps aware of her state of mind, embraced her carefully just as he had the day before. Wrapped in his encompassing warmth, Elena instinctively held on to him tightly, as if to never let go.
 
Still, the anxiety did not fade, and although she did not want him to continue speaking, she could not bring herself to ask Damian to stop. After all, if their engagement had indeed continued in part due to her own insistence, she could not now throw a tantrum as she had before.
 



 

 
Unlike her, his voice was still as gentle as it had been at the start, seeping into Elena’s ears.
 
“Back then, we had barely known each other for a day, and there was no affection to speak of. What I said to you, Elena, was simply because I couldn’t stand to see you cry because of me, and I wanted to stop it—to get past that moment.”
 
“So... are you saying we should pretend it never happened?”
 
“Of course not. If that were the case, we wouldn’t have had an engagement ceremony, would we? You can hear the beating of my heart right now. That’s not what I’m trying to say.”
 
Damian, as if to affirm his point, pulled her even tighter into his embrace. Just as he said, the pounding of his heart beat loudly in Elena’s ears. Was it just now that her eyes opened to the truth? The ears that were sheltering her seemed particularly red today.
 
“I like you. Elena.”
 
With these simple words whispered into her ear, Damian made his feelings known.
 
Before she could even respond, Elena found herself facing Damian. He was always the one to tease her whenever her face turned red, but now his face was flushed just as hers used to be.
 
As her emotions intensified, her body, which had been cold, was now covered by Damian’s warmth surpassing her own chill. The source of this heat was now clear.
 
“Will you continue to stay by my side in the future that lies ahead?”
 



 

 
Damian’s voice was steady and warm, but the redness of his face and the heartbeats drumming against her body told Elena of his intense nervousness.
 
At Damian’s question, Elena couldn’t immediately respond.
 
Her body no longer emitted coldness; instead, the fire that had spread from him had kindled a flame in Elena’s heart. The heat made her body and mind feel strangely different, as if the heartbeat she could hear was indistinguishable, whether it was his or her own.
 
The heat that made Elena’s head spin soon robbed her of her ability to speak but granted her a corresponding ability to act.
 
Raising her arms, Elena wrapped them around the nape of Damian’s neck without hesitation and pressed her lips to his.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 84: Interlude
 
“With this... it seems that both the East and West are concluded. You’ve worked hard. Orcus.”
 
“Yes, Father.”
 
In a sunlit room,
 
A man with a gentle face was conversing with a boy who resembled him.
 
On the man’s desk, traces of past intense work that had yet to be erased remained. Although the room was filled with warmth from the sunlight, the spot where the man sat felt cold.
 
Piles of neatly organized documents on the desk were high enough to block the sunlight, akin to mountains of paperwork.
 
Given the state of the room, it was needless to say how pale the man sitting in the center looked.
 
To the outward eye, he shone with a hearty smile and lively eyes, but a closer look at his face revealed eyes bloodshot and eyelids heavy with fatigue.
 
No matter how much the imperial bureaucrats filtered the tasks, managing the empire’s overwhelming workload alone, one’s body could not remain unscathed. Fortunately, the boy of equal ability had been assisting him, preventing him from collapsing from exhaustion before completing his duties.
 
This was the unadorned face of the empire’s sole emperor, who sat on a golden throne, wielding absolute power with a face that transcended the human world.
 
He who wishes to wear the crown, bears its weight...
 
True to this adage, this was the weight of power he bore.
 
Aslan Estelia, who had established one of the strongest sovereignties in the empire’s history, was known as the wise king rather than a tyrant because of his flawless execution of all imperial decisions by his hand.
 
He was one who could contain the empire’s politics within his mind, thus he sparingly wielded his ability to stabilize the state and secure absolute power. Naturally, this meant an increase in his workload, but for someone of his superhuman caliber, it was bearable.
 



 

 
The blood of god mixed with the royal lineage far surpassed that of ordinary humans.
 
If it were merely administrative tasks, those with the concentrated blood of the royal family could handle them with ease.
 
The reason Aslan looked so worn out was separate from the mental energy extensively consumed. Even the greatest ruler was, after all, a father. The fact that his child had nearly died due to his own decisions was gnawing at his psyche.
 
“It seems everyone has become complacent with the victory in the holy war. Every time we shake them down, a significant number of them are caught, like harvesting in autumn. I wonder how they managed to survive without being purged in the last holy war.”
 
“It’s my oversight. Even if someone had drawn troops from the capital, I should have eradicated them. I had some suspicion, but I never knew so many parasites remained within the empire.”
 
Aslan spoke self-deprecatingly in response to Orcus’ words.
 
“If that was the case, the capital might have fallen, so it was the right decision.”
 
Orcus defended him, to which Aslan nodded in agreement and then cracked a slight smile.
 
Having narrowly escaped death, Aslan felt a mix of pride and guilt as he observed his son, who was silently supporting him by his side.
 
Aslan gazed at Orcus with a melancholy expression before exhaling briefly and speaking.
 
“It appears the Sword Saint has emerged from seclusion following this incident. It must have been impossible to ignore, given their direct involvement. There may not have been any heavyweights like in the South, but the important thing is the Sword Saint has re-entered the world.”
 
“Since the Sword Saint has long retired from the head of the house, it would be wise to summon him to the capital to fortify this place. If the Sword Saint I’ve heard stories about is the same man, he wouldn’t defy an imperial command.”
 



 

 
“You’re right. Whatever it is, their ultimate goal is us. This is an opportunity to strengthen the capital’s defenses. I’ve already sent a letter to the Cromel ducal family.”
 
Aslan’s eyes shifted from a father’s to an emperor’s as he looked at Orcus. His eyes, shining blue, were like the clear, cloudless firmament. As if gazing down from the heavens, Aslan began to explain why the Sword Saint had come forth.
 
“The truth is, the Sword Saint has come out for a simple reason. With the focus on Kraus for this achievement, he must not have liked it and decided to show himself.”
 
“Though they belong to the Three Great Martial Families, it seems Kraus and Cromel are not on good terms.”
 
“More precisely, it’s the Sword Saint and Count Kraus who are on bad terms. Count Kraus gets along well with Duke Cromel, Sword Saint’s son. Perhaps because they’re both Sword Masters. I’m not sure, but there seems to be something between Sword Saint and Count Kraus. They’ve been clashing since the old days. Come to think of it, it seems not to be a matter of Sword Mastery. They’ve been at odds even before Arthur became a Master, so it must just be a clash of personalities.”
 
Nostalgia flickered in Aslan’s eyes as if reminiscing about the past.
 
He smiled faintly and continued.
 
“Do you know who are currently the rising talents in the martial families, according to the gossipmongers?”
 
“The elder daughter of the southern Viscount Graham, maintaining top and second ranks in the knight academy, and the son of a knight commander, who is her peer. And lastly, the heir of the Cromel ducal family.”
 



 

 
“Correct. But two more names have been added to that list because of this incident.”
 
“Noel and Damian, I presume.”
 
“Exactly.”
 
Orcus seemed to realize something and spoke with a face full of astonishment.
 
“Could it be?”
 
“Until now, the name of Kraus’ offspring wasn’t mentioned among the Three Great Martial Families. But through this event, that child’s name has become known to people. And as a young talent who killed a heretic archbishop, no less.”
 
The academy’s proven talents and the ducal heir, who had made a name for themselves by defeating invading tribes alongside the elders of their house at a young age.
 
They could well be called the new stars of the empire, but the fact that they had killed a heretic archbishop overshadowed their fame in an instant.
 
Those who had experienced the holy war knew. They knew how formidable those ordained as archbishops by the heretics were. Even with the divine imperial family at the helm, the heretics had survived for so long because they had powerful individuals sustaining their lineage. The archbishops were such beings.
 
Therefore, the fact that three fledglings, not yet enrolled in the academy, managed to capture and kill an archbishop was enough to cause a stir in the world. It was tantamount to announcing the arrival of unprecedented prodigies.
 
“Perhaps the Sword Saint is more concerned about his grandson being undervalued because of Arthur’s son, rather than the merits earned by Kraus. That’s why I want to ask you, who have met the boy in person. Orcus, what kind of lad was the son of Count Kraus?”
 



 

 
“Are you asking about his character, or are you inquiring about his skills?”
 
“Either. Just give me something you can answer with certainty.”
 
After pondering for a moment, Orcus promptly replied.
 
“He is... someone I’ve chosen as a friend. Does that answer your question?”
 
“Huh.”
 
At Orcus’s response, Aslan let out a deflated noise before bursting into laughter.
 
“HAHAHAHAHA!! Exactly! You wouldn’t make friends without good reason. That’s all I needed to know.”
 
Perhaps it was because he had never seen such hearty laughter before, Orcus felt awkward as he watched Aslan roaring with amusement.
 
“To be honest, I lack expertise in swordsmanship, so I couldn’t judge his skills rashly. But still, he seemed no less capable than any knight I’ve seen in the imperial palace. As for his character, he appears unambitious, and content with maintaining the current state of affairs. As long as I do not cross the line, he would not either.”
 
“That sounds exactly like his father. The first impression you have of this Damian aligns with what I felt when I met Count Kraus. Kraus will continue to be a strong sword and shield for the empire.”
 
Aslan began to tidy his desk, shifting the papers one by one to the side. Then he pulled out an old scroll sealed with the royal seal from a drawer. Orcus’ eyes widened with recognition of the scroll’s identity.
 
“Is this...?!”
 
“Yes, it’s the ‘Divine Oath Scroll.’ An oath written under the name of our main god, Altear. This is an oath made before you were born between Count Kraus, Duke Edelweiss, and myself. It is written that they must not do anything that threatens the authority of the imperial family by joining forces.”
 
The Divine Oath Scroll.
 



 

 
A precious relic in the imperial treasury, limited in number. It was a treasure that enforces contracts made under the name of the God. Orcus looked at Aslan, questioning why he was only showing this now.
 
“Was this the reason you looked so confident when you first sent me away?”
 
“Yes. There was already an alternative in place. As you well know, the terms written here cannot be breached. It began as a casual conversation over drinks, but I thought it might be useful and kept it.”
 
“And what if both houses had only sons or only daughters? You would have wasted a precious treasure for nothing.”
 
“At that time, I was drunk. Hmm, perhaps a bit impulsive.”
 
For a drunk man, Aslan’s readiness to produce an oath on the spot was remarkably reckless. Orcus looked incredulous as Aslan simply laughed and responded.
 
“And if the engagement couldn’t happen as per the oath, I planned to get their children to engage with my children.”
 
“It’s a story my mother would be amazed to hear.”
 
“.....Let’s pretend that last bit wasn’t said.”
 
A breeze through the open window swept the dust off the desk. The two paused their conversation, taking a moment to look at each other, then resumed as the atmosphere cleared. Aslan was the first to speak again.
 
“When I first sent you to the South, I thought you’d come back and propose to engage Noel with the Kraus family.”
 
“Hmm...”
 
“No need for that expression. You’re very similar to me, so if I were you, I would have thought that too. That’s Noel’s preference. And I have been hearing stories about Kraus’ son for quite some time, so if that’s the face you’re making, then I must be right.”
 



 

 
“Well... yes, that’s correct. But you told me to make friends, yet you expected me to come back with that proposal?”
 
“I won’t deny it. People don’t change overnight. In the end, you returned without saying a word, so I suppose you won out. Congratulations.”
 
“I’m not pleased in the least.”
 
Aslan brushed off Orcus’ sharp words with a laugh.
 
“Even so, I genuinely wished for you to make a friend. From the perspective of a ruler, your choice is correct. Connecting Noel and the Kraus family strengthens the bond between the imperial family and the provinces. It’s not a wrong move.”
 
Aslan slid the scroll he had taken out back into the drawer and looked up to meet Orcus’ eyes again. Orcus, feeling awkward under Aslan’s deep gaze, unconsciously scratched his cheek.
 
“However, the fact that you did not urge me to take such actions suggests that you’ve begun to see the world through different eyes. As a father, I’m pleased to hear my son has made a friend.”
 
“.....It seems the work here is done, so I will take my leave now.”
 
“My boy, are you embarrassed?”
 
“It’s not that, I have other matters to attend to.”
 
Aslan looked at Orcus with surprise. Given that they had just concluded their business here, Orcus ostensibly had no other immediate tasks.
 
After a brief pause, Orcus quickly added to his statement and left the room.
 
“....Since my friend has gotten engaged, I suppose I should write a congratulatory letter myself.”
 
Laughter echoed in the room after the door closed behind him.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 85: Orcus [Side Story]
 
★ Knight Department Central Garden:
 
The central area of the Knight Department, which bisected the academy, was naturally a place of heavy foot traffic.
 
Even on a regular day, the Knight Department students, lively and vibrant as they were suited to their major, ensured that the area buzzed with activity. Come lunchtime, when movement was freer, it became a common sight for this place to turn tumultuous.
 
Unlike magic or other studies, proving one’s superiority here required physical confrontation. The innate competitive spirit of humans manifested in the Knight Department as crossing swords, making it naturally noisier than other parts of the academy.
 
Duels in the garden were not common, but not unheard of either.
 
However, the hustle and bustle today stemmed from a different reason. If anything, it was quieter than usual. Everyone gathered seemed to be watching someone intently.
 
“It’s always noisy here.”
 
Orcus remarked, sitting on a chair prepared in the garden, observing the Knight Department students.
 
It might’ve been quieter than usual, but that was only relative to the Knight Department’s standards. To Orcus, a member of the Magic Department, this place was always noisy.
 
Putting aside his observation, Orcus lifted his head towards the sky, leaned back in his chair, and closed his eyes.
 
Perhaps it was because he had spent a lifetime amidst even more tumultuous kin.
 
With his eyes closed amidst the cacophony, he almost felt like he could fall asleep.
 
“Calling someone out and then sleeping comfortably here? More surprising is that you can sleep amidst such noise.”
 
“Try living with Noel for 17 years, Damian. This is nothing.”
 
But his brief respite was interrupted by a voice calling him.
 
Unlike others, who were guarded and distant due to the disparity in status, the voice that woke him showed no hesitation in speech or manner.
 



 

 
Turning his head towards the voice, Orcus saw a boy with a sulky face approaching him, just as he had expected. The boy’s eyes, sharp as a legendary dragon’s, seemed to cut through anything they fixed upon. However, the emotions in those eyes were the exact opposite.
 
“Why such an anxious look? Do you have an appointment elsewhere?”
 
“Well, something like that. So, if you have something to say, could you make it quick?”
 
Orcus, with a mysterious smile, scanned the surroundings and then spoke.
 
“First, there are too many people here. Let’s move somewhere else.”
 
***
 
Orcus, with Damian by his side, pondered over his existence. It was a practice he had done several times before, always yielding the same result, but for Orcus, who loved verification, it was akin to a habit.
 
The closer someone was to him, the more Orcus scrutinized and reflected deeply.
 
Being in a position where trusting others wasn’t easy, for Orcus, assessing whether the person before him would become an obstacle was as natural as breathing.
 
In this regard, the man named Damian Kraus, standing beside him now, was almost uniquely positioned next to family in Orcus’ ongoing evaluations, which often yielded varying results.
 
In common parlance, they were best friends.
 
Orcus had settled on this definition of his relationship with Damian.
 
‘But that’s not enough.’
 
Despite having verified it numerous times, Orcus continued his scrutiny.
 
Knowing full well it wasn’t particularly meaningful, he felt compelled to do so, especially considering the conversation they were about to have. This talk would once again change the dynamics of his relationship with Damian, and it wasn’t just Orcus’ issue.
 
“Did you use magic? It feels unusually quiet here.”
 
“Oh, these knights. I wish they’d consider the existence of magic in this world. It’s a simple perception-distorting barrier. It reduces the presence of this place to that of a pebble on the roadside. Unless someone has the concentration to notice every pebble, they wouldn’t normally find this place.”
 



 

 
“What an odd barrier. When did you set this up?”
 
With no one watching, Damian dropped the formal speech.
 
Even in regular conversations, his use of formalities felt somewhat perfunctory, but Orcus preferred it this way, not using honorifics. In private settings, using honorifics seemed to create a distance, and he found it uncomfortable to casually address someone who elevated him in such a manner.
 
“It must be something significant for you to go this far. Can you get straight to the point?”
 
“What’s the rush? Is there anything more urgent than discussing the state of affairs with the next emperor? Even if you leave here, you’ll just end up killing time with Lady Elena, meaningless as it may be. Am I wrong?”
 
“...You?”
 
Damian’s eyes widened as if struck by the truth.
 
Orcus internally chuckled at Damian’s reaction. To anyone else, it might have seemed they were sharing a secret tryst, but Orcus knew exactly what Damian and Elena did together, so he just laughed inwardly.
 
No matter how skilled both were, while in the academy, in the Imperial Capital, their movements inevitably reached Orcus’ ears.
 
With hundreds of eyes and ears spread throughout the academy, it was easy for Orcus to get a rough idea of where and what the two were up to at any given time.
 
Orcus couldn’t help but smirk at the sight of his friend’s flustered face, which he was seeing for the first time. Damian’s reaction, despite somewhat being anticipated, confirmed Orcus’ suspicions about the feelings he harbored for Elena.
 



 

 
This caused a twinge of guilt in Orcus, but he didn’t change his mind. He was confident that what he was about to say would ultimately lead to Damian’s happiness. The only choice that would satisfy both his sister and himself, while also bringing joy to Damian, was this.
 
“Let’s ask it straight then. What exactly is your relationship with Lady Elena? Planning a reunion?”
 
“Why are you curious? Do you have feelings for the lady?”
 
“What if I do?”
 
Damian’s eyes flickered momentarily at Orcus’ shameless response, but he quickly regained his usual demeanor and spoke in a firm voice. Orcus, shedding his playful air, met him with the cold expression he used to wear when dealing with ministers at the royal court.
 
“Don’t lie. Tell me the real reason.”
 
“There are many reasons. If you and Lady Elena were to be together, it would directly affect the Kraus and Edelweiss families. As the next emperor, understanding the movements of power is crucial. Well, if you want another reason, it’s because I don’t want my own relationships to get complicated. Oh, don’t pretend you don’t understand. If you’re as observant as I think you are, you should know what I’m talking about.”
 
At Orcus’s words, Damian’s face began to reflect an array of emotions he didn’t want to confront.
 
Soon, Damian spoke again.
 
“So, what do you want to hear from me? Are you asking me to make a final decision about Noel right here and now?”
 
“That’s something the parties involved should resolve. I don’t think it’s my place to interfere. I’m just genuinely curious about your relationship with Lady Elena. Hmm... if you two are in that kind of relationship, what can I do? Should I tell you to break up?”
 



 

 
“I knew it. Didn’t you just mention something about power?”
 
“Even so, it’s too much. For a third party, who isn’t even family, to intervene in such a personal matter, there’s no justification. Even if this issue could shake the imperial power, it’s a problem for the imperial family, not for Kraus and Edelweiss.”
 
He was showing that he had no interest in their personal affairs.
 
The truth was far from it, but he had to act this way.
 
“As I said earlier, I’m just purely curious. Having headaches over the relationships of those around me is enough, with the imperial family tree alone.”
 
While he seemed to be supporting their relationship and urging for an answer, to Damian, it might feel like being pushed to reply quickly.
 
Orcus was already half sure of what Damian’s response would be.
 
Orcus, considering himself and Damian as best friends, knew something very well about Damian: he harbored a near-obsessive belief that he and Elena couldn’t be together.
 
While Orcus didn’t know why Damian held such a belief, he was certain that this obsession would lead to the answer he wanted to hear in the current situation.
 
The possibility of a reunion between Elena and Damian.
 
If more time passed, it could definitely be a feasible scenario, but that time wasn’t now.
 
Certainly, the current relationship between Elena and Damian seemed different from the icy, stormy early days of their enrollment, now more like a spring breeze. Given time, Damian’s fixed notions would naturally crumble, altering the dynamics between them.
 
Therefore, a conclusion had to be reached now.
 
Before their relationship grew any closer.
 



 

 
Seeming to have sorted his thoughts, Damian, with a composed face, slowly began to answer Orcus’ question.
 
“...Like you said, it’s not a reunion or anything. We just found a common hobby, and that brought us a bit closer than before.”
 
“Oh? And what might that hobby be? Never mind, you don’t need to answer that.”
 
After all, he wasn’t expecting a straightforward answer anyway.
 
Orcus was aware there was something between the two, but for now, this response sufficed. If he drove the point home now, the rest would be up to Noel. At that moment, sensing a magical reaction caught in the barrier, Orcus slightly raised the corners of his mouth and continued.
 
“So, you’re saying that you and Lady Elena, you two have nothing going on?”
 
The magic reaction, which had been rushing towards them, halted at Orcus’ words. Judging by the distance, it was close enough for Damian’s expression to be clearly seen.
 
As she stepped into the barrier, Orcus expanded it in reverse, making it like Damian didn’t notice her approach. Hence, Damian simply nodded in response to Orcus’s question, without saying a word.
 
What must Elena be feeling upon hearing this conversation? At the very least, it wouldn’t be pleasant.
 
But Orcus had no obligation to concern himself with her feelings. In fact, if she walked away feeling a sense of loss, it would be a favorable outcome for him.
 
“In that case, Damian. It might seem odd to ask this after such a question, but how about an engagement with Noel?”
 
After all, it was always good when a rival stepped aside on their own accord.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 86: What exactly gift means
 
A letter arrived from Orcus.
 
It apologized for missing the engagement ceremony and inquired if there was anything I needed as a gift. In my reply, I asked him to find out about Luden’s tourist attractions and famous dessert shops.
 
Since I needed to move to Luden next year for academy admission, it seemed wise to gather such information in advance through a local. Despite expecting Elena to already know everything about the dessert shops, it never hurts to be sure.
 
Hidden gems known only to the royal family. Well, such places might exist.
 
“And speaking of Luden...”
 
I visualized the capital city of Luden, known as ‘the safest city in the world’, and contemplated the events that would unfold there.
 
The most critical incidents in the original story occurred in Luden, the ‘safest city’, making it impossible not to worry. Half of these incidents would take place in the academy I was to join next year, adding to my concerns.
 
Given that similar events to the original story happened in the Legion regardless of the timeline, it was hard to imagine what might unfold in Luden.
 
Maybe, contrary to my worries, nothing would happen at all.
 
The incident in Legion this time. The monsters’ attack in the south originally occurred when the heretical influence was at its peak. In the original, the empire couldn’t fully eradicate the instigators due to many preceding incidents that had spread the royal forces thin, leading the empire into a dark age.
 
But now, events have taken a very different turn.
 
For some reason, the church, which should still be recovering, had made its move, allowing us to suppress them more easily than in the original. The royal family inadvertently cleaned up across the empire, resulting in many heretics being swept away.
 



 

 
With the capital’s defenses significantly bolstered, maybe Elena and I would really have a peaceful time in Luden.
 
It was not highly likely, but it was possible. To be honest, it was partly wishful thinking.
 
I pulled out a book that I hadn’t opened in a while from my drawer. Its light green leather cover had gathered quite a bit of dust, as I hadn’t touched it since meeting Elena.
 
After dusting it off and opening it, I was greeted by familiar characters. The early sections were scribbled unevenly, but the rest were neatly written and easy on the eyes.
 
My hand stopped at the action plan I had written for the future.
 
The plan started with breaking off the engagement with Elena, a section I had aggressively crossed out to the point of nearly tearing the paper. It was understandable, given how things hadn’t gone as initially planned.
 
Reflecting on the past, I read through the untouched lines below.
 
They were guidelines aligned with the novel’s timeline, but now they seemed irrelevant and brought a smile to my face. Back then, I had blindly believed in this information from my memory, but revisiting it now, it felt meaningless.
 
Why had I so firmly believed that the story would follow the novel’s flow?
 
Even breaking off my engagement with Elena was a deviation from the story.
 
I ignited the book with a magical aura. Engulfed in black flames, it disappeared as if it had never existed.
 
The information in the book had long been memorized, so its value had diminished the moment I met her.
 
Yet, I had kept it until now because it comforted me to think the future was unfolding as I had written, reassuring me of my knowledge of what was to come.
 



 

 
Watching the book completely burn away, I felt a bit clearer in my head. It wasn’t a headache or anything; it was just a feeling.
 
“Time to get on with today’s tasks.”
 
Glancing at the clock on the wall, it was almost time for my appointment with the chef.
 
I got up, opened the door, and left the room.
 
***
 
“You’re here, young master. Everything is ready; you just need to wash your hands.”
 
Entering the kitchen, I was greeted by a man in a spotless white chef’s uniform with a short mustache.
 
Since it wasn’t long after lunch, the dishes hanging in the kitchen were still wet. I went to the sink, washed my hands, shook off the water, and put on the gloves he handed me.
 
His name was Hans Pillow.
 
Like Ken, my personal butler, he was employed by the Kraus household and had long been responsible for our family’s meals. He was a kind man with clear eyes, and just as he appeared, he was known for his generosity.
 
I had heard that among the servants of the lord’s castle, Hans was everyone’s favorite. If Ken was popular for his kindness and expertise, Hans had the added talent of captivating people’s stomachs with his cooking. I, too, was quite fond of his dishes.
 
Following his lead, I donned the prepared chef’s uniform and stood in front of the counter.
 
“It’s so clean.”
 
“The kitchen must always be clean. We clean regularly, but some tools are enchanted to maintain cleanliness. The chef’s uniform you’re wearing is one such item.”
 
There was no stain, no scent on the pure white chef’s uniform. Even though I half-expected a pleasant smell, it was utterly odorless, not even the scent of freshly laundered clothes.
 



 

 
Thinking about it, a good-smelling garment wouldn’t necessarily benefit cooking.
 
The aroma of food plays an important role in its enjoyment, and too strong a smell might even mask its natural flavor. Indeed, the tools of a professional, even their clothing, were different.
 
Catching me sniffing the uniform, Hans looked at me with amused eyes as if he’d seen something interesting. Feeling a bit foolish under his gaze, I quickly pulled down my sleeves.
 
Ken and others who had watched me grow up since childhood were particularly sensitive to my actions. I was not sure if it was because I grew up rather maturely for my age, but older servants like Ken, Maria, and Hans seemed delighted whenever I acted a bit naively.
 
Facing Hans, who didn’t avert his gaze, I said,
 
“It’s my first time wearing such a garment.”
 
“If it doesn’t fit, please let me know. I brought what seemed to fit your physique. Even if it’s a bit uncomfortable, please use it for today. I will have one tailored specifically for you.”
 
“Oh, that’s not necessary...”
 
Hans, smiling gently at my hesitant response, assured me,
 
“You’ll definitely need it later.”
 
I nodded, convinced by Hans’ confident assertion.
 
Was this his way of getting me interested in cooking? This cooking session was meant to be like a one-time event, but in Hans’ mind, it seemed I was destined to continue cooking.
 
Normally, at this time, I would be training in the martial arts field or attending to my duties as the heir of the family, but I had cleared my schedule today to learn how to make sweets from him.
 
The reason why I, who doesn’t have a sweet tooth, learned pastry making from Hans, once renowned as the best patissier?
 



 

 
What I was doing now was preparing a unique engagement gift of my own.
 
Typically, engagement gifts were rings or jewelry, and indeed, I had given Elena a ring and necklace I had thoughtfully chosen for her after our engagement. My taste in jewelry wasn’t particularly refined, so it took me a long time to select what I thought would suit her best.
 
Fortunately, Elena liked what I chose, and the very next day, she took me to the city to reciprocate.
 
“Damian, you seem to only wear your family’s uniform. The other clothes you own are also dark and similar in style. We need to broaden your range. Oh, mam, could you prepare one of each style from this catalog to fit him?”
 
“What? Elena, that’s too much...”
 
“Come to think of it, you’ll need accessories for your new clothes. Let’s go to the shop where Damian chose my necklace and ring. Something like brooches or tie pins that match them... Ehehe.”
 
That day, I truly realized Elena was an heir of one of only three ducal families in the empire.
 
I hadn’t expected to witness her ordering everything listed in a catalog right before my eyes.
 
While I knew the Kraus family was no less distinguished than the Edelweiss in terms of wealth and power, my economic mindset still followed my past life’s. I had seen documents move millions as the heir but had never experienced such spending firsthand, which perhaps made it feel less real. Even the checkbook I carried could easily replicate Elena’s spending.
 
That was why I was now preparing a second gift.
 
Though the most important aspect of a gift was the giver’s heart, I couldn’t shake the feeling of having lost something after receiving so much more from her yesterday. To avoid turning it into a mere extravagance, I chose to make her homemade sweets as a gift.
 



 

 
After all, receiving something handmade held a special meaning. Looking back, it seemed like a good decision.
 
I moved my wrist around and picked up a whisk lying on the countertop.
 
Before me were ingredients layered neatly in a round bowl. I always watched others do it, but now that it was my turn, even this simple task made my heart race.
 
“Hmm, so now I just need to make the dough with this?”
 
“Yes. It’s quite a laborious task, but there’s no need to worry, young master. Just watch what I do and follow along.”
 
As Hans moved his hands, the ingredients in the bowl began to mix together. I watched and mimicked his movements. The dough, heavy and stiff, required significant effort, and I had to be careful not to let it spill out of the bowl.
 
With such a great example before me, I managed to control the force and create the dough without difficulty.
 
I filled a piping bag with the thickened dough and began panning it onto a tray at regular intervals and sizes. It might sound boastful, but I had a knack for controlling my body, so my panning was done with impressive skill.
 
The size of the dough mounds was so uniform it almost looked machine-made.
 
Hans, seeing my work, clapped and praised my skill.
 
Could I have a hidden talent for this?
 
“You’re doing very well. You have a knack for it, young master. This time it’s just simple macarons, but next time...”
 
“Hans, I can see right through you.”
 
Hans grinned sheepishly at my comment.
 



 

 
I almost fell for his flattery. Looking over the dough on the tray, I realized all I had done was mix and pipe the dough – hardly enough to warrant talks of talent. Satisfying, yes, but his praise was a bit much.
 
After about ten minutes, the dough on the tray began to harden.
 
The next step was baking the dough in a temperature-controlled magical device. Adjusting the heat and preheating twice, a delicious aroma wafted up as the well-baked sweets emerged.
 
Finally, Hans’ special cream was piped onto the finished cookies, and another cookie was placed on top to complete the macarons.
 
It seemed simpler to make than I thought.
 
Just bake the dough, add cream, and stack.
 
Hans’ suggestion to make macarons wasn’t unfounded. The cream, which was a major flavor component, was made by Hans, but the process was incredibly simple. I even thought I could make them again if I had some free time.
 
“All of them turned out well. Would you like to try one?”
 
“You know I don’t do well with sweets... But I suppose the one who made them should try at least one.”
 
I bit into a macaron.
 
Freshly baked, it retained a warm temperature. The texture was perfect – not too hard, not too soft. The only downside for my taste was that it was a bit too sweet. But it wasn’t bad.
 
Hans also took a bite, nodded approvingly, and gave an okay sign. As long as the temperature was correctly set during baking, it was a simple enough pastry to not go wrong.
 
“However, it seems like too much for one person to eat.”
 
Was it the size of the tray or the fact that I got too carried away with piping the dough? Clearly, it was the latter. I had intended to make about six macarons, but ended up with three times that number.
 



 

 
“Hahaha. Don’t you usually eat this much? It’s fine. Miss Elena won’t mind.”
 
“But it could be too much. I initially planned to give Elena six, but I guess I’ll have to share the rest with others.”
 
Even after Hans and I had eaten two, there were still ten left.
 
Three for Alphonse, one for my father, and two each for Ken, Maria, and Hailey. That should just about do it. I took a bag from Hans, finished packing, and headed to Isillia Pavilion to deliver the macarons to Elena.
 
“Ah! Master Damian!”
 
I bumped into Hailey on my way.
 
Seeing her coming from the direction I was headed, I guessed Elena was likely in her room.
 
Hailey scanned me briefly, then her eyes lit up with recognition.
 
“You’re wearing a much brighter color today! You look great in white, completely opposite to black. Is this the outfit Miss Elena picked out for you?”
 
“Yes, it is. I’m glad it suits me.”
 
“And what’s that delightful smell? It’s coming from the bag you’re carrying. Miss Elena asked me to check the kitchen, but what a coincidence this is. Tea is already prepared in the room, so I’ll just accompany you.”
 
Hailey seemed pleased that she didn’t have to walk all the way to the main house’s kitchen. During our walk to Elena’s room, I handed her a small bag I was carrying.
 
“What’s this?”
 
“I made too many macarons for Elena, so I thought I’d share the extras. This is your portion, Hailey.”
 
“Wow! You made these yourself? For Miss Elena?! This is quite a treasure. It’s not common for young masters to bake, right?”
 



 

 
“Well, who knows? Maybe it’s not that uncommon.”
 
“Hmm, it smells perfect. But I’ll have to taste it to be sure!”
 
Hailey took a bite and quietly gave a thumbs-up. It felt like being judged by a royal food taster.
 
After receiving Hailey’s approval, I confidently headed to Elena’s room. My visit wasn’t unusual for this time of day, so Elena welcomed me as usual.
 
“The white suits you well, Damian. But what’s in that bag? It smells sweet.”
 
“It’s a gift.”
 
Elena opened the bag to find two pink macarons. They were the same as the ones usually served during our tea time, so she looked a bit puzzled at me.
 
Hailey chimed in, “Master Damian made those macarons for you!”
 
“Really? You made these, Damian?!”
 
Elena’s reaction mirrored Hailey’s initial surprise. Was it that hard to believe? Seeing Elena’s expression shift to a bright smile and hearing her words of thanks warmed my heart.
 
“I’ll save these and cherish them.”
 
“You can’t do that, they’ll go bad.”
 
“But there are only six! How can I eat such precious things? I’ll cast a preservation spell, they’ll last at least a year...”
 
I recalled Hans’ words from earlier. Was he so confident I’d need a chef’s outfit because he anticipated this scenario?
 
Thinking back to Elena’s joy when she first received the macarons, it seemed Hans’ prediction was on point.
 
“I’ll just make more for you later. So stop trying to cast a spell on them.”
 
With that promise, I managed to prevent Elena from casting a preservation spell on the macarons. I had a feeling that macarons wouldn’t be the only thing I’d learn to make from Hans.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 87: The Maid and the Young Master (1)
 
“Ugh... It’s so hot.”
 
Hailey muttered involuntarily as the sun blared high in the sky.
 
The sunlight today felt unusually hotter than before. Having grown up in Merohim, where one could see snowscapes all year round, Hailey was particularly sensitive to the increasingly hot temperatures of Sarham.
 
Unlike always-snowy Merohim, Sarham had distinct seasons.
 
It had been over two months since Elena and Hailey arrived in Sarham, and now it was time for the transition from spring to summer. True summer was still a while away, but Hailey, unaccustomed to changing seasons, felt this shift keenly.
 
Every time she felt completely assimilated into Sarham’s lifestyle, the different environment here, compared to Merohim, served as a reminder. Though she preferred the warm atmosphere of the lord’s castle over the perpetual cold of her homeland, she realized she still needed time to fully adjust to the south.
 
Hailey looked at Elena walking in the garden with a look of wonder.
 
“Is the young lady alright? Given her frail core...”
 
Hailey herself wanted to hide in the shade, yet the lady, who grew up in a similar environment, was out strolling under the scorching sun with the young master, as usual. Hailey watched over her, worrying, even though Elena could have rested inside. But Elena seemed as energetic as children running around in the streets.
 
It was unthinkable for Elena, who had far surpassed the realms of the legendary archmages, to be bothered by the heat. But Hailey, who was watching her closely with Damian, was oblivious to this fact.
 
“By the way, the two of you really can’t seem to stay apart for a day. The weather is getting hotter, but don’t the two of you feel the heat?”
 
Watching the two of them closely together outside, Hailey fanned her blushing face without realizing.
 



 

 
The heat she felt wasn’t just because of the changing seasons. Ever since the engagement between Elena and Damian, being around the sweet atmosphere the couple exuded often made her face feel hot.
 
Hailey was not only Elena’s maid but also a young girl in the midst of adolescence.
 
Though young, she had mastered all the skills required of a maid, like administrative work and etiquette, to assist Elena. Despite her lack of experience, her knowledge inevitably made her quite aware of matters between men and women.
 
As a result, this often led her to imagine scenarios that went beyond mere fantasy, as her knowledge would whimsically guide these thoughts. Inevitably, this caused Hailey’s head to heat up with embarrassment.
 
Ultimately, the heat Hailey was feeling was a result of her own imagination.
 
After watching the couple for a few minutes, Hailey turned to head back inside.
 
She reasoned that constantly watching over them, even as a maid, was akin to surveillance. It seemed more appropriate to leave them be for a while. Returning to the castle to prepare a cold drink to beat the heat seemed like a more fitting duty.
 
After all, imagination was just that – imagination. She knew it was too soon to expect anything more from the couple who still blushed at a mere kiss.
 
Thus, feeling assured that nothing would happen even if they were left alone, Hailey stepped inside.
 
“A cold beverage, huh? Oh, I remember seeing strawberries in the kitchen recently since they’re in season. Maybe I should prepare a strawberry shake. And for the young master, an iced coffee should suffice.”
 
Being well-acquainted with Elena’s daily routine, Hailey knew that the two would return for tea time. Normally, she could have asked a servant to prepare it, but having served Elena for so long, she instinctively took it upon herself.
 



 

 
“Shake~ Shake~ A sweet and tangy strawberry shake~”
 
Hailey hummed to herself as she headed towards the main building’s kitchen.
 
While the tea-time essentials were available in each annex, what she planned to prepare required kitchen ingredients and tools.
 
As she cheerfully recited ‘strawberry shake,’ it was hard to tell if she was more excited about preparing it for Elena or for herself.
 
Normally, she would grumble about the distance, but the thought of a strawberry shake kept her in high spirits, without a single complaint on her walk to the kitchen.
 
“Uncle Hans! Two strawberry shakes, please, and a light coffee with ice!”
 
“You cheeky thing. If you’re in the kitchen, you should prepare it yourself. Why are you asking me to do it when you know how?”
 
Hailey, upon entering the kitchen, naturally made her request to Hans. His response, exasperated yet familiar, indicated this wasn’t the first time she had done this.
 
“But I’m exhausted from running all the way from Isillia Pavilion. And I have to walk back there, too. Pleaseee, just this once?”
 
“Alright, alright. But you’ll have to wait. There’s another order before yours.”
 
Hans replied, somewhat resigned, gesturing towards the kitchen window as Hailey pleaded in her drawling voice.
 
Looking over there, Hailey saw the knights, seemingly just finished with training, drenched in sweat. The earlier orderer Hans mentioned must have been them.
 
Glancing back at the kitchen, she noticed cups on the counter filled with ice and several strawberries. Apparently, strawberries were in season, and Hans was preparing strawberry shakes for them.
 
“Ahh, of course. Please take your time.”
 
As she turned to look out the window, the knights, seemingly about to collapse, raised their hands to signal their presence. How intensely must they have trained for even these superhuman warriors to tremble like aspen leaves?
 



 

 
The dirt and sweat on their uniforms vividly hinted at the rigor of their training.
 
Seeing them, did something come to Hailey’s mind?
 
She began to help Hans prepare the drinks for the knights, a look of uncharacteristic envy in her eyes as she watched their disheveled appearance. Contrary to her initial demand for Hans to make her drink, her movements were now swift and precise in aiding him.
 
“Here you go, your strawberry shakes are ready!”
 
Hailey handed over the shakes to the knights, mimicking a café worker. The knights, receiving their cups through the window, thanked her.
 
Only after the knights finished their drinks and left could Hailey finally step out of the kitchen. She watched them return to the training grounds, a trace of longing in her eyes, and then started back towards Isillia Pavilion.
 
***
 
The following morning, before dawn:
 
In the Lord’s castle, before even the servants who light the lamps had awoken, Alphonse opened his eyes in bed.
 
“Yaaawwnn...”
 
Stretching out with a big yawn, Alphonse stretched his arms and legs, already adept at his morning routine.
 
The light entering through the window was but a faint glimmer from the stars and moon still in the sky, too weak to rouse anyone from sleep.
 
Alphonse had trained himself to wake up at this hour without an alarm, to avoid disturbing the quiet of the mansion.
 
This wasn’t to say that Alphonse intentionally cut short his sleep to wake up early. Being tall like his father and brother was paramount for Alphonse, which meant drinking milk and getting enough sleep were his top priorities. He simply adjusted his bedtime and naps to wake up earlier.
 



 

 
Alphonse’s shift to early rising coincided with a change in his brother Damian’s routine.
 
Originally, Damian used to wake up early for dawn training, but after several incidents increased his workload, his morning sessions naturally ceased. Despite his lack of sleep, forcing himself to train would have been counterproductive, almost inviting illness. The right choice indeed.
 
Instead, he compensated by increasing the joint training sessions with the knights, leading to Alphonse witnessing many of them lying exhausted in the training ground, groaning under the increased workload.
 
This was why Alphonse began secretly rising at dawn.
 
He harbored a desire to surprise his brother with his vastly improved skills, achieved through practice out of Damian’s sight. However, to do so, he needed to train away from his watchful eye.
 
But with Damian always around during training time and Maria ensuring he neither held nor swung a sword at other times, Alphonse had no choice but to sneak out for practice at dawn.
 
Armed with a wooden sword made of dark, ebony wood, Alphonse stepped out of his room.
 
Initially, he walked the corridors nervously, fearing not to be noticed by others, but he had since become adept at moving silently. Confidently and swiftly, he made his way to the training ground.
 
“Hehe. Successful again!”
 
Feeling a boost in confidence from not encountering anyone on his way, Alphonse chuckled quietly to himself.
 
“Lights?!!”
 
But his joy was short-lived. Approaching the training ground, he noticed a light and quickly hid behind a building wall.
 
Confusion clouded Alphonse’s face, which just moments ago brimmed with self-assurance over his stealthy approach.
 
If it was a knight who had come early for training, it would be fortunate, but if the person there was Damian, it likely meant Alphonse’s secret training sessions had already been discovered long ago.
 



 

 
Alphonse cautiously approached the source of the light, muffling his presence.
 
If he had already been discovered, this act of stealth would be pointless. Yet, there remained a chance he hadn’t been. As he neared, the figure at the training ground began to take shape.
 
“Huh?”
 
The lamp light revealed a figure with hair the color of light aquamarine.
 
Alphonse immediately let out a sigh of relief at the sight of the non-black hair, but as the light fully illuminated the mysterious person in the training ground, he was taken aback by their identity.
 
“Miss Hailey?”
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
 
[TL: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl
 
Join Our Discord for regular updates and have fun with other community members: https://discord.com/invite/SqWtJpPtm9]




            ---The End Of The Chapter---

                                        
                
                            
                

                    
                            
                

                    
                            
                

                    

                            
                

                    
            



        

                    
            

                
                    
            
                    
            

                
                    
            

                

                    
            

                
        
                    
                
                
                    
                    Join Our Discord

                    Be part of our amazing community!

                    Join Now
                

            


        

        
            
            




        


                                    
                    Comments

                    
                    

                

                    

        
            
        

        
            
            




        


        
            
            




        


        
                    
            
                    
            

                

                    
            

                
                    
            

                
                    
            
                
            Chapter 88: The Maid and the Young Master (2)
 
‘What am I doing right now?’
 
Hailey sighed as she stood dazedly in the center of the training ground, doing nothing.
 
There was still plenty of time before dawn.
 
As a maid, she should have returned to bed and tried to sleep.
 
If she stayed up all night, she couldn’t predict how her body would feel the next day. Even if she couldn’t sleep, she should have forced herself to close her eyes and lie in bed, not come outside like this.
 
But here Hailey was, outside.
 
Even as she internally protested, she ended up here, not in her bedroom but in the training grounds.
 
Not entering her room, nor doing anything particular, Hailey stood here.
 
She was already aware of what had drawn her outside.
 
If she had just wanted to escape the suffocating room, she didn’t need to come this far from her bedroom. It was her own desire to be here. Ever since she encountered the knights yesterday, no, even before that, she had always wanted to be here.
 
She had just been suppressing and hiding these feelings.
 
It could be said that a maid has no connection to swords,
 
But Hailey Hartman,
 
Before she was a maid to Elena, she was a daughter of the Hartman family, a vassal family of the Edelweiss Dukedom.
 
The Hartman family, as evidenced by Wilhelm Hartman, who still counts as one of the empire’s greatest knights and currently leads the Edelweiss Knight Order, was a renowned martial family in the North.
 
How could she, the eldest daughter of the Hartman family, have no connection to swords?
 
She was Hailey, who had been taught how to wield a sword even before she could read, by her grandfather and father.
 
‘You have no talent.’
 
In the empty training ground, a voice that shouldn’t be there echoed in her ears. The common, predictable story of why she didn’t remain in her family to become a knight, but became Elena’s maid instead.
 



 

 
Knights were superhumans.
 
They were the closest beings to the legendary heroes who could split mountains and slay dragons with a single sword, akin to magicians wielding armaments and performing miracles beyond human capabilities.
 
And for such knights, the proof that they could perform miracles was the power known as Aura. Hailey, however, lacked the talent to harness such power.
 
It was no exaggeration to say that a knight’s prowess came entirely from Aura.
 
Aura was the power that transformed their swords into legendary weapons capable of cutting anything, and it was also Aura that completed their superhuman physical abilities.
 
This Aura was akin to the culmination of martial arts skills one had built up over time, but even so, a certain level of innate quality was necessary to contain it in one’s body.
 
From a young age, Hailey’s insight was sharp enough to understand all the nuances of the sword techniques Wilhelm demonstrated, but unfortunately, the capacity of her body, unlike her exceptional intellect, was below that of an ordinary person.
 
Even with continuous training, she would excel in martial arts, but reaching the level of knights who ran as fast as the wind and shook the earth with their strength seemed a distant dream.
 
Strictly speaking, Hailey’s core was more suited to be a mage than a knight.
 
Unlike knights who store power within their bodies to use as a driving force, mages were those who manipulated external forces to complete the magic, performing miracles. Hailey, lacking the ability to contain Aura but able to manipulate it, was well qualified to walk the path of magic.
 



 

 
Knowing this, the Hartman family stopped encouraging her to wield a sword.
 
Since the Edelweiss Dukedom they served was one of the continent’s most renowned magical families, they sent Hailey there, hoping the ducal family would provide her with an excellent mentor in magic.
 
Initially, she wasn’t sent to be a maid at the duchy, but it was Hailey herself who chose what she wanted to do there.
 
Hailey, lacking interest in magic, chose to stay with the ducal family as Elena’s maid, but regardless of the reason, her becoming Elena’s maid was ultimately because she lacked the talent of a knight.
 
Even if Hailey hadn’t met Elena and decided to become her maid, had she not relinquished her sword, she would have eventually been sent to serve as a maid like other noble daughters. Hailey chose to act on her own rather than being compelled by others.
 
“It’s been a long time.”
 
Lifting the sword she took out from the storage, Hailey let out a faint smile, feeling the unfamiliarity of a sensation she hadn’t felt in a long while.
 
While living with the Edelweiss family, she often received suggestions from Elena to become a mage. Elena’s words weren’t out of knowledge of her situation, but pure kindness as a friend, yet Hailey never accepted them.
 
The paths of magic and martial arts were mutually exclusive.
 
Choosing one meant abandoning the other.
 
It was hard to discern where one was with just the dim light leaking from a small lamp in the darkness, but just knowing she stood in the training grounds ignited her emotions more than ever before.
 
The feelings she thought she had left behind while living as a maid still lingered in Hailey’s heart. In fact, from the moment she chose not to step into the world of magic, she never intended to give up the sword.
 



 

 
Was it because she hadn’t undergone systematic training for a while? The sword in her hand felt unusually heavy. This heaviness seemed to weigh down Hailey’s heart as well, but the joy of holding the sword right now outweighed that burden.
 
Initially, she thought of this as a brief deviation, but once she held the sword, she began to concentrate as if nothing else in the world mattered at that moment.
 
Although it had been a long time since she last held a sword, making her body as rigid as a stone compared to before, Hailey hadn’t forgotten anything she had learned. She adopted a basic stance and moved her feet, letting her hands follow her heart.
 
The internal energy circulating within her was meager, so Hailey’s sword movements were slow, but they lacked any disarray.
 
The sword blade, catching the moonlight, seemed to be wrapped in a sword aura, twinkling in the darkness.
 
It was like a transient illusion, lasting only for this moment, but Hailey liked it. Even though it was fake, the moonlight-wrapped sword seemed to transform her into a real knight, and she couldn’t hate it.
 
The Hartman family’s swordsmanship that she had learned was originally a powerful form filled with strength. But as Hailey couldn’t replicate the sword of her memories, she simply performed the movements that were easiest for her. If it had been a mere powerless sword, it might have appeared clumsy, but her swordplay was not like that.
 
Her graceful sword dance, together with the moonlight, filled the space, almost creating an illusion of brightness around her.
 



 

 
Thus, under the moonlight, Hailey’s sword dance continued for a while.
 
With a final downward slash marking the end of the form, Hailey let go of the sword.
 
“Haa... Haa... It’s been too long. It’s heavy.”
 
Although her voice was filled with regret, Hailey’s face looked utterly relieved.
 
As soon as she released the sword, her body, which had remained steady while swinging, now staggered. Having not trained for a long time, it was impossible to have the same physical strength as before. Even if she swung with less force, handling the weight of the heavy metal was too much for the body of a mere maid.
 
“But, I think I’ll be able to sleep now.”
 
Drained of energy, she just needed to lie in bed, and she would fall asleep without any lingering thoughts, regardless of her will. However, she couldn’t be sure about waking up at the right time, the next day.
 
Was it because of the drained energy? It was hard for her to stand upright and maintain her balance.
 
Staggering, Hailey nearly fell forward onto the ground, but she quickly solved the problem by thrusting the sword she was holding into the earth. Her body, about to tumble forward, was able to stop just in time, precariously balancing with the support of the sword.
 
“Huh? Did I just hear something...?”
 
Hailey turned her head towards the other side of the training ground. The lamplight didn’t reach there, showing only darkness. Soon, she turned her head back and started to focus on catching her breath.
 
***
 
In the darkness, a young boy, Alphonse, moved.
 
His feet were quick as he tried to distance himself from the training ground, but no sound of footsteps followed.
 
His practice of sneaking into the training ground unnoticed was paying off. Feeling sufficiently far from the training ground, Alphonse stopped and looked back.
 



 

 
Fortunately, there was no one following him.
 
“Phew... She must not have seen me, right?”
 
Relieved that Hailey hadn’t discovered him, Alphonse exhaled deeply.
 
Unintentionally, his body had moved at the sight of Hailey, finishing her sword dance and staggering, nearly falling forward.
 
Originally, he had only planned to check who was in the training ground and then return to his room, but the person he found there was so unexpectedly different. Was it because of the unexpected person, or was it because he couldn’t take his eyes off her swordsmanship?
 
Contrary to his initial intention, he ended up watching her from the beginning to the end.
 
Anyone who saw her dancing with the sword under the moonlight would have found it mystical. The way she drew in the moonlight with her sword, painting images in the air, was beautiful beyond words.
 
Alphonse involuntarily recalled Hailey dancing with her sword under the moonlight in her nightgown. He remembered her face, smiling foolishly as she playfully wielded her sword, and it kept lingering in his memory.
 
Feeling a sudden rush of heat to his face, Alphonse dismissed it as warmth from running, not considering it important.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 89: The Maid and the Young Master (3)
 
Lately, Alphonse’s mood had been like a cloudy sky.
 
It wasn’t raining, but it wasn’t refreshing either – a kind of indeterminate feeling.
 
Since that day, Hailey had been practicing her swordsmanship every dawn on the training grounds.
 
As a result, Alphonse, ousted from his spot, could no longer carry out his morning training routine, breaking his daily pattern.
 
He wondered if this disruption was causing his off condition, but even trying to compensate for the missed morning sessions by creating a new routine didn’t dispel his unease.
 
This feeling persisted even during his afternoon swordsmanship training with Damian.
 
Usually, Alphonse could forget everything during these sessions, but now it was the opposite. The training ground, the source of his inexplicable mood, was the very place where he trained.
 
Was it because it was the same place?
 
Even though Hailey herself wasn’t there, Alphonse’s mind continually pictured her. It all started when he had seen her sword dance. Since that dawn under the moonlight, when he first saw her practicing alone, these unknown emotions began to trouble Alphonse’s mind.
 
With such turmoil in his head, how could his body move properly?
 
As expected, Damian, who was overseeing Alphonse’s training, noticed something was off. A day or two might have been overlooked, but it had been over three days. He couldn’t help but worry if there was some issue.
 
Eventually, Damian had to address it.
 
“Alphonse? Is something bothering you?”
 
“Huh? What do you mean, brother? No, nothing’s wrong at all!”
 
“Really? Lately, it seems like you’re not focusing as well as before. I thought you might be worried about something. Let’s call it a day for today’s training.”
 
“But..!!”
 
“Swinging a sword with your mind elsewhere could lead to injury. I understand you want to move your body more to clear your thoughts, but even that requires a minimum level of concentration.”
 



 

 
Being a teacher, Damian could easily tell if his student was focused or not. Alphonse, who always approached training with earnestness, made this lack of concentration all the more noticeable.
 
Alphonse reluctantly agreed with Damian’s observation that he wasn’t focusing. Without countering Damian’s suggestion to halt the training, he quietly nodded.
 
“Why don’t you put the sword down for a moment and talk with me, your brother? You seem troubled, and if it’s something I can help with, I will.”
 
Alphonse pondered Damian’s words for a moment before shaking his head. He was unsure how to articulate his restless feelings to someone else, especially since he wasn’t certain about their cause himself.
 
To explain, he would inevitably have to mention his secret dawn trainings, risking revealing his clandestine practices to Damian. Besides, for some reason, Alphonse didn’t want to share what happened that dawn with anyone. He couldn’t exactly define why, but he was sure of his feelings.
 
“No, it’s alright, brother. I just need a moment alone to meditate!”
 
“Hmm, okay then,” Damian agreed.
 
As Alphonse hurried to end the conversation, Damian didn’t press further. Though he seemed disappointed not to hear Alphonse’s worries, he ruffled Alphonse’s hair understandingly before leaving the training ground.
 
Left alone, Alphonse set down his sword and sat down on the dirt floor. His words to Damian weren’t entirely empty; he closed his eyes and took deep breaths, attempting to meditate. However, he couldn’t concentrate. His heart pounded unusually fast, making it impossible to calm down. Every time he tried to focus, instead of darkness, he saw the training ground under the dawn light.
 



 

 
Like an audience member watching a stage, he envisioned her dancing under the moonlight, illuminating her every move. Thus, Alphonse couldn’t maintain his meditation, his actions only bringing back memories of that day.
 
“Ughhhhhhhhhhhhh!” he exclaimed in frustration, his fingers ruffling his hair even more than Damian had.
 
Despite trying everything he knew, he couldn’t erase that day’s scene from his mind. What troubled Alphonse the most was his inability to understand the emotions he’d been experiencing since that day.
 
Though often praised for his maturity, Alphonse was still just a child, not even ten years old. His lack of life experience meant there were many things he didn’t understand. No matter how many books he read, there were aspects of the world that couldn’t be understood through reading alone.
 
There were many around Alphonse who could provide answers to the things he wished to know.
 
Just as with Damian, and others like Ken and Maria, who had lived several years longer than himself, Alphonse knew that any of them could potentially provide a clear answer to his questions.
 
However, just as he had refused Damian’s offer, Alphonse was reluctant to discuss this matter with others. Thus, he was left to find the answers on his own.
 
***
 
Like any other day, Alphonse woke up at dawn and prepared to go outside.
 
Ever since Hailey had taken over the training ground in the mornings, Alphonse hadn’t practiced his swordsmanship there, but he always carried a wooden sword with him when he went out.
 
With his current state of mind, proper training, as Damian had said, seemed impossible. Yet, for Alphonse, carrying the wooden sword was as essential as wearing clothes when going outside.
 
Uncharacteristic for someone who had just woken up, Alphonse’s face bore a determined expression. He had spent most of his time in bed steeling himself for what lay ahead, so he had hardly slept. Although he spent more time thinking than sleeping, he didn’t feel particularly tired.
 



 

 
Alphonse pulled a small luminescent stone from his drawer, one he had received a while ago.
 
Originally intended for practice in converting magic into aura, Alphonse decided to use this luminescent stone as a lamp. Of course, he no longer needed a lamp for walking at night, as he had become adept at using his aura to see in the dark. His ability to venture out at dawn without being detected was partly due to not using a lamp.
 
But what Alphonse intended to do now was not to secretly practice in the training ground and leave, as before, but to talk to Hailey.
 
He didn’t want to startle her by appearing suddenly out of the darkness, so he planned to light the luminescent stone and approach her with it from the start.
 
Alphonse had decided, after much contemplation, to honestly tell Hailey that he had been watching her train all this while.
 
Upon reflection, he realized there had been several opportunities to speak to Hailey about this, but each time, he had unwittingly avoided her. It was only during his time in bed that he had come to this realization.
 
So this time, he would not avoid her but face her instead.
 
Whatever happened, something was bound to change after their conversation.
 
“Phew... Let’s go.”
 
Alphonse took a deep breath and cautiously opened his room door to step outside. Once he was a good distance from the lord’s castle, he infused the luminescent stone with magic, creating light. Holding the light in his hand, Alphonse ran towards the training ground.
 



 

 
Once Alphonse had made up his mind, his steps towards the training ground felt incredibly light.
 
He was uncertain whether his buoyant mood was due to the prospect of talking with Hailey or a change in his own mindset.
 
As he neared the training ground, a small light in the center caught his eye.
 
Seeing it, Alphonse was certain that Hailey had come to the training ground again. During the day, he had avoided her, but this time, without any hesitation, he ran towards the light.
 
“Huh?”
 
Contrary to Alphonse’s expectation, there was only a lit lamp in the training ground, with no sign of Hailey.
 
Startled, Alphonse hastily looked around, perhaps too flustered to notice something suddenly grabbing him from behind.
 
“Whoa!!”
 
“!!!!!”
 
A voice, heavy with the intent to surprise, pierced Alphonse’s ears.
 
From the moment he was gently embraced, Alphonse knew the person behind him was not a foe.
 
Lifting his head, he saw who the organizer of this surprise was. When he thought about it, it was obvious. Who else could play such a prank but the owner of the lamp?
 
“Hehe!! How about that? Did I scare you?”
 
Hailey looked at Alphonse, whom she held in her arms, giggling with delight.
 
She expected a startled reaction from Alphonse, but disappointingly, he did not respond as she had hoped.
 
Alphonse, with a dazed expression, simply looked at Hailey, who was embracing him. She had anticipated a shocked face but was met with quiet observation, which seemed to surprise her instead.
 
“Hmm? Little master?”
 
“....”
 
It was only when Hailey called him again that Alphonse nodded, indicating that he was listening.
 
Was it the soft sensation on his head that he recognized, or was it because he was so close to Hailey? Alphonse couldn’t pinpoint the cause of the heat that was now flooding his face.
 



 

 
All he could do was hope that Hailey hadn’t noticed his flushed face and kept his head bowed.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
 
[TL: You can support the translation and read 5 premium chapters on Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/WanderingSoultl
 
Join Our Discord for regular updates and have fun with other community members: https://discord.com/invite/SqWtJpPtm9]




            ---The End Of The Chapter---

                                        
                

                    
                            
                
                            
                

                    
                            
                
            



        

                    
            

                
                    
            

                

                    
            

                
                    
            
        
                    
                
                
                    
                    Join Our Discord

                    Be part of our amazing community!

                    Join Now
                

            


        

        
            
            




        


                                    
                    Comments

                    
                    

                

                    

        
            
        

        
            
            




        


        
            
            




        


        
                    
            
                    
            
                    
            

                

                    
            

                

                    
            
                    
            

                
                    
            
                
            Chapter 90: The Maid and the Young Master (4)
 
Hailey was at a loss about what to do with this small young master cradled in her arms.
 
The little boy, hanging his head in silence, wouldn’t look back at her no matter how much she called out to him. She could feel the faint heat radiating from Alphonse’s head against her skin, making it clear that the boy was feeling shy.
 
What was making this child so bashful?
 
To open up the boy’s heart, first, she needed to understand the reason behind it.
 
But Hailey didn’t have to ponder deeply about it. She already had a guess about what Alphonse was embarrassed about.
 
Hailey thought that Alphonse’s embarrassment stemmed from the guilt of watching her perform her sword dance at every dawn. The first time could be dismissed as a chance encounter on the street, but Alphonse had hidden and watched her sword dance several times already.
 
In Hailey’s eyes, Alphonse was a very smart and thoughtful child.
 
Observing Alphonse’s actions made it hard to believe he was only seven years old; he seemed mature and considerate beyond his years.
 
It wasn’t just about him being well-versed in etiquette.
 
Hailey, although still young, had mastered the art of diplomacy as a maid assisting Elena. Even she acknowledged that Alphonse’s ability to assess situations and react was not typical for a child.
 
A normal seven-year-old wouldn’t leave his beloved Hyung and noona to secretly sneak away. They would usually want to stay and might even throw tantrums or cry.
 
During the last spring’s hunting tournament, didn’t he tactfully make the ladies from the southern noble families back off from surrounding Elena?
 
The place where they stood was in the lordship of Kraus, and Alphonse was the second son of Count Kraus.
 



 

 
Strictly speaking, Alphonse was not at fault. If anyone was to blame, it would be Hailey for swinging her sword without permission in someone else’s training ground.
 
Hailey believed that Alphonse was probably aware of this fact as well.
 
However, this mature-for-his-age little boy was feeling guilty for secretly watching someone else’s practice.
 
‘It’s really not a big deal.’
 
Hailey had known all along that Alphonse had been watching her sword dance. From the day she first went out at dawn, Alphonse’s behavior towards her had changed, making it impossible not to notice.
 
She never intended to keep it a secret in the first place.
 
Her decision to practice swordplay at dawn wasn’t so much about hiding it from others, but more about her liking the routine she started that morning.
 
Honestly, Hailey was pleased that Alphonse felt this way.
 
For a knight, watching someone else’s training without permission was dishonorable, which meant that Alphonse viewed Hailey as a legitimate swordswoman.
 
‘Maybe I should start by explaining that to him.’
 
Telling him the truth would probably alleviate some of Alphonse’s guilt.
 
Knowing that Alphonse had caught her from the first day was a relief; had she known she was being watched by Alphonse or someone else that day, she might have felt embarrassed. Therefore, Hailey felt a sense of responsibility for Alphonse’s continued shyness.
 
As Hailey was choosing her words, Alphonse spoke up first.
 
“...Please.”
 
“What?”
 
“Let go... please... Hailey. It’s hot...”
 
At Alphonse’s faint outcry, Hailey looked down at him.
 
“Oh.”
 
Seeing the heat-stricken Alphonse, Hailey instantly understood the problem.
 
Hailey wasn’t particularly tall, but she was tall enough to hold little Alphonse in her arms. Alphonse, being so light and small, was effortlessly cradled by Hailey, almost like handling a doll.
 



 

 
In the mid-winter, it was natural to sweat when people were close to each other, let alone in the early summer when the temperature was rising.
 
Especially since Alphonse was nestled between Hailey’s chest, he was bound to feel more heat. All this time, she thought his flushed face was from embarrassment, but there was another reason hidden beneath.
 
***
 
Alphonse pulled away from Hailey, and for a brief moment, silence lingered between them.
 
Physically and emotionally, Alphonse needed to dissipate the heat, and there was no better coolant than this silence. As the warmth slightly subsided, Alphonse, as planned, bowed his head and apologized to Hailey.
 
“I’m sorry for watching your training in silence all this time. I should have spoken up earlier, but I lacked the courage and only now found my voice.”
 
His face, still a bit flushed, indicated the heat hadn’t entirely faded, but his mind seemed clear, his vocabulary as eloquent as ever.
 
Hailey, upon seeing Alphonse’s solemn face, quickly waved off his apology.
 
“No, it’s my fault for swinging my sword at dawn without permission, not yours for seeing it. By the way, you came to the training ground at dawn that day for practice, right? Have you always been waking up early to train?”
 
“What? Yes... that’s right.”
 
“That’s amazing!!”
 
Hailey, unable to keep looking at Alphonse’s face, shifted the conversation to praise his reasons for being out at dawn.
 
It wasn’t just small talk to change the subject; Hailey had thought about what to say when she first encountered Alphonse, just as he had pondered before meeting her. Naturally, she wondered why Alphonse was outside that day.
 
Waking up early to train at his age, when sleep was usually abundant, was impressive, and Hailey thought so too.
 



 

 
Although surprised by the sudden praise, Alphonse’s lips slowly curled into a smile.
 
As their conversation continued, the distance between them seemed to close.
 
Despite the earlier awkwardness, both were eager to talk, and as Alphonse regained his composure, their conversation flowed smoothly.
 
Each time he spoke with Hailey, Alphonse felt a pleasant sense of relief.
 
It felt like a blockage had suddenly cleared like a weight had been lifted off his heart. His heart still raced uncontrollably, but that was a small price to pay for this relief.
 
Every time Hailey shared why she had put down and then taken up her sword again, he felt like they were growing closer, discovering things he hadn’t known before. It made him smile, thinking about it.
 
“Hehe. I’ve never shared this story with the lady, but speaking it out loud like this feels liberating.”
 
Above all, Alphonse felt happy seeing Hailey looking at him so comfortably. Even if it was only possible because of his young age, sharing a secret that even Elena, the closest to Hailey, didn’t know was something special.
 
“When I think about it, my coming out at dawn has been preventing the young master from training. So, in the future, I should perhaps ask the captain for permission to practice in the afternoon...”
 
“No, you can’t!!!”
 
“What?”
 
“You see, during the day, you have a lot of other duties, right? People might misunderstand and think you’re slacking off... And Sir Gwen, although he seems benign, is quite a stickler for rules! He might not let anyone but the knights use the training ground. Also, after the knights’ training, my brother and I use it. He’s teaching me the family’s secret sword techniques during that time, so he’s restricted access to others. I think it’s better for you to continue getting up early for morning exercises!”
 



 

 
“Oh..hahaha, I see?”
 
Hailey nodded, her face blank, as Alphonse’s words tumbled out relentlessly.
 
Alphonse felt a pang of guilt for inadvertently painting Sir Gwen as an overly strict disciplinarian, but seeing Hailey nod in apparent agreement washed away his guilt.
 
The reason he appeared before Hailey now was to share this dawn time openly, not to prevent these early morning meetings. If Hailey stopped coming, it would defeat the purpose.
 
“But then, won’t the young master’s training be affected?”
 
“Originally, my training at dawn was more about physical conditioning than sword technique, so it doesn’t really matter.”
 
“Ah~”
 
It wasn’t entirely untrue that Alphonse focused more on physical training than swordsmanship. It was a half-truth.
 
“Indeed, you’re right, young master. It’s tough during the day with all the work to be done. An outsider swinging a sword amidst the members would certainly cause inconvenience... So, if it doesn’t bother you, may I continue to come out at dawn like this?”
 
“Yes! Of course!!!”
 
Alphonse finally smiled brightly, responding to Hailey’s assurance to come out only at dawn.
 
Time had flown by unnoticed, and a red glow was creeping into the dark sky in the distance. They needed to leave soon to avoid being discovered by others.
 
Although they had only talked, Alphonse thought it was time well spent. To progress from merely observing to this felt gratifying. The day was just breaking, yet he was already looking forward to the evening.
 
“Young master.”
 
As Alphonse was about to return to his room, still beaming, Hailey stopped him. Turning around, wondering if she had something more to say, she handed him a small stone.
 



 

 
“You forgot this.”
 
“Oh, this is...”
 
The colorless crystal, which hadn’t shone in Hailey’s hand, began to emit a bright light as soon as it touched Alphonse’s hand. It was the illumination stone Alphonse had brought as a makeshift lamp. Hailey must have found it after it slipped from his hand when she surprised him.
 
“It’s a beautiful light. I used to practice a lot with one of these when I was younger. Seeing it shine so brightly, you’ll undoubtedly become a great knight when you grow up.”
 
“Thank you for the compliment, Hailey.”
 
Alphonse didn’t feel his heart race as before when Hailey gently patted his head. Instead, it felt like emerging from a blissful dream into reality, as if struck by cold water.
 
Hailey’s words were devoid of malice, filled only with goodwill, but Alphonse knew there was more to it than that.
 
The shadow cast on Hailey’s face, beyond the brightly shining illumination stone, was clear in Alphonse’s eyes.
 
After parting from Hailey, Alphonse stared at the illumination stone in his hand for a long time.
 
Was it because of their conversation and learning what made her put down her sword? The small pebble-sized illumination stone she had handed to him felt as heavy as if he were holding a rock.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 91: The Maid and the Young Master (5)
 
Upon returning to her room, the first thing Hailey did was to step into the bathroom and wash herself.
 
It wasn’t like she had sweated from training like the day before, but the increasing warmth of the approaching summer in Sarham was enough to make one feel uneasy without a refreshing rinse.
 
It was still early summer, not too hot, but for Hailey, who had spent her life in a place where the view from the window was always a snowy landscape, the heat was an unfamiliar companion.
 
Drying off with a towel, Hailey sat on a chair. Having bathed in cold water, she shivered as heat escaped her body, but the ensuing coolness brought more satisfaction than the chill.
 
“Hooo...”
 
She exhaled contentedly, recalling the events of the night.
 
“Hehe, I’ve made a night-time friend?”
 
The brief conversation with Alphonse had been a comforting moment for Hailey. Being able to share, even partially, things she couldn’t previously express to others was undeniably liberating.
 
The image of the cute little boy with bright, sparkling eyes was also quite healing.
 
She hadn’t expected things to unfold this way, but nonetheless, the dawn training with Alphonse was a piece of good news for Hailey.
 
The previous use of the training ground at dawn was technically unauthorized, but partnering with Alphonse made it a rightful act.
 
“Still, he must have seen everything when we said goodbye....”
 
Hailey knew without looking in a mirror the expression she must have had when she returned the luminescent stone Alphonse had dropped.
 
The stone, which emitted no light when she touched it, had shone brightly in the hands of the young boy, as if echoing a voice in her ears.
 
Alphonse’s slightly deflated response at the end was probably due to seeing Hailey’s expression. She felt sorry for unintentionally making him feel a sense of guilt, even though he harbored no ill will towards her.
 



 

 
“Talent.”
 
Yet, she didn’t correct this and hurried away, driven by jealousy over a talent she herself did not possess.
 
The Kraus family, famed for slaying a dragon from the legends and obtaining its power.
 
It was a tale known to many in the empire, even to those not born into warrior families. A legend as famous as that of the heroes in the founding myths.
 
Like this story, generations of the Kraus family were born with extraordinary talents, surpassing even the so-called superhuman knights in strength and magical power akin to that of a dragon. There wasn’t a single member of the Kraus name who hadn’t left their mark in history.
 
Even if Alphonse’s body was considered weaker compared to Demian and Arthur, it couldn’t be said that he hasn’t inherited their talents.
 
The brightness of a luminescent stone fundamentally correlates with the size of the ‘core’ the holder possesses within.
 
The light that Alphonse showed Hailey was impossibly radiant for a seven-year-old child whose body was still developing.
 
“It’s talent...”
 
Lost in thought, Hailey brushed away the memory of the light shown by Alphonse and turned her head towards the desk in the room.
 
There lay an opened letter, the cause of her recent uncharacteristic actions. The torn seal of the letter bore the symbol of the Hartman family—a lone wolf—making the origin of the letter unmistakable.
 
The contents of the envelope were fairly mundane: a letter inquiring about the recent royal assassination attempt and the Estelia Academia admission papers—these were all it contained.
 
Having already responded to the letter, Hailey picked up the admission papers again and lay back on her bed.
 



 

 
Estelia Academia, known as the empire’s premier educational institution.
 
Typically, entry requires recognition from lower educational institutions or passing an examination. However, there was a privilege granted to the children of noble families within the empire: they could enter any department of their choice during their first admission, regardless of their grades. Of course, like other students, they face expulsion if they fail to maintain a certain academic standard.
 
Being a noble, Hailey had this privilege, and all she needed to do was choose her department.
 
The Hailey before arriving in Merohim would have taken this lightly. However, after hearing the endless clanging of knights’ swords, witnessing young boys dueling with the skill of the renowned Sir Gwen, and following in the footsteps of her grandfather Wilhelm, one of the empire’s greatest knights, her passion for the sword was reignited.
 
This was the start of Hailey’s dilemma.
 
While her heart was set on a particular department, she foresaw the challenges and the inevitable outcome of choosing that path.
 
Objectively, her skills weren’t enough to survive there.
 
Choosing a non-combat major within the Knights’ department was possible only after enduring a year. Could she, with an ordinary person’s body, withstand the pressure among those who had just begun the path of superhumans? Hailey doubted it.
 
“But still...”
 
She knew it didn’t make sense, yet it felt too early to give up.
 
Hailey set aside the admission papers and stared blankly at the ceiling until the bell announcing breakfast rang.
 
***
 
Alphonse, who usually knew my schedule well, rarely sought me out during work hours. I knew his reluctance was to avoid disturbing me, so his presence now suggested an urgent matter.
 
“So, Alphonse, why are you suddenly curious about changing a person’s core?”
 



 

 
“Um...ah..well..?”
 
Alphonse’s voice trembled as he replied, creating an awkward atmosphere even though I hadn’t intended to press him.
 
But his inquiry about changing one’s core wasn’t a simple question, like asking for a cure for a cold. I had to know why he asked about it.
 
Concerned that Alphonse might be dissatisfied with his current state, I broached the topic.
 
“When I first awakened your aura, I told you that you had an innate talent for it. While our Kraus family is known for exceptional strength and a vast ‘core,’ you, Alphonse, possess an even greater ability to wield aura.”
 
“Uh...right?”
 
“This, in a way, is also a matter of core. You’ve inherited more from mother’s bloodline. She was skilled in finely manipulating magical powers. But if you feel lacking in your current state and wish to grow stronger, it’s not like there are no ways to...”
 
“Oh, no! It’s not about me. I was asking for someone else. For Miss Hailey.”
 
“Hailey? Why?”
 
“Ahaha...um, well...”
 
But the name Alphonse mentioned was one I had never expected.
 
Hailey Hartman.
 
Elena’s maid and close friend—why would Alphonse mention her? To my knowledge, they had no significant connection. When did they become acquainted?
 
After hesitating for a moment, Alphonse took a deep breath and told me everything.
 
He had been secretly training in the training ground at dawn. It was there he encountered Hailey, also out at dawn, and became captivated by her sword dance. That explained his recent preoccupation.
 
Hearing Alphonse’s story, I belatedly realized Hailey’s grandfather was none other than Sir Wilhelm.
 
It seemed her understanding and skill in swordsmanship were exceptional, but the issue was her ‘core.’ Now I understand why Alphonse asked about changing one’s core.
 



 

 
“Just to be clear, did she ask you for help with this?”
 
“No. Miss Hailey didn’t say anything about it to me. I just wanted to help her. Brother.”
 
After all, if it were just about Elena and her, Hailey could have directly asked Elena instead of going through such a roundabout way. But knowing Hailey’s character, she probably chose not to discuss such matters with Elena to avoid causing her any trouble.
 
It must have been almost by chance that Alphonse heard it from her and relayed it to me.
 
I nodded at Alphonse’s words and continued.
 
“For now, I don’t have an immediate answer, Alphonse. Matters related to the ‘core’ are quite complex and not so easily discussed. But that doesn’t mean there isn’t a way. As you know, even drastic transformations like ‘renewal of bone and flesh’ are possible. That’s one example.”
 
“But... nothing too painful, okay?”
 
“Hahaha, don’t worry. ‘Renewal of bone and flesh’ is just an example. Let me look into it a bit more and then we’ll talk. It shouldn’t take too long.”
 
After sending Alphonse out of the room, I immediately rang the silver bell to call Ken. He must have been nearby, as he arrived quickly.
 
“It’s rare for you to be with Master Alphonse at this hour. Did you enjoy your conversation?”
 
“You start with that as soon as you see my face?”
 
“Well, you’re smiling right now.”
 
Smiling?
 
Following Ken’s observation, I touched my face and felt my lips unwittingly turned up. Indeed, I was in a good mood, partly because Alphonse shared his secrets and partly because Hailey’s story was unfolding very differently from the original work.
 



 

 
Hailey Hartman. In the novel, she was close to Elena but not a main character. Compared to Damian, she had a bit more significance.
 
She played a crucial role in separating Damian and Elena and was depicted as a decent supporting character in the novel. But, as always, novels didn’t give every supporting character a complete narrative. They revolve around the main characters, making an inevitable depth disparity between the leads and the supporting roles.
 
However, just like I became Damian and learned about the Kraus family, which wasn’t detailed in the novel, Hailey’s story once again thrillingly shattered my notion that this world was merely a narrative. How could I not be in high spirits?
 
“It was an interesting conversation. Speaking of which, Ken, remember the elixirs I asked you to collect when I was young? Could you bring all of them here?”
 
“Did the young master ask for the elixirs? Ah, I wish he had asked me...”
 
“Well, it’s something like that.”
 
So, a method to improve one’s core that wasn’t as drastic as a complete renewal of bone and flesh. I know of several methods, but they are all quite extreme. Alphonse would probably faint or foam at the mouth if he heard about them.
 
Luckily, an expert in this field happened to be staying at our manor. She had a deep connection with Hailey, too.
 
Having made this request to Ken, I headed towards the Isilia Pavilion.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 92: The Maid and the Young Master (6)
 
“Shall we make today a productive one as well?”
 
Hailey, having tidied her hair, spoke as she flung open the window.
 
The troubling thoughts that had plagued her in the morning seemed to have vanished, her usual cheerful demeanor restored.
 
Personal worries interfering with work was undesirable. Perhaps her recent predawn sword training sessions had helped. She didn’t need to dwell on those thoughts as long as before.
 
Anyway, it was time for work.
 
Private matters had to be shelved; it was time to focus on her duties.
 
Hailey, now dressed in her newly issued summer uniform from the lord’s castle, dusted off her clothes and stepped out of her room. As Elena’s maid, her first destination was naturally Elena’s room.
 
Hailey checked the time on the pocket watch she carried and, relieved she wasn’t late, headed to Elena’s room. Given her position as Elena’s closest aide, her lodging was just a few doors down from Elena’s room.
 
Knock-knock-
 
She knocked and waited for Elena’s response, but there was only silence. Assuming Elena was still asleep as usual, Hailey skillfully spoke as she opened the door.
 
“Miss, it’s Hailey. I’m coming in.”
 
Contrary to Hailey’s expectation, Elena was already awake, sitting up in bed. She seemed lost in thought, gazing at the ceiling just as Hailey had before leaving her room.
 
“Miss, you should have responded if you were awake.”
 
“...Ah, Hailey? You’re here?”
 
It appeared Elena hadn’t noticed Hailey’s arrival until she spoke up close. Elena looked at her with a somewhat deflated expression, prompting Hailey to tilt her head in concern.
 
“Did you have a nightmare, Miss? You don’t look well…”
 
“No, it’s not a nightmare. Just groggy from waking up. You know I’m not a morning person, Hailey.”
 



 

 
“Of course, you sleepyhead!”
 
“Ah, stop... that tickles...”
 
Elena replied nonchalantly as Hailey playfully stretched her cheeks. This seemed to fully wake her up, her clear, amethyst eyes beginning to tear up as she glared at Hailey.
 
“Be gentle... it hurts.”
 
“Your cheeks should be nice and soft, Miss. Look at your hair, all tousled. Let me tidy it for you.”
 
“...Always changing the subject.”
 
“Hehehe.”
 
Hailey responded with a laugh to Elena’s words. Elena, too, couldn’t help but burst into laughter soon after, as if she had never been serious.
 
Hailey’s work began in earnest once Elena entered the bathroom to freshen up.
 
Tasks like tidying hair or arranging Elena’s room could have been done by Elena herself or delegated to another maid, but Hailey continued to do them simply because she enjoyed it.
 
Elena, known for her exceptional beauty, made even the simple task of grooming feel like handling a delicate doll. What started as a mere duty for Hailey had, over the years, turned into a source of pride.
 
As long as she was by Elena’s side, Hailey had no intention of giving up such tasks.
 
“Ta-da! All done now.”
 
Hailey handed Elena a hand mirror to show off the hair she had combed. The hairstyle wasn’t just neat; it was natural and effortless, showcasing Hailey’s high level of skill.
 
Elena, apparently pleased with her reflection, gave a slight nod of approval.
 
With that, the morning preparations were complete.
 
Next was breakfast.
 
Unless summoned by the Count, there was no need to go to the dining hall for breakfast. Hailey, having checked the schedule before coming, knew that today’s breakfast would be taken separately in their rooms.
 
Arthur and Damian were busy with increasing duties due to the changing season and headed to the office from the morning. Alphonse, still without assigned duties, was an exception. Elena, having recently taken on some simple financial tasks for the lordship, would also have her meal in her room.
 



 

 
Disliking the distance between the annex and the main kitchen, Hailey had already asked a maid to bring breakfast before entering the room. The issue of the morning meal was thus resolved.
 
Now, Hailey’s last task for the morning was to go to the annex office and collect Elena’s work for the day.
 
“Then, Miss, I’ll be off.”
 
“Hailey.”
 
“Yes, Miss?”
 
Hailey stopped in her tracks at Elena’s sudden call and turned around. Was there a tear in the clothes she had prepared? Or had her hair become messy again? With these thoughts, Hailey turned to find Elena with the same expression she had seen that morning.
 
“Hailey.”
 
Elena called her name again.
 
Her transparent, amethyst eyes, seeming slightly sad, appeared as if they could see right through Hailey’s concerns.
 
“Have you been worried about something lately?”
 
‘No way.’
 
But Hailey chose to hold back her words. This was her problem to resolve. So, as always, she remained silent.
 
“There’s no way that could be. I’ll be back soon. Elena.”
 
***
 
“In the end, she didn’t tell me anything... That makes it even more concerning.”
 
Elena murmured with a hint of regret as she looked at the door through which Hailey had disappeared, bringing in the documents but leaving without a word.
 
She didn’t know what Hailey was worried about, only feeling that it must be something. Considering the emotions that had flowed into her room from Hailey all night, it was a lie to say she had no worries.
 



 

 
Just as divinity was sensitive to the thoughts and feelings of people, a god, being a collective of divinity, was inevitably sensitive to them.
 
Currently, Elena might seem more like a cleric with immense divine power than a god, but it was well known that clerics, who listen to people’s troubles and serve them, were sensitive to their emotions. And it was no different in this case.
 
Elena was not usually adept at sensing people’s emotions, but when they were intense, they inevitably reached her.
 
Usually, these feelings were vague, but they had snowballed overnight into something palpable, making it impossible not to be concerned. Especially since Hailey was not just one of many servants to Elena but someone who caught her eye even more.
 
However, the reason Elena did not probe further into Hailey’s concerns was that Hailey had already chosen not to answer when asked once. It was clear she didn’t want to talk about it.
 
Still, Elena wasn’t just going to sit back and do nothing. The clues were scant, but she began to ponder what could be troubling Hailey so much.
 
“A worry that Hailey never had before... What could it be?”
 
If it was something serious enough to cause such deep concern and had never surfaced in her past life, it must be an issue that arose in this life. But with so many variables, it was hard to pinpoint anything specific.
 
Despite her brilliant mind, Elena could only come up with endless hypotheses born from speculation, given the lack of concrete information.
 
Knock-knock-
 
Just then, someone knocked on Elena’s door.
 
The knock was gentle yet firm, and Elena knew it wasn’t Hailey. Part of her had hoped Hailey would come to talk, but she knew Hailey was stubborn. It was Damian who had knocked.
 



 

 
“You’re here, that’s good. But you seem a bit down. Is something wrong, Elena?”
 
“Oh, it’s nothing. Just lost in thought. But what brings you here at this time?”
 
“I have something to discuss with you. Do you have a moment?”
 
Elena hadn’t made any progress with her work while pondering over Hailey’s issue. She put down her pen, stood up from the desk, and moved to the tea table prepared nearby.
 
Seeing Damian’s face seemed to ease her troubled mind. The sense of relief was almost immediate. He must have worn the perfume she gave him along with the clothes she had gifted earlier, as a soft musk scent wafted from him.
 
Just knowing this filled Elena’s heart with happiness.
 
Noticing that Elena had detected the scent he was wearing, Damian smiled and said,
 
“I found that among the perfumes you gave me, this one suits my taste the best. Thank you, Elena.”
 
“Hehe. The musk scent is soft and comforting, and it seems to suit you the best, Damian. I’m glad I chose to give it to you then. There are others I gave you with a hint of fruit scent too…”
 
Not long after Damian had entered the room, the atmosphere changed instantly. Soon, both Damian and Elena became aware of this and started to hold back their words. Damian cleared his throat a couple of times before steering the conversation towards the reason for his visit.
 
“It might seem out of the blue, but do you know of a way to change a person’s core? I mean, not in a way like a metamorphosis that involves pain for the subject.”
 
“A person’s core... Do you mean the inherent nature of mana one is born with? Certainly, in magic, as in martial arts, there are ways to improve the given core. If you’re looking for the method you described, there is a way to create a path with a ritual and slowly correct it through that. It may take some time, but this method is the least burdensome for the subject.”
 



 

 
“In that case, is it possible to perform the procedure right away?”
 
“That would depend on which core you’re aiming to improve. The intricacy of the ritual varies greatly depending on the core to be changed.”
 
Who among the knights could be having issues due to their core?
 
Elena couldn’t think beyond this upon Damian’s sudden inquiry about improving the core. Damian and Arthur were already almost perfect as warriors, and Alphonse didn’t seem to have a body that would suffer from core issues.
 
If she had to narrow down the suspects, it would be Ken or Maria, but after Damian brought up the topic, she became certain.
 
“What about increasing the ‘capacity’? I mean the inherent mana volume.”
 
Only knights would struggle with such an issue.
 
Those who became superhumans by storing magic in their bodies and transforming it into aura were knights, so it seemed that one of the knights had a core issue related to this.
 
The spellwork for core transformation related to magic power was, of course, incomparably complex and intricate. After all, magic power was a subject closely connected to the source of human life. It would have been strange if it were easy to handle. However, difficult as it may be, it was not impossible, so Elena nodded at Damian’s words.
 
“Increasing the inherent mana volume... it’s difficult, but not impossible. However, just like a potter slowly expands a vessel, it will grow gradually. Is that alright?”
 



 

 
“It’s not for me to decide, but I think it will be fine.”
 
“That’s a relief. And Damian, you must really care about this knight, trying to find a solution yourself. Oh, if it’s a volume issue, are they still a squire? I’d like to meet them sometime.”
 
Damian’s search for a solution indicated that they must have achieved outstanding results in other areas besides aura. Perhaps that was why he was eager to find a way to help.
 
But at Elena’s words, Damian responded with a slightly ambiguous expression.
 
“Hmm, you know them, Elena.”
 
“What? Among the squires I know... Ah! Sir Robin! Was Sir Robin experiencing such a core issue?”
 
“No, it’s not him, Elena. Not a knight or a squire. Ah, maybe they’re about to become a squire now.”
 
As Elena looked utterly confused, Damian replied with a somewhat bitter smile.
 
“It’s Hailey.”
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 93: The Maid and the Young Master (7)
 
“Seems like there’s too little strawberry on this cream... Please add more!”
 
“Why don’t you just take the strawberries and eat them?”
 
Hailey continued to demand more strawberry toppings, and Hans sighed as he served her more in a separate bowl. Yet, her request for more toppings seemed endless.
 
Hailey was always a handful, but today, she was even more so.
 
Hans, bustling about in the kitchen, felt dizzy watching Hailey’s frantic movements, but he refrained from reprimanding her, noticing her apparent confusion and turmoil.
 
Of course, even Hans, with his kind heart, had his limits of patience. Unable to bear Hailey’s incessant noise any longer, he finally had to stop her.
 
“These strawberries don’t look very nice! Rejected! These too, rejected! I guess I have no choice but to pick and wash new ones...”
 
“Are you questioning my taste now? They all look perfectly fine, what are you talking about! Stop this nonsense and take these back to the room!”
 
“But the strawberries are still...”
 
“What’s with these strawberries! Why do you hate going back to the room so much?! Have you wronged the lady?!”
 
Hailey clamped her mouth shut at Hans’s words.
 
While Hailey hadn’t done anything particularly wrong, her reluctance to return to the room was indeed because of Elena. The conversation she had with Elena that morning weighed on her mind, and she had avoided going back ever since.
 
As dessert time was fast approaching, she was trying to delay it by making all sorts of excuses in front of Hans. But even that had its limits.
 
Tick-tock, tick-tock.
 
The sound of the kitchen clock’s second hand was continuously grating on her nerves.
 
No matter how much she clung to the strawberries, they couldn’t stop time. Time kept moving forward, and there was no way to escape it. Despite her anxiety, the impending dessert time was drawing nearer, and though she tried to divert her gaze from the clock, she couldn’t free herself from the sound echoing in her ears.
 



 

 
Seeing Hailey with her mouth tightly shut, Hans sighed and handed her the strawberry shake he had just made.
 
“I don’t know what’s bothering you, but go sort it out quickly. Issues like these shouldn’t be left to fester.”
 
“But you said you don’t know what it is...”
 
“At your age, I know that dragging any worry for too long only makes it worse. Now, get out of the kitchen.”
 
Though there was still time left, Hailey had no choice but to leave, following Hans’ persistent urging.
 
Carrying the tray with desserts Hans had given her, she headed towards the Isilia Pavilion. Normally, she detested this long walk that strained her legs, but today, she was somewhat grateful for the extended corridor stretching out in front of her.
 
“Why did he have to give me a shake...”
 
She wanted to walk slowly, but couldn’t afford to, considering the melting ice in the strawberry shake on the tray.
 
It was obvious Hans had given it to her with that intention in mind, but she couldn’t really complain, considering his good intentions.
 
Hailey rolled the tray along, reminiscing about the morning’s events.
 
Although her heart felt more unsettled than usual, she was confident in her ability to manage her expressions. She had checked herself in the mirror several times before leaving. The Hailey reflected in the mirror bore her usual lively smile, looking like a carefree girl without a single worry.
 
The fact that Elena had seen through her, despite such careful preparation, was honestly a shock to Hailey.
 



 

 
Knowing Elena’s personality, if she had sensed Hailey was troubled, she would have tried to resolve it from day one. It was surprising and somewhat delightful that Elena had picked up on her distress, despite Hailey’s efforts to conceal it since their first day.
 
Of course, Hailey was now regretting her cold response to Elena’s unexpected words.
 
“Coming to think of it, there was no need to react that strongly.”
 
Knowing how sensitive Elena was, Hailey felt even more troubled by her own actions. Even though she had changed a lot since coming to the lord’s castle, it wasn’t enough time to change someone’s true nature.
 
As time passed, droplets of water formed on the cup holding the strawberry shake, beginning to dampen the tray.
 
As the ice in the shake began to melt, Hailey gave up dawdling and hurried through the corridor at a slightly faster pace than usual.
 
Hailey realized, just as Hans had warned, that if she took too much time, her relationship with Elena might dissolve like the strawberry shake. Perhaps it was a good idea to open up about her concerns to Elena.
 
Once she made up her mind, Hailey felt a bit more at ease and stood in front of Elena’s room.
 
Hailey and Elena had never been distant, so Hailey was curious yet worried about Elena’s expression behind the door. But having made her decision, she knew she had to face whatever lay ahead.
 
Hailey opened the door and called out to Elena.
 
“Lady! It’s dessert time!!”
 
Her voice was deliberately loud, her facial expression perfectly managed.
 
Hailey planned to start with dessert and then gradually share her worries. She was confident in guiding the conversation and had plans to ease any awkwardness. However, all her plans shattered the moment she stepped into Elena’s room.
 



 

 
The first thing Hailey did upon entering was to check Elena’s expression. She was curious about Elena’s current state and knew she had to understand it to decide how to proceed with the conversation.
 
But what greeted Hailey in the room was the darkness, with the light blocked out by blackout curtains. The only light in the room was the purple glow in Elena’s eyes as she sat in a chair, watching Hailey.
 
Unable to see Elena’s face hidden in the dark, with only the purple glow staring back at her, even Hailey found herself involuntarily stiffening.
 
“Welcome, Hailey.”
 
A soft voice, completely out of sync with the room’s atmosphere, was heard, yet it was far from reassuring. As soon as Elena finished speaking, the door slammed shut, heightening the sense of fear.
 
“Uhm... Lady? Are you angry right now?”
 
“Angry? Why would I be? I have no reason to be angry with Hailey.”
 
“Then what’s all this about?! I... I can’t move all of a sudden! Be honest, Elena! You’re upset because I didn’t share my worries this morning, right? That’s it, isn’t it?”
 
“No, that’s not it!”
 
But soon, as Hailey’s eyes adjusted to the darkness, she was able to make out Elena’s face.
 
Elena stood facing Hailey, her pout so evident that anyone could tell she was upset. Despite the tension that had filled Hailey moments before, Elena’s almost comically sulky expression quickly dispelled it, though the situation remained awkward.
 
What could have caused Elena to become so upset all of a sudden, Hailey wondered, since it wasn’t this bad in the morning?
 



 

 
Regardless, understanding that now wasn’t the time to delve into details, Hailey was about to speak when Elena beat her to it.
 
“I’ve been foolish. If only I had paid a little more attention, I could have noticed it. How did I fail to see it for so long?”
 
“What are you talking about all of a sudden...eh?!”
 
Hailey tried to respond to Elena’s self-reproach, but just like her immobile body, her words faded away as Elena glanced at her.
 
“I’m sorry, Hailey. I’m about to start a very important procedure, so it’s best to keep noise to a minimum. Could you bring me the medicines I mentioned, Damian?”
 
“Ah, yes.”
 
Damian, who had been observing from a corner of the room, walked over at Elena’s request.
 
Despite knowing they weren’t on the same side, Hailey couldn’t help but send a pleading look his way, only to receive a sympathetic shake of the head in response.
 
In Damian’s hand were two medicine bottles, both appearing precious at first glance. One emitted a red glow and the other blue. Initially, Hailey thought it was the bottles’ color, but seeing the liquid sway inside, she realized it was the inherent color of the medicines themselves.
 
At Elena’s gesture, the bottles opened, and the contrasting elixirs rose into the air. The liquids, thin as threads, started intertwining into a single strand, weaving an indescribable, ethereal pattern that seemed otherworldly.
 
Hailey, with only a superficial knowledge of magic, couldn’t understand the complexity of the spell Elena was casting. However, the intricate patterns woven in the air indicated the spell’s high level of difficulty.
 
Suddenly, the two liquid forms merged into a single pill. Elena presented it to Hailey, continuing her words.
 



 

 
“You might feel a bit sleepy after taking this. I’m sorry, Hailey. I should have noticed sooner.”
 
‘What does she mean, sorry?!‘’
 
Hailey wanted to ask Elena right then, but her lips only twitched without producing any sound.
 
As soon as the pill entered her mouth, a wave of lethargy washed over her, loosening her body just as Elena had said. Was this the reason for her impending sleepiness? A refreshing sensation slowly spread from within, constantly nudging at her consciousness.
 
Her eyelids were fully closed now. Though she couldn’t see ahead, the release of the binding force on her body and the nearby scent of lavender made it clear that Elena had caught her.
 
“I’m so sorry...truly sorry, Hailey...”
 
Elena’s apology, whispered so softly that only Hailey could hear, reached her ears.
 
Hailey wanted to say something in response, but her body was already dominated by a pleasant drowsiness, unresponsive to her will. The only movement she could muster was in her neck, barely managing to turn her head towards Elena as her final act of resistance.
 
‘What is all this about?!’
 
Even in the last moments before her consciousness faded, Hailey’s mind was filled with doubts about this baffling situation.
 
***
 
“I wonder if it’s been resolved?”
 
The dawn broke, the sun yet to rise.
 
Alphonse, like every other day, got out of bed and prepared to leave. Although he had already confessed to Damian about his secret dawn training sessions, he had no intention of skipping them. It had become part of his routine to wake his sleeping body by moving around.
 
After speaking to Damian about Hailey, Alphonse hadn’t seen her anywhere that day. Usually, she was always by Elena’s side and easy to find, but that day, there was no sign of Hailey anywhere in the lord’s castle.
 



 

 
The servants said she was in her quarters, which briefly alleviated Alphonse’s worry, but his concern wasn’t just about her whereabouts.
 
“Did I act too impulsively?”
 
When Hailey explained about her core to Alphonse, it seemed casual, but it was a secret she hadn’t shared with others.
 
Alphonse worried that his impulsive decision to tell Damian might have upset Hailey. He wasn’t overly concerned about the issue of her core; Damian’s expression suggested there might be a solution. The real problem was whether this would make Hailey dislike him.
 
Of course, Alphonse didn’t regret his actions. His top priority was improving Hailey’s core, a worry he had considered several times before revealing the secret to Damian.
 
He finished getting ready and headed outside.
 
He didn’t expect to find Hailey at the training grounds.
 
It seemed likely that she was absent due to issues related to her core, especially since Damian had acted immediately after learning the secret.
 
As he absentmindedly played with his hair, Alphonse looked up at the sky. The clouds had cleared, revealing a brightly shining moon.
 
Tonight, the moonlight was exceptionally bright, negating the need to enhance his vision artificially. Alphonse walked along the path, illuminated just enough by the moonlight. The problem wasn’t entirely solved, but the quiet atmosphere seemed to help clear his cluttered mind a bit.
 
At the training grounds, the usual lamp light was nowhere to be seen.
 
“Just as I thought...”
 
It was strange how the heart works. He knew he wouldn’t find anyone there, yet the absence brought a tinge of disappointment. Even though they had only spent the previous day talking and spending time together, it felt like Hailey had always been there on the mornings he had come out.
 



 

 
Leaving his regret behind, Alphonse continued his steps towards the darkened training grounds.
 
As clouds once again veiled the moon, Alphonse had to enhance his vision to see ahead.
 
“Huh?”
 
Something caught his eye at the training grounds, which should have been enveloped in darkness with the moonlight gone.
 
Was it hidden by the moonlight before?
 
A faint line of light was being drawn above the grounds. It didn’t take long for Alphonse to realize that the light was an aura clinging to a sword. Recognizing the familiar swordplay illuminated by a moon-like aura, Alphonse hurried towards the grounds.
 
In the center of the grounds, radiating a dim afterglow, stood Hailey, as always.
 
Having no reason nor desire to hide his presence, Alphonse made no effort to conceal himself.
 
Hearing the sound of his robust footsteps, Hailey, who had been performing a sword dance, turned towards Alphonse. The way she locked eyes with him precisely in the darkness, where she would be invisible without her aura, filled Alphonse with an overwhelming feeling.
 
“Alphonse!!”
 
Hailey called out his name with a bright smile, causing a brief flush of heat in Alphonse’s head. But it was a fleeting moment. Being quick-witted, Alphonse was soon filled with curiosity about why she was calling him by his first name instead of his usual title.
 
“You called me by my naaame!!”
 
“Yaaaah!!”
 
As the distance between them closed, Hailey playfully stretched Alphonse’s cheek.
 
There could only be one reason for this. Obviously, it was a retribution for spilling the secret.
 
With his cheek grasped in Hailey’s hand, Alphonse looked up at her face.
 
Despite sensing playfulness in her voice, he felt he needed to see her face to truly be at ease. As he lifted his gaze to meet Hailey’s, Alphonse stopped yelling and stared blankly at her face.
 



 

 
Her face, lit by the moonlight that had emerged from the clouds unknowingly, was undeniably radiant with a genuine smile.
 
The purity of her unfeigned smile made Alphonse forget the pain in his cheeks, his own lips involuntarily curling into a smile.
 
“Are you smiling at this?!”
 
“Yaaaah! I’m sorry, I’m sorry!!”
 
The pain he felt afterward was different, but the joy filling his heart remained undiminished.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 94: Luden (1)
 
[ To my dear friend, Damian.
 
Ah, I remember you telling me not to use this expression. My apologies.
 
But if I erase it now, it would just dirty the paper needlessly, so I’ll leave it as is. It’s too bothersome to find a new sheet.
 
As I mentioned in my last letter, even though the opening line is a bit cheesy, my hand just writes it automatically. It’s become a habit that isn’t easy to break. Habits are indeed terrifying. If you find any overly sappy expressions here and there, I hope you’ll just skim over them.
 
That aside, it’s almost been a year since we started exchanging letters.
 
Writing for something other than work is quite a hassle, but it has been enjoyable. Father was right to encourage making friends. Thanks to you, it feels like I’ve found an extra breath of fresh air in this stifling place.
 
Of course, it’s a bit heartbreaking every time I remember that the recipient of my letters isn’t a beautiful lady but a man like you. Still, it gave me a good excuse to take a break.
 
As you know, my father tends to be a bit strict with his children, but in this regard, he’s somewhat lenient.
 
Seeing that he’s starting to relieve me of my duties, it seems he plans to have me focus on my studies from this year. Honestly, juggling studies and work, even if the academy is close to the royal palace, is quite unscrupulous.
 
But, let’s cut the chit-chat here and move on to the topic we discussed last time.
 
I agree with your opinion that there might still be rats lurking in the capital.
 
Some of the ministers who have been bothering me might be their minions. No joke, this is a conclusion I’ve come to after some thought. It’s just a suspicion, but still.
 



 

 
However, I never considered the academy in this aspect.
 
After all, what is Estelia Academy? Along with the Seven Towers, it’s known as a sanctuary of learning. The staff is meticulously selected and only the most vetted can enter. So I completely overlooked this.
 
But doing some house cleaning myself made me realize something. They hide in places you’d never think of. As old as the history of the royal family, even a place like the academy could have a few of them posing as professors. That’s how they’ve managed to survive this long.
 
As the academy’s enrollment period approaches, I’ve been getting all sorts of requests for approval.
 
Naturally, the first thing that comes up with the new semester is funding. I’ve sorted out those who have recently left the capital or whose reasons for going out are unclear.
 
It was a bit cumbersome to include not just full-time staff but also adjuncts and casual workers, but I decided to do it alone rather than share the task with Noel, feeling uneasy.
 
Ah, I’m not bragging about this.
 
The names listed here are just those who raise suspicions. We’ll think about how to handle this after you arrive in Luden. Anyway, here’s the list I’ve compiled:
 
Knight Department, Professor of Tactics: Neilson Pailer (42)
 
Knight Department, Assistant Professor of Spear Technique: Jessica Hunt (26)
 
Knight Department, Professor of Knighthood: Leopold Uber (36)
.
.
.
Magic Department, Professor of Alchemy: Philippus Paracel (45)
 
Magic Department, Assistant Professor of Alchemy: Altman Edelweiss (24)
 
That’s about it for the faculty members.
 
You might find some names odd, but let’s overlook that.
 



 

 
Don’t think it’s too many.
 
These names I’ve written down are those I’ve meticulously picked out, so naturally, there are quite a few. It’s not at all a reflection of any inadequacy on the part of the royal house.
 
I’ve only listed those whose names might be useful to remember. For now, just familiarize yourself with these names.
 
I’ll talk to you about the newly added casual workers and their detailed information in person.
 
Given the nature of this content, it’s not suitable for a letter, and to encrypt it like this, I’d have to write it all by hand, which is a bit much even for me. Since you’ll be coming to Luden for enrollment, this is likely the last letter I’ll write to you this year.
 
Next time, let’s talk in person, my friend.
 
But let’s not just talk about work when we meet.
 
I’ve got a new board game that we should play. It’s quite a brain teaser. I’m confident I could even beat Elena as a substitute in this game.
 
The letter attached is, as always, written by Noel. I didn’t think it necessary to encrypt it, so make sure not to discard it just because I didn’t write it.
 
Honestly, the content is almost the same as the last one, so you might not need to read it.
 
But no, do read it and write back. Otherwise, I’ll be the one who’s inconvenienced.
 
My fingers are starting to ache.
 
There’s still more I haven’t said, but let’s save that for when we meet. If someone is sent to the imperial castle, I will go with Noel. Anyway, I’m looking forward to seeing you in Luden as soon as possible.
 



 

 
Your friend. ]
 
***
 
The passage of time is indeed relative.
 
Sometimes it seems to crawl by, and at other times, it rushes past.
 
This is evident just by looking at the stack of letters in front of me.
 
At first, there were only one or two, but now, enough to fill a drawer, greeting me as if to question when all this time passed. Considering we’ve been exchanging letters every two weeks or so, the amount of time that has elapsed since then becomes apparent.
 
I close the drawer and turn my head towards the window.
 
The mist on the glass and the snow falling beyond it present a different landscape than before.
 
Even though three seasons have passed, it doesn’t feel like a long time has gone by. In fact, it feels as if time has sped up.
 
Someone once told me that when people are happy, time seems to pass more quickly. It’s not that my time with Father and Alphonse wasn’t happy, but the addition of Elena to our lives seems to have accelerated the passage of time.
 
Nothing particularly remarkable happened until the winter of the new year, as if all the misfortune had been crammed into the beginning of the year.
 
It was a repetition of ordinary days. No major incidents, just a continuous flow of tranquil and happy days. If I were to give an example of the most fitting times in the life that lies ahead of me, these would be it.
 
If one asks whether there has been any progress in my relationship with Elena, that’s a different story, but then every day is special, so I wouldn’t necessarily include that.
 
I flip through Noel’s letter and look at the unopened one.
 



 

 
The seal on the envelope, a wax stamp featuring a wolf standing beneath three stars, signifies the Edelweiss Ducal Family.
 
Naturally, one would think of Joachim, the head of the Edelweiss family, as the sender, but surprisingly, this letter isn’t from him. It’s unlikely that a letter from Joachim in the north would arrive with Orcus’s letter from Luden, which is far away.
 
“Ha... why do I feel so nervous about this?”
 
Considering who from the Edelweiss family is currently in Luden, identifying the sender of this letter isn’t difficult.
 
As mentioned in Orcus’ earlier letter, currently in Luden are Altman Edelweiss and his mother – who, to me, are my mother-in-law and brother-in-law.
 
Knowing Altman, he isn’t likely to write letters, so this must surely be from my mother-in-law.
 
With only a month left until the academy’s entrance, Elena and I will soon be heading to Luden, so receiving a letter from family there makes sense.
 
However, I feel a peculiar sensation. Having had numerous conversations with Joachim and seeing him argue with my father, I’ve grown somewhat accustomed to him. But I’ve never met my mother-in-law, and thinking of her as the sender of this unopened letter, I sense an odd pressure emanating from it.
 
In the original story, compared to Altman and Joachim, her presence was almost negligible, barely mentioned now and then. To me, both were essentially strangers.
 
Since I had never even seen her at the engagement ceremony, I once wondered if she disliked me. But realizing the engagement ceremony’s insignificance in this world, I temporarily shelved that thought.
 
If she had disliked me, she wouldn’t have permitted the engagement in the first place, right?
 
Last year, Altman was busy preparing for his graduation from the Golden Tower, so she must have had her hands full assisting him. That’s probably why she was out of touch, not just with Elena, but even Joachim.
 



 

 
But now, with Altman appointed as an assistant professor at the academy, she must have some free time. Hence, the letter.
 
Still, it is rather unconventional to only now receive a message from my mother-in-law. What makes it truly awkward is the lack of information about her. I have no idea what she thinks of me.
 
Elena and Joachim mentioned that the other family members don’t think poorly of me, but is that something I can trust?
 
“Ah, I can’t open it.”
 
Despite understanding this logically, the anxiety hadn’t completely dissipated, so I couldn’t bring myself to break the seal of the letter. Of course, I’m curious about its contents, but this overpowering trepidation has stalled my hand.
 
It didn’t seem this intense with Joachim.
 
Perhaps because her role in the original novel was so minimal, the concept of her being my mother-in-law seems to precede her being a character, unlike with Joachim.
 
Holding the unopened envelope along with the letter from Noel, I headed towards Elena.
 
Just to clarify, this is definitely not running away.
 
How could an outsider open a letter meant for family first? It would be utterly impolite for me to read the letter before Elena. Undoubtedly, Elena would be delighted to receive a letter from her mother after such a long time.
 
Though my name is written as the recipient on the envelope, who knows what the contents might reveal.
 
“Oh, Damian, Mother says when we come to Luden, we can stay at the Edelweiss family’s residence instead of the Kraus family’s house. She must be feeling lonely with Brother being appointed and not coming home as often... Shall we leave a bit earlier?”
 



 

 
Someone once said, don’t run from what’s inevitable, but accept it.
 
That seems like the perfect advice for my current situation.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 95: Luden (2)
 
Due to the impact of a letter from Luden, we decided to head to Luden earlier than we had initially planned.
 
At most, this meant moving up our trip, previously set three weeks in advance, by just a week. However, had I not been occupied with my duties as a family head, perhaps we would have left even sooner.
 
Who would have thought I’d be grateful for the burden of my responsibilities? Indeed, the course of human life is unpredictable.
 
As the time to depart for Luden neared, my mind was considerably more at ease compared to when I first received the letter. Perhaps seeing Elena’s joyous reaction to the letter played a part in this change of heart.
 
Not that this lessened my nervousness entirely, but there was no need to weigh my heart down with too much consciousness of it.
 
One of my chronic problems has always been to first consider the negative aspects of any new endeavor. While this can be my greatest strength, in situations like these, a different approach was necessary. Easing my mind and shifting my thoughts in a positive direction seemed like a viable strategy.
 
Dwelling too much on the negative could lead to unnecessary mistakes when it finally comes to facing the situation.
 
In that sense, wrapping up tasks before leaving was a useful time to collect my thoughts.
 
The tasks were not particularly thought-provoking, and all I had to do was summarize the work for my father, who would take over in my absence. A little diversion like this was within the bounds of permissible.
 
“Brother! Umm... may I come with you?”
 
“What?”
 
“No, it’s not anything else... I’ll eventually attend the academy when I’m older, so I thought it might be good to get a head start! Plus, our family’s home in Luden has been vacant for a long time. It wouldn’t be bad for someone from the family to visit.”
 



 

 
If there was a minor incident worth mentioning in that short period, it was Alphonse expressing his wish to come along when we were close to departing for Luden.
 
I understood Alphonse’s reasons for saying this without needing him to explain further.
 
Although I’ve often been told that I’m insensitive, it doesn’t mean I’m completely oblivious. For the upcoming trip to Luden, not only Elena and I, but Hailey would be joining us as well.
 
In the original story, as far as I remember, Hailey followed Elena to the academy. However, now things are slightly different from the source material, as Hailey has chosen to pursue the Knight’s Department instead of the ordinary division. Thanks to Elena’s help in improving her core and awakening her aura, Hailey no longer had any reason to give up on her dreams.
 
Hailey, who had served as Elena’s maid for a long time, naturally had to train her body before enrolling in the academy. During this process, the person she spent the most time with was Alphonse.
 
I knew that the two of them met at dawn for training, but gradually they also began to train together at the practice field after sunrise.
 
Considering Alphonse was the first to discover Hailey’s secret, their relationship appeared particularly close. So much so that Alphonse, who always sought my guidance, even reduced his training time with me to practice with Hailey.
 
I felt a bit neglected at the time, but now I understand it wasn’t something incomprehensible.
 
After all, if one had to choose between playing with a beloved Noona or their own brother, the outcome is quite predictable.
 



 

 
Considering that Alphonse, who only ever approached me with requests related to swordsmanship, had all his other requests tied to Hailey, it was clear how much he liked her.
 
Unfortunately, this time I couldn’t fulfill his request.
 
Ultimately, Alphonse couldn’t join us on our trip to Luden, as our family’s ultimate decision-maker, my father, had forbidden it.
 
And he had his reasons.
 
“There are three reasons why Alphonse cannot go to Luden.”
 
“Three reasons?”
 
“Yes. First, Alphonse is too young to go to Luden. It’s unreasonable to send a child, who has just started exploring beyond the walls of the lord’s estate, to such a distant place. I know Alphonse is smarter and quicker to learn than other children his age, but the fact that he’s not even ten years old yet remains. He still has a lot to learn, and it’s time for him to be protected and grow within, rather than gaining experience from the outside world.”
 
“But it seems safer than sending him out for monster hunting in the winter...”
 
“Is Alphonse like you? Even this winter, we only let him watch from a distance, not actively participate in the hunting. More importantly, it’s too risky to send the heirs of our family out at the same time. Remember the last hunting tournament? We nearly lost two heirs of the royal family. Although it ended well, the unease was the same. I don’t want to take such risks or even think about such scenarios.”
 
His points were all valid.
 
Despite Alphonse being exceptionally bright and talented, it doesn’t change the most fundamental fact – he’s still a young child who needs his parents’ protection.
 
Sure, there might be a bigger reason, but...
 



 

 
“So, what’s the third reason?”
 
“The third reason is if Alphonse goes to Luden, then I’ll be left here alone. Do you intend to leave your father here by himself? At least one of you should stay. Besides, if Elena also leaves the castle to follow you, it will be quiet for a while. How could I bear such loneliness?”
 
“Wow, all your points are so valid that I can’t argue. I’ll tell Alphonse that he can’t come.”
 
“Don’t just say that. Tell him the house in Luden is currently under renovation, and it would be rude to burden your in-laws with both of you. Alphonse knows this, so that should be enough for him to give up the idea. And tell him to come to the main house’s training ground after dinner. I’m not sure how much you’ve taught him, but it might be better to give him a proper lesson now.”
 
“...Please tell him the last part yourself after dinner.”
 
My father can be surprisingly shy.
 
Despite my father’s prediction, Alphonse was quite upset when he learned he couldn’t go to Luden. It wasn’t until after he spoke with Hailey that he accepted it, a fact I didn’t share with my father until the day I left Sarham.
 
***
 
Luden, known as the safest city in the world, lives up to its reputation with a very powerful barrier of sacred magic encompassing the entire imperial capital. It has never allowed any external invasion. This is partly due to its central location in the empire, but mainly because there’s no known way to breach the sacred barrier.
 
After all, the barrier protecting Luden was created by the main God, Altair himself. It’s no wonder Luden, along with the imperial capital, is considered a holy site. It’s a place personally touched by a god.
 



 

 
Because of this divine barrier covering the entire capital, Luden, unlike other territories, doesn’t have a teleportation gate within it.
 
Although it appears to be in the same location, Luden is essentially a space completely isolated from the outside, making teleportation within Luden possible, but travel to and from the outside impossible. This is the same for external attempts to teleport into Luden. I’ve never heard of a successful case of such an attempt.
 
This is why Luden, arguably the most prosperous place on the continent, doesn’t have a teleportation gate, which is commonly found in major cities.
 
However, it’s not entirely isolated as one might think. At the edge of the barrier, there are priests who manage entry into Luden, so as long as one’s identity is clear, access is relatively free.
 
Knowing the transportation challenges, the territories around Luden have installed teleportation gates for convenience. Elena and I also used one of these gates for our journey to Luden.
 
Even with the most determined effort from the outside, there’s no way to penetrate such a defense...
 
Given that divine power isn’t something that can be wielded simply by having faith in a God, it’s not entirely incorrect to say that Luden, protected by this formidable sacred barrier, is a place guarded by a god.
 
It does make me wonder why, if such protection was available, the gods didn’t simply eliminate all elements of danger in this world from the start.
 
“Certainly, it feels different from other cities, probably because it’s where His Majesty the Emperor resides. Everything here seems so grand, doesn’t it? Elena, look at that clock tower over there – it must be half as tall as a mage tower, don’t you think?”
 



 

 
“Indeed. Maybe they built it so high because the surrounding buildings are tall, to make it easier to see the time. And with all the shops around the clock tower, we should definitely explore it later.”
 
“Sounds great!”
 
Hailey, having returned to being the eldest daughter of the Hartman family from being Elena’s maid, no longer uses formal speech in their conversations. This friendlier interaction feels more intimate than before, so I discreetly turn my face towards the window, smiling to myself.
 
The buildings of Luden, as Hailey mentioned, are incomparably grander in size than anything I’ve seen in other territories. The city looks like it’s entirely made up of bustling areas.
 
The architecture from the city’s entrance along the main streets, while reminiscent of medieval Europe on the outside, exudes a very modern atmosphere. It’s almost as if this place alone is set in a different time.
 
Another curious aspect is the apparent absence of an impoverished class, which is usually inevitable in any city.
 
At least from the entrance to my exploration of the city’s interior, I haven’t seen any signs of poverty. Even the less frequented alleys seemed well-maintained and clean, and I occasionally spotted people in uniform patrolling the area.
 
In such a large city, it’s possible that the less visible, possibly more troubled areas are concentrated elsewhere, but at least in the residential areas frequented by the general populace, security doesn’t seem to be a concern.
 
As a city embellished with all sorts of praises, it certainly lives up to its name. No wonder Orcus was so confident about it.
 
‘It’s ironic that such a place is the center of so many events.’
 



 

 
Though it’s a pity to say this to Orcus, even if the city isn’t exactly as I know it, I suspect that with Elena’s arrival, the probability of incidents occurring is much higher. Even if she doesn’t intend to, protagonists in novels, as always, seem to unwittingly attract trouble wherever they go.
 
Even in the original story, take for instance the clock tower that Hailey and Elena just talked about.
 
That place, being the largest workshop of the Alchemy Society and one of the most fortified in Luden, collapsing is a statement in itself.
 
Who would have thought that in such a well-guarded place, events like an assassination attempt on the princess or the invasion of heretics could happen at the academy, located right in the heart of Luden, within the imperial palace? Thanks to the events that preceded, a major cleanup has occurred, but if it hadn’t, I might have had more work to do here.
 
Thinking about it, maybe it’s because I am Damian.
 
Reflecting on past events, it feels like something significant started unfolding when Elena and I met. Life had been relatively quiet until then, but after meeting Elena, there’s been a considerable amount of change.
 
It’s not just because Elena is the protagonist, but it’s clear that a lot of turmoil began in this seemingly peaceful world after our meeting. The introduction might have changed, but the pages of the story continue to turn regardless.
 
In such circumstances, with more foreknowledge than others, perhaps my role is to work towards changing the outcomes of future events from bad to good, as I did before.
 
The letters exchanged with Orcus were also part of such efforts.
 
Our correspondence wasn’t just for inquiring about each other’s wellbeing.
 



 

 
Personally, I’m confident that the current Luden has excluded many of the events Elena was originally supposed to experience.
 
If one knows what’s going to happen and has about a year to prepare, it’s not too difficult to prevent some of the more troublesome incidents from occurring, even if not all of them.
 
Especially since I have a useful ally in the prince. Any mishaps in Luden are also unfavorable from the royal family’s perspective, so there’s a need to actively resolve such issues. The content I’ve sent Orcus makes sense, so there’s no need for him to hesitate when taking action.
 
‘I hope we don’t have the same kind of accidents as last time.’
 
Being by Elena’s side, it seems almost fated that I’ll get entangled in various incidents with her, but even so, I hope that such events don’t occur.
 
I wish the efforts I’ve made would at least yield some reward, but the true outcome can only be known as time passes – a fact that is frustratingly inevitable.
 
The sounds of Hailey and Elena’s conversation fill the carriage.
 
In the days leading up to our arrival in Luden, everyone seemed quite excited. Thinking about it, even though I’m living a second life, for both of them, this trip to Luden marks the beginning of their academy life, a significant first step. While I haven’t lived a very long life, I’m well aware of how much one’s school days can influence their life.
 
Watching them converse so joyfully, filled with anticipation, I felt a sense of duty to protect this moment, rather than worry about what the future might hold.
 



 

 
“It looks like we’ve arrived.”
 
Just as I was steeling myself with this resolve, Elena’s voice from beside me brought me back to reality.
 
Her words, followed by the slowing down of the carriage, signaled that we were almost at our destination.
 
Seeing the Edelweiss family crest engraved on the gate of the mansion felt like a bucket of cold water had been poured over my head, washing away all my previous thoughts. The considerations I had just a moment ago crumbled and washed away like a sandcastle built on the shore.
 
Oh, goodness me.
 
Had I let my guard down too much?
 
Focusing on this made me tense up, contrary to my intention of staying relaxed. When faced with reality, my body froze. I was somewhat tense when I first boarded the carriage, but letting my mind wander was probably a mistake, causing me to forget an important fact.
 
I’m on my way to meet my mother-in-law, aren’t I?
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 96: Luden (3)
 
When I previously spoke about it, I might have exaggerated about knowing absolutely nothing about my mother-in-law, but that was merely from the perspective of a reader of the novel. To say I had no information about her wouldn’t be true; it wasn’t like I was completely in the dark.
 
Essentially, being the minor head of the Kraus family, I was expected to keep information about the high nobility of the empire in mind, and that included knowledge about her, the lady of the Edelweiss house.
 
More importantly, even though I had thoughts of breaking up my engagement at the time, she was an elder from the opposing family, so I didn’t have to seek out information actively; it naturally flowed to me.
 
I might have neglected this information, considering I never intended to meet her, focusing more on other things, but that didn’t mean I completely ignored it. For instance, I remembered things like her being a former professor at the Golden Tower and her known hobbies and preferences in the social circles.
 
However, perhaps due to the tension, what I thought I had comprehensively understood now feels as vague and misty as looking through a fogged, blurry mirror.
 
Thinking about all this didn’t seem to calm my trembling heart, so I shook my head slightly, trying to erase these thoughts from my mind. Yet, my head remained cluttered, and the space I thought I had cleared was soon occupied by another thought.
 
Why do memories of meeting Elena for the first time come to mind now? I don’t recall being this nervous back then. My feet might have trembled, but still.
 
I closed my eyes for a moment, following the stream of consciousness that brought up these seemingly related memories.
 
I had intended to clear my mind and relax, but it wasn’t as easy as I thought.
 



 

 
It seemed my mind was over-conscious about her, automatically bringing up what it thought might be helpful. Normally, this would work fine, but now it was like a malfunction, completely haphazard.
 
It was like typing into a cheap search engine, where all sorts of random thoughts pop up as results.
 
It might have been better not to think of anything at all; due to my nervousness, only useless information had been haphazardly pulled into my mind. The unordered stream of information swirling in my head was causing chaos rather than being of any help.
 
Despite my efforts, my heart wouldn’t calm down, so I leaned my head against the window, half in resignation.
 
The sight of Elena and Hailey, beaming and laughing beside me, provided some comfort, but it was insufficient to quell the storm in my mind.
 
Embracing this turmoil, I gazed out the window at the mansion that was now close at hand. It looked like a well-maintained, impressive, but strangely, it felt to me more like a demon lord’s castle.
 
As the carriage stopped in front of the door, a strange gaze swept over us, and then, without anyone’s aid, the doors to the mansion opened by themselves.
 
Is this the so-called fantasy-style automatic door I’ve only heard about in stories?
 
It seemed the mansion was equipped with multiple such devices, likely because both my mother-in-law and Elena’s brother were versed in alchemy. The devices, unnoticeable from the outside, only start triggering their magic once one crosses the threshold.
 
‘Is this place not a house, but a fortress..?’
 
Upon entering the mansion, what appeared ordinary from the outside was actually protected by an invisible system.
 
If I hadn’t been so tense and focused, I might have missed the subtly hidden magical waves emanating from all around. Being a layman in magic, I couldn’t precisely identify the purpose of these magical waves, but I could roughly guess their nature and size from the magical fields they created.
 



 

 
After all, a place inhabited by two magicians, nearly archmages, couldn’t be ordinary. The white castle of the Edelweiss family, though overshadowed by the grandeur of the Mage Tower, was fortified with all sorts of magic.
 
But in my overly tense state, I should have stopped my thoughts there. Instead, I irrationally worried whether this security system might target me. It was an absurd thought, and I knew it, but for some reason, it just crossed my mind.
 
It was only when I mentally breached the mansion’s final security system that I returned to reality.
 
It wasn’t voluntary. I didn’t even realize where I was walking until Elena took my hand.
 
‘Were you nervous?’
 
Elena spoke to me without making a sound, moving only her lips so Hailey, walking ahead, wouldn’t hear. To her question, I nodded silently without saying a word.
 
Elena didn’t continue the conversation.
 
Instead, as if trying to ease my tension, she started tickling the hand she was holding. I responded to her playfulness by bumping my fingers against hers. Was it just my imagination? Today, her touch seemed unusually warmer.
 
When our eyes met again, she replaced her question with a refreshing smile. I responded in kind, silently moving my lips as she had.
 
‘I’m okay now.’
 
Perhaps pleased with my answer, Elena intensified her playful finger attack.
 
Although clearing my head was still impossible, it felt like I could at least fill it with this single thought.
 



 

 
***
 
What could be the way to instantly recognize the relationship between a parent and their child?
 
In modern times, the answer might immediately point to a DNA test, but that’s not what I’m referring to. I’m talking about the elements that enable one to discern the relationship between a child and their parent when they are seen together.
 
For instance, the acquaintances of my father immediately recognize me as Arthur Kraus’ son when they see me. This isn’t just because black hair is unique to the Kraus family in this world, but also because my face closely resembles my father’s.
 
Like in the case of Franz I encountered recently, he commented that our temperaments and personalities were similar. Honestly, I might agree with the temperament, but I can’t quite see the similarity in personality. Nevertheless, such elements exist that make people around us judge, ‘This person is the son or daughter of so-and-so.’
 
These are subjective judgments, not always accurate, but in novels and comics, such elements often help readers connect the relationships between characters, and they usually turn out to be correct.
 
That was exactly the case right now.
 
“Adelia Edelweiss. Pleased to meet you. Kraus...no, Prince Damian. This is our first face-to-face meeting, isn’t it?”
 
When I first entered the drawing room, I immediately knew that the woman sitting in the chair was Elena’s mother.
 
Was it more about the atmosphere than the appearance? Just like how Franz associated me with my father upon seeing me, the moment I saw Adelia, Elena’s face instantly came to mind.
 
Her sparkling eyes looking at me were exactly like Elena’s when she looked up at me with joy.
 
I kept seeing Elena in her, and suddenly, my tension seemed to dissolve. Now that I think about it, why didn’t I consider that Adelia would resemble Elena? If I had thought of that, maybe I would have been less weary.
 



 

 
“Ah, hello, ma’am. I received your letter. Thank you so much for allowing me to stay here until I enroll in the academy.”
 
The tension draining away, I felt the rigidness in my body loosen. I hurried to gather my scattered thoughts and opened my mouth to speak.
 
It was somewhat different, but recalling how I usually talk to Elena made it easier for me to start a conversation without feeling as intimidated as before. The fact that I managed to initiate without any blunder brought me a small sense of relief, though it seemed I was still not completely at ease.
 
“Wow...”
 
But... why does my mother-in-law’s reaction seem a bit odd?
 
Adelia’s response to my answer was so unexpected that it made me reconsider what I had just said. She started looking at me as if she had seen something fascinating.
 
She then muttered something under her breath, too quietly for anyone else to hear. However, since I was concentrating on what she might say next, I managed to catch her words clearly.
 
“...To see a face so identical to Arthur’s responding so politely, it’s somewhat hard to get used to.”
 
Father!!
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 97: Luden (4)
 
The much-anticipated first meeting with my mother-in-law concluded successfully.
 
Just as I recalled Elena when I saw Adelia, it seemed Adelia too saw my father in me, making the conversation proceed in a comfortable atmosphere.
 
Thanks to that, over 80% of our conversation revolved around tales of my father’s school days, but what of it?
 
To keep the conversation flowing, I was more than willing to hear about my father’s embarrassing past several times.
 
As we talked, I found some parts amusing, and I admit I encouraged the conversation a bit, but what happens here won’t reach my father’s ears, so it’s fine.
 
Surely, my mother-in-law, who started the conversation, wouldn’t dare tattle to my father.
 
Adelia seemed delighted to have someone to talk to after a long time, and Hailey and Elena also listened with joy, so in conclusion, it was a happy ending for everyone.
 
“So, you see! That time, Arthur and Joachim grabbed the professor’s pants and whoosh!!...Ah, have I been talking too much? Look how late it’s gotten. I must have gotten carried away, talking with someone after so long. I’ve kept you here without a break after your long journey.”
 
“Not at all. I found the stories of my father’s student days quite interesting, as I hadn’t heard them before. By the way, I hope the professor my father and the Duke embarrassed isn’t still at the academy? It would be awkward for me if he is.”
 
“Haha! No need to worry about that. He left the academy after that incident. Still, it would be quite an event if you met him. Damian looks exactly like Arthur. He might even draw his sword on sight.”
 
True to Adelia’s words, our conversation lasted quite a long time.
 



 

 
But seeing how Adelia interacts with me now, I believe it was time well spent.
 
The formal language we initially used gradually disappeared, and she now comfortably calls me by name, without any honorifics like ‘young master.’ It makes me feel at ease too. It means we’ve become closer, but her unexpectedly good social skills struck me as quite unique.
 
Thinking of Elena, it’s not easy to make a connection, but perhaps in this regard, Elena resembles Joachim.
 
Even though Duke Joachim appears quite amiable to my father, that’s because they’ve been friends for a long time. Ordinarily, he has an aura that’s not easy to approach.
 
“Let’s call it a day for now. We’ll start exploring the capital tomorrow. Everyone should rest up in the mansion for today. Even though it’s only for a short while, getting accustomed to the house is important.”
 
Aware that it had gotten quite late, Adelia advised us not to go out of the mansion after dinner.
 
Having sat in the carriage for a long time, I had planned to stretch out by walking around, but seeing no reason not to follow her suggestion, I agreed.
 
The fact that she allowed us to go out from the next day indicated that her words were not due to a lack of trust in Luden’s public safety, but rather out of concern for us being tired from the carriage journey. After all, Luden’s security doesn’t seem to be so poor as to lose the trust of the nobility residing in the capital.
 
Afterward, we had a simple dinner and then retired to our respective rooms.
 
There wasn’t much conversation during the meal, but Adelia’s gaze seemed to linger on me more than it had during our earlier meeting. Precisely, she kept alternating her gaze between Elena and me, a curious smile escaping her lips each time.
 



 

 
I couldn’t tell what she found amusing, but her mood seemed good, so it was only slightly concerning, not uncomfortably so.
 
“Elena, stay back for a moment after dinner.”
 
Adelia, keeping only Elena back, sent me and Hailey to our rooms.
 
Could the reason she smiled during dinner be related to this?
 
It might simply be a conversation between mother and daughter meeting after a long time, but I intuitively felt that the meaning behind that recent smile would be part of their private discussion.
 
“Well, I guess I’ll find out if I ask Elena later.”
 
Stepping out of the space where they were, I suddenly felt an overwhelming desire to throw myself into bed. Although not as much as I expected, facing Adelia had drained a considerable amount of my mental energy, so feeling exhausted was understandable.
 
Yet, unlike when I first set foot here, what now resided in me was not worry or anxiety, but a small sense of achievement that brought peace to my mind.
 
That modest accomplishment was enough to liberate me from the oppressive feeling that had been weighing me down.
 
With steps drained of strength, I moved to the room I had been shown earlier.
 
Tonight, it felt like I would fall into a deep sleep.
 
***
 
Elena, left alone in the dining hall with Adelia, showed no difference in her demeanor, whether people were around or not.
 
Ordinarily, when called aside by an elder, one would ponder why they were summoned, but there was no such indication from Elena.
 
Even though they had been apart for several months and this was a long-awaited reunion, there seemed to be no exchange of emotions like longing between them.
 



 

 
However, one important fact to note here is that the two had been regularly communicating using a crystal orb. Hence, it’s natural for their feelings of longing to be somewhat diminished.
 
Damian, unaware of this, believes that the letter sent to the lord’s castle this time was their first contact, but this is partly intentional on Adelia’s part, letting Damian believe so.
 
According to her, this was all to add a bit of tension for the prospective son-in-law.
 
But just because Damian didn’t initiate contact didn’t mean he’d just sit back and think, “Oh, she must be busy.”
 
Naturally, Damian sent several letters to Adelia’s residence in Luden.
 
Even if Adelia was busy, it wasn’t as if she couldn’t find time to respond to a letter from the family her daughter was engaged with. However, through Elena, she had already hinted at being too busy to check her mail and intentionally chose not to reply.
 
The reason for such a harsh approach was to see how Damian would react when he finally confronted his future mother-in-law.
 
It might seem a bit extreme, but it was her way of testing her son-in-law.
 
Regardless of the pre-arranged engagement from before birth, Adelia had never been consulted and hence, did not view the engagement very favorably.
 
After all, it was Joachim who, without any discussion and over drinks, decided the future of their child. This was a source of irritation for her.
 
This frustration played a significant role in her decision to follow her son to Luden.
 
While the initial meeting between the two and progressing with the engagement had somewhat eased her anger, it hadn’t completely subsided.
 
Adelia had heard about Damian several times through the crystal orb from Elena, but she chose to meet him in person to make her own assessment.
 



 

 
She had read the contents of the unresponded letters, giving her a rough idea of Damian’s character, but her final choice to behave this way was more out of her own capriciousness.
 
Originally, Adelia had planned to play the role of the worst imaginable mother-in-law today. She intended to push the already nervous prospective son-in-law to the edge, to test the limits of Damian’s patience.
 
However, as the outcome clearly shows, this plan vanished from her mind the moment she saw Damian’s face and observed his behavior.
 
Before Damian and Elena entered the drawing room, Adelia was observing them from inside.
 
With numerous familiars created by her spirit magic hidden all around the mansion, it was easy for her to borrow the eyes of one of them to watch.
 
She watched as the young man, strikingly resembling her old friend, walked side by side with her beloved daughter, approaching her.
 
As soon as Adelia saw through the familiar, Damian sensed the gaze watching them. It was as if he had inherited not just the looks but the talents of Arthur himself.
 
Their gazes intertwined through the familiar, and for a moment, Adelia felt her body freeze at the intensity of Damian’s aura that came through the connection. However, it was fleeting; the aura quickly retracted, and when she looked again, all she saw was a very tense Damian.
 
His expression didn’t seem like an act. Although Damian was aware of her gaze, he appeared increasingly nervous as her scrutiny intensified.
 
Adelia felt a strange mix of emotions observing this.
 
It was somewhat amusing, like Arthur being scared of her gaze, yet she also began to feel sorry for Damian, realizing he was suffering due to her whims.
 



 

 
Though seeing him in person made her heart soften, it was only after this moment that Adelia completely dismissed the idea of testing him from her mind.
 
Not far from the drawing room, Elena took Damian’s hand.
 
Knowing her daughter’s reserved nature, Adelia couldn’t help but be impressed seeing Elena take the initiative to hold Damian’s hand.
 
She knew Elena had changed a lot through their conversations via the crystal orb, but this was the first time she witnessed such an action firsthand.
 
Adding to that, when Elena looked at Damian with eyes warm yet playful, opening her mouth to speak, Adelia had already let go of any plans in her head.
 
She couldn’t take her eyes off the two until they fully entered the drawing room.
 
“You’ve really changed a lot.”
 
“You said that before too...”
 
“No, really, you have. So much that I wonder if you’re really my daughter. But, I really like this new side of you, Elena.”
 
Adelia spoke while looking at Elena, who sat before her.
 
She knew very well that love could change a lot, but the transformation in Elena was so dramatic it seemed almost miraculous, as if she had become a different person.
 
When she first heard that Elena had personally fought off the monsters in the attack in the South, she didn’t believe it. It wasn’t a doubt about Elena’s abilities, but more because she knew how reserved her daughter was and how much she disliked being the center of attention.
 
However, seeing Elena today made her think that what had seemed impossible might actually be true.
 
During dinner, Adelia noticed that, except for the few times Elena conversed with her, most of her attention was on Damian. The affection in Elena’s warm gaze towards the young man was unmistakable.
 



 

 
Seeing Elena with the eyes of a girl deeply in love, Adelia had no choice but to accept the changes in her.
 
“Is that so?”
 
Elena smiled, not hiding her joy in response to Adelia’s words.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 98: Luden (5)
 
The streets of Luden, more splendid and filled with attractions than any other domain within the Empire, are always bustling with crowds.
 
As the entrance season for the Academy draws near, despite not being in the educational district where the Academy is established, over half of the people out in the commercial areas appear to be children of my age.
 
For the current students, the influx of new students marks the end of a long vacation, so it’s likely a mix of those wanting to enjoy the last of their break and the newcomers just arriving in Luden to explore.
 
The Estelia Academy, bearing the royal name, is situated within the Imperial Palace, but what is referred to here as the ‘Imperial Palace’ denotes a specific area rather than being particularly surprising.
 
It’s not literally surrounded by walls, but it’s an area exclusively accessible to those related to the royal family. In the heart of Luden lies a grand castle where the Emperor resides, but this is merely a part of the ‘Imperial Palace’, which refers to the entire area spanning several kilometers around this castle.
 
The ‘Imperial Palace’, almost a city within a city due to its size, mainly comprises the educational district centered around the Academy, excluding the actual living quarters of the royal family.
 
Fitting for a district that occupies a significant portion of the Imperial Palace, it houses numerous facilities, and it’s safe to say that most of the Academy students’ lives take place within this educational district.
 
Originally, the practice of gathering the lords’ children from various provinces for monitoring at the Academy during the Empire’s early days is said to be the origin, hence the rule that Academy students must reside within a designated area in the educational district.
 



 

 
Children from noble families like Elena and myself are required to live in dormitories, even if our families own buildings elsewhere, due to this reason.
 
Although times have changed and accusations like, ‘Why isn’t your child staying in the educational district? What ulterior motive do you have? You’re plotting treason!’ are no longer made, the royal family’s fundamental stance hasn’t changed, albeit they act more leniently than in the past.
 
The educational district is far from being a confined zone like a detention area, and if judged solely by the quality of its facilities, it could compete for a top rank within the Empire. This has led to its acceptance as one of the longstanding customs.
 
Unlike in the past, the number of commoner students who climb up through recognition of their talents in other educational institutions is significant. Now, it serves more as a space for noble families to scout talents.
 
Especially now, with the rise of pagans, parents are keen on having their children protected under the auspices of the royal family.
 
While Luden’s public safety is not poor, it’s a fact that it doesn’t match up to the areas directly managed by the royal family.
 
After all, isn’t being a safe hostage better than being a dead one?
 
“It’s quite cold, yet there are so many people outside. Well, it’s the end of the vacation, so maybe that’s to be expected.”
 
I entered one of the tea shops located beside the main road, ordered a cup of coffee, and watched the people passing by outside the window.
 
Despite being quite a distance from the educational district, the reason there were many students around is likely because most of the shops centered around the Alchemy Society are related to entertainment.
 



 

 
While the educational district has almost everything, it limits distractions due to its emphasis on academics. In other words, there’s relatively less to do compared to other places.
 
That’s why there are more students venturing out to enjoy themselves during the vacation when restrictions are lifted.
 
It’s not that students can’t leave the educational district, but spending time here involves a significant time commitment, making vacations the perfect opportunity.
 
And now, we’re at the tail end of that break.
 
It’s the peak time for the desire to enjoy the remaining leisure time to explode.
 
Not just for leisure, but since there’s an Alchemy Society here, students of alchemy might be buying supplies for their classes or engaging in related activities, ensuring a high foot traffic regardless.
 
Savoring the warmth of the coffee with a sip, I relished the flavor swirling in my mouth.
 
Had Elena been here, she would have likely recommended a caramel biscuit to accompany the drink. Alas, I was the only one seated here.
 
She must be wandering around the shops outside with Hailey right now.
 
Glancing out at the clock tower visible through the window, I remembered the promise made by the two on their first day in Luden, overheard by me from the carriage.
 
As evident, I did not accompany them on their outing.
 
Though they invited me, I had to decline. This outing was strictly a promise between Elena and Hailey, and I felt my absence would allow them to fully enjoy their time as friends.
 
I had no desire to obsess over every move of hers like Damian from the original story.
 
Had I joined them this time, I feared it might set a precedent for meddling in her affairs, a habit I wished to avoid for fear of becoming complacent. Despite a reduction since our first meeting, a certain madness towards Elena still lingered within me.
 



 

 
Occasionally, when standing before her, I’ve felt an uncontrollable urge, a reminder not to let my guard down despite an apparent truce with whatever resides within me.
 
This time, I decided to spend time with a friend of my own.
 
Having agreed to meet with Orcus upon my arrival in Luden, so I sent someone to the imperial castle to call him. My current seat in the coffee shop near the Alchemy Society was chosen for this reason.
 
Coincidentally, Orcus had chosen this location as our meeting spot. While I had hinted at wanting a coffee shop with decent coffee, I never expected it to be near where Elena and Hailey were headed.
 
It was truly coincidental. Really.
 
***
 
As the bottom of my coffee cup became visible, the tinkling sound of a bell hanging on the door announced new arrivals. Familiar warmth filled the room, but wait, two?
 
“Ah! Damian, you’re having coffee again?!”
 
“Noel?”
 
It was unmistakably Noel, despite the slight change in her hair color.
 
I didn’t need to ponder why she was here.
 
Beside Noel stood Orcus, his hair dyed similarly and capped with a hat. The reason for their presence was clear; I had called Orcus, and Noel must have followed, likely hoping to catch a glimpse of Elena, knowing that if I was in Luden, Elena would be too.
 
Noel’s gaze flitted around, searching for Elena upon spotting the empty seat beside me.
 
Hmm, Elena’s not here...
 
“Ha! You still fancy your coffee, I see. How’s the taste? I chose this spot because it’s somewhat well-regarded near the Edelweiss mansion.”
 
“It’s pleasantly bitter with a slightly sweet finish. The aroma’s good too. Why not try a cup?”
 



 

 
“I’m not quite sure about your definition of ‘sweetness’, so I’ll pass today. I’ve just escaped the clutches of coffee hell after being swamped with work these past few days. What about you, Noel?”
 
“I’ll have a milk tea!”
 
With a bright smile, Noel decisively declined the coffee, prompting Orcus to flag down a passing server and order a milk tea and a lemon tea.
 
It seemed both were skeptical about my taste for sweetness, a fact I accepted with a mix of sadness and resignation.
 
After all, it’s not the first time I’ve been burned by these two during their stay at the lord’s castle. Noel, in particular, seems to have grown increasingly wary of me since the hunting competition, reacting almost in horror at the sight of me enjoying coffee.
 
This one really seems sweet; why not give it a try instead of outright refusing?
 
Orcus, sitting opposite me, noticed Noel’s constant glancing around and commented.
 
“Elena seems to be absent today. Is there something going on?”
 
“Elena had a prior appointment today. And just because we’re engaged doesn’t mean we’re attached at the hip.”
 
“That’s true, of course. Got it. Noel?”
 
“Huh? Oh! Damian! I wasn’t...I mean, it’s not that I’m disappointed because it’s only you here! I’m really happy to see you after such a long time!! It’s just that I was expecting Elena to be here too...”
 
Caught off guard by Orcus’ remark, Noel’s face fell momentarily before she hastily attempted to justify her reaction, her hands fluttering in embarrassment. It seemed she realized how blatantly she’d been searching for Elena.
 



 

 
Knowing Noel, who grew up secluded in the Imperial castle without friends, I understood how special Elena was to her.
 
Assuming she’d meet Elena whenever meeting me wasn’t strange, given how inseparable we have been. This expectation from Noel was something I was well aware of, hence my decision not to join Elena and Hailey’s outing today.
 
Initially, I had planned to fill the time discussing work matters, as we did in our letters, but Noel’s presence made broaching the topic awkward. While it wasn’t a secret from Noel, Orcus preferred to keep her uninvolved in such matters.
 
Yet, that didn’t mean we lacked things to talk about, so we ended up chatting about various non-work-related topics we hadn’t covered in our letters. After all, if all we did was talk about work, that would be more of a business relationship than friendship.
 
Our conversation started with updates similar to those we shared in letters but soon veered into trivial daily experiences. It was a free-flowing discussion, but everyone seemed to enjoy it, laughing together.
 
This moment made me realize how isolated I had been in this world, devoid of friends. The simple pleasure of idle chatter was unexpectedly delightful.
 
It was a stark contrast to my previous life, where such interactions were mundane. How did things end up this way?
 
Reflecting on it, I had numerous opportunities to make friends if I had wished. Yet, the reason it turned out this way might be because, after becoming Damian, I was so focused on escaping fate that I never allowed myself any leisure.
 
“I think we’ve occupied this spot for quite a while. Shall we get going?”
 
“Already? Oh! Brother, you got that board game last time, remember? Let’s play that! That one!”
 



 

 
“We couldn’t bring it because you were in such a hurry to leave. If I had it with me, we would have started playing already.”
 
“Ah, that’s right, you mentioned getting a new board game. Well, we can play it next time we meet. It’s not like today is our only chance.”
 
“Sounds good. Let’s head outside for now. Staying in one place for too long seems to have made some people recognize our voices.”
 
True to Orcus’ words, many eyes were on us.
 
Given the concentration of faith and power within the Imperial family, it’s no surprise that they were somewhat of celebrities, especially in Luden, where Imperial events are frequent. Even commoners might recognize their voices.
 
We decided to casually stroll through the streets before parting ways, pondering what to do next.
 
Like the Tower of Dawn in Merohim, the stalls around landmarks favored by magicians always offered a variety of fascinating items, providing ample entertainment just by looking.
 
“That’s the Alchemy Society’s famed ‘Gold-making Cauldron’. Supposedly, it turns anything you put into it into gold, but its magical efficiency is terrible. The cost to operate it exceeds the value of gold it produces, so it’s rarely used outside of special occasions. Next to it is....”
 
With no expertise in magic, Noel and I relied on Orcus to act as our guide and explain the wonders we encountered.
 
Could it be because of the Alchemy Society established here, or is it the guide leading us to such places?
 
What I saw in Merohim were stalls straight out of Harry Potter, the quintessence of fantasy. Here, however, the booths feel like stepping into a science fair.
 
The various magical devices utilizing magical engineering on display, being demonstrated, feel oddly familiar.
 



 

 
Seeing autonomous golems powered by artificial spirits or technologies reminiscent of advanced AI developed by humanity in the late 21st century does remind me that this is indeed a fantasy world.
 
‘I wonder if Elena and Hailey are having fun?’
 
As fascinating and entertaining as many things here seem to me, they appear to diverge significantly from the interests of the two who came here for leisure.
 
I haven’t explored the entire street yet, so it might be premature to conclude, but I think it’s best not to include this place in the list of spots to visit with Elena next time.
 
“Ah?”
 
“Ah!”
 
Was it a coincidence?
 
Just as I thought of Elena, I sensed her presence, and Noel seemed to feel it too, reacting almost simultaneously.
 
Realizing Elena was nearby, a smile bloomed on Noel’s face.
 
She immediately ran in the direction where Elena was. I considered stopping her but figured it was getting late and about time to head back to the mansion, so I followed Noel.
 
“That’s a breakthrough in modern magical engineering... Wait, where is everyone going?”
 
Ah, I almost forgot.
 
At some point, I had been tuning out Orcus’ explanations and had momentarily forgotten about him. I stopped in my tracks, signaled for Orcus to follow, and then moved at a leisurely pace to ensure he could keep up.
 
Is she superhuman, or what? In the brief moment I was distracted, Noel had already moved out of sight.
 
Well, we’re headed to the same destination, so it shouldn’t matter.
 
I took Orcus, still puzzled, under my wing and slowly made our way towards where the girls were.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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            Chapter 99: Luden(6)
 
“Hey, what’s the rush? If she runs like that, what is she going to do if there’s an accident?”
 
“It must mean she really wants to see her friend.”
 
Orcus muttered to himself, worrying about Noel who had already disappeared into the distance. His tone was that of an older brother, concerned for his younger sister’s safety.
 
Realistically, considering Noel’s enhanced durability through the aura and divine power, surpassing that of an average tank, it would be more reasonable to worry about anyone who might collide with her.
 
But, what of it? Noel wasn’t naive enough to make such mistakes, and prioritizing family as kin was only natural.
 
Stepping away from Orcus’ guidance and heading toward where Elena was, the scene shifted from what seemed like a science fair to now including food stalls and entertainment facilities that students would find appealing.
 
Was it due to the guide’s personal taste?
 
This place wasn’t as boring as I thought. I mentally changed my initial negative mark to a positive one as I looked around.
 
At one stall, I spotted a machine making the same candy I had eaten with Elena in Merohim. Seeing it made me understand why her presence felt so strong in this area.
 
I began buying different types of candy listed on the menu at the stall, and whenever I saw other appealing snacks around, I picked up one of each.
 
Knowing well that I don’t eat sweets, Orcus looked puzzled at my sudden interest in buying them, but soon, understanding dawned on him.
 
“Are all those for Miss Elena? Even if she likes sweets, that seems too much for her to eat. Shouldn’t you buy a little less?”
 
“It’s fine. This much is okay.”
 
Orcus looked perplexed at my response.
 



 

 
He hadn’t seen Elena consume a lot of sweets, hence his comment.
 
Of course, I didn’t plan to give her everything I bought today all at once. Despite her assurance that she was fine due to some magic, I couldn’t help but worry as a bystander.
 
I also bought a lot because I heard that my mother-in-law likes sweets too.
 
“Do you eat sweets?”
 
“Hmm, I’m not a big fan, but I do enjoy them occasionally. Why? Want to give me one?”
 
Perhaps because it was his first time seeing such a collection. Orcus was intently examining the paper bag full of snacks I had bought. I picked out a candy for him, the same one Elena had eaten in Merohim, known for leaving color on the lips.
 
Research later showed that despite the drawback of the dye sticking to the lips, the candy was popular in the candy world for accurately capturing the flavors listed.
 
Orcus might not know that fact. Judging by his expression, he clearly had no idea.
 
It’s not like he has a particular fondness for sweets, and even if he knew, wouldn’t it be stranger for a prince, busy running national affairs, to be aware of such trivial information?
 
Orcus, after inspecting a few items in the bag, eventually popped the apple-shaped lollipop I handed him into his mouth. He might have mentioned if he preferred something else, but since these were intended as gifts for Elena, he seemed content to accept whatever was given.
 
This guy is surprisingly considerate.
 
Initially uncertain, he now seemed to enjoy the candy, having been incessantly chattering beside me until the candy in his mouth captured his full attention.
 
Come to think of it, Noel doesn’t like sweets much like Elena, right? Considering I had some for Noel as well, I handed a few more candies to him.
 



 

 
Orcus glanced at the clock tower and then crunched the candy in his mouth, making a twisted face. It seems there was something sour inside.
 
“Ugh, yuck! What in the world did they put in this... So, have you met Altman Edelweiss yet?”
 
“No, it’s almost been five days since I arrived in Luden, and I haven’t even seen a shadow of him. My mother-in-law mentioned that he’s been completely absorbed in his research and hasn’t come home at all since last week. He does make contact, but that’s rare.”
 
“I see. Well, I can understand it, being a magician myself, but still, it’s a bit much not to show his face even when his sister and her fiancé are visiting. Are you sure you’re not already disliked or something?”
 
“Don’t talk nonsense. Why would I be disliked for nothing? It’s been a while since he’s been home, so it’s not because of me. From what I’ve heard from my mother-in-law and Elena, that guy, Altman, he’s not even supposed to be involved in such matters.”
 
“Really? Don’t you know that a relative’s opinion can’t be any proof”
 
And yet, he’s asking me to investigate my brother-in-law.
 
I looked at him incredulously, and Orcus just shrugged it off with his characteristic sly smile and continued.
 
“Well, I do have ears to hear. From what I’ve gathered about his reputation at the Mage Tower, he spends most of his time in the lab or the tower’s library and rarely shows himself elsewhere. I think he’s just a research fanatic with no interest outside his field. If we can just find out why he left Luden at the beginning of the year, there probably won’t be any issue.”
 



 

 
“Why would someone with plenty of money bother applying for research funds now, of all times? It’s troublesome.”
 
Orcus tried to reassure me not to worry too much, but honestly, I wasn’t as concerned about Altman as he thought.
 
I didn’t know where Altman had gone earlier this year or why he applied for research funding, but I could assert that he wasn’t involved with the heretics’ activities. Just as Orcus said, he’s simply a research fanatic. It’s just that it’s a little uncomfortable that the name of a person related to Elena comes up in this topic.
 
If push comes to shove, I might just have to barge into his lab.
 
***
 
After meeting up with Elena, we followed through with our promise and each went back to our own homes.
 
Noel seemed eager to spend more time with Elena, having not seen her for long, but there was little time left for the two of them.
 
I heard that even today’s outing was barely approved at the last moment.
 
Since this was their first venture outside the imperial palace since returning from the south, it’s understandable why they’d want to stay out a bit longer.
 
However, given that Luden had been rife with heretical troubles just a few months ago, the idea of royalty staying outside the imperial palace for an extended period carried its own set of anxieties.
 
Normally, one would expect the royalty to be visited at the palace, not for them to come out to meet us like this. It’s an exceptional case.
 
I only called Orcus because he told me to, but this certainly isn’t a normal situation.
 



 

 
“Brother, can’t we just contact the palace and say we’ll be staying at the Edelweiss mansion today? It’s... it’s close to the palace, after all...”
 
“No, it won’t do. Even if the Edelweiss family’s mansion is close to the palace, it’s still outside. Even if we contact them, it’s highly unlikely father would approve, and showing up unannounced at this late hour without any prior arrangement would be against etiquette. Noel, you don’t want to be grounded before even starting at the academy, do you?”
 
Noel put up a bit of a fight at first, but once Orcus mentioned the possibility of being grounded, she quickly backed down.
 
After Noel and Orcus returned to the palace,
 
Even though we weren’t restricted from going out like them, we decided to head back to the mansion, considering the dinner time was soon approaching.
 
Especially since Adelia must be feeling lonely with Altman not home, we couldn’t leave her by herself again.
 
Given that she was planning to return to Merohim after Elena and I enrolled, wasting the little time we had left on other activities wasn’t wise considering our future relationship. I needed to make the best impression possible while I had the chance.
 
“Oh, I thought everyone went out for fun and would dine out, but you all came back early.”
 
As expected, Adelia seemed very pleased to see us back before dinner.
 
However, her joy wasn’t solely because we made it back in time for dinner. As I noticed another figure sitting in the dining hall, I realized her emotions stemmed from more than just our timely return.
 
Speak of the devil.
 
Altman Edelweiss, who seemed like he would never show up at the mansion despite the wait.
 



 

 
He was the guest who had arrived at the dining hall before us.
--- END OF CHAPTER ---
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