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Chapter 1: The Reincarnation of the Snow Maiden
[58:30]
The countdown had begun.
There was barely an hour left.
I needed to give a final push.
With a slight tension, strength filled my sweat-drenched hands.
– Giiikk…!
A black mass that could send chills down anyone’s spine on the screen let out a haunting wail.
Now that I was used to it, it no longer scared me, but it had been quite terrifying at first.
Before the disaster stood a slender beauty with pale blue-white hair.
The woman moved according to the mouse’s movements.
Naturally, she was the playable character I was controlling.
After briefly admiring her back, I input the command.
I would appreciate her later, but for now, I had to hurry.
The final battle with the disaster was about to begin.
Having seen it several times already, a tiresome cutscene with somber music played.
Though I could easily break it by simply kicking, this time, I had to be serious.
There wasn’t much time left, and the character I had chosen for this game set, Quellière, had low combat abilities.
I had only gotten this far thanks to high-level items collected from other playthroughs.
Of course, I was also covered in all sorts of buffs.
Shaa-
I used the blizzard skill, one of the Snow Maiden Quellière’s combat techniques, and the battlefield was soon covered in fierce snow and fog.
As a skill that altered the climate, it was classified as a grand magic, but it was a skill that had no destructive power unless fighting against mobs, which made it a worthless ability.
The only thing to praise was its range and the atmosphere it created.
Compared to a grand wizard’s ultimate spell, Blizzard, it was infinitely weaker, but I was satisfied.
After all, that was exactly the kind of skill I had aimed to create.
Still, it was disappointing when a quick battle was needed.
I had no choice but to resort to a trick.
After evading the disaster’s counterattack by transforming it into a visual illusion, I pulled out a wand-like item from my inventory.
It was a mythical-grade item, surrounded by stardust-like light that orbited me at all times.
“…How embarrassing.”
If the high-ranking players I knew saw me using a mythical-grade weapon to defeat just one final boss, they would have mocked me mercilessly.
As someone considered a veteran, I felt quite embarrassed, but there was no other way.
With the time running out… if I wanted to clear it before the launch of “Seasonal Wars II,” I had no other choice.
In this game, which had an extremely high degree of freedom, players could create their own characters.
As one of the early members and a hardcore fan, I had created dozens, even hundreds of characters, and among them, the Snow Maiden was my masterpiece, created in the game’s late stages.
A character designed solely for looks, taking into account the steep growth of the user and the increasingly lower difficulty of the game.
I hadn’t considered her abilities or time attack potential—only her appearance and the atmosphere she gave off.
Naturally, the character’s settings were biased toward that, making her quite unsuitable for strategy or combat.
Her basic stats and combat skills were extremely poor, and if I wanted to tackle the original base, it would take me hours.
But I was confident in my control, so I could defeat her if I tried.
“However, there’s no time.”
So, sorry, but you’re going to have to die.
With that thought, I used the overpowered skill embedded in the wand and struck, causing the boss to collapse with a sudden pop.
– Kieeeek!
As expected of a final boss, the disaster let out a majestic and irritating dying scream before vanishing.
Seeing that, I couldn’t help but feel a bit sorry.
Still, it was the final boss—I should have played with it more before finishing it off.
I had hurried, and now, after defeating it, I found that I still had plenty of time.
When the disaster disappeared, the screen returned to normal, blood-red and all.
Under the clear sky, shining drop items appeared.
Instinctively, I quickly collected the items.
Having fought this monster many times, the names of the items were all familiar, but the last one was different.
[Apocalypse of Disaster]
“Eh?”
I paused for a moment and stared at it.
An old book that reminded me of an ominous grimoire.
It was the first time I’d seen an item like this while playing “Seasonal Wars.”
Did the final boss, the Black Disaster, drop something like this?
There was still so much I didn’t know.
A sudden rush of excitement came over me, and I picked it up and checked the item description.
〈Apocalypse of Disaster〉
· Grade: ?
· Ability: If you offer something irreplaceable, the disaster will cease.
· Description: Equivalent exchange, the first principle of all magic. Truth does not distinguish between paths and apostles.
“Oo…”
What kind of nonsense is this?
The grade was a question mark, and there was nothing properly explained.
At first glance, it seemed like the game was mocking the player, but instead, I felt oddly pleased.
This game encourages players’ direct participation and exploration, so naturally, the better the item, the more vague its description would be.
The player had to figure out what the item was and how to use it.
Most people, with their tendency to rush, would ask the community what to do with it.
But those of us who were veterans from the early days could usually figure out the usage of such items without any hints.
While I was eager to investigate this item slowly, there was no time.
This was clearly a high-grade item, and “Seasonal Wars II” had a restriction that items of a certain grade wouldn’t carry over.
That was likely a balancing measure for the game.
“Can’t do anything about it.”
Since I couldn’t leisurely investigate, I decided to try using it right away.
There was one way to transfer items to the next game, and that was if the item had a permanent effect on the character.
Such items were extremely rare, so the chance of this being one of those was slim, but since I couldn’t use it anyway, there was no loss.
I immediately applied the Apocalypse of Disaster to Snow Maiden Quellière.
The ominous tome dissolved into ash and seeped into her.
“…What is this?”
But nothing happened.
Thinking the use might have been interrupted, I checked again, and the Apocalypse of Disaster had disappeared.
It seemed there were some hidden usage conditions.
“Could it be a trigger condition?”
It wasn’t visible, but maybe it was applied and would activate under certain circumstances.
Several hypotheses crossed my mind, but I had no way to prove them right at the moment.
Anyway, with no response and the item gone, I felt a little deflated.
[05:48]
Soon, I decided to put it out of my mind and turned my focus back to the remaining time.
In about five minutes, the sequel to my life’s work, “Seasonal Wars,” would be released.
I had already received the data, so as soon as it launched, I could start right away.
“Ha…”
Thinking about that again, my heart began to race.
My current wish was to experience “Seasonal Wars” the way I had when I first got into it, and now it seemed that wish would be granted in another way.
I couldn’t calm my excitement at the thought of reliving that initial thrill.
Seasonal Wars
This title, which had appeared like a comet several years ago, sold four million copies in just two weeks.
Considering that the game developer was a new company with no track record, it was an astonishing achievement.
The reason for its popularity could likely be the extreme freedom it offered, and I felt the same way.
In fact, the story itself wasn’t anything special.
The game “Four Seasons War” takes place on a chaotic continent engulfed in war throughout the four seasons, with the main objective being to defeat the “Black Calamity,” the cause of all this chaos.
It’s a time when heroes are easily born, a period of warlords and conflict, and players must join forces with these heroes to defeat the calamity.
If the player doesn’t intervene, the continent will be destroyed by the calamity, and the game will end just like that.
Thus, the user must think strategically, grow efficiently, and build their strength.
“There was so much to do.”
Here, the player could be anything they wanted.
From the beginning, users could design and set up their own characters, and they had the freedom to control the direction of the game, even making adjustments to various secondary elements.
For example, they could create NPCs that weren’t originally in the game or even alter parts of the storyline.
This uniqueness went beyond the level of performing the roles assigned to a character in typical RPGs, leading to the creation of a new genre: the “Role-Making RPG.”
It was truly a one-of-a-kind game, which, of course, created many devoted players like myself.
The endless possibilities meant it never got boring, and even those who briefly left the game would return once a new meta emerged.
“Looking back, there were so many things that happened.”
As I quietly reflected on past events, I stared at the screen.
After defeating the calamity and reaching the ending, the game set had returned to the settings menu.
On the rectangular board named ‘109 Set,’ three characters stood.
At the center was, of course, the first character: the Snow Maiden Quellière.
The other two, positioned beside her, were the secondary characters, much like the indispensable background extras.
In this game, in addition to the main character controlled by the player, two secondary characters could be added.
Although they were secondary, each had its own background and setting, meaning they could either be allies or enemies.
The two characters in this game set were from concepts I had used in previous playthroughs, but unfortunately, I hadn’t had the chance to meet them.
Due to my personal mission to finish the game in a day before the release, I didn’t have time to recruit companions.
Additionally, given Quellière’s character setting, it didn’t make sense for her to have warm, friendly relationships with others, so I didn’t bother to meet them.
“I had fun playing with them too.”
I looked at the two distinct characters.
A lonely vampire and a taciturn Black Knight, the lone warrior.
The former was based on the well-known vampire legend, and the latter was a concept I’d briefly got caught up in, inspired by the idea of a quiet, powerful figure.
All three, including Quellière, seemed to radiate an air of noble mystery, revealing my personal taste.
Had I not gotten hooked on the concept of the Snow Maiden while researching folklore, I might have kept developing different ideas.
But ever since creating Quellière, I found it hard to take an interest in any other characters.
“Is this… love?”
I mumbled to myself, glancing at the time.
Suddenly, I was startled.
It was getting so close.
[00:23]
My heart skipped a beat as the numbers changed.
I’d heard that the background of “Four Seasons War II” takes place a thousand years before the events of the original.
As a sequel and prequel, what kind of events would unfold in this one?
With the subtitle “The Dawn of the Calamity,” perhaps it would delve deeper into the calamity itself.
Whatever the case, as long as it was fun, I, as a gamer, didn’t care.
[00:00]
“Let’s go!”
As the time arrived, I clicked to start the game with superhuman reflexes.
This is the kind of physical skill only a veteran gamer would have.
Though no one else responded, the system window popped up instead.
[The game is starting.]
[We found a record of your play in ‘Four Seasons War.’ Would you like to sync the data?]
[Y/N]
Knowing this already, I didn’t hesitate and pressed Yes.
Immediately, the screen turned black, and my vision faded to black as well.
*
I had no memory after that.
Perhaps it was just a brief headache, but my head throbbed.
I felt a strange sensation of floating, as if dizziness had come over me.
I gently placed my hand on my forehead and opened my tightly closed eyes.
“……”
It was a world of pure white.
The walls of my room, which had accumulated yellowish grime from neglect, were nowhere to be seen.
Instead, there was something resembling a white space in front of me.
Was I so shocked that I froze in place?
“What is this…?”
I couldn’t help but mutter, but as soon as I heard my voice, I froze again.
It was an impossibly soft voice, one I couldn’t attribute to myself.
My usual deep voice was nowhere to be found.
This made no sense.
Just moments ago, I had heard my own voice, and now it had changed so suddenly.
Not just changed, but it was now this delicate tone that seemed utterly impossible for a man.
I glanced around, trying to comprehend the situation, but my eyes were fixed on one spot like a magnet.
“……!”
There was a mirror.
It was an elegant full-length mirror, simple in design but looking strangely luxurious.
It shouldn’t have been in my room, but that wasn’t the issue.
The issue was the reflection in the mirror.
A woman I knew all too well.
The Snow Maiden Quellière, as white as snow herself.
“…What is this?”
The celestial voice echoed in my ears, and a sharp headache returned.
I lifted my hand to touch my forehead but froze mid-motion.
My hands—smooth and flawless like a blank canvas—were not the hands I had known.
They were pale, almost ethereal, without a single visible vein, and I stared at them in a daze.
I shifted my gaze back to the mirror.
I looked at Quellière in the reflection.
When I moved my eyes or hands, she mirrored my every motion, like a puppet.
The shock was so overwhelming that I was left speechless.
After a long silence, I muttered as if to myself.
“Could this be… possession?”
There was a genre in subculture, though not officially classified, that dealt with possession or reincarnation.
I wasn’t proud of it, but I knew a lot about such things, and because of that, I could adapt to the situation relatively quickly.
“Possession… And a TS (gender swap)…?”
Of course, that didn’t mean I wasn’t shocked.
Who wouldn’t be confused if they were suddenly pulled into a game, especially with their gender changed?
As proof, my stomach churned, and my heart was racing wildly.
“But… it doesn’t show.”
While my inner turmoil felt like an erupting volcano, the reflection of Quellière… my new self, remained perfectly still.
Her unshakable gaze seemed colder than ice, almost ruthless.
Even though I was extremely tense, not a single bead of sweat formed on my brow.
She exuded the kind of coldness you’d associate with a freezing winter.
I wondered if I wouldn’t even sweat if I were stranded in a desert.
Shaking off those random thoughts, I blinked.
“By the way, where am I now?”
I sprang up and looked around again.
This place was certainly inside some building, and it was filled with a pure white color, resembling snow.
If I had fallen into the game by pressing “Start,” and if I had taken possession of the Snow Maiden I created, then her settings should have been applied.
This place was probably somewhere I knew.
Seasonal Wars II shared the same universe as its predecessor.
I approached the window and stuck my face out to take in the view.
As expected, I couldn’t stop my mouth from dropping open.
“Wow…”
It was a snowfield.
How else could I describe the scene other than saying it was a snow-covered land?
A world of pure white, with fierce winds and snowflakes of all shapes and sizes blowing across it.
The cold wind, sharper than anything I’d ever felt on Earth, slammed into my face.
“So refreshing…”
But it didn’t bother me at all.
Even though the wind seemed sharp enough to cut my skin, it felt soft to me.
I lightly touched my cheek.
The Snow Maiden’s hand should have been freezing cold, but I felt nothing.
In this weather, my whole body should have been frozen solid, but I was completely fine.
“Looks like the settings were applied.”
The Snow Maiden Quellière, whom I painstakingly created, had several traits.
Of course, being a Snow Maiden, immunity to the cold was an obvious one, but if I listed all the traits and little details, it would take forever.
For now, I’ll just focus on what matters.
“Emotion expression is minimal.”
This was something I’d already confirmed.
No matter how I felt inside, my facial expression barely changed.
That much was obvious.
I wasn’t particularly good at keeping a poker face.
“She resides in a castle made of snow.”
This was another trait added for flavor, to match the character’s vibe.
After all, she was just a character in a game, so her emotional expression wouldn’t realistically be reflected, and the castle addition was for balance; there was no reason to give her a whole castle from the start.
But to think these things would come to life like this.
In Seasonal War, there was only one place called “the Snowfield.”
A land of harsh cold, located in the far eastern part of the continent, where humans could not survive.
Since she was a Snow Maiden, of course, she would live here.
I had chosen the location and added the idea of her living in a snow castle, inspired by the Snow Queen.
“The snowball has started rolling…”
Anyway, it was now clear that I was in a place called “the Snow Castle,” a new building.
No wonder the ground I saw outside the window looked so distant.
It made sense if I was looking out from a castle.
I was lucky not to be thrown into the middle of nowhere like some isekai story.
Sure, I had landed in an extreme area, but thanks to the cold immunity, I felt nothing, and I had a home—whether it was a castle or something else—so I wouldn’t have to worry about surviving in the wild.
The only concern was if I might be attacked, but that wasn’t really something to worry about.
The Snowfield was so harsh that even most monsters couldn’t survive there, so no humans or other species would live here.
It’s not like no one lived here at all, but with my settings, I didn’t have to worry about that.
“So, what now?”
Though my heart still felt unsettled, I decided there was no immediate danger, so I felt a sense of calm wash over me.
The fact that I had become a woman—a situation I hadn’t planned for—made my stomach feel tight, but with so many shocking things happening, it didn’t seem as serious as it should have.
I’d think about that later.
“Well… should I explore the castle?”
I had only mentioned that I lived in a snow castle, but I hadn’t described what the inside looked like.
So, this step was necessary.
I had no idea how long I’d be here, but since this was the place I was living for now, I needed to figure out the layout.
After deciding that, I quickly moved.
The place I was in seemed to be between the middle and upper floors, so I followed the spiral staircase down below and started climbing up.
I figured the important rooms would probably be at the top.
And I was right.
As I toured the large castle and admired the decorations, I found a big door off to one side.
I carefully pushed it open and immediately realized it led to a storage room.
The items inside were haphazardly scattered around, but I couldn’t help but smile.
“This… A Pegasus hairpin! And this… a celestial music box!”
I immediately recognized what they were.
They were all in-game items I remembered.
But the amount was staggering.
The massive storage room was filled to the brim with items that seemed about to spill over the top.
“Could it be that my inventory is linked?”
It seemed so.
They were all items I knew well, and for someone like me, a veteran player, it was impossible to collect this many items unless they were actually linked.
I had chosen “Yes” when asked if I wanted to sync the data.
I was ecstatic at the thought of handling these long-forgotten items, so I started rummaging through them.
I dug through them for quite some time before I finally collapsed onto the floor, exhausted.
I was happy to see so many items, but at the same time, I was disappointed.
As I had guessed, the high-level items weren’t synced.
There were a few useful things, but none of the really good stuff.
“It’s a bit disappointing, but… I guess this is enough.”
At least this much was good enough.
It was better than expecting too much and getting nothing.
I brushed off the disappointment and dusted myself off before continuing my search.
The castle had a kitchen, cleaning tools, a bathroom—essential living facilities.
Whoever had built this place was clearly very practical.
It was when I reached the top floor that I opened another door and froze in surprise.
Inside was an astonishing room.
“…A dressing room?”
The room was filled with various colors of clothing, with garments covered by protective cloths to prevent them from getting dirty.
That in itself wasn’t too interesting, but what caught my attention was the identity of the clothes.
They were costumes I had painstakingly gathered over the years.
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Chapter 2: Reincarnation as the Snow Maiden (2)
What’s the first thing that comes to mind when you think of a Snow Maiden?
Each person might have a different answer, but most would likely imagine a blizzard-filled scene or a cold-faced woman dressed in white.
For those interested in Snow Maiden folklore, they might even conjure up specific stories.
Stories of her appearing before travelers trapped in a snowstorm, stealing their lives with her icy breath.
Or leading them astray intentionally, leaving them to freeze to death on their own.
It may seem unfair to portray the Snow Maiden as a purely malevolent figure, but many tales do describe her that way.
The depiction of Snow Maidens as beautiful and benevolent beings is a relatively recent phenomenon.
This shift likely arose to make her image more palatable to modern audiences.
I, too, based my Snow Maiden character on folklore but added various elements to enhance her charm.
It seems human creativity often follows similar paths.
Still, if asked to name the most beautiful Snow Maiden, I would undoubtedly point to Quellière, the one I created.
Admittedly, my subjective standards played a large part, but she was undoubtedly the best Snow Maiden.
“Not that there’s any real competition, anyway.”
In the world of Four Seasons War, the Snow Maiden race doesn’t exist.
Thus, in this world, Quellière was undeniably the best Snow Maiden, with no room for dispute.
Of course, this was a meaningless, solitary glory.
It was nothing more than a small comfort for the peculiar situation of suddenly becoming a Snow Maiden.
I stretched out my arm to examine the sleeves and the overall design of my clothing.
The pure white dress was exactly as I had designed it.
Its plainness might make it seem modest, but it suited the Snow Maiden better than any other attire.
“As expected, the basics are the best…”
I lifted my head and slowly scanned the dressing room.
It was filled with costumes I had painstakingly acquired or crafted myself.
Many were variations of the white dress, adorned with different colors and patterns, though there were quite a few entirely different outfits.
Seeing them made my heart gradually race.
Though it wasn’t obvious, I could feel my hands trembling slightly.
There was a growing urge to sort through the outfits and try them on.
It was a familiar sensation I’d occasionally felt while playing the game, but experiencing it in reality made it all the more intense.
Logically, spending time here wasn’t the wisest choice.
Even if there was no immediate danger, the possibility of unforeseen threats always lingered.
Moreover, the castle was vast, with many places left to explore.
Lingering over costumes that offered no practical benefit was undoubtedly foolish.
And yet, and yet…
“…How can a veteran player resist the allure of fashion?”
It felt like instinct.
Even without an avatar to dress up—or even if I had become the avatar myself—this impulse was unshakable.
With a flushed face, I began pulling out nearby outfits.
I exited the dressing room after some time.
It had been an enjoyable experience.
No, it was the most enjoyable moment I’d had since arriving in this world.
Naturally, the reality of seeing the outfits firsthand was on an entirely different level than simply viewing them on a screen.
I tried on a variety of outfits, and none of them looked bad, which only made it more fun.
After all, I had carefully curated these costumes, so it was no surprise.
With a body like this, anything would look good.
“Do women choose outfits like this too?”
The thought suddenly crossed my mind.
Even though my body had changed, I had been a man until recently and knew little about typical female behaviors.
However, since women tend to put more effort into appearance than men, it seemed natural to think along these lines.
They say stylish women often own at least a dozen outfits.
Although my mind was still that of a man, and I couldn’t fully grasp the reasoning, recalling how I had eagerly rummaged through my outfits just now made me wonder if I had done something similar.
“…No, no. I was just treating it like a game.”
I shook my head, rejecting the notion.
Yes, it was no different from the game.
Quellière was my character, and dressing her up in new outfits or equipping her with weapons was a common pastime for most gamers.
The only difference was that I had somehow become this character.
It wasn’t about adorning myself; it was a matter of customizing my avatar.
That mindset was far from what one might call “feminine.”
As long as I retained the memories of a modern human who had lived as a man, my identity wouldn’t change.
Even if my body had transformed, my way of thinking would remain the same forever.
“Sigh. If I had to be reincarnated, couldn’t it have been as a man? I’d have gladly welcomed being the Black Knight or something.”
Letting out a sigh of regret, I glanced out the window.
I didn’t know how much time had passed, but it was already dark outside.
Of course, predicting the time in this snow-covered land, where sunlight was scarce, was nearly impossible.
I tried calculating it for a moment before giving up.
This was no longer the world I once knew.
Everything around me had changed, so there was no need to concern myself with time as I had before.
“Normally, that thought would be despairing.”
Strangely, I felt nothing of the sort.
Instead of despair, there was only a slight sense of relief at no longer being bound by the clock.
That was all.
Had I finally lost my mind?
Or was it the Snow Maiden’s traits affecting even my psyche?
There was no need to find out.
Accepting it for now seemed like the better choice.
“One thousand years before Four Seasons War…”
The Four Seasons War II: The Birth of Calamity.
To think I’d get to “play” the game I’d eagerly awaited since its announcement in this manner.
The world truly works in mysterious ways.
Although I had been a seasoned player in Four Seasons War, I was a complete novice in its sequel.
Sure, my accumulated playtime in the original game wasn’t going anywhere.
If I pieced together all the scattered information about the past that I’d picked up, it would amount to a decent sum.
But would that be enough?
The answer was no.
Which leads me to my point.
“What am I supposed to do now?”
In typical reincarnation novels, a godlike entity or author usually assigns the protagonist a goal.
But why was there nothing of the sort for me?
In stories without such guidance, the protagonist often knew the original ending was a disaster and intervened to survive.
A disaster ending, huh?
Certainly, Four Seasons War had its share of final bosses or shadowy antagonists.
The immensely powerful calamity spread darkness across the world, causing countless incidents.
If the player failed to stop it, the world would meet its end.
“But that’s a thousand years from now.”
Indeed.
The original game’s timeline was set a millennium in the future.
Even then, the world wouldn’t be destroyed immediately unless the player made catastrophic mistakes.
In other words, no matter how things unfolded, the world would remain intact for the next thousand years.
“That really doesn’t feel urgent at all.”
There’s a movie called The Day After Tomorrow.
Its original title in English literally means “the day after tomorrow,” but it was intentionally mistranslated when released in Korea.
The reasoning was that Koreans wouldn’t consider it urgent if the world were ending the day after tomorrow.
That’s an exaggeration, of course.
But what if the apocalypse wasn’t the day after tomorrow, nor even a year away, but a full millennium into the future?
I guarantee that most Koreans wouldn’t change their daily lives in the slightest.
And so, my own attitude remained relaxed.
“Let’s take a look outside for now.”
I hadn’t fully explored the castle yet, but that could wait.
For now, I wanted to see the outside world.
There was no pressing need, so I decided to do as I pleased.
Leisurely, I descended the stairs to the lower floors.
Despite the castle’s vastness and height, following the stairs didn’t take too long.
I arrived on the first floor and stepped out through the main gate.
Leaving the Snow Castle behind, I was greeted by a breathtaking snowscape.
The twilight had already fallen, but the flurry of snow was as relentless as before.
“There really is nothing here.”
Snow fell relentlessly, and the wind howled, yet I remained unaffected, calmly observing my surroundings.
Not a single blade of grass was in sight.
There were no trees, no insects, no people.
Just an endless expanse of snowfields stretching across a barren wasteland.
Though I had expected as much, seeing it in person left me speechless.
“I don’t think I could handle this with a normal mindset.”
At that moment, I felt grateful for the ceaseless snowfall and for being embodied as Quellière.
In a land devoid of even insects, the only sounds were the shifting winds, and the solitude that would drive most humans mad was manageable thanks to the Snow Maiden’s cold logic.
Still, with the scenery so bleak, there was little joy in simply admiring the view.
“It’s amazing that anything could live in a place like this.”
Despite this desolate landscape, there were beings that dwelled here.
Or rather, they ruled here.
Though not human, they surely had emotions—how else could they endure countless ages in such isolation?
Was there some hidden backstory I had yet to uncover?
Truthfully, I didn’t know much about them.
However, as someone obsessed with Four Seasons War, I had read every snippet of lore that the developers released.
Among these, there were characters from the distant past who never appeared in the original timeline.
One of them was the guardian of the Snowfield.
From this, I knew she wasn’t inherently evil.
So, even while sharing the Snowfield with her, I wasn’t particularly worried.
For someone of her stature, I suspected she’d sense my presence, yet she hadn’t approached me so far.
Maybe she simply didn’t care.
“Even better.”
I hoped she’d continue to ignore me.
Getting caught up in trouble was the last thing I wanted.
Sure, a castle had appeared out of nowhere, but the Snowfield was vast; surely, she’d permit one person to live here unnoticed.
With that hope in mind, I decided to push thoughts of her to the back of my mind.
“Let’s see… is this how it works?”
Shaking off my idle thoughts, I tried out an idea that had suddenly come to me.
As in most fantasy worlds, this one also had magic and mana, and according to the lore, Snow Maidens could wield it.
Magic was one of the few tools I had for offense or defense, so I moved quickly to test it.
Whoosh—!
“Oh… ah!”
Mana permeates the atmosphere, existing within all living beings.
Instinctively, I managed to channel my inner mana to generate magic.
But as soon as I succeeded, something strange happened.
A blizzard erupted instantly, dense mist obscured my vision, and a fierce gale swirled around me.
Startled, I hurriedly suppressed the magic.
“What’s going on?”
I had just intended to create a simple snowman.
But as though something ignited within me, an abnormal phenomenon occurred.
When I looked down at my hands, they flickered, becoming transparent and returning to normal repeatedly, like blinking lights.
Watching this happen and feeling my heart race wildly, I began to piece together the situation.
“Mana exhaustion… no, not that. Overload?”
Such symptoms could happen to anyone who used mana, so it made sense.
One of the settings I’d created for the Snow Maiden was that excessive magic use made her body turn transparent.
The sudden surge of magic had overloaded my body, causing my heart to react violently.
But why had I reached such an overload without casting any significant spells?
That, too, began to make sense.
“Thinking about it, it’s only natural.”
Magic depends heavily on innate talent and is difficult to train through normal means.
Even those born with talent must undergo rigorous practice to master it.
For someone like me, who had just arrived in this world, failing to control magic right away was expected.
In short, I was in a state of zero control.
I couldn’t even take my first steps yet, let alone consider my mana reserves or magic efficiency.
“I’ll need to practice.”
It wasn’t like I had anything else to do, so this worked out nicely.
For the time being, I could spend my days training in mana control.
Unlike tedious book study, experimenting with magic firsthand—something I’d only ever seen in games—was quite enjoyable.
As the runaway magic settled down, the raging blizzard also began to subside.
They say uncontrolled magic can trigger random spells.
Was my status as a Snow Maiden the reason it manifested as a blizzard?
While visually impressive, it didn’t seem particularly threatening compared to other offensive magic.
At least I didn’t have to worry about accidentally hurting myself, which was a relief.
“Huh?”
Just before the blizzard completely vanished, I noticed something strange.
A blue shard, crystalline in appearance, hovered as if formed from condensed ice.
Instinctively, I realized it contained my mana.
“A spirit?”
The word came to mind spontaneously.
Spirits, formed from pure mana, were indeed a part of the in-game world.
However, this wasn’t exactly a spirit.
It was more like a fragment of one—a remnant, or something that failed to fully manifest.
Sure enough, the shimmering crystal dissolved like melting snow moments later.
Watching this curious phenomenon, I felt a spark of possibility.
“How did a spirit form?”
Spirits, remnants of divine energy, were incredibly rare.
In a world where gods had vanished, spirits grew scarcer by the day, nearing extinction by the game’s timeline.
Everyone knew this, yet no one had discovered a way to increase their numbers.
Spirits are beings of pure mana, and only gods or Spirit Kings could create them.
No mortal creature could artificially create a spirit.
“So, does that mean I…?”
It seemed I needed to revisit my settings.
There must have been something I’d overlooked, something connected to what had just happened.
The Snow Maiden, according to her lore, was not a living being or a spirit but a phenomenon.
She was said to possess mana of the purest form, free of any impurities.
Now that I thought about it, I had created such lore.
It was intended to portray the Snow Maiden as not just a race but as an embodiment of snow and winter itself.
Back then, it was just atmospheric flavor with no practical implications, so I’d forgotten about it.
“And now it’s led to this.”
I had performed magic for the first time without employing any tricks.
Yet it had resulted in the creation of a spirit shard.
This “pure mana free of impurities” had the potential to create spirits merely by being concentrated.
To create spirits…
As a veteran player, I had never encountered such a mechanic before.
Yet here, in this new reality, I was experiencing it firsthand.
The world is truly full of surprises.
“Spirits, huh…”
Perhaps having something that moved would make the loneliness less overwhelming.
It seemed I had found a new purpose for the time being.
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Chapter 3: Reincarnation as the Snow Maiden (3)
Why did things turn out this way?
I looked at the being in front of me with tension filling the air.
It was an enormous presence, gazing down at me with overwhelming authority from its towering height, its grand wings folded elegantly.
In its gaze, which seemed somewhat anxious, I felt as though I might crumble.
“……”
Since arriving in this world, I hadn’t harmed anyone.
I was simply going about my daily routine as usual.
Could this be… the first crisis I’ve encountered since possessing this body?
*
Somehow, a year had passed.
Without a clock or calendar, I couldn’t be precise, but it felt like about that much time had gone by.
From a modern perspective, it might seem like a significant amount of time had passed, but it didn’t feel that way to me.
This was because everything I’d been doing during that time was repetitive and mundane.
First, I organized the chaotic and cluttered storage, identifying items that might be useful.
I repeatedly trained myself to handle mana properly, relying on various items to aid in the process.
Next, I decorated the castle’s interior, which was well-equipped but aesthetically dull, using the power of those items.
When I got a little tired, I would stop by the dressing room to take a bit of a break in my own way.
The crucial point was that throughout this process, I had to constantly accumulate mana.
This mana was for the next phase, which was by far the most critical and had consumed most of the year: creating spirits.
“Hmm…”
I concentrated intensely, suppressing mana that threatened to escape and gathering it in one place.
The condensed mana contained fragments of a spirit’s essence.
Even though I had done this countless times, it remained a challenging task.
Now I truly understood why no one in the game had been able to replenish the diminished number of spirits.
Spirits were composed of pure mana, and they could not be created by anyone who harbored even the slightest impurity.
Yet, even I, with mana purer than anyone else’s, had to pour an entire day’s worth of mana into creating just one low-level spirit.
Spirits were extremely sensitive, requiring unwavering focus throughout the process.
If even I struggled this much, humans with mana tainted by impurities wouldn’t stand a chance.
“In that sense, perhaps being possessed by the Snow Maiden is a blessing… No, if I hadn’t been possessed by the Snow Maiden, I wouldn’t even need to worry about this.”
As I immersed myself in the task, random thoughts flowed through my mind, and I glanced sideways.
In one corner of the room, small, doll-like creatures were chattering noisily, with snowflakes floating lazily above them.
– Squeak! Stop it! That’s cold!
– Cold? What does “cold” mean?
– It means it makes your body shiver from annoyance! That’s what Quelli sometimes said!
The voices of the spirits resonated not in my ears, but directly in my head.
Since they had no vocal organs, they communicated telepathically.
Not all spirits used telepathy; some couldn’t, and some could but simply chose not to speak at all.
Yet here they were, noisy as ever.
Was it because they were clustered together, or were Frikes just unique in this way?
While their chatter was better than complete silence, I needed to concentrate, so I decided to call them out.
“Be quiet.”
My voice was cold, with a chill that seemed to radiate frost.
Even though the words came from my own mouth, I sometimes startled myself.
Talking to myself wasn’t a problem, but because of the Snow Maiden’s “cold demeanor” setting, speaking to others felt like frost falling in midsummer.
The spirits froze in alarm, flailing as they processed the icy tone.
– Quelli is cold!
– My body’s shivering from annoyance!
– No! She’s angry!
“Sigh…”
Honestly, I wasn’t a kindergarten teacher.
While communication was possible, it wasn’t exactly effective.
Having just been born, their mental age seemed to match that of toddlers.
“…And what do you mean by ‘cold’?”
They couldn’t even feel the cold, just like me.
Sometimes, unconsciously, modern human sensibilities ingrained in my mind would slip out.
The phrase “cold” was one such expression, and they must have interpreted it in their own way because they couldn’t understand it literally.
Anyway, these little ones were the “Low-level Snow Spirits, Frikes,” which I had created while living in the Snow Castle.
Creating just one took an entire day’s worth of mana, which meant I hadn’t even attempted anything above the low level yet.
Even with a full day’s worth of mana, the process was so labor-intensive that I couldn’t mass-produce them like a factory.
As a result, the creation days were irregular.
Still, after about a year, I’d managed to create a fairly large family of them.
“Even if they’re all just Frikes.”
True to the Snow Maiden’s name, Quillière’s attribute was entirely aligned with snow and winter.
It wasn’t merely a preference; she had no access to other attributes whatsoever.
It wasn’t about lacking talent—the game system outright locked those categories.
As a result, I could only create snow spirits.
I had tried to create other types of spirits before but had utterly failed.
This wasn’t an issue of mana purity; it was a separate matter entirely.
“Well, it’s not like it matters.”
Other spirits wouldn’t be able to survive in this eternal winter anyway.
While musing pointlessly, I felt a reaction and turned my gaze downward.
The condensed snowflake trembled violently, like an egg on the verge of hatching.
It was complete.
Sensing this, I withdrew my hand and observed the birth silently.
From this point onward, there was nothing more I could do.
The spirit had to form its consciousness and emerge into the world on its own.
This moment was critical because not all spirits successfully established their identities.
In this way, their birth wasn’t unlike a bird hatching from an egg.
Failure to hatch meant death for the spirit.
Of course, I wasn’t particularly worried.
None of the spirits I’d created had failed to hatch so far.
I wasn’t entirely sure why, but I suspected it was largely due to the environment.
Snow spirits were being born in the Snow Castle, nestled in the heart of the continent’s only snowfield—what could possibly go wrong?
On top of that, the creator was none other than the Snow Maiden, whose attributes were exclusively aligned with snow.
This was an environment as blessed as it could be.
As expected, the new Frike was born without issue.
A slender arm extended from the trembling snowflake, and sparkling eyes appeared.
“Hello.”
I greeted it gently.
The birth of a new life was always a moment of wonder.
As the one who had brought them into the world, I felt an obligation to welcome them first.
Even though my tone remained cold, this was exceptionally warm by my standards.
– ……
But the little one simply stared at me, wide-eyed, saying nothing.
Then, its eyes gradually widened, its tiny snowy fluff trembling as if it had been dipped in hot water.
That was when I realized what it was about to say.
– It’s winter!
The creature widened its eyes to the fullest extent and then raised its arms high, shouting.
-Winter is speaking!
I suppressed a bitter smile instead of putting my hand to my forehead.
I didn’t even feel like responding because all the dozens of Frikes I had created so far reacted exactly the same way.
Spirits, being pure mana entities, are categorized as mental bodies.
They lack skin, organs, or aging, so they aren’t quite what we would typically call living beings.
It was natural, then, that spirits would perceive the world differently from ordinary creatures.
So, even if I didn’t fully understand, I accepted it.
Apparently, because of the Snow Maiden’s extreme setting, spirits seemed to perceive me as snow or winter itself.
Unintentionally, my desire to depict “not a lifeform or mental body, but a phenomenon itself” had been realized.
“That’s all fine and good, but… I wanted to watch it from beyond the screen.”
Letting out yet another sigh, I turned my attention to the newly created Frike.
It was surrounded by other Frikes welcoming the new addition to the family.
– Hello!
– Nice to meet you!
– Oh, oh…
The freshly born little snowflake was encircled by finger-sized children.
Soon, it wavered and morphed into a childlike figure, just like the others.
Because spirits lack a fixed form, they can shift into various shapes, and humanoid forms are one of them.
This form was typically taken when they felt safe or happy, indicating that this castle was home to them.
On the other hand, when they sensed danger or prepared for battle, they would transform into wolves.
The new Frike looked around and stopped in front of the dining table.
– What’s this?
– Oh, that’s called cake. It’s sweet.
– What’s sweet?
– It’s the opposite of cold. It means your body feels alive and happy.
– Alive? Happy?
“Ha…”
Feeling a headache coming on, I decided to ignore them.
They kept misinterpreting human words in their own way and spreading those interpretations.
It wasn’t like they could eat food anyway, so how would they even understand what sweetness meant?
At this point, I didn’t bother correcting them anymore.
I stared blankly into the air, pondering what to do next.
Today, I had finished my tasks unusually early, leaving me with nothing particular to do.
“Should I make another one?”
Usually, after making one, I would be too tired to think about anything else, but today, I felt unusually energetic.
It was better to make good use of such days to prepare for the future.
These spirits would all be helpful to me someday, after all.
“…They’ll be helpful, right?”
I convinced myself of this.
I grabbed two items from the pile of tools I had set aside for work assistance.
The “Potion of Mana Circulation” and the “Potion of Mana Control.”
These were my favorite combination when creating spirits.
The Circulation Potion increased the rate of mana regeneration, while the Control Potion enhanced my dominance and precision over mana, leading to greater control.
These were among the most valuable items in the storage and had been aiding me for quite some time.
Although I had improved significantly compared to a year ago, my magical abilities were still not exceptional.
I still made frequent mistakes in control, which often resulted in creating mist or triggering snowstorms.
Some might criticize me for progressing so little, but I understood that even this was an achievement.
“NPCs are incredible.”
Thinking of the heroes of the Four Seasons War, who wielded mana as effortlessly as their own limbs, filled me with renewed respect.
Of course, they were outliers.
Even among the people of this world who were born with mana, only a few could truly master it.
Mana was that difficult to handle.
I only managed this much because of my pure mana—without it, I didn’t even want to imagine how things might be.
Grateful for my current circumstances, I drank the potions.
“Hmm…”
A strange and indescribable taste spread in my mouth.
Just as I was debating whether to have a slice of cake before starting work, a bone-chilling roar echoed from the distance.
Gwoooo—!
“……”
The spirits’ chatter in my mind abruptly ceased.
For a moment, I froze, then leapt to my feet and turned toward the source of the sound.
Through the window, I saw an enormous object rapidly approaching at an incredible speed.
Its size grew exponentially with each blink of my eyes, and it was clearly heading straight for the front of the castle.
It would arrive in less than thirty seconds.
At the same time, I felt certain I knew what it was.
I had to act quickly.
“Stay right here.”
I ordered the Frikes before heading outside.
Following the now-familiar shortest route, I exited through the back door in no time.
*
The weather outside was unusually clear.
The wind was calm, and the snowflakes weren’t swirling violently as they usually did.
The snowfield sparkled under the bright sunlight, and there was no sign of the frequent snowstorms that usually raged.
Looking at the scene, I realized why I had felt so good today.
“Why on a day like this…”
Are you really coming here?
I grumbled inwardly while moving toward the direction of the incoming entity.
At the front of the castle, on a low hill, it had landed.
“…!”
Even though I had braced myself, seeing it with my own eyes left me speechless.
Its overwhelming height made me crane my neck to look up despite the distance, and its mere presence radiated charisma that imposed on everything around it.
Standing before me was a dragon, one of the most powerful beings in existence.
And its expression was deeply contorted.
“This is bad.”
What was this? Why was it angry?
I wasn’t gifted in reading a dragon’s expressions, but anyone could tell it was furious.
I hadn’t done anything to provoke it—this was the first time we’d even met.
“Wasn’t she supposed to have a gentle personality?”
The White Dragon Lord, also known as the “White Silver Dragon King,” Pankaj Mishra.
She was the protector and keeper of this snowfield, having lived here for thousands of years.
Though she harbored resentment toward the beings of the surface, she never left the snowfield to harm anyone.
She had the power to do so but chose to uphold her master’s command to guard this place.
That legacy wouldn’t last forever, but at least up until now, a thousand years before the original story, it was still intact.
Surely, that was the case.
“Why is she angry?”
And surely, she wouldn’t take it out on me just because I was here?
As if answering my silent plea, Mishra spoke.
[Who are you?]
The dragon’s voice was imbued with mana, each word carrying the force of a command.
The pressure it exerted was overwhelming, though it only affected me psychologically, not physically.
Perhaps this was due to the game settings, but there was no time to ponder that.
The important thing was Mishra herself.
I needed to understand her current emotions as quickly as possible.
[How did you cross the Ice Mountains? More importantly, how long have you been here? What is this castle? Did you build it? What on earth happened while I was asleep?]
As she flapped her wings and roared, her fury was palpable, along with an undercurrent of anxiety.
That was when I realized why she was angry.
‘She’s worried I might’ve done something reckless.’
Her questions contained all the clues.
She was faithfully guarding the snowfield on her master’s orders.
Since almost no one ever visited the snowfield, she had likely gone to sleep, assured there was no threat.
Dragons, being transcendent beings, could sleep for a year without issue.
Moreover, I hadn’t arrived in this land through conventional means.
It was only natural that whatever mechanism she had set up to monitor intruders failed to detect me.
This gave me a glimmer of hope.
‘If I just clear up the misunderstanding…’
It was a simpler matter than I thought.
The castle had been built unintentionally, but aside from that, I hadn’t done anything to offend her.
If I could convey this and formally gain permission to stay, the incident would be resolved.
What could be simpler than that?
Feeling relieved, I opened my mouth to calm her down.
But at that moment, a realization struck me, crashing into my mind like a hammer.
By then, it was already too late.
Like an arrow released from a bowstring, the words had left my lips.
“…Be quiet.”
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Chapter 4 Snow Maiden Reincarnation (4)
Snow Castle.
The first foundation of my second life.
From the day I first arrived until now, everything had passed like a panorama.
The days spent in and out of the dressing room, getting addicted to reality coordination, the joy of finding useful items while struggling to organize the warehouse, the day I first created a spirit, and even the sight of the one who fussed over me.
There were happy days, as well as days when I felt depressed or angry, but looking back, they were all precious memories…
‘…Huh!’
I quickly regained my focus.
Now was not the time to wonder if this was a flashback or a recollection.
What was needed was a groundbreaking plan to resolve this situation.
[······]
After hearing my statement, Mishra, in confusion, froze for a moment with an expression that showed she didn’t understand.
Even though the weather was unusually sunny for a snowfield, the silence was suffocating.
Had she ever been treated like this in her long life as the strongest race?
[…How dare.]
The White Dragon Lord’s reaction, once she snapped out of her shock, was sadly as expected.
Her already frightening appearance became even more distorted, making me feel like I was in a horror movie.
[How dare you utter such nonsense!]
The roar of the enraged dragon shook the earth.
Her giant wings summoned a fierce gust of wind, and her tail, stronger than steel, split the snowfield.
Honestly, I was trembling at the sight.
At that moment, the fact that I had a setting that prevented me from showing any outward signs of fear felt like a curse.
If not for that, my hands and feet would have been shaking uncontrollably, and even my eyelashes would have been trembling.
Since I couldn’t express it freely, I felt like my insides were rotting.
‘Just one hit would be enough.’
The Snow Maiden was never suited for combat.
Although I had created her with all my effort, her purpose was strictly for looks, atmosphere, and background, a character for “look-doll” purposes.
She was far from efficient for any combat tactics.
On the other hand, the White Dragon Lord Pankaj Mishra was one of the highest among the strongest dragon race.
Even if she were not the final boss, she was at least the hidden boss.
Considering I couldn’t even properly control my magic now, challenging her would be a suicidal act.
Originally, as a character with very poor combat abilities, the Snow Maiden didn’t have a single skill to land an effective hit.
To make matters worse, her defense was so low that one breath or tail swipe from her could send me to eternal rest.
It was truly a hopeless situation.
‘Well, I guess it’s still fine for now?’
The fact that she wasn’t attacking immediately suggested her good nature, so I believed the rumors were true.
There was no choice but to walk this path, the only one open to me.
I had made a mistake by momentarily forgetting my setting, but if I didn’t mess things up further here, there was still a chance for survival.
[This one is the guardian of this snowfield and the ruler of the White Dragon tribe! You, a mere earthly creature, have no right to behave so disrespectfully!]
The White Dragon Lord’s anger was accompanied by a powerful aura, enough to make my skin tingle.
Even though this was a land of cold and snow, it strangely felt like I was standing before a furnace.
Who would have thought the Snow Maiden would ever feel heat?
[Reveal your true identity at once and apologize for your rudeness!]
Mishra took a step forward, and the ground trembled.
At the same time, my heart pounded in fear.
Although there was still hope, the fact that my life was hanging by a thread was terrifying.
But I had to stay calm.
If I lost my composure too, there would truly be no hope.
Yes, there was no need to fix this situation completely—just don’t upset her mood any further. As long as I didn’t provoke her…
[Can you not hear me!? Apologize for your rudeness to the ruler at once!]
But why does she keep talking to me?
Did the White Dragon Lord not notice my attitude just now?
I had been silently trying not to escalate things, so why was she trying to get me angry?
And the consequences would be on me to bear.
Of course, I could speak if I wanted to. But…
‘If I speak, she’ll just get angrier!’
My voice sounded as cold as ice, even to me.
How cold must it sound to someone hearing it for the first time?
And Mishra was furious right now. Wouldn’t she get even more angry if I provoked her further?
‘I’m not doing it! I can’t do it!’
This was a matter directly related to my survival.
Therefore, I had the right to remain silent!
However, the world did not respect that right.
[Answer me immediately! Or else…]
The White Dragon Lord’s words, delivered with a flash in her eyes, were not to be taken lightly.
I had no desire to hear what would follow, but I couldn’t help but be drawn to it. It felt like I was standing on a beach just before a storm hit—this was exactly how I felt.
‘Just answer her!’
Both options were terrible, but if I continued to ignore her, I was heading straight for a bad ending.
Even I knew it was natural to get frustrated if someone kept ignoring you. In my case, I had no choice, but still…
Anyway, it was a matter of choosing the lesser evil.
I had to respond without further upsetting her.
I couldn’t control how my words would be translated, but I had to do it.
First, I needed to relax and speak calmly, letting my voice lose its tension.
I would carefully choose my words, trying to soften the tone and find a suitable topic. Let’s see… “I apologize for my rudeness” would likely sound too cold and sarcastic. “You are truly impressive,”… but that’s not it.
How about, “I know who you are, and I apologize for not recognizing you”? It would acknowledge her fame and apologize smoothly.
Yes, this was it! This was the only option!
“I don’t care who you are.”
Though I was full of confidence, the result that came out of my mouth was utterly terrifying.
No, how could I translate it like that?
The entire sentence had changed! And where had the “I apologize” gone?
[…What?]
As expected, Mishra’s voice became deep and dark.
I wanted to close my eyes, but my setting didn’t allow me to, so I had to stare directly into her terrifying gaze.
[It seems I should not be polite!]
Suddenly, Mishra’s eyes shone.
Realizing it was a magical reaction, I was immediately hit with a strong pressure that crushed me.
Even in this tense situation, I could tell that she had a kind nature.
Despite being very angry, she controlled her power to avoid killing me.
Of course, that alone was enough to almost kill me.
Just the pressure of her magic was unbearable.
Along with it, I felt something inside me being drained.
No, something like energy was really being drained.
‘Energy drain?’
I understood her intention as soon as I saw that.
She planned to weaken me first and then resolve the situation.
Realizing this, my pounding heart started to calm down.
In a way, it was a relief.
As long as she didn’t kill me, I could eventually have a sincere conversation with Mishra once she regained her senses.
The setting still bothered me, but I could deal with that later. To escape this crisis, I surrendered my body to the draining power without resistance.
The strange sensation came right then.
It felt like something I shouldn’t be losing was draining away, and my magic began to waver violently.
I tried to control it, but it had already slipped out of my grasp.
‘Could it even be the elixir’s power?’
At that moment, I realized the situation.
The two elixirs I had taken to regulate my magic flow.
The drain spell had stolen their effects too!
The balance of the mana circuit I had been forcing to maintain immediately collapsed, and the effect was instant.
Saaaah-!
A sharp blizzard swept across the snowfield, which had been sunny for the first time in a while.
The Snow Maiden was a being highly specialized in snow, and in a snowfield like this, she received a significant bonus.
Even though her abilities were not impressive, she could still create an illusion of power.
So, what would happen if that unrestrained, biased magical power ran wild? I had seen this many times during my year of magic training, and now the scene unfolded right before my eyes.
A fierce blizzard raged.
“Ah…”
I stared blankly at the scene, then lowered my gaze.
Through my now-transparent hands, I could see the snowfield.
The imbalance in my body caused by the fluctuating magic.
Maybe it was because of the setting taken from the Snow Maiden myth, but it felt so fitting that I couldn’t help but laugh.
As I thought about the future that awaited me, I couldn’t help but laugh.
‘I’m doomed.’
*
The Snowfield was one of the continent’s most renowned magical realms.
The extreme climate, constant year-round, was enough to freeze the lungs of an ordinary human in an instant.
Even the elves, known for their innate mana and excellent magical aptitude, were no exception.
A land of bitter cold where makeshift cold-resistance magic was utterly useless.
To reach the Snowfield, one had to first cross the Ice Mountain Range.
Situated in the far eastern region of the continent, the Snowfield stood behind the Ice Mountain Range, which acted like a gate blocking its entrance.
In fact, what the people of the East often named as a magical realm wasn’t the Snowfield itself but the Ice Mountain Range.
This was because, since ancient times, almost no human had ever set foot on the Snowfield.
Even the most audacious adventurers bowed to the icy hell, and the heroes who barely endured the cold were unable to overcome the beasts of the mountains.
Thus, since olden times, the Snowfield was regarded as a trial bestowed by the Goddess of Winter.
A divine trial—a phrase that had sent countless lives to their deaths.
Many perished buried beneath the snowdrifts, yet there were those who ultimately reached their destined land.
These were the heroes of heroes, whose names were later etched into history.
However, they soon faced a true trial.
‘…And so, upon reaching the Snowfield, we were confronted by a pure white being. Spreading her massive wings that were vast enough to obscure the fortress walls, the servant of the Goddess urged us to turn back. We implored her to allow us an audience with the Goddess, but…’
The servant, known as the Guardian of the Snowfield, always carried out the task of turning back unwelcome guests.
It was said that the heroes never managed to meet the Goddess.
Had they succeeded in establishing contact with the deity, today’s circumstances might have been vastly different.
However, this does not justify the current tendency to criticize them.
After all, the worst incident in the history of the land wasn’t their fault…
Theologian Agnatz
*
Millennia of peace had given rise to complacency.
Mishra, awakened from her slumber, didn’t even have time to process the changes in the Snowfield that pricked at her senses before she burst out of her lair.
Who the intruder was and how they escaped her detection was irrelevant.
The only concern was how much they had defiled her master’s territory.
That was all that mattered.
Though her memories of that time had grown faint, her master’s commands still meant everything to her.
She flew swiftly toward the source of the disturbance.
What greeted her was a castle built entirely of snow.
Even in her true form, the structure was tall enough that she had to crane her neck to see its height.
Logically, she should have been wary of the fact that such a structure had been erected in a short amount of time.
But blinded by fury, Mishra couldn’t think rationally.
Instead, her anger burned even hotter at the one who had dared to commit such an act.
The perpetrator was a woman with silvery-blue hair.
She exuded an oddly faint presence.
Even when faced with Mishra, a Dragon King, the woman remained expressionless, her gaze cold—no, downright frigid.
Though Mishra found her demeanor deeply displeasing, she attempted to converse first.
She needed to ascertain the woman’s purpose in coming here and whether she had companions.
Her words, spoken while suppressing her rage, came out harshly.
But Mishra figured that scaring the other party into compliance would make them more cooperative, so she didn’t mind.
However, it was a hasty judgment.
“…Be quiet.”
Hearing the cold voice, Mishra’s thoughts momentarily came to a halt.
In thousands of years, had there ever been anyone who dared speak to her this way?
Every creature on land looked upon her with reverence—it was only natural.
There were barely a handful of beings, even among celestial entities, who would dare to speak to her like that!
[How dare you utter such insolence to me!]
No longer seeing the value in restraint, Mishra unleashed her Fear.
The Dragon King’s roar, capable of instilling terror in all living beings.
If faced head-on, even the continent’s greatest heroes couldn’t hide their unease.
Thus, its effectiveness was undeniable.
Yet the woman before her remained utterly unfazed.
What was going on?
No being could remain unaffected by a Dragon King’s Fear.
Even the strongest, hailed as heroes, would show at least some trembling.
Yet the intruder’s expression didn’t change in the slightest.
She was expressionless and cold as ever.
Frustration and irritation surged within Mishra.
She needed to resolve the situation quickly and reclaim her master’s land.
But why weren’t things proceeding as she intended?
She shouted in anger, her emotions on full display, yet the other’s attitude remained unchanged.
Even her words grated on Mishra’s nerves.
“I don’t care who you are.”
Such audacity, unthinkable for a mere mortal.
That tone snapped the last of Mishra’s patience.
Whatever trick the woman had used would not work a second time.
Mishra moved to subdue her immediately.
The draining magic she cast worked effortlessly, sapping the intruder’s energy.
Mishra felt a measure of relief.
As expected, there was nothing remarkable about her.
The earlier events had been nothing but a stroke of luck.
Now she just needed to subdue her opponent and resolve the matter.
Her confidence shattered in the very next moment.
Had the draining magic struck a nerve?
The woman, who had remained motionless as if nailed in place, finally moved.
A gray snowstorm blanketed the previously clear section of the Snowfield.
It was an extraordinary power.
Manipulating the weather was a feat classified as high-level magic, requiring vast amounts of mana.
And yet, the woman had summoned a snowstorm that swept across the area in an instant.
If the continent’s magicians witnessed this, they would surely be horrified.
But not Mishra.
Such magic wasn’t particularly difficult for her.
What shocked her wasn’t the snowstorm itself, but something else entirely.
‘How is this happening inside here?’
As a Dragon King, Mishra maintained a barrier at all times—a grand barrier that could only be sustained by those who had reached transcendence.
It restricted the power of all enemies within its domain.
Unlike Fear, which affected living beings, the barrier applied even to spirits and other incorporeal entities.
Thus, no one could escape its influence unless they were of similar transcendence.
So Mishra checked to ensure her barrier was functioning correctly.
It was intact, yet confusion filled her gaze.
‘How could this be?’
How could someone wield power without any restrictions?
Judging by the woman’s serene appearance, it seemed she wasn’t even aware of the barrier’s presence.
That was impossible, which only deepened Mishra’s confusion.
Even as the fierce snow and wind obscured her view, the Dragon King’s eyes remained locked on her target.
Mishra blinked as she observed the woman.
Though her expression was unchanged, something about her had transformed.
Her already pale skin, white to the point of transparency, now seemed to surpass that threshold.
Through her translucent form, the snowstorm behind her was visible, creating a mystifying sight.
She looked nothing like a human being.
She seemed more akin to nature itself—or perhaps, winter personified.
Mishra, dazedly entertaining such thoughts, shook her head and suddenly arrived at a fundamental question.
‘Come to think of it, just who is this woman?’
Blinded by rage earlier, she had been too focused on resolving the situation to consider it.
Calmly reflecting now, it was odd that millennia of peace had been disrupted so abruptly.
Who was this woman who had settled so easily in the Snowfield, where even the continent’s strongest dared not tread?
Initially, based on her appearance, Mishra had assumed she was human.
But she was far too beautiful to be human.
More importantly, humans weren’t a species strong enough to endure this land.
Though humans varied greatly from one individual to another, none that Mishra had encountered were free from the Snowfield’s harsh cold.
If she wasn’t human, then what?
Even considering other possible species, none matched the woman’s characteristics.
After all, only a handful of species could cross the Ice Mountain Range.
Among dragons, only the White Dragon Clan, known for their affinity to cold, could roam the Snowfield freely.
Could she be a White Dragon?
The idea crossed Mishra’s mind but was quickly dismissed.
If she were kin, Mishra would have recognized her immediately.
Then what was she?
The blizzard continued to rage relentlessly.
In the silence filled only with the sounds of nature, Mishra regained her composure.
She realized this wasn’t a matter that could be resolved simply by venting her anger.
It was no trivial matter, and she had to approach it seriously.
‘No matter who she is, I must protect this land.’
A faint memory of her master’s command echoed in her ears.
With a renewed sense of duty, Mishra fixed her gaze on the woman with the snow-colored hair.
This was a woman who remained calm even before a Dragon King.
Someone who endured Fear without flinching.
A mysterious being who could freely wield her powers within the barrier.
As Mishra transitioned from an aggressive stance to one of cautious vigilance, a strange phenomenon occurred.
Snowflakes floated gently toward them.
Circling the outer perimeter of the castle, the flakes coalesced into wolves, which then surrounded the woman.
They bared their teeth, not at Mishra, but in defense of the woman, as if to protect their master.
It had been so long since Mishra had last seen them that she didn’t recognize them at first.
But they were undoubtedly the snow wolves from her memories—one of the few creatures that once lived in the Snowfield.
Mishra had thought she would never see them again.
[······!]
Mishra’s eyes widened in shock.
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Chapter 5: Reincarnation as the Snow Maiden (5)
White Silver Dragon King Pankaj Mishra.
In fact, I didn’t know much about her. At the time of this story, she was already a figure from a distant past, and she didn’t directly appear either. I only knew the basic information, like that she lived in the Snowfield and had a good-natured personality, because I was the type to thoroughly read the developer’s settings.
In short, I didn’t know the details of her abilities.
That’s why I was feeling very tense right now.
‘Wh-what is she doing, just standing there…’
Just a moment ago, the Dragon King had been trying to suppress me with her anger, but suddenly she stopped and was just glaring at me.
At a glance, her expression seemed stiff, almost like she was being cautious, but that couldn’t be the case.
She was the Dragon King, a being from a transcendent realm.
There was no way she’d be cautious of someone like me, who wasn’t even the size of a fist.
‘So, has she given up on suppressing me?!’
Could it be that my rebellious behavior made her even angrier?
I hoped not, but sadly, that was the most likely hypothesis. If that were the case, then the reason she was standing still like that was…
…Was she thinking of using a deadly move?
I didn’t want to believe it, but the possibility made me even more afraid. It didn’t help that I didn’t know the full extent of Mishra’s abilities.
I couldn’t predict what kind of magic or skill she might use.
Although my body had become invisible, so it wouldn’t be noticeable, I was still turning pale with fear.
What should I do?
With Quellière already in a fragile state, no matter what skill Mishra used, there would be no way I could even save her body.
As I stood there in despair, I heard a loud, bustling noise from somewhere.
Reflexively, I turned around and saw some familiar figures huddled together.
-The hot one is here!
-She’s bullying Quellière!
-Ahh, it’s tingling!
-This must be the ‘sensation you must never seek or be curious about’!
-What’s hot?
“No…”
I had told them not to come out. But, really, it was foolish to think that these mentally immature ones would follow a brief instruction.
How could they not come out when a giant dragon suddenly appeared and started wreaking havoc?
The Frikes, who had been cautiously approaching me, immediately turned into wolves when our eyes met and surrounded me.
It looked like they were trying to protect me.
-Don’t bully Quellière!
Their words, filled with determination… It was an encouraging sentiment that warmed my heart, and I was genuinely moved. But, in response, my face turned even paler.
‘What the hell are they doing?!’
Why are they acting so ready to fight?
Silver Wolves are the form Frikes take when they feel threatened or are preparing for combat.
Just looking at their growling sounds and the silver fur standing on end, it was clear they were in a combat mood.
Do they not understand the concept of physical disparity?
It’s obvious that the combat power is on a different level!
How can they think about fighting when they see that?!
‘I’m grateful that they’re helping me, but…’
That’s one thing, but this is another.
The rarity of spirits doesn’t necessarily equate to strength.
Moreover, Frike is a low-level spirit.
Compared to the White Silver Dragon King, who even high-level spirits can’t do anything about, low-level spirits like Frike are just little pups.
It’s like a fight between an elephant and a tiger… No, a dog, with mice thrown into the mix.
I felt anxious that they might just make things worse, so I glanced at Mishra, and her eyes were wide open.
It was like she was staring in utter shock at the Frikes.
‘Why does she have that expression?’
After thinking for a moment, I guessed it was probably due to the Frikes’ behavior.
Most spirits are self-centered and wild, and they rarely follow others.
Only spirit mages with a special affinity for spirits can befriend a few, and even then, the spirits will sulk if mana isn’t continuously supplied.
In short, they’re a very difficult bunch to deal with.
And yet, a significant number of spirits were stepping forward to protect me, so if someone who knew about spirits saw this, it would be quite shocking.
‘Well, there’s a reason for this in my case.’
The way the Frikes were acting toward me wasn’t like the usual self-centered spirits, but that’s because I’m the one who created them.
These children were born from my mana, and spirits are essentially mental entities made of pure mana.
Naturally, they think centered around me.
Perhaps Mishra didn’t know that, and was shocked.
I managed to surprise the mighty Dragon King… What an achievement…
‘Wait a minute, could this be an opportunity?’
A sudden thought flashed through my mind.
If I didn’t act now, I might never have another chance to make Mishra feel this flustered.
This fleeting moment when the Dragon King’s judgment was clouded was my only chance.
My brain started working at an unprecedented speed.
It was almost like cramming for an exam in my student days.
The brain that survived the frenzy of private education quickly reached a conclusion.
‘Before she comes to her senses, I’ll quickly wrap this up!’
Physically, it was impossible to escape from the Dragon King’s pursuit.
No matter how I handled this situation, as long as I stayed in the Snowfield, Mishra could find me again at any time.
Therefore, I needed her permission to live here.
However, since I had unintentionally irritated her so much, there was no way she’d give it easily.
Persuading someone whose heart was already closed would be incredibly difficult.
So, I’d boldly give up on persuasion.
Instead, I would take control of the conversation!
‘I’ll create the ‘situation where things are finished before they can even say anything’.’
If I wrap this up on my own before any harm is done, Mishra will have to stay calm.
And with her pride as a Dragon King, it would be difficult for her to bring up something that was already settled.
Alright, this is it.
No matter how much I thought about it, the plan was full of holes, but it was the best choice for now.
I looked directly at the still-confused Mishra and pointed to the castle.
“I’ll be living here from now on.”
Then I immediately turned around and headed straight into the castle.
As expected, my tone was cold, and I didn’t even want to imagine what my expression looked like.
Oh, of course, I didn’t forget to bring along the Frikes.
*
Snowflakes as delicate as feathers of a Pegasus settled onto the snowfield.
Standing there alone was Mishra.
The anger that had paralyzed her reason had long since subsided, but her thoughts still seemed frozen, refusing to function properly.
She tried to make the most of the frozen dragon’s wisdom, reflecting on the scenes she had just witnessed.
Snow spirits, Frikes.
Ancient beings.
Even upon reconsideration, it was hard to believe.
Spirits were remnants of the main god, and monsters were remnants of the evil god.
In the case of the latter, the remnants of the many evil gods that spread across the continent had combined into the form of an absolute evil and were still wreaking havoc, but the situation for the former was different.
While other beings might not know, Mishra, as the Dragon King, was aware that all gods had long since vanished.
Many gods had entered eternal slumber or left this world altogether.
The reasons for this varied, but there were two main events that were pivotal.
The first was the Celestial War that broke out during the mythological era, the height of divine activity.
It was said that many gods disappeared following this unprecedented war among the gods.
That’s all that was known; even Mishra didn’t know the details.
After all, she hadn’t existed during that ancient time.
The second was what humans often referred to as the worst event in terrestrial history.
It was the peak of the gods’ disappointment in humanity, worn down by insatiable greed and jealousy.
At this time, only a few gods remained, and this event caused even those to turn away completely.
The Goddess of Winter also disappeared around that time.
After her departure, she was effectively the last hope for the world.
Only then did humanity begin efforts to win back the favor of the gods, frightened by the reality that they could no longer rely on absolute beings.
Disgusted by their selfishness, Mishra understood her master’s choice with a heart that felt like vomiting blood.
That was likely thousands of years ago.
Since then, the number of spirits dwindled rapidly.
Their creators and the beings who maintained their existence had disappeared.
If at least one of the four main gods had remained, their extinction might have been minimized, but those supreme gods had led the exodus.
The gods of the four seasons—Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter.
With three gods gone and the last one disappearing, the world’s balance crumbled inevitably.
As a result, the snowfield had been desolate for a long time.
It certainly had been.
‘What in the world happened while I was asleep?’
Suddenly, the Frikes appeared in surprising numbers, dozens at a glance.
They all acted to protect one woman.
It was behavior uncharacteristic of the individualistic spirits.
For a moment, Mishra suspected she was a spirit summoner, but she quickly dismissed the thought.
Even a grand summoner who dominated an era wouldn’t be able to contract with that many spirits at once.
No matter how exceptional their talent, there were innate limitations to created beings.
More importantly, the question of where these Frikes, who had long disappeared, had suddenly come from was unanswerable.
Spirits couldn’t form spontaneously in nature.
Mishra gazed silently at the snow castle, which towered higher than her own body.
When and how was this castle made?
It wasn’t simply piled-up snow.
If it were, it wouldn’t have such form, size, or durability.
It must have required an enormous amount of mana and precise magical control.
But even so, constructing something like this wouldn’t have taken very long.
If such a commotion had been caused, no matter how deeply she had been sleeping, she would have noticed.
Did that mean this structure had been created in an instant?
‘…Impossible.’
Even for her, that was absurd.
Mishra shook her head, forcing herself to reject the new hypotheses that kept surfacing.
It was unthinkable.
“I’ll be living here from now on.”
The woman’s final words came to mind again.
Words spoken firmly as she stared directly at Mishra.
They were declared as if she wouldn’t accept any objections.
Facing the Dragon King, whom all on earth feared, her expression didn’t waver in the slightest.
It was as if she believed she could handle Mishra without difficulty.
She seemed indifferent, unconcerned.
What once felt arrogant now struck her differently.
And the sight of the snowstorm shining through her figure.
The authority to create a castle in an instant and her dignity in standing tall even before the Dragon King.
Even the scene where the once-extinct snow spirits adored her.
[Coincidence.]
Although she thought it was impossible, the suspicion wouldn’t leave her mind.
Those appearances were as if…
[…It’s all just coincidence.]
By now, the blizzard had calmed, leaving only scattered flurries.
As if her legs had sunk into the fierce snow, Mishra remained there for a while.
*
-I’ll take them down! Don’t stop me!
-Yeah, let’s take them down!
-Quelli has gotten cold again. It’s hot outside!
“Quiet.”
What a mess.
I was sure I hadn’t taught them to act like this.
Whom did they see to behave like this?
Returning to the castle, I desperately blocked the Frikes, who were trying to rush outside.
Though I deployed a chaotic strategy amidst the confusion, the result was still uncertain.
I stole a glance at the Dragon King’s wings visible from the window.
I gulped nervously.
What if she got even angrier and caused a commotion?
After some nerve-wracking moments, I finally saw her reaction.
Fortunately, my worries were unfounded.
Boom!
The ground shook as Mishra took off, flapping her wings.
She flew toward her lair located in a corner of the snowfield.
I sighed in relief, feeling as though I had survived.
“Hah…”
She might return, but for now, the crisis had passed.
Chapter 6 : Reincarnation as the Snow Maiden
Translator: Marctempest
Editor/Proofreader: TempWane
—
Chapter 6: Reincarnation as the Snow Maiden (6)
Life in the Snowfield was peaceful and uneventful.
There were small issues, but to put it in another way, it was simply a continuous stretch of tranquility, as long as there were no external interferences.
It was only after coming here that I realized the peace I had felt on Earth wasn’t peace at all.
Living in a city, where countless people and too many conflicting interests were intertwined, was something that inevitably led to frequent collisions, even if you spent most of your day at home.
On the other hand, the Snowfield… was a place filled only with stillness.
The icy land, where blizzards and the pure white castle were the only signs of life, was a paradise for the Snow Maiden and the Snow Spirits. But how cold must that scene appear to the eyes of others?
A regular person would not be able to endure even a moment in this cold hell, and even if they did, their hearts would freeze soon enough.
So, to become a resident of this world of no humans, one would need to turn into an ice statue themselves.
However, here, there was one exception.
A being whose cold exterior paradoxically protected their inner self.
An irregular, one who could never have existed under the will of the gods.
A singular, unique race that had never existed in this world.
But as long as even a faint warmth remained, people would still seek new experiences.
About a month had passed since then. I didn’t have a clock, so this was purely a guess.
Fortunately, during this time, Mishra hadn’t come to visit.
Whether she had decided to simply tolerate me or had other pressing matters, I didn’t know, but by now, it seemed safe to say the crisis had passed.
“She probably won’t come again, right? At least, out of embarrassment?”
Being the Dragon King of the world, her pride must have been immense.
With her high self-esteem, there was no way she would raise the issue again after it had passed.
My plan had worked.
I couldn’t help but smile a little in victory.
Noble beings like her always had beliefs that ended up being their weakness.
It might be better to be like me, who had no particular beliefs.
-Oh…
When I glanced sideways, I saw a Frike with its mouth hanging open.
It was definitely the youngest Frike I had created a month ago.
There was almost no difference in appearance, but as its creator, I could tell.
So why was this one acting like this?
It was one of the more talkative Frikes, so I couldn’t help but be a little concerned.
-She smiled!
The little creature pointed at me and shouted.
I was so surprised that I absentmindedly brought my hand to my mouth.
My smile was gone.
Had it been witnessed, even if for a moment?
The Frike, like a kindergarten child who had seen something amazing, ran to tell the others.
All the spirits were in their childlike forms, just like him.
-Quelli smiled!
-What? That can’t be.
-Did she see something sweet?
The spirits born from me each had unique personalities.
You could immediately tell the difference just by glancing around.
Some were reading books, some were hanging by the window looking outside, and others were lying around doing nothing.
This was a phenomenon that appeared because each one formed a different identity during their creation.
They were like a small society, with their interactions differing from one another. Yet, there was one theme that could unite them all.
-Quelli smiled?
-What’s going on?
-…That’s impossible…
It was all deeply related to the person Quellière.
As soon as I was brought into the conversation, the Frikes stopped reading their books, ran over from the windows, and jumped up from their nap.
At that familiar flow, I instinctively touched my forehead.
I was so relieved that no one else was here. If anyone had seen this, I would have been too embarrassed to look up.
“Here we go again…”
Still, compared to other times, this was a more understandable reason.
How much hadn’t I smiled?
No wonder the little ones had such a reaction.
Due to the Snow Maiden setting, even if something made me happy, my expression of it was extremely minimal.
Recently, the unease of not knowing when Mishra might strike had only made it worse.
It was only now, after about a month, that I was able to feel sure about my safety.
That relief might have loosened my expression a little.
-Perhaps it’s because it’s nearly finished.
While many ideas were being tossed around, the one who had been reading a book just moments ago spoke up.
This Frike was the smartest of the bunch.
So, compared to the nonsensical ideas, it actually sounded quite plausible.
-Wow… that makes sense!
-You’re amazing!
-…Hmph.
The other Frikes, who couldn’t even make that simple guess, were admiring him.
The one who had spoken tried to act nonchalant, but his shoulders were noticeably raised.
After all, they were still just children.
“That’s not entirely wrong, though.”
While securing my safety was the bigger priority, what they were saying also had its importance.
I decided to ignore the Frikes and lowered my gaze back to what I had been focused on.
The preparations had long been finished, and I had recently begun the final touches.
It was a work I had poured all my magical energy into over several weeks.
Unlike the Frike, which could be completed in a day with the right focus, this was a different matter.
After all, a ‘mid-level spirit’ was on a completely different level from a low-level one.
I knew this well, which was why I had decided to take on the challenge, but it turned out to be harder than I had expected.
The mana kept leaking out before it could gather, leaving me drained.
Now that I was finally freed from that exhausting task, I felt understandably good.
“This is it.”
I had already gathered all the mana I needed, and I had just completed the final steps.
As I pulled my hands away, the snowball began reacting in strange ways, just as I had imagined.
It was a snowball of a size that was on a completely different scale from the Frikes.
Soon, the mass of mana expanded, slowly taking on the shape of a being.
Its body grew exponentially, until it reached a height where I had to look up at it, and then the commotion began to die down. Before my eyes stood the completed entity.
-…
Its height was easily over a meter.
The tall, white fur covering its head and entire body matched the description I had seen in the settings.
Spirits of this level were rare, and even after playing through the Four Seasons War, I hadn’t come across many.
So, this was my first time seeing it as well.
“Do you understand me?”
The mid-level snow spirit, Yeti, slightly nodded in response to my words.
Unlike the Frikes, it couldn’t speak the language, but its intelligence was by no means inferior.
Seeing its calm response, I was satisfied.
“Go and greet them.”
I gestured behind, and Yeti strode forward.
Despite the difference in level, they were both snow spirits, so they should get along just fine.
However, the Frikes were startled by Yeti’s intimidating appearance and screamed in shock.
-Something scary has come!
-It’s bigger than Quelli! The fur is longer! …Why does it look so different from us?
The noise was deafening.
The arrival of a new member, unlike anyone before, quickly became the hot topic.
Though they caused a lot of fuss, the Frikes were basically good kids at heart, so they’d probably become friends soon enough.
“That should be… Hmm, it’s fine.”
I decided to tune out the noise and check my plans.
*
Snow spirits like me were extremely specialized in their attributes, so unless we were in extreme climates, we would bear various penalties.
Thus, taking them further inland wasn’t a good idea.
Of course, I would also experience significant mana depletion and weakened abilities if I left the Snowfield, but it was a whole different scale with Spirits.
Spirits, in essence, are a single energy source, making them particularly vulnerable to environmental changes.
Unlike me, they even had to worry about their health.
And it wasn’t as if I could take care of them all, especially not so many of them.
“Well… I just have to cross the Ice Mountains.”
To reach the mainland, it was essential to pass through the Ice Mountains.
The problem was that, unlike the barren Snowfield devoid of any living beings, the mountains were home to monsters.
Given my lack of confidence in combat, I needed a reliable escort.
For that purpose, I created a mid-level Spirit, the Yeti.
Although it, too, was a Snow Spirit and couldn’t accompany me to the mainland, it would suffice as a bodyguard.
Once I crossed the Ice Mountains, I could manage the rest on my own.
“The mainland…”
These thoughts hadn’t suddenly occurred to me.
Anyone stranded in an isolated, desolate land would naturally yearn for traces of humanity, but thanks to the Snow Maiden’s setting, I wasn’t mentally affected.
Of course, while I suffered no adverse effects, I still had my fair share of curiosity.
I had simply chosen immediate peace over risking danger out of mere curiosity.
However, despite focusing on mana training and creating Spirits to distract myself, my interest only grew day by day.
“Being moderately bored would’ve been better.”
Above all, my daily life was incredibly dull, which was a glaring flaw.
This body, accustomed to Earth’s entertainment and stimulating media, naturally leaned toward a bit of challenge over sheer monotony.
“To be honest… I’m curious.”
That was my honest sentiment.
Although this was supposedly set a thousand years before the original story, it was still the stage for the Four Seasons War that I had loved so much.
Having been thrust into this world, it was only natural to feel a strong desire to see it firsthand.
While the era differed, meaning many things wouldn’t align with my memories, this also meant the more perilous parts were likely absent.
After all, this wasn’t the chaotic era of calamities and warfare depicted in the original.
“Well then, I guess it’s time to pack some useful items and prepare to leave.”
There was no need to make the journey empty-handed and suffer unnecessarily.
It would be helpful to bring along items I could use or sell for cash.
I was heading to the storage to gather supplies when—
BOOM!
A jarring roar echoed, stopping me dead in my tracks as unpleasant memories surfaced.
Unable to ignore it, I turned my gaze toward the source, only to be met with a familiar sight.
The snowfield, whiter than ever today.
A massive flying object cutting through it.
Its speed seemed significantly reduced compared to before, but it was unmistakably that Dragon King I never wanted to see again.
I blinked in stunned silence.
“Wait, hold on a second…”
Why was it coming here?
I quickly regained my composure, ordered the wolf-like Frikes to remain in the castle, and descended with only the Yeti.
I wanted to avoid provoking the visitor but also harbored a faint hope for an ally.
*
Outside, it was unusually bright.
Did it always choose days like this to show up?
On the snowy hill where it had sat before, Mishra was perched again.
As I stepped into view, the Dragon King fixed its gaze on me.
‘What now? What’s your problem this time?’
I glared, irritated but careful not to let it show, meeting those eyes directly.
Surprisingly, there was no intense hostility in its gaze.
While the reason for its visit remained unclear, it didn’t seem to be out of anger.
This realization brought a slight sense of relief.
It didn’t seem to be a crisis situation like before.
After a brief standoff, the Yeti stepped forward, perhaps to assist its master.
Despite its emotionless face, its sheer presence exuded a considerable aura.
Though insignificant compared to the Dragon King, it was a comforting presence next to the Frikes.
[…]
Mishra’s eyes widened briefly at the sight of the Yeti but quickly softened as if she understood something.
Not knowing what was on her mind, I decided to take the direct approach.
“What do you want?”
I regretted it immediately, as my tone came out colder than I intended.
With a hint of anxiety, I glanced at Mishra… her eyes wavered slightly.
My heart shrank.
That looked like… embarrassment?
No matter how I saw it, it was the kind of reaction someone made when caught off guard or contemplating something.
Why was she embarrassed?
The reason wasn’t hard to guess.
A month ago, she had spared me, and here I was, still acting arrogant.
No wonder she found it absurd!
‘This damn troublemakering body…’
The saying that the mouth is the root of all evil felt painfully true.
I needed to smooth this over somehow.
If I had stayed silent, it might’ve been fine, but having provoked her, I couldn’t risk her deciding to drive me away again.
‘To fix this, I need to…’
Persuade her with words?
What a joke.
I dismissed the thought immediately.
The supposedly wise solution of dialogue was useless to me.
If only I could mend her resentment with words, things would be much easier.
If only the Snow Maiden wasn’t a cold and stoic character…
Then, I thought of the troublemakers I had created.
Not long ago, they had been causing a lively ruckus with their cheerful voices.
While their mental maturity was questionable, their bright personalities were undeniable.
What if I sought their help?
Although I had left them behind to avoid irritating Mishra, I now reconsidered.
Even if my tone was icy, a cheerful atmosphere might make things better.
The Frikes, if nothing else, were adorably cute, so perhaps the Dragon King wouldn’t get angry easily.
No, maybe she’d even calm down.
Cute things were universally comforting, after all.
With Mishra’s return, it would be unsettling to let this go unresolved.
I needed to secure her permission once and for all.
[You are… no, you…]
I heard her muttering something, but my mind was too preoccupied to catch it.
Before my resolve could waver, I spoke up.
“Come inside.”
My words, delivered in an unyielding tone, signified an invitation.
By formally inviting her and treating her well, I aimed to secure her approval.
[What? No, I…]
Her reaction was unexpected.
Caught off guard, my gaze shifted directly to the Dragon King’s face.
This wasn’t good.
Her use of “no” hinted at rejection, and if she refused…
[…That… no… fine.]
For some reason, Mishra, who had been hesitating, finally agreed.
What was this?
Had she changed her mind?
Whatever the case, a positive outcome was all that mattered.
Choosing not to question it, I trudged toward the back entrance to guide her.
Whoosh—
A sudden gust of wind blew, and I turned my head.
Where the towering figure of the Dragon King once stood was now a woman.
Her long silver hair cascaded to her waist, and her light blue eyes sparkled.
Though unfamiliar, it was not impossible to recognize her identity.
‘Polymorph, huh.’
Thinking this, I stepped into the castle first.
With the responsibility of hosting a guest weighing on me, I felt burdened.
The sound of another set of footsteps followed me inside.
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-That guy…
-It’s smaller! It’s similar to Quelli!
The space inside the castle was indeed large and spacious, though not to the extent that it could accommodate a dragon clan. But it was big enough that adding one more person wouldn’t cause any issues.
The spirits were whispering as they watched Mishra and me walking down the hallway.
They immediately recognized that Mishra, now in her human form, was the very intruder they had sensed before.
The spirits could see through mana, and their eyes reacted accordingly.
Meanwhile, I was walking forward with a calm demeanor… on the outside.
My attention was entirely focused on the visitor behind me. She seemed fascinated, as she kept looking around at the Frikes with her blue eyes.
“There are still spirits like this…”
From the bits of conversation I could hear, she seemed to be taken aback by the number of them.
Well, I had put some effort into creating them.
No one had asked me to, but I had taken the time to collect them, almost like gathering treasures.
Seeing someone surprised by my creations made me feel a little proud.
‘…She’s not human, though.’
If I thought about it, Mishra was the first being I had met since coming here.
She wasn’t significant in the original story, but in terms of the world’s hierarchy, she was definitely a powerful being who couldn’t be overlooked.
It was a meaningful connection, in a way.
There was no harm in improving our relationship.
As I was contemplating what to do, I saw a Frike growling at Mishra.
-Grr…
It wasn’t just one of them; there were quite a few Frikes in their wolf forms.
The negative image of the Dragon King lingered, and spirits, being individualistic by nature, were naturally wary of anyone other than their creator.
However, this one’s posture was more aggressive than the others.
It probably had a stronger disposition than most.
Mishra’s steps halted for a moment, and I too stopped moving.
A bad omen sent a chill down my spine.
It wasn’t good if the Frikes’ wariness was provoked.
This was a situation where their cheerful nature was desperately needed.
They couldn’t act like this after behaving well until now.
Reluctantly, I walked up to the Frike, who was grinding its teeth, and gently placed my hand on the silver wolf’s head, offering a soft warning.
“Quiet, it’s a guest.”
“…”
After passing the subdued Frike, we arrived at a room I called the “reception room.”
I had named it that when I was organizing the castle’s structure and dividing the rooms, but honestly, I never expected I’d actually use it.
“This is…”
It was just a reception room by name, but its function could change at any moment.
For example, if I spread food across the table, it would instantly transform into a makeshift dining room.
Any little irritation I had would easily dissolve once I ate something delicious, so it could be a pretty good idea.
Of course, I couldn’t cook.
However, the game had a wide variety of items, and food-related items were part of the collection.
Once prepared for consumption, these items had expiration dates, but before that, they were consumables that could be stored with ease.
In the game, they were used for restoring stamina, but now, in reality, they could be tasted directly.
Mishra, who had been staring at the desserts I prepared, finally asked a question.
“…What are these? Did you make them…?”
Her tone was much gentler than before. Or maybe it was just because she appeared human now.
After all… the Dragon King’s form was quite intimidating.
I didn’t consider her question too much, but after hearing it, I realized it was a reasonable one.
Come to think of it, these were items from a thousand years in the future.
They might not have even been created yet in this timeline.
Still, I didn’t intend to boast about things I just brought from the storage. I decided to answer honestly.
“No, I brought them.”
“You brought them…?”
I was secretly pleased that my words had come out so politely.
Mishra tilted her head and then smiled slightly.
“Did food fall from the sky or something? There’s no need to put it like that…”
It seemed she had misinterpreted things a bit.
Seeing her expression brighten, I felt a little embarrassed, but there was no need to correct her.
After all, this was the best atmosphere we had had so far.
To ease the mood, I had prepared tea and cake.
It was a perfect combination for a dessert.
Mishra awkwardly picked up a fork and took a bite of the cake.
“Wow…!”
Her eyes widened, and she put her hand to her mouth.
Seeing her startled expression, I realized the taste must have suited her.
I relaxed, having been a bit tense just moments before.
It seemed it was a good choice after all.
Indeed, I owed a lot to these items.
The Snow Maiden I had created didn’t need to eat according to her setting, but now that I had lived as a human, it wasn’t possible to go without food altogether.
The White Silver Dragon King, like the Snow Maiden, didn’t technically need to eat, so it was almost unnecessary.
She could operate at peak efficiency with only a small intake.
Nonetheless, beings like her, who didn’t have digestive organs like spirits, still enjoyed the occasional meal.
And sweets were always a good choice.
In this era, where such treats were rare, it made sense.
Mishra, who was eagerly indulging in the tea and cake while glancing at me, was proof of that.
“…I’ve never had this kind of dish before. Is it a rare food…?”
After she finished everything, she finally asked.
I thought for a moment.
If I answered that it was rare, I might gain more favor. But I quickly shook my head.
“Not at all. It’s nothing special.”
That was the truth.
Since high-grade items weren’t linked yet, the ones in the storage were, to put it bluntly, cheap.
I didn’t know what other users thought, but that was certainly how I felt.
Mishra looked at me with interest after my answer.
She seemed like she had come to some sort of understanding, but I wondered what.
It was intriguing, but more importantly, I had a question to ask.
“Why did you come here?”
It had been a month since I had seen her. I needed to know the reason for her sudden appearance.
“Oh, that… I came to investigate a ruin! I stopped by here after remembering it.”
Mishra, who had briefly stiffened, suddenly spoke as if she had just remembered.
Upon further questioning, she explained that she had been at the lair for the past month, perhaps even sleeping.
Now, with the period approaching, she had come out to explore the ruins.
As a Dragon King, she had regular tasks within her domain. Investigation was probably one of them.
“A ruin… Obelisk?”
The word she mentioned sounded familiar.
There were indeed structures in the vast Snowfield that could be called ruins.
However, it was unlikely that the Dragon King would regularly check out tourist-like spots.
The only relevant object that came to mind from my perspective was the Obelisk, the relic of the gods.
“Do you know about it? …Well, I guess that’s obvious…”
While watching Mishra mutter under her breath, my thoughts accelerated.
I was glad to encounter a keyword that evoked old nostalgia.
The Obelisk, also known as the Pillar of the World, was a relic built by the primordial death gods to sustain the world.
It was said to be the greatest object on the planet.
The Obelisk, imbued with immense divine power, existed in four places—north, east, south, and west of the continent.
Except for the north, they were located in remote, hard-to-reach places.
Especially the ruins in the east and west, which were areas that could rival magical domains.
The eastern magical domain, of course, was the Far Eastern Snowfield, and one of the Obelisks must have been hidden somewhere near my residence.
I hadn’t thought about it, as it didn’t concern me.
Anyway, the Obelisk was a crucial keyword in this world, a dangerous structure containing power that even the Dragon King could not handle lightly.
Despite that, its importance in the game was relatively low, which didn’t take away from the fact that a Dragon King could manage it.
“Why did you think of me while investigating the Obelisk?”
There was just one thing I didn’t understand, so I asked back.
I hadn’t been there at all, as I completely forgotten about it.
It seemed Mishra had used the investigation as an excuse to visit because she was bored of staying cooped up in her lair.
“……”
When I looked at Mishra, hiding my discontent, she just stared back at me with a carefree gaze.
As expected, nothing eased resentment like a sweet dessert.
*
When it was time to leave, Mishra’s face no longer showed any hostility.
If anything, she seemed slightly pleased.
“It might just be my imagination.”
It would be a stretch to say we had grown close, but at least our relationship had progressed to acquaintances.
With that hope in mind, I grabbed a neat tote bag.
A journey to the mainland.
I packed the bag with carefully selected, useful items.
Of course, even the bag itself was an item.
With that, I was fully prepared.
All that remained was to set out with Yeti, but before that—
“Take care of the house.”
I had to give some parting words to the troublemakers.
-Uuuuh… Quelli…
-Take me with you! I want to go too!
-Are you coming back?
All the Frike had gathered at the entrance.
Though I had roughly explained things, it was hard for these little ones to fully understand.
It was frustrating, but I had come to understand them.
I looked around at their familiar faces.
Some were on the verge of tears, others sulking, and a few were whining incessantly.
There wasn’t a single positive reaction.
With the mood like that, my thoughts naturally drifted in an unusual direction.
Had I ever been this important to someone?
Though the me on Earth was still the “real” me, this place, where I had spent countless nights, had already become my second home.
But I thought a home was a place to return to, not a place to live in forever.
Just as my first home had disappeared.
And separation from home was something one needed to experience.
“Don’t ask something so obvious.”
Neither to me nor to the kids needs to worry.
*
Although I set out confidently, I soon encountered a problem.
“…Is this the right way?”
I was a veteran of the Four Seasons War, and my knowledge of the continent’s geography was second to none.
However, this was a time before the saying “a decade changes everything” had been repeated a hundred times.
To make matters worse, I was in the middle of a snowfield, which was even harder to navigate than a forest.
In short, I was lost.
No, it felt like I was lost.
Honestly, I just couldn’t be sure.
“The direction should be correct…”
When Mishra had flown earlier, I was able to pinpoint the direction of the ruins.
Since the location of the Obelisk had been fixed since ancient times, I had successfully inferred the direction of the Ice Mountain Range.
If I kept heading this way, I should eventually reach it.
Logic assured me of that, but my emotions wavered.
If it wasn’t, I would waste precious time—or worse, become hopelessly lost.
“…This should be right, shouldn’t it?”
A small doubt crept in, as if to hold me back.
Eventually, I decided to pause for a moment to catch my breath.
-Ugh…
The Yeti let out a low moan, as if comforting me.
Some might find it frightening, but to me, it was endearing.
Having it by my side made me feel much more at ease.
“So, the God’s Ruins…”
Mishra’s words suddenly resurfaced in my mind.
Though I had almost forgotten them, once they emerged, they kept replaying.
And not trivial details, but very important ones.
Should I check it out later?
The thought crossed my mind briefly before I shook my head.
Even though the game hadn’t emphasized its terrors, the God’s Ruins were a truly horrifying place in the lore.
They said that the faint divine energy seeping from the abandoned ruins could transform insects and bugs into “lesser gods” known as named monsters.
Moreover, one of the primary targets of that “calamity” was the Obelisk.
I didn’t know much about what the Black Calamity had done a thousand years ago, but it didn’t hurt to be cautious.
The Snow Maiden wasn’t equipped to handle that monster.
“Focus on the mainland, the mainland…”
There was no need to worry about anything else.
I could satisfy my curiosity by visiting relatively safe locations.
After all, my goal wasn’t to deal with some mastermind or anything.
Honestly, I didn’t even have a clear goal.
Perhaps I could find that goal on the mainland.
With that resolution, I got back up and resumed moving.
To go faster, I decided to use one of the few spells available to me.
Whoosh—
One of the Snow Maiden’s unique spells, Transformation Magic.
This skill allowed me to turn into mist or snow, making it perfect for escaping or traveling.
It consumed a lot of mana, but the Snow Maiden’s traits minimized the cost while in snowy terrains.
As I transformed into snow and moved forward, the Yeti, who had been following leisurely, began running at full speed.
…
How much time passed like that?
During the nights that followed, I didn’t sleep.
Not because I was in a rush, but simply because the Snow Maiden, as a non-living being, didn’t require food or rest.
Of course, stamina wasn’t infinite, so I still needed breaks.
Pausing here and there, riding on the Yeti’s shoulder at times, I enjoyed the subtly changing scenery of the snowfield.
After some time, I noticed different terrain and creatures.
That’s when I realized—
I had reached the Ice Mountain Range.
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Chapter 8: To the Continent (2)
In the Four Seasons War, the most notable magic zones chosen by the rankers were located in the east and west, with a total of two places.
In terms of importance, the western “Landfill” was far more significant, and as such, it had many intertwined stories.
However, if we only consider the danger level, the Snowfield in the extreme east could not be overlooked.
And the word “challenge” was something that always struck a chord with gamers.
Many users stepped onto the Land of Lamentation simply for their own satisfaction, and I, too, joined in on the trend.
Once you crossed the ice mountain range, which seemed like a gateway, the Snowfield was immediately ahead.
Just one snapshot was enough to earn the title of “Old Timer.”
“Yeah, it was like that…”
Memories surfaced, as though recalling distant past experiences.
Even with the relics I had painstakingly collected and the control comparable to that of the rankers, I had faced countless crises.
The moment I barely managed to navigate through and reached the summit, the sight of the pure white paradise left a strong impression in my mind.
Yes, I was an Old Timer.
So, I tried to be confident, poised, and composed.
Even facing the frosty blue-gray mountain range, I was able to feign calm.
As I quietly moved and climbed the slopes, I thought there wouldn’t be any major risks.
Because of that, when my eyes met the bear-shaped monster chewing on tree bark in the blind spot hidden by an ancient tree, I was slow to react.
Kroooar—!
The bear’s roar summoned dozens of monsters.
In an instant, I fell into panic, unprepared for the speed, which was leagues apart from regular monsters.
The bear’s front paw swung toward me. Had it struck, I would surely have been in grave danger.
With fierce resolve, my only ally rushed to my aid.
The Yetis’ monstrous strength caused the bear monster to roll down the slope, and snapping out of my daze, I immediately leaped downward.
“Cover me!”
The clever Yeti quickly understood my intent and, rather than fighting, focused on blocking, following me.
Our goal was to escape the mountain range as quickly as possible, just as we had originally planned.
Fighting the monsters would be a foolish move.
This was their territory, and it would only result in my one-sided loss.
The path, still uncharted, was unsuitable for travel, but I had my transformation skill.
Whoosh—
Like an old film Dracula turning into mist, I swiftly traversed the mountain.
Rare monsters could be seen in the alleys I passed, each displaying violent tendencies, aiming to expel any intruders.
“I’m just passing through… please don’t be angry…”
Though most of them were vicious monsters, there must have been personality differences between individuals. But the monsters acted as though they were trying to prove the name “monsters of the magic zone,” being merciless.
I fled from the relentless pursuit of monstrous versions of creatures like spiders, praying mantises, and wild boars, while the Yeti fought back.
As expected, the snow spirits, highly specialized in elemental properties, were remarkable.
Even though the Yeti was not a high-tier spirit, her struggles were impressive. Although she wasn’t affected by magic like freezing spells, her sheer size and strength were more than enough.
On the other hand, I had no way of assisting in combat.
My physical abilities were too weak, and even my modest combat skills were all tailored to elemental powers, so they didn’t match the situation.
My role was simply to keep running, endlessly.
…
Crash!
“Haa… it’s done.”
The only bear-shaped monster that had relentlessly followed us collapsed from the Yeti’s strike.
Only then was I able to wipe my forehead, which hadn’t broken a sweat, and catch my breath.
It was my first time running desperately like this since arriving in this world. It was also the first time I’d exhausted my stamina to such an extent.
“Still… I survived.”
Panting, I took in the surrounding scenery. To the front, I saw lush greenery and vegetation that had not been seen in nearly a year, while behind me stood ice-like hills and mountains.
A boundary line separated the land and the ice mountain range.
In other words, I had crossed the ice mountain range.
I had safely exited the magic zone.
Thinking about it, I felt a sense of achievement, as though I had left my homeland, yet at the same time, I had emerged from a dangerous place.
“Good job.”
With a clear mind, I thanked the Yeti.
She responded with a small grunt, almost as if scratching her throat.
Despite the fact she had been created after a month of hard work, I had no regrets about bringing her along.
She had fulfilled her role well enough, and I had grown a little fond of her. But for now, we had to part ways.
“From here, I’ll be fine alone.”
The places where the Yeti could truly be effective were in the bitter lands of the Snowfield or the ice mountains.
With her extreme elemental specialization and being a spirit, she would suffer health problems if she were to go to warmer or milder climates.
So, it was time to send her back.
-Uuurgh…
She showed a strange reaction, neither refusal nor agreement.
She probably didn’t want to part from me, but she was inwardly conflicted. However, this was already a decision made.
In the end, the Yeti turned back toward the mountain range.
Although she had already fought hard enough, it wouldn’t be too difficult for her to return without further conflict.
After all, the Snowfield and the ice mountains, which were considered magic zones, were like her own backyard.
If there were no constraints to protect me, she would be able to go all out.
I sent her off with the biggest smile I could muster.
“Those guys are unreliable, so go help them too.”
Now, it was time to start the real exploration of the continent.
*
There were three major nations in the Four Seasons War.
The powerful empire Arundel, which dominated the continent, and the large country Yulistia, which closely followed behind.
In addition, the greatest religious state, the Astar Church.
All of them were immense forces that could never be left out when discussing the continent’s politics.
Of course, that was a matter of a thousand years in the future, and the current situation was quite different.
The newly flourishing empire was unstable, Yulistia had yet to form a kingdom and was still a city-state, and the church’s influence over the continent had all but vanished.
Even the countries that had once been the main players of the continent had their growing pains, and this was their current struggle.
Petras, a scholar and researcher, was carefully crossing the Tamansan mountain range, located on the route from the empire to Yulistia.
“Carefully now…”
But his position was quite precarious.
Using climbing tools, he was scaling a cliff. It was a deliberate choice to avoid “mutated monsters,” which were far more dangerous than regular ones.
Although he was not a warrior, he was no fool either. When necessary, he knew how to make bold decisions. Given his master and fellow researchers, this was only natural for him.
“How much further…”
Petras’s destination was the city-state of Yulistia. His purpose was to investigate the truth behind the rumors and negotiate with the head of the household.
In truth, neither of these were one hundred percent true.
Most of the rumors had been dismissed as nonsense, but he knew they were highly credible, as he had heard them from his master.
As Petras traversed Mount Tamasan, he had already encountered mutated monsters several times.
This fact made Petras almost certain that the rumors were true.
He had studied the relevant details about mutated monsters from research materials his mentor shared exclusively with disciples.
If “that” had truly taken over the city, it was only natural that monsters near Mount Tamasan would exhibit abnormal phenomena.
Thus, investigating the rumor’s truth was merely an excuse—a justification to present to “various people.”
“…Phew, I’m glad I’ve been exercising regularly.”
Now came the second goal: negotiations with the head of the family.
This was the main purpose.
According to what he had heard, Yulistia was currently under the rule of three dominant families.
Among them, the prestigious Krase family, which had solidified its influence until a few years ago, was Petras’s target.
Petras speculated that the young head of the Krase family might not be in a favorable position at the moment.
Such individuals were usually more reasonable to deal with, making persuasion easier to calculate.
In other words, nothing was promised.
It was merely a bold initiative that Petras had decided to push forward after weighing the pros and cons.
“…Well, not quite. It’s a kind of transaction.”
His gaze flicked toward the pouch on his belt.
Petras was a renowned scholar and assistant to a distinguished doctor, as well as the owner of his own workshop.
Inside the pouch was his recently completed masterpiece.
Though he couldn’t directly resolve the root cause of the rumors, he could help with the derivative problems they caused.
Specifically, he could suppress the mutated monsters wreaking havoc in the forests and mountains.
The Krase head wouldn’t be able to refuse such a proposal.
“Alright, then.”
With his breath ragged, Petras descended from the cliff to rest for a moment.
Wiping the sweat trickling down his face, he leaned against the rocky surface.
Ultimately, his goal was to negotiate with the head of the family and create a plausible “achievement.”
Even if it involved monopolizing the distribution of his creations as part of the deal, that was merely a means to an end—a secondary profit.
Had his fellow disciples and peers not been so competent, he could have taken his time.
But because those senior disciples were gaining fame across the empire, he felt driven to compete out of sheer anxiety.
At this rate, he would fall behind in the race for accomplishments.
That sense of urgency led him to set his sights on the city-state after missing the prime opportunities in the empire.
The Krase family was quite well-known even within the empire.
Carrying a recommendation letter bearing the family head’s seal would provide a decent accomplishment.
Even if his mentor wouldn’t find it particularly impressive…
At that moment, he suddenly felt a scorching heat brush against his skin.
He turned his head.
There was a monster.
“……”
It only took an instant for Petras to grasp the situation.
As he froze in place, his hand reflexively moved to his pouch while his mind raced.
He had been careless.
Distracted by the thought of resting for a moment, he had let his guard down, allowing the gap to close.
With the monster this close, Petras, who was not a magic user, had no chance of escaping unscathed.
Climbing back up the cliff quickly enough to evade it was not an option.
With sharp observational skills, he deduced the monster’s identity.
A dog-like form, two heads, and a body engulfed in flames.
“A Hellhound…!”
It was undoubtedly a Hellhound, often referred to as a Hellhound.
Although it wasn’t a high-ranking monster, it was still an opponent Petras couldn’t fight.
The beast would either tear its prey apart with sharp teeth or burn it alive with fire magic.
No aspect of it was something an ordinary human could contend with.
-Grrr!
Finally, the Hellhound, which had been burning with hostility, seemed to decide on its course of action and sprang into motion.
Petras’s tension doubled as he quickly gathered additional information.
The crimson, dark magical energy emitted by the frenzied Hellhound was clearly a characteristic of mutated monsters.
Just as he reached into his pouch and pulled out a spherical object, he hesitated.
He had already used quite a few of these while crossing Mount Tamasan and had only one left.
This last one was supposed to be his bargaining chip for negotiations with the family head—a sample.
The reason he had been navigating the perilous cliffside in the first place was because the mountain was overrun with mutated monsters.
Having encountered them several times, he was left with no reserves to use.
That was why he was so certain the rumors were true.
Even so, he hadn’t expected such a large number of them.
“Damn it…”
Petras regretted his recklessness.
He should have taken his time and prepared more thoroughly before coming here.
But now, the city was right in front of him.
Failing here would haunt him with regret.
In the intense moment, as time seemed to slow down, the Hellhound’s jaws drew perilously close.
Petras, torn by indecision, finally made up his mind with a sinking heart.
After all, nothing was worth more than his life.
Just as his grip on the object began to loosen—
—A wind swept through.
No, it wasn’t wind.
A current of air mixed with snowflakes and ice crystals blew past.
It was sharp enough to sting the skin and resembled not so much a mere gust of wind but the breath of a dragon.
That breath pierced through the monster’s core.
-Roar!
A howl of agony filled the air.
The once-majestic Hellhound was no more.
Both of its heads twisted in pain, and the flames that had enveloped its body were extinguished in an instant.
Without its fiery armor, it could no longer be called a Hellhound.
The monster collapsed, never to move again.
It was dead.
“What on earth…?”
Stunned by the sudden turn of events, Petras was at a loss for words.
Who could have defeated such a fearsome monster…
As these thoughts raced through his mind, he turned his gaze toward the source of the breath.
“Gasp…!”
And then, he was even more shocked than when he had seen the fallen monster.
There stood a goddess… or rather, a breathtakingly beautiful woman.
Dressed in an exotic white attire he had never seen before, she had lustrous, pale blue hair that set her apart from any other woman.
Petras stood frozen, as though his legs were nailed to the ground…
And the woman gazed down at him with cold, piercing eyes.
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Chapter 9: Rumors of the City-State
You never know until you experience it yourself.
Why Lego blocks are called landmines, why those with less cling harder, how it feels to suddenly turn into a woman, and so on.
The difference between the virtual and the real was one of those things.
“I got lost…”
A few days had passed since I crossed the Ice Mountain Range. I had grandly lost my way.
It felt like just yesterday that I was so confident, calling myself a seasoned veteran.
Now I wanted to crawl into a hole.
If this were a system-calibrated screen, I might have easily found my way, but… life was live-action, after all.
Even if I assumed my past experiences would make things easy, seeing it with my own eyes made it all feel overwhelming.
How could I possibly know what was where?
“…They should’ve at least let me possess a character in the original story.”
Why had they dropped me a thousand years back without any knowledge?
I let out deep sighs involuntarily.
Thankfully, the Snow Maiden didn’t need sleep or food.
Otherwise, I might have already starved to death.
Thanks to this trait, getting lost wasn’t that urgent of an issue, but even so, my patience was wearing thin.
“How is it possible not to encounter a single person?”
At first, it was understandable because I was near the Ice Mountain Range. But hadn’t I already left it a while ago? Was I just unlucky… or had I truly gone disastrously off course…?
“…No way.”
I forced myself to deny the tremor in my voice.
In any case, I had no choice but to change my approach.
My initial goal had been the Arundel Empire, and that remained unchanged. But I couldn’t assume I’d get there directly.
For now, I needed to find any village or city to gather information.
Of course, since I hadn’t seen even a shadow of such a place, catching a passing traveler to ask for directions or obtain a map seemed like a faster option…
While swallowing such an overwhelming sense of despair, I sensed a foreboding energy.
That was when I discovered it.
A monster exuding ominous vibes and… a person cornered by it.
“Huh.”
A person. A real human being.
Leaning against a cliff, their face was twisted in fear, but still—it was a human.
It was the first one I’d seen in what felt like a million years.
A mix of joy and the surreal feeling of encountering a rare creature bubbled up inside me.
The joy was stronger, so I considered greeting them, but it wasn’t the right situation.
I didn’t know the exact details, but it was clear they were cornered and might soon die if left alone.
My brain spun rapidly.
“That’s a Hellhound. Looks manageable.”
The so-called Hellhound.
A low-tier monster specialized in fire attributes.
It was a creature so skewed toward one attribute that its difficulty depended greatly on the build of its opponent.
Once my thoughts reached that point, I quickly made my decision.
It was better to help.
If it had been a dangerous opponent, I wouldn’t have interfered, but for me, a Hellhound was easier to handle than a bowl of cold porridge.
All of the Snow Maiden’s skills were critical hits against it.
And besides, I needed the person alive to ask for directions.
Who knew when I’d meet another human if I missed this chance?
“Let’s help.”
Once I resolved myself, I acted quickly.
The monster was already right in front of the traveler.
I immediately stirred up my mana.
All the effort I had put into magic training over the past year bore fruit.
Thanks to the pure mana, the training had been efficient, though I hadn’t become significantly more skilled because the techniques were inherently difficult.
Still, if it wasn’t a skill requiring high control like “Ice Spear,” I could handle simpler ones.
Among them was “Cold Breath,” which was easier to wield but had less destructive power.
The Snow Maiden’s unique skill, which I had personally created, unfolded at my fingertips.
Glittering ice crystals, like constellations, danced as they engulfed the fiery monster.
“What is this…?”
The Hellhound collapsed helplessly, like a fox swept away by an avalanche.
The man, his face frozen in shock, muttered in a trembling voice.
He didn’t inspire much confidence.
Would this person even know the terrain properly?
With that uneasiness, I trudged toward him, only for him to open his eyes wide and exclaim,
“Goddess…”
…Huh?
*
The man introduced himself as Petras, a researcher.
Apparently, he had been attacked while heading to a city, leaving him in this dire situation.
“Wow, that was truly dangerous. If it weren’t for you, uh… Goddess? No, Miss? Lady? Benefactor? Ma’am? Uh… Without your help, I’d surely be dead.”
His information was a rare stroke of luck.
Yulistia, one of the three nations representing the War of the Four Seasons, was nearby.
Learning this gave me strength.
Though it lacked the glory it held in the original story, at least it was a place I was familiar with.
If I went there, I could find something—anything.
Perhaps I could get a clearer sense of the geography that had become so hazy to me.
“Ha ha, this is awkward. Not knowing the name of my savior makes it hard to address you. So, might I ask for your name…?”
Petras was, how should I put it, an affable guy.
Considering how flustered he had been initially, I doubted his competence, but his personality seemed decent enough.
Still, I finally understood what women mean when they say, “He’s nice but…”
Other than asking for his name and inquiring about nearby villages, I had remained silent.
Yet Petras kept scratching his head and making endless attempts at conversation… acting just like a classic “Clueless Guy #1.”
Well, I understood.
It made sense since he’d just narrowly escaped death. It was natural to want to process his survival by chatting with the person who saved him.
But I couldn’t indulge him.
If I did, I’d inevitably pour cold water on his joy.
“Do you know the Arundel Empire?”
So I went straight to the point.
Petras, speechless for a moment, hesitated before asking,
“The Arundel Empire?”
“Yes.”
“Of course, I know it. Who wouldn’t? For a second, I was startled, wondering if there was another empire I didn’t know about…”
So, it’s Arundel.
Their status as the world’s strongest nation in the future was no coincidence.
Even far in the past, their prominence was this evident.
It wasn’t without reason that I aimed to go there.
Now that I was sure the Empire was thriving, I moved on to my next question.
“Do you also know who the Emperor is?”
I asked this to determine the exact period I was in. Having lived isolated in the Snowfield, I lacked too much knowledge.
Knowing the timeline was crucial for planning where to go and whom to meet.
It was also why I had decided to head to the most famous Empire first.
“Are you referring to the current Emperor? Of course, it is the noble and August Eoloman Fricas III. By any chance, are you from some remote place… Ah, no. Forget I said that.”
When I asked with that in mind, Petras answered with a curious look.
Was it such an odd question?
In any case, I got the information I needed. Eoloman Fricas… It was a name that vaguely came to mind.
I was sure I’d seen it in the “Imperial Annals” section of the settings list for the Four Seasons War.
If it was during Eoloman’s reign, then one figure naturally came to mind.
Crown Prince Artan Fricas.
He was the shining monarch heralding the start of the golden age of the Empire’s history, which would last for centuries.
A man who elevated the otherwise unimpressive Fricas dynasty to legendary status.
A prodigy with unparalleled talent in both governance and martial prowess.
“I used to wonder why they showed us such ancient records, but now I see there was a reason.”
It was all groundwork laid for the sequel to the Four Seasons War II.
By scattering these tales of the past, they were setting the stage to seamlessly introduce the prequel and its continuation.
Even if others didn’t, Crown Prince Artan was fairly well-known in the original narrative.
He must have been an extraordinary figure, but since he had no substantial role, I never paid much attention to him.
Perhaps they had intended to delve deeper into his story in the sequel, throwing players into that distant past.
Anyway, I felt like I was beginning to grasp the flow of this world. Undoubtedly, Artan would be one of the key figures driving this narrative.
“Have you resolved your curiosity? Then, um, if it’s alright, may I have your name…?”
“You said you were heading to the city, right?”
I interrupted my thoughts to ask.
I’d gathered the necessary information, so it seemed like a good idea to head to Yulistia for further investigation.
Come to think of it, my words had come out unusually civil this time.
Sure, my tone was abrupt, informal, and cold, but… compared to Quellière’s usual speech, this was practically saintly.
Was it because it had been so long since I’d interacted with people?
Perhaps it was due to Petras’ affable personality. Thinking that, I felt a slight sense of gratitude and opened my mouth to politely request guidance to the city.
It was a mistake to underestimate Snow Maiden Quellière.
“Lead the way.”
The words that came out of my mouth were cold and final, leaving no room for argument.
Petras looked dazed, as if he couldn’t believe his ears, but soon complied without protest.
I thought he would be startled by my rude behavior, but he turned out to be much kinder than I had expected.
This only made me feel more guilty.
*
As we walked toward the city, I fidgeted with my idle hands.
Before leaving the castle, I had hidden a tote bag filled with various items in a safe spot nearby.
I had packed everything I thought I might need, but it became too cumbersome to carry around.
Once I pinpointed the city’s location, I’d have to retrieve it.
“By the way, you’re wearing quite an unusual outfit. As someone from the Empire, I’ve never seen such attire. If it’s not too much trouble, may I ask where you’re from…?”
I couldn’t tell if Petras was just kind or simply oblivious, but he seemed to be a researcher as he claimed.
Otherwise, he wouldn’t keep throwing questions at me despite my cold responses.
“It seems we have the same destination. Why are you heading to Yulistia? Could it be because of the rumors? If so, it’s for the same reason as me.”
He didn’t mind whether I ignored him or not and kept trying to engage me by shifting topics.
I wanted to respond but was worried about accidentally hurting his feelings, so I stayed silent—until a certain word caught my ear.
“Rumors?”
What rumors were circulating?
Since I’d learned the timeline, it was clear the developers had ambitiously planned for Four Seasons War II.
It was necessary to understand what was happening in Yulistia, an important location in the game.
When I finally responded, Petras’ face lit up, though he blinked in surprise moments later.
“…Oh, you don’t know?”
“Tell me.”
My own words sounded arrogant to me, but Petras, now used to it, calmly crossed his arms in thought.
“They say there’s a god in the city.”
The next words he spoke were something that might have shocked anyone else.
“…What?”
“Yes, apparently… was it called the Black Serpent? It appeared out of nowhere and has taken over the city with its overwhelming power… Or so I’ve heard. Most dismiss it as baseless rumor, though.”
Petras didn’t look like he thought it was mere gossip.
If there was any evidence behind it, it might be worth investigating, but I already knew.
It was complete nonsense.
“That’s just a rumor.”
“…Haha, right? It does sound absurd.”
As a devoted fan of the Four Seasons War, I knew the truth.
All the gods were long gone.
Not a single one remained.
This was an absolute fact, whether it was a thousand years in the future or the past.
So, the rumor was false.
Perhaps someone had spread it deliberately, or something else had been mistaken for a god.
Either way, the rumor itself wasn’t necessarily bad.
After all, rumors often start that way.
It’s up to each person whether they believe them or not, but Petras struck me as pitiable.
Had he really come all this way, risking danger, just to chase such baseless rumors?
“Are you here to verify the rumor?”
“Uh… yes, something like that. I’m just a humble researcher, so I thought I’d investigate.”
Oh dear, this man.
If you’re a researcher, shouldn’t you be pursuing more credible leads?
“Why bother with such an investigation?”
The words came out with a hint of exasperation. Petras scratched his head and laughed awkwardly.
“I’m just a lowly researcher… No, that’s not it. It’s all because of performance. My mentor is a truly remarkable person, but they’re also quite strict. If I want to be acknowledged, I have to keep moving without rest.”
“Who’s this mentor of yours?”
If they were truly that exceptional, perhaps I had heard of them.
Thinking it might be useful, I paid close attention to Petras’ next words.
He seemed to puff up his shoulders slightly, speaking with great pride.
“Master Agnatz.”
I had no idea who that was.
“…Are you seriously saying you’ve never heard of Master Agnatz? Truly?”
“Nope.”
“I can’t believe it. Even if you don’t know the details, not recognizing the name… Unless you’ve been living completely isolated from the world…”
“……”
Petras appeared utterly stunned that I didn’t know his mentor.
I wondered if they were really that famous, but there was no helping it if I didn’t know.
I wasn’t particularly curious, either.
There were already much more famous figures, like Artan Fricas, so paying attention to someone less renowned felt like a waste of time.
More importantly, I could see the outline of the city coming into view.
Was this the first time I’d set foot in human society since arriving here?
My heart raced with anticipation.
After repeatedly confirming my honesty, Petras mumbled to himself and shook his head, seemingly realizing there was no point in pursuing the matter further.
Instead, he glanced around and spoke tentatively.
“We’re approaching the city. Yulistia is a bit small to be called a nation, but I hear it’s a well-established place. So… what are you planning to do, Benefactor?”
“I need a map.”
There was no need to hide it.
“I’m heading to the Empire.”
“Ah, so that’s why you asked about the Arundel Empire?”
“Yes. And you?”
He gazed into the distance before answering.
“I have someone to meet… I’ll investigate the rumors afterward.”
Someone to meet, huh.
It must be an important individual if he was willing to risk danger to come here alone.
“Is it someone close to you?”
I asked absentmindedly, without much thought.
“Close… I wish that were the case. It’s someone not easily met.”
Yet his response was strangely cryptic.
His serious expression as he stared into the distance made it clear there was more to the story.
Sensing that digging further would only lead to trouble, I decided not to press him.
We had only met today, and I had no obligation to meddle in his affairs.
Before long, we reached the city’s outskirts.
It was about time to part ways.
“Now that I think about it, I haven’t properly thanked you, my lifesaver. Once we get to the city, I’ll repay you properly…”
As he spoke, I tuned him out and activated my magic.
The technique of transformation enveloped my body, and in an instant, I turned into a misty cloud and drifted away.
Hovering briefly in the air, I glanced down below.
Petras was mumbling something to himself as he looked at the city, then froze when he turned and found me gone.
“…Huh? Where…?”
Anyone would be shocked to see someone who had been right beside them suddenly disappear.
I understood his bewilderment, but as someone once said, saving his life should be more than enough to let this slide.
I was aware of how conspicuous my presence could be.
And given my peculiar circumstances, the attention I drew could easily turn hostile.
It was best to tread carefully here.
After all, my home was the Snowfield, and Yulistia was just a temporary stop.
This brief encounter with the researcher wasn’t particularly significant.
“…Was it a mirage?”
Still, his remark, muttered like an afterthought, was slightly amusing.
To think he believed in such baseless rumors—what an odd fellow.
Regardless, now wasn’t the time to linger.
Transformation magic consumed a lot of mana, and with no environmental support here, I needed to move quickly.
The cloud lingering faintly in the sky began drifting away.
Thus, Quellière didn’t hear Petras’ final muttered words.
“Then again, such a woman couldn’t possibly exist…”
*
The city-state Yulistia was governed by three ruling families.
The ancient noble house of Krase, the newly established family of Vion, and the Griant family.
Upon hearing this, one might assume that Krase was the most prominent of the three, and such an assumption would be half correct.
Indeed, the Krase family had historically wielded the most power in the city.
However, in recent years, this hierarchy had been violently shaken.
The young head of the Krase family, Lysithea Krase, rested her face in her hand in her office.
It was a habit she displayed whenever she felt anxious.
“These lunatics…”
Uncharacteristically harsh words escaped her lips.
It was partly because she was alone, but also a reflection of the overwhelming anger consuming her.
A fury born of frustration, one that would not easily subside.
To be blunt, Vion and Griant were her enemies.
Of course, anyone from the three families would know that.
It was no surprise that they began baring their fangs when the Krase family, once unshakable, faltered after her father, the previous family head, Bert, succumbed to illness.
Her father had been, to put it kindly, a good man.
To put it less kindly, indecisive.
Even when he noticed the rising ambitions of the two other families, he failed to act decisively.
He was afraid.
Afraid of harming them when they were still growing, and afraid of warring against them once they had grown strong.
By the time he passed away, the seeds of ambition had fully bloomed into flowers.
This, too, could be seen as the flaw of hereditary power.
Having enjoyed authority without significant challenges, the Krase family had been unlucky enough to produce a leader lacking the necessary qualities.
Lysithea didn’t see it that way… but sometimes she couldn’t help but lament.
The mold her father had failed to clean now covered the entire house and had become her responsibility.
“…If only I had acted sooner.”
Unlike her father, she had the qualities of a leader.
The composure and decisiveness befitting her role… and the “Eye of the Snow,” a power that manifested only in certain members of the Krase lineage.
From a young age, she had cultivated her own forces.
When her father fell ill, she had already directed her focus toward the two rival families.
The informants she had carefully placed reported back to her in detail.
There had been opportunities.
Opportunities to eliminate at least one of the rival family heads.
But to remove a family head meant the entire situation would shift dramatically.
There is no longer any point in plotting schemes in the shadows or setting traps. All that remains is outright war. The fates of countless city residents and family members hung in the balance as a side effect.
Even though Lysithea had been intelligent since childhood and matured early due to the turbulent atmosphere around her, she was still too young to bear the responsibility of her clan.
She had never made a decision of such weight before.
Of course, the two family heads were not particularly clever, so perhaps she had a reprieve until she could make up her mind. However, fate was not on her side.
“If it weren’t for that serpent…”
Yes.
That “god” that appeared one day like a bolt from the blue had ruined everything.
Its overwhelming bulk was large enough to cast a shadow over an entire district of the city. Its immense power trampled Yulistia’s soldiers without effort.
As it proclaimed itself, and as the frightened citizens called it, the title of “god” was fitting for its majesty.
Who could have seen it and dared to oppose it?
As she recalled the terror of that day, there was a knock at the door. Lysithea lowered her hand and permitted entry.
“Family Head, bad news. They seem to have made another offering.”
The one who entered was Sorab, her deputy and the second-in-command of her family.
He was a promising talent from a southern desert village who had been noticed by Vert and served the family loyally for many years.
Thanks to his exceptional skills and deep loyalty to the family, he had risen to his current prestigious position.
Those who saw Sorab praised him as a devout man whose steadfast efforts were ultimately rewarded. However, his true abilities lay elsewhere.
By day, he was the deputy family head’s and chief steward, but in the shadows, he was the head of the assassination squad and its best assassin.
It was this fact that made Lysithea confident she could eliminate the family heads if the opportunity arose.
At his report, Lysithea furrowed her brow.
“…Are you certain?”
“Yes. Judging by the torn clothing found near the forest where the serpent coils and the heavy scent of blood lingering in the air, there is no doubt.”
When it came to the smell of blood, his nose was accurate.
He could distinguish between the blood of humans, beasts, or monsters with ease.
The nauseating thought made Lysithea click her tongue.
To keep a close watch on the situation, she had placed surveillance personnel in various locations.
However, incidents were now occurring at a rate incomparable to before.
Ordinary citizens were unaware, but with her broader perspective, Lysithea knew that the majority of these incidents were the work of the two family heads.
Not long ago, they had been cautious of the Krase family’s gaze and avoided conspicuous actions, but all that had changed because of the serpent god…
“They’ve truly lost their minds.”
When the serpent god first arrived in the city, it brazenly demanded offerings.
By “offerings,” it meant live human sacrifices.
In front of terrified citizens, the three family heads declared that they could not comply.
As rulers of the city, they also bore the duty of protecting it.
This was a natural stance.
Of course, Lysithea was the only one who truly acted out of such noble intentions.
The situation ended, at least temporarily, with the enraged serpent god seizing a few citizens and retreating.
Or so they had thought.
“…Family Head, please give the order.”
At the sound of Sorab’s stern voice, she raised her head.
Sorab was looking at her with his usual expressionless face. Lysithea read the intensity behind his gaze.
Unable to meet his eyes directly, she glanced away.
“…It’s already too late to act. You know this too, Sorab.”
“That’s why we must act now. If we let this continue, the situation will spiral even further out of control.”
It was a sound argument.
If neglect had led to this point, further inaction would be foolish.
They needed to punish those who had betrayed their duty, sacrificing citizens as offerings for their selfish gain.
Sorab or the assassination squad—whatever means necessary should be used to eliminate the family heads who had abandoned humanity.
However… she couldn’t do it.
After all…
“But… the opponent is a god, isn’t it?”
That was it.
Whether it was an evil god or a malevolent one, it was undeniably a creature deserving of the title of “god.”
This was no longer a struggle between humans. Even if the two family heads had won its favor by sacrificing offerings, and even if they acted as if they ruled the world with a god at their back…
The mere presence of this god made it impossible to act rashly.
Dealing with the family heads alone would not resolve anything.
Unless they found a way to drive out the serpent god, it was all futile.
Ironically, the only reason the city still functioned was because the two family heads kept providing offerings to the serpent god out of their base desires.
If the supply of sacrifices stopped, the serpent god would rampage through the city again.
A fundamental solution was needed.
If the family heads were removed while the serpent god remained… Lysithea would simply inherit their role as the provider of offerings.
“The arrival of the god must have been a blessing for them.”
To her, the malignant god was akin to a natural disaster. But to the two family heads, it might have seemed like a savior.
Their struggle against the Krase family had suddenly become much easier.
But even so, how could they think of using such an inhuman entity?
No, perhaps they had already begun to worship that insane god.
They had always been incomprehensible, so maybe it wasn’t surprising.
With no outlet for her frustration, Lysithea raised her hand again to cover her face.
“Have the gods truly abandoned us…”
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Chapter 10: Rumors of the City-State (2)
“Are there any other issues?”
This was no time to dwell on regrets.
Lysithea let out a sigh and asked her lieutenant.
“There are two matters.”
Sorab, whose expression had remained steady since entering the room, continued his report.
“Recently, the monsters near Mount Tamansan have been acting strangely, and unpleasant rumors are spreading among the citizens.”
“Strange behavior from monsters…”
Lysithea nodded, sensing what he meant.
Though she, as the head of her house, had no reason to climb the mountain herself, she had heard plenty of reports from that area.
Judging by the information she had gathered, the forest and mountain monsters had been showing abnormal symptoms recently.
Their ferocity had increased to the point where they ventured into nearby areas they previously avoided, and their combat capabilities had improved.
In addition to that, there were unexplained phenomena causing damage to nature.
Deer, sparrows, and other animals vital to the ecosystem and food supply were dying off, creating serious difficulties.
While there were no eyewitness reports confirming that monsters were responsible, it seemed highly probable.
“Perhaps it’s also the influence of the Serpent God… How truly dreadful that deity is.”
The timing of the issues in the mountain coincided with the appearance of the Serpent God in the city.
Lysithea barely stifled another sigh as she opened her mouth to speak.
The abnormalities among the monsters were information she was roughly aware of. However, the second issue was something she was hearing for the first time.
“What is this unpleasant rumor?”
It was already enough to make her head ache, but now there was yet another problem? She felt the darkness closing in before her eyes, but Sorab’s tone remained calm and measured.
“They say the Serpent God is a servant of ‘Calamity,’ and that if people want to survive, they must follow Calamity and its followers.”
“…What?”
“There are those making such claims, it seems.”
Lysithea, staring at him as if she couldn’t make sense of his words, ran her fingers through her hair in frustration. Her jet-black hair cascaded down like flowing silk.
“What nonsense is this… No, haah…”
Sorab shared her sentiment, silently agreeing with her frustration.
This implied that tumor-like individuals had infiltrated the city without anyone noticing.
“The Dark Holy Society. It’s likely them.”
At his resolute statement, Lysithea gave a small nod.
Dark Holy Society
Throughout the continent, there were heretical groups active in opposition to the church states and orders that worshipped the Four Guardian Gods.
Among them, there was a particularly sinister group that fanatically worshipped “Calamity,” an entity more dreadful than any known evil deity: the Dark Holy Society.
More precisely, they were the only faction that had survived centuries of battles with the black magicians.
Among the traitors who turned their backs on humanity, they were especially malignant.
“Perhaps I was negligent in maintaining our vigilance. Truly, trouble never ceases.”
With her attention entirely focused on the Serpent God, the monitoring of comings and goings in the city had been lax.
She had failed to track who was infiltrating the city.
At first, she had thought Calamity was unrelated to her. Though she had heard much about that “worst existence on Earth”…
She hadn’t expected to become entangled in such a way.
Well, in comparison to Calamity, having remnants of the Dark Holy Society infiltrate the city might actually be preferable.
According to legend, Calamity was such a force that even the Serpent God dominating the city couldn’t contend with it.
“Are they only spreading propaganda? Or do you see any hints of other nefarious plans?”
Given their infamy across the continent, she asked with concern.
“We haven’t discovered anything yet. Also, the true members of the Dark Holy Society are very few. The rest are merely ordinary believers. Judging by the situation, it’s likely that only minor operatives have infiltrated the city.”
“That’s a relief, but…”
At least for now, that was reassuring.
Still, she didn’t have the energy to focus on that right now.
Leaving aside the Serpent God for the moment, she needed a way to stop the two rogue heads of houses from running amok.
As the leader of Krase, this was her responsibility.
As for the troublemakers, Sorab and his assassination team could handle them well enough.
“Sorab, I’m issuing an order. Eliminate them from the shadows.”
If left unchecked, the city’s unrest would only grow worse.
Hesitation had already allowed this situation to spiral out of control.
Lysithea gave her orders with a resolute gaze, determined not to falter any longer.
“Yes, My Lady.”
Sorab placed a hand over his heart and accepted the command, inwardly glad.
This was a matter that needed to be handled discreetly, away from the citizens’ eyes. Covert operations were his specialty.
However, as there hadn’t been much need for Krase’s secret blades to act recently, some preparation was required.
He headed to a weapons shop to equip himself and his assassination team.
*
Nothing was missing.
Of course, it was only natural since the items had been hidden in a place where no one should ever find them.
Still, the confirmation brought a sense of relief.
I glared at the fairly bulky tote bag with a mixture of affection and annoyance.
Perhaps I shouldn’t have packed so much and gone with a smaller, more efficient team.
At times like this, I missed the inventory system from the game.
A personal storage accessible anytime… What an enticing feature.
If whoever orchestrated this had to transfer me here, they could’ve at least given me such a power.
No sense of consideration, whoever they were.
“Well, they say the more, the better.”
Everything I brought would surely come in handy.
At the moment, it was my sole source of resources.
Hurrying to organize my belongings, I now stood in what could only be called the outskirts or back alleys of the city.
This was to avoid drawing attention, though now that I was here, it seemed perhaps I hadn’t needed to bother so much.
“The atmosphere is awful here.”
The people I glimpsed occasionally all had dark, gloomy expressions.
Despite it being broad daylight, the number of passersby was strangely low.
It felt as if most of the population had shut themselves indoors, avoiding the streets entirely.
Was there some specific reason for this? Or was this kind of scene just the norm in Yulistia a thousand years ago?
Trying to dredge up any information from my memory, I managed to recall one thing.
“Come to think of it… Wasn’t it said that during Artan’s rule, corruption ran rampant in Yulistia?”
That corruption hadn’t developed overnight, persisting until the “Great Hero” emerged and elevated the city-state to a full-fledged kingdom.
This was currently before Artan’s time, during Eoloman’s rule, but all evidence suggested that the corruption had been festering even then.
The perpetrators were naturally the ruling class—households and their heads.
Thus, the pervasive gloom in the city could be interpreted as the result of exploitation and oppression.
“Classic medieval fantasy… What a terrifying world.”
I felt sorry for the suffering citizens, but I had no intention of intervening.
I had no obligation to help them, and surviving on my own was difficult enough.
Besides, how could I, someone without any advantages, confront powerful house leaders with formidable forces?
Avoiding involvement and quietly slipping away was my best option.
“Alright, let’s stick to that. For now, I need to find a map.”
With sinister rumors and tyrannical heads of households, this place didn’t feel safe. Following my original plan to quickly obtain a map and head to the Empire seemed the wisest course of action.
If the Four Seasons War had been thoroughly prepared, there might have been some groundwork laid even in Yulistia, but it wouldn’t compare to what could be found in the Empire.
My immediate goal was to go there, where the most clues would be available, to grasp the world’s situation.
Only then would I know what stance I should take.
If the storyline mirrored the original closely enough to ensure my safety, I could dismiss both the Empire and Calamity as concerns. But until then, caution was essential.
“Is this the right place?”
With that conclusion in mind, I considered heading into a general store nearby, only to realize that maps were considered military supplies in this medieval setting.
Naturally, they were far more valuable and expensive than in modern times.
Of course, that didn’t mean they weren’t sold to civilians.
There would surely be some available, but general stores typically stocked common items.
Expensive and rare goods weren’t their specialty… So where should I go?
Just then, my eyes landed on a weapons shop.
Weapons shops, as the name suggested, usually sold swords and shields. But they also stocked auxiliary tools useful in battle, so they might have maps as well.
“Oh! A customer already! Welcome to…?”
When I opened the door, a middle-aged man who appeared to be the shopkeeper greeted me with a bright smile.
I wasn’t sure if business was slow or if he just had a naturally sunny disposition, but his expression shifted to confusion as he got a better look at me.
In his widened eyes, I saw my reflection.
Understanding his reaction perfectly, I felt inwardly pleased.
Well, this was only natural.
Quellière was a masterpiece, crafted with all the expertise of my customization skills.
Her beauty and aura were unparalleled. It wasn’t strange for someone meeting her for the first time to be mesmerized.
Of course, my pride was internal.
Outwardly, I maintained a cold demeanor.
“Do you have a map?”
I glanced around the display cases, but nothing caught my eye, so I asked directly.
The shopkeeper snapped out of his daze, flustered as he fumbled to respond.
“Ah, ahem, well… What kind of map are you looking for?”
“A map that shows the way to the Arundel Empire.”
The distance seemed significant, so a detailed map would likely be difficult to manage, while a broader, continent-wide view would make it challenging to pinpoint the destination.
Thus, a map with an adequate level of detail would be ideal, but the shopkeeper’s response was disappointing.
“Ah, we don’t sell such valuable items at our main store. Umm… there are only a few places in Yulistia where you might find maps like that.”
Why even ask about the map if you can’t sell it?
Hiding my displeasure, I continued questioning.
“Where are those places that sell it?”
“The closest would be ‘Maurice’s Shop’ behind the relay station. It’s a much bigger store than ours, so it should be easy to spot.”
“Maurice’s Shop? Relay station?”
These were terms I’d never heard before, and phrased like that, they were incomprehensible.
Whether it stood out or not, there were already plenty of tall buildings visible even with a quick glance around the city.
Was this guy mocking my efforts to find a map, watching me wander around?
Sensing my growing annoyance, the shopkeeper stammered nervously.
“Uh, Maurice’s Shop is behind the relay station…”
“I got it.”
“The relay station is straight out from our main store towards the street lined with moonlit trees. Then, circle around the stone wall and turn right at the bench under the paulownia tree, and—”
“……”
I could feel a chill settling into my gaze, even as I directed it at him.
I wondered how this appeared to others, as beads of sweat began forming on the shopkeeper’s brow.
“I’ll guide you.”
A deep, low voice came from within the shop.
Both I and the shopkeeper turned our attention toward the man who spoke.
Gray hair, brown eyes.
The man, whose appearance suggested a solid and firm impression, was looking in our direction as he polished the blade of a sharp dagger.
“Oh, oh! Sir Sorab! This is reassuring. Please, I entrust her to you.”
“Flattery is unnecessary. Instead, keep these for me. I’ll come to retrieve them later.”
“Of course! Someone who contributes to Yulistia’s prosperity is always welcome here. Visit any time.”
It felt like the conversation was proceeding without me.
Judging by the shopkeeper’s attitude toward the man called Sorab, he seemed to be someone of considerable importance.
But why would someone like him offer to guide me? Was it simply out of goodwill?
Sorab, with efficient movements, gathered his belongings and passed by my side. As he did, he didn’t forget to toss out a brief remark.
“Let’s go.”
Caught off guard by the sudden development, I hesitated briefly before deciding to follow him.
*
Sorab was as taciturn as his demeanor suggested.
He truly seemed intent only on guiding me, refraining from initiating any conversation.
Compared to someone like Petras, whom I had met previously, Sorab was a stark contrast.
Well, for me, this kind of silence was preferable.
At this point, I should have adapted to the setting I had created. Interactions with characters like Mishra, Petras, and even the shopkeeper had only served to highlight Quellière’s woeful lack of social skills.
On reflection, it was fortunate that no serious mishaps had occurred thus far.
“Isn’t that Sir Sorab? Where is he heading?”
“…He’s with some incredible woman.”
Even in this city that had lost its vibrancy, a few passersby still roamed the streets.
They whispered as they observed Sorab and me walking together.
I was already self-conscious about standing out and had been trying to move discreetly.
But now that I was with someone as conspicuous as Sorab, I felt even more eyes on us.
Well, I guess it doesn’t matter.
I’ll be leaving soon, anyway.
We passed a structure that appeared to be the relay station and walked a bit further until a large store came into view, far bigger than the previous one.
The sign read, “Maurice.”
Maurice was likely either the shopkeeper’s name or surname.
The confidence it took to plaster one’s name so prominently on the sign was evident.
“You’re not from Yulistia, are you?”
Having arrived at the shop, Sorab, apparently concluding his task, finally spoke up.
There was no reason to deny it, so I nodded.
As if he had expected this, he offered a piece of advice.
“If you don’t have urgent business here, you’d better leave soon.”
And with that, he turned away and walked off without another word.
I blinked as I watched his retreating figure.
What was that? Some kind of well-meaning advice?
His attitude made him seem suspicious, but it really did feel like a genuine warning.
What an odd fellow.
“Does it show that much that I’m an outsider?”
His immediate observation bothered me, prompting a moment of self-reflection.
Shaking it off, I strode confidently into the shop.
I’d been in this body long enough to grow accustomed, but there were certainly still aspects that made me stand out.
I should heed his advice and wrap up my business quickly.
Upon entering, I was greeted with the familiar sound of a welcoming phrase.
“Welcome!”
Behind the counter stood a man with a stylishly groomed beard, lounging in a slightly arrogant pose.
Judging by his demeanor, he was likely the shopkeeper, Maurice himself.
“…Oh ho! A beauty is always welcome here. Take your time looking around!”
The size of the store seemed to correlate with his experience; he was clearly more seasoned than the previous shopkeeper.
Though he flinched slightly at the sight of me, he quickly masked it with a smooth change of expression, offering a natural compliment.
Was his strategy to size up customers instantly and pinpoint the most flattering features to butter them up?
With a light touch and an easy flow of words, he aimed to win over the customer’s favor.
Once the mood is set, the wallet tends to open on its own. It wasn’t a bad tactic, I thought, as I cut straight to the point.
“Do you have a map? One that leads to the Empire.”
“…Uh, how old are you to speak so informally on our first meeting… Ah, never mind.”
Maurice muttered under his breath before giving his answer after some contemplation.
“A map… to the Empire? Of course, I have one. But it’s a rare item, so the price will be steep…”
With the wary eyes of a merchant assessing a customer’s finances, he studied me.
I smirked inwardly, thinking of all the troubles I’d gone through up to this point.
I reached into the tote bag I had carried throughout this journey, which, though cumbersome, I had never forgotten to bring.
I had no cash on hand, but this era still embraced bartering.
The key was whether my item held equivalent value.
This was the moment to prove the meticulous care I had taken in selecting my belongings.
“How about this?”
With confidence, I presented “it.”
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The items from the Four Seasons War can be categorized into three main types.
First, there are weaponry items such as swords or bows.
These are durable equipment that can be used semi-permanently as long as they aren’t destroyed.
The myth-grade weapon I used as Quellière to defeat a disaster falls under this category.
Next are consumable items, including auxiliary tools for combat or daily life.
They have a fixed number of uses, disappearing completely once exhausted.
The food item I served Mishra also belongs to this category.
Lastly, and most importantly—though useless in-game but surprisingly valuable here—are the “event items.”
These are items introduced during independent events hosted by the game developers, outside of the main campaign.
They were only obtainable during specific periods and were largely impractical, consisting of costumes or peculiar objects.
Excluding the reusable costumes, the rest became useless decorations once the event ended.
But things were different in this world.
Instead of being mere images stuck in the inventory, these items physically existed, making them usable.
As a seasoned player who had thoroughly enjoyed the game, I hadn’t missed a single event.
Although many high-grade items were lost, a fair number of them remained.
What I took out was one of those remaining items: the Celestial Music Box.
This was a unique item from the “Island of Sun and Moon” event held long ago.
It was also one of the first things I found in my warehouse after arriving in this world.
It contained event-exclusive music, and I had already confirmed that it worked perfectly.
“…What is this? A metal box?”
The Celestial Music Box had the appearance of a silver metal box.
Maurice tilted his head as he held it, examining the high-quality object.
The reason I confidently pulled out the music box was that I had intended to use it as a substitute for currency.
I couldn’t use it for combat, and I had already grown tired of its song, so it held little value for me.
But what about for a merchant?
Its potential utility might be boundless.
Most importantly, event items like this music box were things that didn’t exist in this world’s setting.
They had no substitutes and were inherently intriguing to anyone.
“I’ll trade this for the map.”
“This metal box for the map? Hmm, a barter trade. I don’t mind as long as the value is fair. Let me see…”
When I made my proposal confidently, Maurice scrutinized the item with serious eyes. His sharp gaze suggested he was appraising it carefully.
“At first glance, it has a subtle but luxurious look, which makes it less likely to go out of style. Many noblewomen would love it. And here, there’s an unfamiliar engraving near the front…”
He muttered to himself repeatedly, as if entering a trance. Perhaps a competent shopkeeper needed this level of dedication.
“This is quite a rare pattern. Even I am seeing it for the first time. But rarity alone isn’t always a good thing…”
It was evident he was mentally calculating its worth, analyzing whether it was worth trading for the map.
After a moment, Maurice put down the music box and gave his verdict with a firm expression.
“It’s certainly valuable, but I can’t give it a high evaluation. To trade it for the map? That’s not quite a loss for me, but it’s borderline. However, since the map you want is a popular imperial map… It’s tricky.”
He crossed his arms and tapped his fingers, deliberating deeply.
He didn’t seem inclined to make the trade.
Once a merchant like him finished assessing value, it was hard to change their mind.
If this was all I had, I might have had to back down here.
Maurice’s hesitation and his drawn-out deliberation likely meant he was waiting for me to increase the stakes.
But instead of leaving the shop or trying to negotiate further, I reached for the music box.
“Hmm, are you backing out of the deal? That’s a shame…”
After all, the silver metal box and the engravings were just the packaging.
To reveal the music box’s true value, I activated its mechanism.
Clack!
The mechanical sound, slightly rusty from disuse, gave way to a sophisticated melody.
The refined sound filled the shop, its notes deeply familiar to me.
The “Island of Sun and Moon” event was a rare, emotionally charged storyline in the otherwise battle-focused Four Seasons War.
The melody evoked nature, a unique tune where the bright colors of day coexisted with the dark tones of night.
Among the hundreds of tracks in the original game, this was a standout masterpiece.
Hearing it again felt like it had been resurrected in this world after a thousand years.
“…Huh?”
Maurice, interrupted by the sudden sound, froze mid-sentence.
He stared blankly for a moment, then looked around with unfocused eyes before settling his gaze on one spot.
His mouth fell open in astonishment.
*
In the end, I successfully acquired the map.
Holding a bundle of rolled-up papers in my arms, I glared at them with a weary expression.
The good news was, I had the maps.
The bad news? There were far too many.
“Maps! You said you wanted maps, right?”
“…Yes.”
“Here, take them all! This seals the deal! Don’t come back later with complaints!”
Recalling Maurice’s abrupt shift in attitude, I found it bizarre. I had expected the music to seal the trade, but his reaction was extreme.
“Was the music box always this powerful…?”
Sure, the melody was incredible.
And though I hadn’t mentioned it, the Celestial Music Box was not a consumable item; its battery was infinite.
I had planned to reveal this while bargaining but found it unnecessary.
Something about the situation felt… odd.
Maurice seemed like the type who calculated gains and losses meticulously, someone who wouldn’t take a loss easily.
Even in a world where music might be rare, there were orchestras and bards.
While the music box might be worth the value of a few maps, it shouldn’t have caused such an overreaction.
“Well… does it matter?”
Ultimately, it was a non-issue.
Even if the music box had more value than I anticipated, I had received more than enough in return.
The music box was just one of many items I owned.
There was no need to recover it, and I could let it go.
Besides, I wasn’t planning to leave Yulistia just yet.
“Ugh…”
Though I was slightly curious, I decided to drop the matter.
Sighing softly, I opened my tote bag and shoved the stack of maps inside.
While I only needed a few imperial maps, most were useless. Still, it felt wasteful to discard them.
After cramming the maps into the bag and fastening it, I took a deep breath.
As I lifted my head, I noticed the sky had grown gloomy.
Would it rain?
That would be inconvenient.
It was then that a piercing scream reached my ears.
“Ahhh!”
The sudden cry startled me.
The commotion didn’t stop there.
The hurried sound of footsteps and sharp screams filled the air.
Alarmed, I turned my head quickly—and saw it.
It was a snake.
Though it had clawed limbs resembling arms or legs, its head was unmistakably that of a venomous serpent.
And it was enormous.
A massive black snake perched its tail on a distant plateau opposite the forest. Its head, larger than any building, loomed over the area as it gripped rooftops with its clawed hands.
Its hands were large enough to cover entire roofs.
“God…! It’s the Serpent God!”
“My god, that monster has appeared again!”
“Someone’s going to get eaten!”
Judging by the desperate cries, this was the rumored “god.”
When Petras mentioned it, I dismissed it as mere gossip. But it turned out to be real.
Its sheer presence justified the title of a god. Who could dare oppose such a thing?
Yet I remained unexpectedly calm, analyzing it.
“So… that’s supposed to be a god…”
It wasn’t entirely inaccurate.
In a world abandoned by the gods, creatures like these had become their unintended replacements.
However, anyone with even a little knowledge of true gods would know the title was grossly exaggerated.
During my conversation with Mishra, the topic of divine ruins and the Obelisk came up.
I had forgotten about it until then, but anyway.
The Obelisk, the pinnacle of creation, was controlled exclusively by the “Four Pillars,” the supreme gods.
At the very least, only beings elevated to divinity could touch it in any capacity.
But the gods had been absent for far too long.
Long ago, every god had vanished, leaving the Obelisk unattended for ages.
Without the Four Pillars to manage and suppress its immense divine power, the Obelisk occasionally malfunctioned.
Whenever that happened, faint traces of divine power leaked into the world.
Such incidents were extremely rare.
Still, on the rare occasion when a creature was unlucky enough to come into contact with that divine power, something extraordinary occurred.
The resulting being was called a “Lesser God” in the game.
An ordinary creature, transformed by divine energy, becoming a named monster.
The Serpent God was probably just an ordinary snake originally.
“But seeing it in person, this thing is really…”
…scary.
In the game, it was merely a pushover monster that gave away experience points.
But facing it directly with my own eyes… honestly, I was terrified.
The Serpent God sat still on the roof for some reason, its eyes rolling ominously.
It seemed like it was trying to create a tense atmosphere, and it was certainly effective.
“Ahhhhh!”
The citizens, who had suffered at its hands, were in panic.
Some collapsed, their legs giving out, while others trembled, their teeth chattering nonstop.
I could fully sympathize with them.
Thinking about how this wasn’t a game but reality, I began to feel nervous myself.
Should I turn around and run away immediately? But acting like that might make me the first target.
Was there really no way to deal with that creature?
To take down a monster imbued with divine power, a team of heroic-level individuals would be needed.
With my trash-tier stats as the Snow Maiden, I couldn’t be of any help…
“…Wait a minute.”
Suddenly, fragments of information flashed through my mind.
They unearthed the details I had missed, pointing out possibilities.
The Snow Maiden’s traits, game knowledge, and the Serpent God’s weaknesses…
As my mind raced, an unpleasant shout broke my train of thought.
“O, God!”
The one shouting was a pot-bellied man.
Adorned with gleaming accessories, he shouted, his double chin wobbling.
“Please calm yourself! Do not harm the innocent lambs anymore!”
The sharp contrast between his appearance, like that of a corrupt noble, and his words, created a jarring dissonance.
Next to him was a lean man, who chimed in energetically.
“That’s right! This city belongs to us humans. Please, return to the forest!”
I alternated my gaze between the two with incredulous eyes.
Were these people out of their minds?
If mere words could send it back, it wouldn’t have come this far in the first place.
They were just going to provoke the Serpent God’s anger.
Those two were as good as dead…
【I, see…】
A grating roar that sounded like metal scraping shook the ground.
When I realized it was the Serpent God’s voice, I couldn’t hide my disbelief.
What the hell was this situation?
Why was it agreeing to them?
If it was going to back down so easily, why show up with such theatrics?
As I clicked my tongue in astonishment, the onlookers seemed to think differently.
“O-oh! The patriarchs are persuading the Serpent God! Maybe we can survive this!”
“To calm that monster… as expected of the patriarchs…”
“Long live Vion! Long live Griant!”
They say scared humans are the easiest to manipulate.
The citizens blindly believed the surface-level events.
Ah, so that’s how it is.
Once I identified the two men, everything clicked into place.
This was all a staged act.
Though I was surprised they managed to recruit the Serpent God as their actor, it was an obvious play.
The uninformed citizens might not have realized, but I knew corruption was rampant in this era of Yulistia.
For the corrupt patriarchs, the masterminds of this rot, to sacrifice themselves to stand against the divine? It made no sense.
Moreover, their synchronized appearance was too convenient to be a coincidence.
“They’re falling for it again…”
Fear is truly a useful tool.
In any case, the patriarchs’ goal was to sway public sentiment… something like that.
Even if they were using the Serpent God, the unaware citizens would see them as saviors.
Watching their loathsome act, I nodded to myself.
Fine, time to leave quickly.
Judging by how things were unfolding, staying here any longer could result in something unpleasant happening to me.
I decided and turned to leave hurriedly, but just then, another loud voice rang out.
“The calamity has arrived!”
“Prepare for the day of reckoning!”
Figures in black robes appeared from somewhere, shouting at the crowd.
I froze in place, wondering what this was about now.
“The servants of calamity have come to enlighten the foolish masses! Do you not see?”
Raising their arms, they spouted absurdities.
The confused citizens murmured among themselves, but the robed figures continued undeterred, now addressing the Serpent God.
“Welcome! Unleash your dreadful power upon these ignorant ones. Show them the greatness of calamity! Go on, go on!”
Their brazenness and confidence were astounding.
They acted as if the Serpent God was their companion.
…Unfortunately, I had a good guess about their identity.
There were only a handful of groups that worshiped calamity.
They were likely those who had spread chaos across the continent for almost as long as the Empire itself.
Though their numbers might have dwindled since then, their influence couldn’t be ignored.
Was this city truly cursed?
How many disasters could happen in just one day?
【S, silence…】
Apparently unable to tolerate it anymore, the Serpent God expressed its irritation.
The patriarchs, who had been frozen in place, turned pale, seemingly realizing that events were not going as expected.
Despite the growing ominous aura, the robed figures continued their ruckus without pause.
Then, when the Serpent God twitched its eyes and flicked its forked tongue, one of the robed figures suddenly collapsed.
“What… Ugh!”
Others who noticed the ambush quickly followed suit.
A man darted among the robed figures with swift, precise movements, taking them down one by one.
I recognized that gray hair.
“There’s only one enemy! Attack!”
Though many of their comrades had already fallen, the remaining members regrouped and formed a line.
It was a formation well-suited to exploiting their numerical advantage.
However, Sorab’s skill was far beyond what such a ragtag group could handle.
I opened my eyes wide in slight surprise.
I thought he was just a quiet man of decent ability, but to think he was this skilled.
Since he wasn’t a complete stranger, I found it fascinating.
Hyaaahp!
In an instant, the area turned into a battlefield filled with agonized groans and shouts.
But the outcome seemed clear.
As the organization’s numbers dwindled in real-time, it was evident the battle would soon end.
Maintaining the stance of a thorough observer, I instinctively extended a hand during a dangerous moment.
One of the robed members had drawn a dagger and was targeting Sorab’s back.
The instant I activated the Snow Maiden’s icy breath, it pierced through the assailant’s torso.
“Urgh!”
The man froze in place and failed to carry out the attack.
Sorab, noticing it at the last moment, twisted the man’s wrist and struck his neck, incapacitating him.
The dagger clattered against the ground, creating a sharp noise.
“……”
Sorab glanced at me out of the corner of his eye.
I casually nodded at him with a stoic expression and immediately turned away.
For some reason, I felt embarrassed and thought it was best to act nonchalant.
Although I figured he could have managed fine without my help, I considered it repayment for the guidance he had given me.
Besides, if I had ignored him and he had gotten seriously hurt, it would have left a bad taste in my mouth.
More importantly, it was time to leave for real.
I turned toward the post station, aiming to leave the city.
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“Lord, oh my god! Please return… please!”
Sorab subdued the Dark Holy Society cult members, and the Patriarchs quickly moved to calm the situation.
They guessed that continuing any further would result in a backlash.
The Serpent God, whose expression twisted in anger, slowly began to retreat.
The ones responsible for bringing that being here, Vion and the Patriarchs of Griant, also left in a hurry, sweating profusely.
“Fools…”
Sorab muttered as he sheathed his dagger.
It was laughable to think that they, who had a god on their side, were causing a ruckus, and they couldn’t even manage that properly.
Perhaps the phrase “the situation only grows worse” applied here.
“Captain.”
The agents of the assassination squad arrived belatedly.
Unlike Sorab, who happened to be nearby and quickly moved to suppress them, they must have been at headquarters, so their speed was certainly deserving of the title of Krase’s “Silent Blade.”
“Capture them. The ones I specify, send them to the interrogation room.”
Anyone following disaster could not escape the derogatory term ‘Continental Public Enemy.’
The Dark Holy Society cult was a group of black sorcerers that needed to be eradicated at the root.
Though Sorab, having fought the battle, knew that they probably had no useful information, it was still a necessary step.
After giving the orders to the assassination squad, Sorab surveyed the crowd. The citizens, who had secured their immediate safety, were offering prayers of gratitude.
But among them, the woman with the sky-blue and white hair was nowhere to be seen.
“I didn’t think she could use magic?”
He had thought he was offering advice to an outsider who didn’t know the situation, but perhaps that had been an unnecessary concern.
In this world, where users of magic were rare, those who had mastered it were high-ranking individuals.
They would certainly have a proper position and status, so perhaps his interference had been unwarranted.
Thinking back on it, she was a strange woman.
Originally, Sorab was not the type of person who would help a complete stranger, no matter how trivial, like offering directions.
But for some reason, he felt compelled to help Quellière.
Well, he didn’t even know her name, though.
“Hmm…”
He absentmindedly placed a hand on his lower back.
There was no wound.
Had she not been there, it probably would have only resulted in a shallow scratch, but still, it was something that required a gesture of respect.
But the person he wanted to thank was already gone. So, he made his way to Maurice’s shop.
He was the type to settle debts, and he did so thoroughly.
If he couldn’t do it directly, he was satisfied with fulfilling it indirectly.
Quellière had been seeking a map, and Sorab had guided her to Maurice’s shop.
It wasn’t that he placed particular significance on guiding her; it was simply the nearest place.
However, Maurice was a shrewd man.
Unlike those unscrupulous merchants who were caught red-handed while openly swindling others, Maurice knew how to cleverly accumulate wealth.
Customers who visited his shop often ended up at a loss, even if they thought they were getting a good deal.
Especially, foreigners with weak defenses were prime targets.
Perhaps she had been a victim as well.
If so, even if he couldn’t return the lost money, punishing the perpetrator would be a form of recompense, wouldn’t it?
Even if she would never know about it.
“I have a record of Maurice’s mistakes, so if I use that… hmm?”
Perhaps he could even impose a light fine.
Just as he was having such thoughts, a strange melody reached his ears.
A tune reminiscent of a musical troupe that had visited the city long ago.
No, it was even more melodious.
Sorab stopped abruptly and began scanning for the source of the sound. Soon, he realized it was coming from within the shop.
What in the world was Maurice up to?
Had he hired a band for the shop? It wasn’t the time to interfere with someone’s business, but Sorab couldn’t make sense of it.
He opened the door and entered, immediately spotting Maurice. He was polishing a metal box while wearing gloves.
With a whistle on his lips and a grin on his face, Maurice appeared to be in a good mood.
“Ah, Sorab, is it? It’s been quite a while since you last visited.”
Sensing the presence, Maurice greeted him casually.
Sorab, silent as ever, walked around the shop.
There were no signs of anyone else.
His gaze drifted aimlessly before settling on the silver metal box. It was as if he were drawn to it, and he spoke without thinking.
“This music… could it be coming from here?”
It was a voice filled with disbelief, an unusual expression for Sorab.
Maurice, as though he had been waiting for this reaction, smiled widely and began to explain.
“…Ahem! Yes, that’s right. Can you recognize it? This elegant melody! Such exquisite grace! It’s the gift of this unparalleled treasure… the ‘Music Box.'”
“…Music Box?”
Sorab’s eyes twitched at the unfamiliar word.
Unaware of Sorab’s reaction, Maurice continued talking, as if lost in his own world.
“Hmm… I see, you don’t know what this is. Listen carefully. A music box is, simply put… ‘an automatic music player’!”
“Automatic…”
“Yes, automatic! It’s automatic! Do you understand the greatness of it? No need for instruments. No need for musicians. No need for an orchestra! Just this one music box can replace all those people!”
“······!”
Sorab, who usually kept his emotions in check, slightly opened his mouth in surprise.
Satisfied with the reaction, Maurice continued his excited speech, but Sorab remained lost in thought.
The music box was an unbelievable invention.
In an era where everything operated manually, the concept of “automatic” carried an immense impact. But beyond that, the music box itself was a bizarre object.
Sorab had a talent for swords and was a master in stealth and assassination, but he also had some knowledge of magic.
According to his knowledge, the operation of the music box made no sense.
There was no trace of magical power.
It was not a magical tool.
Even if there was magical energy within it, how could such vast harmonies be stored and reproduced?
If some supernatural technology had made it possible, the next question would be the amount of magical energy required.
How much magical power would be needed to maintain such a device?
From a conventional perspective, only a Grand Mage would be capable of it, and even then, it would require frequent magical recharges.
But this music box?
It emitted no magical power, yet it spun and produced beautiful melodies.
At this point, it wasn’t just beautiful—it was downright strange.
“It truly is a luxury, combining elegance, simplicity, and rarity! Once people learn of its existence, who would bother hiring an orchestra? Everyone will swarm to get their hands on it, like bees to honey! Even the nobles won’t be exempt! From the imperial nobles to the bishops of the church, to wealthy merchants and powerful families—they’ll all be scrambling for it!”
Maurice spoke with bloodshot eyes, pouring out his fervor.
“To think I obtained this for only nine maps…! Finally, my faith has been rewarded…”
Unlike Sorab, who trembled in awe, Maurice was blinded by greed and calculation.
He certainly recognized the value of the music box. But he could only appreciate it from the perspective of a merchant and failed to realize its true worth.
On the other hand, Sorab understood.
This was truly an amazing item.
If he wished, he could shake the foundations of high society with it, and it also had immense value as research material.
If the technology within the music box could be harnessed, it would represent a dazzling breakthrough in magical science. It was a treasure capable of drawing the attention of both local powerholders and even entire nations.
“…Nine maps? Maurice, explain where and how you obtained this.”
He spoke with a stiff expression.
The origin of the treasure had to be identified. Who made it, how it was crafted, and how many existed—he needed as much information as possible.
“A gracious guest came by. She was wearing unusual white clothes and offered a music box in exchange for trade. At first, I thought she was just a naive woman unaware of the world’s workings… but seeing her carry something like this, she must be the daughter of a noble family. Maybe I should have given her more in return…”
As Maurice’s words continued, Sorab envisioned a woman.
A woman dressed in exotic attire he had never seen before.
If not himself, she was likely the last visitor to Maurice’s shop.
“…Did you hear her name?”
“Her name? No. Come to think of it, I don’t even know that.”
From the beginning, he had a strange feeling about her.
But aside from her extraordinary appearance and cold demeanor, there seemed to be nothing particularly unusual.
A magician owning such an item, though…
Sorab was seized by a strong conviction that he had to meet her again.
However, the opportunity had already been missed.
Currently, there was no way to pinpoint her location, and searching for her would require scouring the region.
To do so, he would have to mobilize the assassination squad, a privilege held by the Patriarch.
A young Patriarch struggling under the weight of Krase.
The matter was more than worth reporting.
Of course, before that…
“You said you traded it for nine maps, correct?”
“Hm? Yes, that’s right. It was the brilliance of her generosity and my skill as a merchant. This is an unprecedented day in my trading histo—”
“Under Clause 4 of Article 1 of the Yulistia Trade Law, enacted by Krase’s ancestor, ‘Deceiving foreigners to obtain financial gains’ is prohibited. Knowing the true value of the item yet selling it for a fraction of its worth to reap dozens of times in profit—it’s outrageous.”
Sorab’s chilling gaze fixed on Maurice.
The once jovial merchant, recounting his tale with glee, blinked rapidly and waved his hands.
“W-what? Deception? How can you accuse me of deceiving a guest! This was a completely consensual, flawless, and transparent transaction…”
“If the gap in information is significant, fairness cannot be claimed. You should have fully explained it to her. Therefore…”
It was sophistry.
Sorab knew this well.
However, he was sworn to loyalty to his family, and he didn’t hesitate to do anything that could strengthen the young Patriarch.
This object, the music box, would undoubtedly be of great value.
It couldn’t be left in the hands of a mere merchant to let it slip away.
He declared in a solemn voice.
“The item will be confiscated.”
*
The station was in chaos.
“That Serpent God has appeared again… At this rate, truly…”
“Did you hear? Ron and Verun have gone missing recently. It’s definitely the Serpent God’s doing. They were eaten, just like before!”
“What are the families doing? If this continues, we’re all dead!”
I stood quietly in a shadowed corner, observing the situation.
It was a bit troubling.
I had come to get a carriage to travel to the Empire since walking seemed impossible, but…
The atmosphere was simply not conducive to such arrangements.
“Today, the Patriarchs somehow managed to fend it off… but who knows about the next time.”
In the middle of the station, people of various backgrounds had gathered.
They appeared to be a mix of professions and origins.
Everyone wore dark expressions, engaging in serious discussions.
“If we want to survive, we must leave the city! Everyone understands now, don’t they? There’s no way to stop that thing. If there were, the families would have taken action long ago.”
I pricked up my ears and listened intently for a moment, quickly grasping the gist of their conversation.
Mass exodus.
A disaster that couldn’t be stopped was the cause, so it was more akin to migration than simple flight.
The people gathered at the station included natives of Yulistia, but most seemed to be travelers or recent settlers.
Those born and raised in the city had too many ties to leave easily.
The ongoing migration process appeared to have escalated today due to the Serpent God’s reappearance.
At the center of the crowd stood a woman with platinum blonde hair.
“Everyone! I trust you all understand the situation. Those willing to join me in heading to the Empire, please come forward.”
The woman, with a wand at her waist, exuded an air of refinement.
She was clearly no ordinary commoner.
The gazes of the citizens fixed on her showed admiration and longing.
It seemed she was the leader of this migration effort.
I approached a woman with violet hair standing nearby and asked,
“Do you know who she is?”
“…Huh? Are you asking me?”
The woman, like me, was watching the crowd from a discreet position in the shadows with her arms crossed.
Startled by my voice, she flinched before answering my question.
“…Anasha Sheryl. She’s from the Empire and said to be a capable magician. They say she once served the Griffin Duke’s household, though no one knows how she ended up here.”
Her voice was calm, devoid of any fluctuations.
She didn’t ramble, instead summarizing the key points succinctly.
Several years ago, Anasha Sheryl settled in the city and seemed to have decided to act in response to the Serpent God’s appearance.
In addition to being a magician, she was also an experienced traveler with thorough knowledge of the routes to the Empire.
Having witnessed terrified citizens falling victim to mutant monsters while recklessly fleeing the city, she had stepped up to offer assistance.
She aimed to guide those wishing to migrate to the Empire as safely as possible.
“And when I reach the Empire, I plan to formally propose a ‘Serpent God extermination’ mission! I can’t promise it will succeed, but for those who choose to stay, please hold onto hope.”
Anasha’s bold statement caused a stir among the crowd.
Exterminating the Serpent God.
It was undoubtedly the desperate wish of every city resident.
If the proposal had come from the discredited families, it would have been scoffed at.
But if the Empire moved, the story was different.
The Empire, ruled by an Emperor, was a powerful nation far larger than Yulistia.
Naturally, it also boasted numerous formidable warriors.
If enough of them were deployed, perhaps it could be possible…
I suppressed a bitter smile.
That would be difficult.
No matter how lowly or half-divine a deity it might be, the Serpent God was still a being with divine power.
I didn’t know how many “heroes” existed at this time, but ordinary warriors would stand no chance.
Even with overwhelming numbers, success was uncertain. And Arundel Empire had no obligation to make such efforts for Yulistia, a non-ally.
“What’s your name?”
I asked the woman who had satisfied my curiosity.
She responded without hesitation.
“Sigila. And you?”
“Quellière.”
Sharing my name was the least I could do.
Leaving Sigila to mull over my name, I moved towards the station.
I intended to join the migration group.
It felt like the effort of acquiring the maps earlier was becoming meaningless, but examining them had jogged some buried memories.
One of the many routes to the Empire resurfaced in my mind.
It wasn’t accessible to ordinary people, but it would allow me to reach Arundel directly and swiftly.
If I traveled with them only as far as the vicinity of “Rivhae,” it would suffice.
It was safer and more convenient that way.
Although I held the upper hand against creatures like the Hellhound due to elemental compatibility, that wasn’t always the case.
Without such an advantage, the Snow Maiden’s abilities were pitifully weak.
With recent reports of strange monster behavior, a misstep could spell disaster.
In preparation for such scenarios… well, it sounded harsh, but a shield of sorts was necessary.
My life was my top priority.
Ignoring the murmuring crowd, I approached Anasha to express my intent.
“I’ll join.”
The elegant, yet icy voice belonged to none other than myself.
A moment of silence fell over the scene.
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Everyone’s gaze instantly fixated on me.
“…Uh, yes. Joining… Oh, joining. Yes, understood!”
Anasha, who had been staring blankly at me for a moment, hastily regained her smile and nodded.
Feigning composure, I signaled with my eyes and discreetly slipped away.
…What’s with these reactions?
Was my appearance such a mood killer that it turned the atmosphere icy?
Sure, I might come off as a little curt, but it’s unfair to humiliate me like this.
It’s not like I wanted to possess this body either.
Or is there something I missed?
Having spent over a year at the Snow Castle, my already limited social skills might have completely eroded.
I was a little annoyed and considered canceling the plan altogether, but I figured similar situations would repeat once I got to the Empire anyway.
In that case, wouldn’t it be better to gain some experience now?
“…Where are you from? Have we met before?”
“If I’d seen such a beauty even once, there’s no way I wouldn’t recognize her…”
I could clearly see the side glances and hushed conversations directed at me. Uninterested in their chatter, I chose to isolate myself.
Perhaps my irritation was evident, as those who met my eyes flinched and quickly looked away.
“Is there anyone else who wishes to join? If not, please wrap up your preparations. Those participating today, hurry and pack your belongings. We’ll depart soon.”
Anasha scanned the surroundings, drawing attention again.
The citizens, who had been murmuring among themselves, resumed their serious discussions.
Once I’d resolved to leave the city, there was no benefit in hesitating.
The Serpent God could appear again at any moment, and my family wouldn’t be particularly welcoming either.
The refugees, having little attachment to the city, had minimal belongings to pack.
Given the number of people, riding horses or pulling carts didn’t seem feasible. Adjusting the pace for everyone would make it pointless and costly.
Of course, this arrangement suited me just fine.
I didn’t know how to ride a horse, and riding in a carriage would mean being stuck with strangers the whole way.
“I’ll join too. I suppose I’ll be the last addition.”
That calm voice belonged to Sigila.
Apparently, she was interested enough to express her intent to join.
After that, there were no further requests, and the roster was finalized.
*
A few hours later, the group of refugees set out for the Empire.
—And someone was quietly watching them.
The watchers planted throughout the city by Lysithea.
As rulers, it wasn’t unusual for them to ensure they had eyes and ears everywhere. This wasn’t unique to Krase.
Near the relay station, a spy disguised as a citizen promptly reported to his master after the procession left.
“They should’ve stayed quietly… Instead, they’re causing unnecessary trouble.”
Andak Vion, the patriarch of the Vion family, whose bloated belly betrayed his slovenly nature, muttered with disdain.
Gone was the pretense he had displayed while orchestrating that ridiculous play with the Serpent God in the streets. He now embodied a corrupt leader in every way.
“Tsk… We should’ve dealt with that woman first.”
The thin, wiry frame of Vidor Griant spoke next. His appearance was a stark contrast to Andak’s, but regrettably, their personalities were much the same.
The two had isolated themselves to discuss their response after receiving the report. The topic: Anasha Sheryl and her group.
The key issue: how to handle them.
“Even though we’ve prioritized sacrificing those with weak ties to the city, who would’ve thought one rat could move this fast?”
Anasha had settled in the city for several years, and as such, she was further down the list and largely overlooked. Who could have predicted she’d ignite such a fire?
The two patriarchs felt the sting of betrayal.
“Do you think this statement—‘formally propose the subjugation of the Serpent God’—has any credibility?”
“Logically, there’s no way. What ties does our Yulistia have with the Empire, after all?”
But their true thoughts were different.
Even if it was unlikely, the possibility wasn’t zero. The mere thought of it unsettled them.
The unpredictable nature of Anasha’s standing within the Empire added to their unease.
“She must be an insignificant figure. Otherwise, why would she have crawled into this city?”
At Andak’s remark, Vidor hesitated.
“Still, wasn’t she said to be a servant of the Grypheon family? She might have connections to lean on if it comes to that.”
The Grypheon Ducal House.
A prestigious family renowned throughout the Empire for their exalted status.
Their influence far surpassed that of any city-state family. Even if things went awry, they weren’t an opponent to be trifled with.
If the legendary Swordmaster of the Grypheon family appeared, it would spell the end.
To cleanly resolve this, Anasha—or rather, the entire group—had to be eliminated before they reached the Empire.
The problem was how.
“…Sending soldiers would be foolish. If things go wrong, the backlash will be severe.”
Even if they disguised the soldiers, there were countless ways for their identities to be revealed through torture or interrogation.
Moreover, soldiers served as their shield and sword against threats, such as the “Hidden Blade of Krase.”
“What about mercenaries? They’re discreet as long as you pay them enough.”
“Conversely, it means they’re just as vulnerable to a higher bid. Do you think the Empire or Grypheon would lack funds compared to us?”
“Grhm…”
Silence momentarily descended upon the chamber.
The two patriarchs strained their limited intellects to devise a solution.
Letting them go was technically an option.
Anasha’s proposal had little chance of being approved, and even if it was, the Empire’s army would only target the Serpent God.
Vion and Griant would remain untouched.
If there was one potential hiccup, it would be the Krase family. However, the Krase family, once a prestigious house, was already in decline.
While their patriarch had leadership qualities, she was still a young girl.
Even the “Hidden Blade” would struggle to strike down the patriarchs if the two families united their defenses.
In such a scenario, Krase’s downfall would likely come first. The patriarchs were well aware of this.
Still, they had already grown addicted to the absolute power of the Serpent God. Krase’s once-formidable family, the meddling citizens—none of them could resist the oppressive force of the Serpent God.
A world without that divine power was now unthinkable.
After a few minutes of contemplation, the ominous Vidor devised a plan.
“…How about entrusting this to the god?”
“To the Serpent God…?”
Andak’s eyes widened briefly, but soon gleamed with realization.
It was an excellent plan.
“The best… no, the optimal plan. With the Serpent God, there will be no trace of us left. It’s far more potent than hundreds of mercenaries!”
No need to deploy soldiers, so there was no anxiety about Krase’s retaliation.
Even if Anasha was a skilled mage and her group sizable, they stood no chance against a god.
And in the unlikely event of failure, they wouldn’t be implicated.
Besides…
“…We won’t need to worry about sacrifices for a while.”
“Exactly. Heh heh…”
The Serpent God’s insatiable appetite.
They had painstakingly selected their victims to avoid arousing suspicion among the citizens, but it had always been a hassle.
For now, they could rest easy.
The Serpent God would feast.
*
Sorab forcefully seized the music box and arrived at the patriarch’s office.
But he stopped as soon as he entered.
A guest was already there.
“Well, that was the Serpent God I’d heard so much about. Truly a sight to behold, without a hint of exaggeration. My condolences, Patriarch.”
“…Thank you.”
The visitor was Petras, a scholar and researcher who had previously met with Quellière.
He had come to the Krase patriarch for a personal matter. Lysithea glanced at Sorab before focusing on Petras.
“You’re asking for a letter of recommendation?”
Petras smiled faintly at her question.
“Actually, there are a few other things I’d love to have. Like the Krase family heirloom or even the family crest itself… But excessive greed is a no-go. I’d be satisfied with just a single recommendation letter. Specifically, one with the ‘Patriarch’s seal’ on it.”
It was an audacious remark.
Lysithea barely managed to suppress the twitch at the corner of her eyes. Losing her composure would mean falling for the opponent’s scheme.
Instead of getting angry, she analyzed the situation.
Confident, composed, and brimming with self-assurance, Petras indeed lived up to being the disciple of the theologian Agnatz.
The focus on achievements was also a hallmark of his disciples.
It was said that all of Agnatz’s pupils were exceptional and engaged in fierce competition to earn their master’s acknowledgment.
Lysithea didn’t know the exact details of this dynamic.
However, it was clear that Petras wasn’t an ordinary individual.
“Of course, I’m not asking for it for free. I came to propose a deal.”
“A deal… Fine, let’s hear it.”
Being the disciple of a scholar known as a sage, Petras wasn’t likely to speak nonsense.
There was a good chance that his self-assured demeanor was backed by something substantial.
Even so, as the one responsible for her family, she couldn’t afford to be ensnared.
Lysithea steeled herself, sharpening her gaze.
Though there was no dignity about her, it was evident that once she grew into adulthood, she would undoubtedly exude elegance. For now, however, she was merely a small girl.
Above all, Petras’s standards had temporarily soared due to a woman he’d recently met.
······Though she might’ve been an illusion or a spirit.
“Have you noticed any strange behavior from the monsters recently?”
Petras question touched on a subject familiar to Lysithea.
It was a critical issue for the family, one that needed urgent attention.
“How do you know about that… No, never mind. Plenty of citizens are aware already. So, what about it?”
“The culprit is the Serpent God.”
“……What?”
She had vaguely suspected as much.
But suspicion and confirmation were entirely different things.
Even if she doubted it, how could such a claim be proven?
“Serpent God… Or perhaps I should say ‘False God.’ My master conducted independent research on these entities.”
Petras began explaining in a low voice.
In truth, it wasn’t entirely appropriate to call Agnatz merely a theologian.
The title was a broad descriptor, given that theology was the field he was most fervently passionate about and actively engaged in.
The nickname “sage” wasn’t an exaggeration.
Agnatz mastered various fields of study, demonstrating unparalleled talent.
While wandering the world for research, he even encountered beings referred to as “gods.”
Through investigation and exploration, he became convinced that these entities originated from “ancient ruins of gods.”
“The Serpent God is one of those entities?”
“Indeed. Considering the ruins in the east and west are inaccessible, the source is likely in the southern desert beyond the villages. If it were in the north, it wouldn’t have escaped the influence of the Holy Kingdom.”
His reasoning was sound.
Excluding the labyrinths in the east and west, there were only two possible locations.
Based on the terrain and distance, the southern region was more likely.
“It’s puzzling why it left the desert villages and came as far as Yulistia… But regardless.”
Agnatz had named such beings “False Gods.”
He had also discovered that the monsters near False Gods underwent transformations.
It was likely due to the miasma exuded by these not-quite-divine entities.
The transformed monsters became more saturated with magic, more ferocious in nature, and significantly more dangerous.
These creatures were classified as “mutated monsters” in the research facility.
Some scribes preferred to call them “corrupted,” but the term was ultimately decided by the master.
“Mutated monsters must be a major headache for someone like you. They make monster subjugation, already a difficult task, even more arduous. The urgency also becomes a bigger problem, doesn’t it?”
Even under normal circumstances, periodic monster cleanup was challenging.
The monster-infested areas were vast, while the combat forces were limited.
By combat forces, it meant individuals skilled enough to handle monsters.
Subjugations were almost guaranteed to result in casualties, so ordinary soldiers weren’t suitable.
At this point, Lysithea grew curious.
What exactly was this man trying to say?
As if answering her doubts, Petras continued.
“Unfortunately, I can’t do anything about the Serpent God. But regarding the mutated monsters… I might be able to help a little.”
He casually raised his head.
“Have the mutated monsters been killing all the animals in the mountains?”
Then, he asked another question.
“…Yes. Reports have confirmed such behavior.”
“Normal monsters don’t behave that way. If they attack animals, it’s usually to feed themselves, not for any other purpose. Mutated monsters, however, are different. This is why the ecosystems around False Gods collapse, and nearby people suffer from food shortages.”
Petras’ words pierced through another crisis currently affecting Yulistia.
The city’s crisis wasn’t just about the Serpent God.
Mutated monsters were also a significant problem.
Their uncontrollable rampages and inexplicable behavior only escalated the damage.
At that moment, Petras provided the missing piece of the puzzle.
“I’ll share a crucial piece of information. The erratic behavior of mutated monsters is entirely due to ‘sound.'”
“Sound…?”
“Yes, sound.”
After delving into research on False Gods, Agnatz had turned his focus to mutated monsters.
Through countless experiments, he discovered that the transformation wasn’t influenced by touch or smell but by sound.
The sounds that triggered reactions were typically clear and bright, like bird chirps or the rustling of grass.
Human shouting didn’t elicit a reaction.
But if a person stepped on a branch, the monsters would respond.
They were hypersensitive to specific sounds.
For instance, when a False God was situated in a coastal region, the monsters in its vicinity would show aggression toward the sounds of the sea or marine creatures.
This confirmed that the mutation was linked to auditory influence.
“My master stopped his research at that point, but I continued independently. As a result, I succeeded in inventing a proud magical artifact: the ‘Sound Bomb.'”
Petras pulled out a small orb-like object from a pouch on his belt.
A bright voice echoed as he spoke.
“This works on ‘all mutated monsters.’ If it detonates nearby, they’ll flee. If it goes off farther away, they’ll approach. It’s invaluable for both hunting and escaping, I assure you.”
The story was reaching its climax.
“Of course, the production cost isn’t cheap. So, I propose this to you, Patriarch. Will you establish an exclusive contract with me—or rather, with my workshop? If you provide adequate funding, I’ll supply these solely to the Krase family. In return, you can evaluate their performance and… perhaps consider granting that recommendation letter.”
“Patriarch.”
Petras fervent pitch was interrupted by Sorab.
Though he had remained silent until now, the conversation had dragged on too long.
Under normal circumstances, he wouldn’t interrupt out of respect for his master. However, Sorab was slightly agitated.
“I have something to show you.”
Excitement gleamed in his eyes as he thought of presenting this astonishing artifact to his lord.
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Petras proposal.
The teacher’s research and astounding inventions.
Lysithea, who had been continuously activating her ‘Eye,’ knew that all of it was true.
She marveled.
Capturing artificial sound—what a tremendously difficult task.
The sound bomb invented in Petras workshop was evidence of his capability.
She wasn’t disappointed that it wouldn’t work against the Serpent God; after all, that was not an entity an ordinary human could oppose.
Just the countermeasures against the mutated monsters were enough.
Because of those creatures, the ecosystem near the city was in shambles.
If left unchecked, the situation would only grow worse.
Lysithea wavered at Petras proposal.
It was at that moment that Sorab interrupted.
“…To intrude at such a crucial moment, how utterly inconsiderate of you.”
Petras grumbled, annoyed at being interrupted during a dramatic moment.
Ignoring him entirely, Sorab turned to the Patriarch.
“I apologize for interrupting, but this is an urgent matter.”
“…That depends on the circumstances. Explain yourself.”
Even for an aide, interrupting a guest’s audience was a breach of etiquette.
Lysithea shot him a mildly reproachful glance.
But Sorab, who had anticipated her reaction, didn’t shrink back in the slightest.
“Before I explain, you must see this.”
He pulled out a music box.
As he placed it on the desk in the office, both their gazes converged on it.
“This is…?”
“It looks like an exquisite jewelry box.”
From the outside, it appeared to be nothing more than a simple metal case.
But surely, such a trivial object wouldn’t justify interrupting the Patriarch’s audience.
Eyes full of expectation demanded further explanation.
Without a word, Sorab activated the device.
A noble melody began to resound softly.
Both Petras and Lysithea, who had initially been confused, opened their eyes wide.
Silence filled the room.
The music lingered for a while as no one dared to speak.
Click!
Sorab stopped the device.
Only then did the atmosphere in the room seem to return to normal, as if waking from a dream.
“It’s so beautiful…”
Lysithea, who had been listening in a daze, murmured in awe.
The melody had a quality that evoked the sounds of nature, a harmonious blend of light and darkness.
For a moment, it allowed her to forget the harsh reality she faced.
Memories of carefree days, of her father in his prime, surfaced in her mind.
“…What is this? How is something like this even possible…?”
On the other hand, Petras was flabbergasted.
Rather than appreciating the music, he focused on analyzing the music box.
Having worked under Agnatz for a long time, his tolerance for amazement was high, making his current shock all the more rare.
Lysithea, who had also been captivated by the melody, soon realized how unbelievable the device was.
Naturally, both of them turned their gaze toward the only person who might have the answers.
“This device is called a music box.”
“Music box…”
“Surely, a brilliant Patriarch like yourself can see the potential of this music box.
Now is not the time to be fixated on the inventions of ‘mere’ researchers.”
“What did you say?”
Petras bristled at the remark.
“‘Mere,’ you say? I am the disciple of Agnatz himself and a seasoned researcher with numerous achievements under my belt. I am far from being just a ‘mere’ researcher, and my inventions are not to be dismissed!”
“Patriarch, do you grasp the potential of the music box?”
Ignoring Petras outburst, Sorab gazed intently at Lysithea.
She placed a hand to her lips, deep in thought.
The same train of thought Sorab had followed when he first saw the music box now replayed itself in her mind.
This is… a treasure.
She had never seen or heard of anything like it.
If there weren’t other copies of it, this could be a powerful asset.
It could elevate the family’s standing in an instant.
Used wisely, it could establish connections with influential figures across the land and even with the Empire’s nobility.
Even if sold, it would fetch an astronomical price.
As a research material, it was no less valuable.
She could negotiate with Agnatz himself as an equal—or even from a position of superiority.
“The mutated monsters are a grave issue, but there’s no need to enter into a contract with such an unreliable individual. With the music box, we could acquire sufficient forces to deal with the monsters.”
The logic was sound.
Even if it were sold off without much thought, it would generate enough funds to hire an army of mercenaries.
Feeling a sense of crisis, Petras intervened.
“That’s not true. While this… is certainly an extraordinary device, using it in such a way would result in a massive loss. The sound bomb is a groundbreaking tool designed specifically to combat mutated monsters. It’s not something that can be compared to mere mercenaries!”
“Doesn’t your invention only work momentarily?”
“Indeed, regrettably, that’s its limit. But so what? I can assure you that no other tool on the continent is specifically designed to target mutated monsters except my sound bomb.”
“This music box, however, is capable of semi-permanent operation. What if it could produce a similar effect to your invention?”
Petras laughed incredulously.
“Haha… Surely not. Did you not hear my explanation? Mutated monsters react only to a ‘specific sound.’
While the music box’s melody did evoke a sense of nature, music and reality are different.
There’s no way it could work.”
“That may be true. But there’s still a possibility. So, Patriarch, why not postpone the decision?”
Sorab also doubted that the music box would work on the monsters.
It was merely an excuse to delay the contract.
The Krase family’s position was precarious, with little to their name.
That was likely why Petras could act so boldly; delaying would allow them to renegotiate the terms if a contract were to be made.
The astute Lysithea immediately saw through his intent.
“That’s true. It wouldn’t hurt to experiment with the music box first and then discuss it again. Shall we postpone the contract?”
“Patriarch, postpone it? You can’t just decide that so…”
“But Sorab, where did this device come from?”
The head of Krase and the disciple of Agnatz.
What kind of treasure could suddenly appear that would unsettle figures of such stature?
Sorab thought of Quellière.
“…She’s such an enigmatic figure that there’s little information to go on, but…
This belonged to a woman heading to the Empire.
She seemed to have used it as currency.”
“A woman?”
“Her hair was a dazzling shade of blue-white, and her attire was highly unusual.
She’s likely from a distant land.”
“Wait, what did you say?”
The word ‘dazzling,’ which didn’t suit Sorab’s usual demeanor, shocked Lysithea.
Right after that, Petras eyes widened as he asked urgently.
“Was she wearing exotic white clothing? With a cold expression?”
“…Oh, so you’ve heard of her too.”
Sorab’s expression turned curious.
It was the first genuine reaction he’d shown, but Petras couldn’t respond.
“A mirage, perhaps…”
He muttered blankly before making a new proposal.
“She’s certainly a mysterious woman. My intuition is sounding alarms, urging me to investigate her. Fine, let’s postpone the contract. On the condition that I ‘collaborate’ on investigating her.”
It was less collaboration and more of a demand to share any information they discovered.
Sorab frowned slightly.
Information about her might prove more valuable than even the mutated monsters.
But the decision ultimately rested with their lord.
When the Patriarch looked to Lysithea, who had been somewhat left out of the conversation, she blinked and asked,
“…Who is this person?”
*
“I’m a member of the Adventurer’s Guild, and these are my companions. Would you consider traveling with us…”
“No.”
“You have such a distinctive outfit. May I ask where you’re from…”
“No.”
“I fell in love at first sight! Could you be my lover…”
“Move.”
Anasha was indeed well-versed in geography.
Despite being a hastily formed group, their journey proceeded without any issues.
Once outside the city, many people seemed more at ease and tried to strike up conversations with me.
I rejected every single one of them curtly.
It was the emergence of that tiresome ‘persona.’
My cold tone, even to myself, was sharp enough to send shivers down my spine.
Those who had dared to approach me withdrew with pale faces.
In the end, no one tried to talk to me anymore.
Keeping a slight distance from the group, I walked alone, lost in thought.
This was better.
Before I knew it, the sun was beginning to set.
“Hello, I haven’t introduced myself yet. I’m Anasha Sheryl.”
Noticing that I was alone, Anasha approached me.
Her natural introduction prompted me to reply bluntly.
“Quellière.”
A coldness I couldn’t suppress slipped into my voice.
It was something I had no control over.
With such a demeanor at first meeting, most people would think I was building a wall.
But Anasha didn’t leave.
Instead, she gave a faint smile.
“Is it a face I’ve never seen in the city? Did you arrive recently?”
The young magician seemed to have experienced her share of socializing. It made me feel slightly sorry.
Not that my attitude would be swayed regardless of how she approached me.
“Does everyone in that small town know each other?”
A cold tone.
This time, I added a touch of brusqueness to it.
Anasha turned her head briefly, then faced me again with a bright smile.
“Because it’s a face you can’t forget after seeing it once.”
She appeared relaxed at first glance, but the corners of her mouth trembled slightly.
It wasn’t that she was unaffected.
But why was she so determined to continue this conversation with me?
She was the most popular member of her group. Although she was their leader, her personality played a bigger role.
Bright, confident, and with a way of lifting others’ spirits. She exuded a sense of dignity.
Maybe she was too kind and wanted to help me.
She probably wouldn’t leave just because I brushed her off, so I decided to try my best.
“I arrived today, and I’m leaving today.”
“Why?”
“Because I have to go to the Empire.”
Anasha didn’t ask why.
Instead, she changed the subject with a cheerful expression.
“Then I guess you haven’t seen the rumored Serpent God? If so, that’s fortunate.”
“No, I saw it.”
The overwhelming presence of something capable of crushing a stone building was still vivid. But what exactly was fortunate?
When I asked, she chuckled playfully.
“It’s scary, isn’t it? What if you ended up with trauma from seeing something like that? It’s a shame you saw it, though.”
She was quite an extraordinary woman.
To crack a joke at someone putting up such a blatant wall.
Then, she leaned in close and whispered softly into my ear.
“How could anyone catch something like that? Even though I said I’d propose its subjugation to the Empire, honestly, the chances are slim.”
Then she chuckled as if sharing a secret. It was probably a joke, but she wasn’t wrong.
A minor god was not an opponent to be taken lightly.
In the days when I was a player, they were manageable, but now, they were true monsters.
The fact that the Serpent God, one of the minor gods, had single-handedly taken over a city spoke volumes.
Unless you were a hero-tier individual, an ordinary person stood no chance.
Of course, I…
…knew how to defeat it.
“I can defeat it.”
“…What?”
The thought slipped out of my mouth before I could stop it.
Anasha questioned me, but I feigned ignorance and avoided her gaze.
In truth, with the Snow Maiden’s current specs, it was an impossible task.
She was so poorly matched that she couldn’t even defeat ordinary monsters, let alone a minor god, her extreme natural enemy.
However, if it was the Serpent God…
Only the Serpent God was an exception.
If I had just one artifact.
Artifacts are special items obtained by exploring ruins scattered across the land, aside from the Obelisks, and they don’t appear on the grading scale.
Their performance and value varied greatly.
Personally, they were one of the key elements I valued most.
Their potential for use was boundless.
While some ruins were incredibly difficult and required brute strength to overcome, many remained untouched in this timeline, a thousand years in the past.
Reaching them would be another question entirely, but still.
It was worth remembering as a contingency weapon.
If I ever approached a ruin I knew of, I would secure an artifact. But even if it turned out to be the “necessary artifact,” I wouldn’t go out of my way to hunt down the Serpent God.
If things went wrong, I’d be as good as dead. I had no intention of risking my one and only life for some act of goodwill.
This was merely preparation for a worst-case scenario.
“Um, what do you mean by that…?”
“Lady Anasha.”
A man interrupted her words.
“The sun has completely set. Shouldn’t we start preparing to camp?”
“…Ah, yes. You’re right.”
Anasha gave a small nod and moved to the center of the group. I quietly followed behind her.
“Damn it, this isn’t working.”
“Using sticks to start a fire will take forever.”
“Is there really no one who brought flint?”
The group, gathered on a patch of dirt surrounded by sparse bushes, was in a dilemma.
It seemed they were struggling to light a campfire.
One of them brightened upon seeing Anasha.
“Oh, Lady Anasha! By any chance, have you learned any fire magic? If so, could you help us with the fire…?”
They seemed to have high hopes for the magician, but she hesitated and looked uneasy.
“Sorry. My specialty is wind magic, so fire magic is…”
“Ah, I see… It’s fine. We can’t help it.”
So, what now?
As they continued discussing around the pile of gathered branches, I figured it would take forever at this rate, so I decided to help.
Of course, I couldn’t use fire magic either.
Forget about learning it—fire was an element the Snow Maiden could never wield.
However, I had my all-purpose bag.
I opened my tote bag and pulled out the item I had in mind.
A selection of items carefully chosen for various scenarios.
The “Fire Kit” was one of them.
As I approached the group with the red stick in hand, all eyes turned to me. I didn’t even need to strike the stick.
I simply aimed it at the pile of wood and swung it downward.
Whoosh-!
The fire ignited.
“……”
Everyone stared at the flickering flames in stunned silence.
Before things could get bothersome, I quickly spoke.
“We need a fire watch, don’t we?”
I casually announced.
“I’ll do it.”
Then I turned my back on them.
I could feel countless gazes behind me, but I ignored them.
This wasn’t an act of kindness or goodwill.
It was simply because I didn’t need sleep, and I wanted to create a justification for staying awake.
I stopped in front of a shadowy hill where rows of shrubs were visible. Staring at the natural scenery, I fell into thought.
After a while, I pulled out a map.
“I’ll need to split off here.”
Anasha’s abilities as a leader were more impressive than expected.
She was well-versed in geography, and her leadership was excellent, allowing for a remarkably fast pace. We had arrived earlier than anticipated.
I raised my head and looked in one direction.
On this straight path lay “Rivhae.”
From there, I could easily reach the Empire by following the same route.
However, Anasha’s group would be heading in the opposite direction from Rivhae.
They couldn’t use the same method I would.
That wouldn’t do.
It would take them significantly longer, and during that time, I would remain a thorn in their side.
Thus, I would stick to my original plan and leave the group.
“…Tomorrow morning.”
For now, I would stand guard as promised.
Leaving without a word would be rude.
Tomorrow, I would briefly explain the situation and separate from them without causing trouble.
“Huh?”
Just as I reached this conclusion, an unusual sound reached my ears.
A faint rustling, like grass being brushed aside.
As I focused, I realized it was coming from all around me and growing louder.
My gaze moved instinctively, and in that instant, I saw it.
“Kyaaaah!”
A scream echoed.
Startled, I turned my head and saw it.
Using the campfire as a light source, the place where people were gathered.
And the dark snakes slithering toward the only illuminated spot.
It was then that I realized.
We were now surrounded by a horrifying number of black snakes.
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Sasasak-
A sinister noise crept closer.
Realizing the emergency, I quickly ran toward the campfire.
Pababak-! Snakes followed, kicking up a cloud of dust behind them.
My heart pounded loudly.
Panic-stricken people were frantically shaking off the snakes however they could.
“What’s all this commotion?!”
“Where did these things come from?!”
“Aaaah! My leg got bitten!”
The midnight silence was shattered, and the area was filled with screams and loud noises.
Among the evacuees, there were only a few armed with proper weapons.
The rest grabbed whatever they could, from wooden pokers that had been stirring the fire to firewood, and began swinging.
The snakes weren’t strong.
The ones struck by these makeshift weapons fell limply.
However, their fallen numbers were immediately replenished severalfold.
“This is…”
I stood in a daze, looking around.
A black sea.
The writhing mass filling the ground resembled turbulent waves.
There was no escape route in sight.
“It’s the Serpent God…! The Serpent God sent them! We’re all as good as dead now!”
Hearing the despairing voice of a man brought back a memory.
They were small, but their appearance was undeniably that of the Serpent God.
That’s when I remembered the powers of certain minor gods—abilities to summon their familiars.
These weren’t the Serpent God itself, nor even its avatars.
They were beings you’d call minions or familiars—most likely a type of special monster known as “Black Snake Hatchlings.”
At that moment, several black snakes leapt toward me.
Their target was my throat. I quickly repelled them with a blast of cold breath.
This was dangerous.
I looked around urgently but didn’t see the Serpent God’s main body.
That was a small relief, but it didn’t mean we were safe.
The god’s absence only meant it deemed its familiars sufficient for the task.
At that moment, I saw invisible blades slicing through the snakes’ necks.
Anasha’s voice rang out.
“Everyone! Circle around the campfire! Let’s form a defensive formation!”
Though she had been momentarily flustered, she quickly regained her composure.
Her commanding voice inspired instinctive trust, and the people obeyed.
It was a sound strategy.
Snakes had poor eyesight to begin with.
They relied on vibrations or heat detection, making the darkness their home turf.
Humans, on the other hand, were utterly dependent on vision.
Without light, they’d be wiped out in an instant.
Fighting in the light was our best shot.
Besides, fire was something most animals feared.
“Quellière! I saw you using ice magic earlier. Are you a mage?”
Anasha shouted urgently.
At some point, she had positioned herself next to me.
“…Yes.”
“That’s a relief. Every combatant counts in this situation…! Please support me!”
She requested my assistance.
There was a confidence in her demeanor that made me follow her without hesitation.
Anasha was indeed a skilled mage.
Her casting speed and spell potency were exceptional, and her control over magic was leagues ahead of mine.
She was the most effective fighter on the battlefield. I focused on adding support with my cold breath.
Swak-!
Wind sliced through another snake’s neck.
Pointing her wand forward, she spoke.
“This must be the work of the Serpent God, right?”
“Probably.”
“Do you think they started chasing us as soon as we left the city? What a terrifying deity.”
She wasn’t wrong.
Even when playing the game, I had hunted numerous minor gods, but the Serpent God, who had taken control of Yulistia, was in a league of its own in terms of cruelty.
It was so extreme that it felt strange.
Sending so many familiars just because we left the city?
There were still plenty of humans left in the city.
It was as if it was dead set on eliminating us, no matter what.
“Anasha! There are too many of them··· Ahhh!”
Although a significant number of people had chosen to migrate, the sheer number of snakes was overwhelming.
No matter how desperately we fought, casualties kept mounting.
Even Anasha’s expression darkened.
The Black Snake Hatchlings weren’t inherently strong.
Their defenses were weak, their bite force wasn’t fatal, and they weren’t venomous.
To kill their prey, they could only rely on incessant biting.
But… when they swarmed together, the story changed.
The lack of killing power became irrelevant when faced with a swarm.
Their attacks turned into fear and despair.
Even if you wanted to die, they wouldn’t let you go easily.
You’d have to endure what felt like eternal agony, slowly fading away.
Saaaaak- Aaaaah-!
The battlefield echoed with unpleasant screams.
The ringing in my ears pounded against my skull, and my head throbbed.
What came to mind was… one of the Snow Maiden’s special magic abilities—’Transformation.’
If I used it, I could at least escape on my own.
“Everyone, hold on! You can’t fall!”
A gloomy weight coiled within me.
After all, I wasn’t supposed to be in this world, in a place this dangerous.
Being dragged here against my will and subjected to this… it was too much.
For over a year, I had lived buried in loneliness and monotony in that desolate land.
Was it so wrong to want a little bit of excitement?
That’s why I came out to the continent, only to end up like this.
So, what do they expect me to do?
Spend eternity in that pure white paradise? No… Could a Snow Maiden even die of natural causes?
The Quellière I created wasn’t a living being nor a spirit, according to the setting.
Around me was a hellscape.
Surrounded by vicious black snakes, people were dying slowly.
Their skin was scratched, blood flowed, and the wounds kept increasing.
Soon, their bodies would be completely covered in injuries.
“God…”
It was the work of the Serpent God.
The one who cast me into this world must also be some so-called god.
I loathed them.
How great could they be to ruin someone’s life as they pleased?
And why… Why do they push me into these unsettling moral dilemmas?
Some people must live.
That much was true.
But I had already come to know these people.
I remembered their faces and their voices.
If things continued like this, they’d all perish.
If I alone survived pathetically, would I be able to forget this moment?
Wouldn’t it haunt me for the rest of my life?
I didn’t want that.
Some might call me foolish, but I wasn’t a particularly strong person.
I was just an ordinary citizen.
“Quellière?”
My eyes naturally hardened.
Rage welled up.
When my support magic stopped, Anasha turned to look at me.
My gaze must have been fiercer than ever.
“Disgusting.”
“What?”
“The Gods are.”
Judging by her stunned expression, she must have found my words shocking.
I surveyed the battlefield.
The group was primarily made up of ordinary citizens.
I had thought only Anasha and I were capable combatants, but I was wrong.
There was one more.
A composed woman with short purple hair—Sigila.
She had tied a dagger to a wooden branch she had been using as a fire poker, turning it into a makeshift spear.
Despite the dire situation, she remained calm.
She wielded her weapon cleanly, slicing the snakes in one swift motion.
Given their numbers, she wasted no time, cutting down several at once.
Her skills and resolve.
There was no way those were ordinary.
Was she really that capable?
I was curious about her identity, but having a strong ally was always a good thing.
Suddenly, I chuckled softly.
It wouldn’t have been noticeable on the surface, but it didn’t matter.
“You there······.”
Everyone was fighting, even if they were terrified.
And yet here I was, thinking about running away.
What a pathetic excuse of a person I was.
Transform and flee? It could work.
Though not invincible during the disguise, I could escape the snakes’ range while transformed.
But would I truly survive afterward?
I wasn’t sure.
The black sea stretched endlessly.
I had no idea where it ended.
Besides, transformation magic consumed an enormous amount of mana.
If my mana ran out mid-transformation, I’d plummet.
Even if I escaped safely, the snakes would continue their pursuit.
Could I deal with that while completely drained of mana?
There was a far safer, more thrilling, and all-encompassing way for everyone to survive.
“How foolish…”
A simple idea.
One I could have thought of with just a little more consideration.
But in my panic, my mind had frozen.
I prided myself on being a clever and resourceful veteran, and yet I was this pathetic.
A self-deprecating laugh escaped me.
I had just been devising a plan to take down the Serpent God not long ago.
I hadn’t acquired the “necessary artifact,” but if the Serpent God itself wasn’t here…
These familiars were nothing I couldn’t handle on my own.
“Ahhhh! Help me!”
At that moment, a scream more desperate than any before echoed through the air.
It seemed that his posture had collapsed. The body of the fallen man was engulfed by a swarm of black snakes.
“This is…! Miss Quellière! Quickly, assist me…”
A life-or-death situation.
I didn’t want to watch someone die right in front of me, so I gently raised my hand.
Magic surged from my outstretched palm.
At the same time, snow began to fall.
Ice crystals and snowflakes fluttered gracefully, like dancers twirling in the wind. The delicate dance soon turned into a fierce, turbulent storm.
…As some may know, snakes are cold-blooded creatures.
And cold-blooded creatures are highly vulnerable to temperature changes.
Unlike mammals, they lack a system to regulate their body temperature, so fluctuations in air or water temperature can significantly affect their vital functions.
Moreover, minor gods were essentially ordinary animals that had been mutated into monstrous forms through contact with divine power.
Such transformations often came with inherent flaws.
The prominent exposure of weaknesses was one of those representative flaws.
Of course, if their overwhelming physical strength couldn’t be countered, those weaknesses might not matter… but I could exploit them. After all, I was practically their natural predator.
Thus, what I targeted wasn’t merely a weakness—it was a blind spot.
The black tide of snakes froze in place.
“This is… what in the world… Miss Quellière, could it be that you are…?”
Anasha muttered in stunned disbelief.
“…Hey… isn’t it summer right now…?”
Even Sigila, usually calm, lost her composure, her voice trembling.
Their reactions amused me, and I couldn’t help but laugh.
They were exactly the kind of responses I had expected.
Snow Maiden’s ultimate magic, “Blizzard.”
One of the exclusive skills I created solely for the sake of aesthetic effect.
A fierce blizzard, accompanied by howling winds, swept through the entire area.
But there was a problem.
A problem I had anticipated.
While the overwhelming mana consumption of Blizzard was an issue, that wasn’t the main concern.
As someone who couldn’t even properly control ice spears and could only manage cold breaths, there was no way I could fully control a Blizzard.
The mana inside me went berserk, wildly out of control.
Instead of stopping it, I sped it up even further. To wipe out all these snakes, I couldn’t afford to hold back even a single speck of mana.
My mana was being drained completely.
The mana circuits in my body trembled violently, like a truck with its steering wheel broken.
It had been a long time since my body had turned translucent.
I looked at my hand, now see-through, before lifting my head.
A pure white world stretched before me.
*
…Anasha Sheryl stood dumbfounded, staring at the scene before her.
She had once been a magic instructor employed by the Duke of Grypheon’s household.
Not just an elite in name, but a true elite, treated accordingly.
Through her role as a tutor, she had developed a close relationship with the duke’s young daughter.
However, the duke’s extreme fondness for his late-born daughter proved to be her downfall.
Anasha was dismissed simply because the child had gotten a minor scratch on her hand during a lesson.
Such obsessive overprotectiveness.
The duke already had a son who was a renowned swordmaster and heir, celebrated for his talent.
What kind of monster did he intend to turn his genius daughter into?
Losing her position wasn’t a problem for Anasha, though.
She had saved up plenty of money and had long yearned to explore foreign lands.
After wandering across the continent at her leisure for some time, she eventually settled in Yuristia.
It was a small but pleasant city.
At least, it was until the Serpent God appeared out of nowhere.
The peace that had seemed so natural for years was shattered in a single day. Many brave soldiers had lost their lives trying to fight back on the very first day of its arrival.
Although Anasha wasn’t lacking in combat experience, that only made her more aware of how powerless she was against it.
She knew it was an unwinnable fight.
But humans are creatures of intellect.
When you can’t solve something yourself, you seek help from others. She decided to appeal to the Empire for assistance.
So, when she offhandedly mentioned to Quellière that there was no hope of defeating the Serpent God, it had been more of a joke, spoken with resignation. She had intended to seek help no matter what.
And then there was Quellière.
From the moment she first saw her, Anasha had been blinded.
Because she was just too beautiful.
A beauty so stunning that she seemed like a goddess from myth.
If her looks had been more moderately stunning, perhaps Anasha might have felt jealousy as a fellow woman—but her beauty transcended such feelings.
Instead, even Anasha found herself gazing at her in admiration.
And so, with curiosity piqued, she approached Quellière to speak.
Quellière was a cold, aloof woman.
At first glance, it seemed as if she were putting up walls around herself.
She seemed to carry some kind of untold story, but Anasha, ever considerate, chose not to pry.
Her icy demeanor made it difficult to view her as simply having a unique personality.
Soon enough, Quellière found herself isolated from the group.
Anasha, unable to ignore her plight, tried to help her by keeping an eye on her from a distance.
…Which was why the current situation was utterly unexpected.
When the legion of black snakes arrived, Anasha realized Quellière was a mage.
A rare ice-element mage, at that.
Until then, she had only thought of her as a skilled magic-user, one among many. But then…
Snow began to fall.
A raging blizzard enveloped the area.
At the center of it all stood a woman in a white robe, with hair as pale as snow and blue as frost.
Anasha stared at her in astonishment, her mind blank.
Suddenly, a scene flashed through her mind.
—I can defeat it.
Those words, spoken casually and calmly by Quellière when Anasha had joked about the Serpent God.
At the time, she had thought it was merely a joke, a dry remark to match her own sarcasm. But now… was it truly said without even a shred of doubt? Was it entirely sincere?
Unconsciously, Anasha took a step back.
Though Quellière had seemed so close, she now felt impossibly far away. She was so distracted that she failed to notice a rock underfoot.
She tripped and fell to the ground.
Hwooooo—!
The blizzard continued to rage on, fierce and relentless.
The campfire had long since been extinguished by the chill. In a world devoid of light, Anasha slowly lifted her gaze.
Her eyes captured a breathtaking sight.
At the heart of the blizzard.
A woman stood tall, her expression serene and noble.
Her skin, so white it seemed translucent—like that of a snow fairy—glimmered faintly.
And beyond her…
…Stars were falling.
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It’s been a while since I’ve seen this view.
Even though I saw it every day in the Snowfield, seeing it again after some time brought back memories.
A faint recreation of the bitter cold climate.
It was clearly a blind spot, but if I were to kill the Serpent God’s true form, this alone wouldn’t be enough.
However, it was more than sufficient to deal with the offspring-like minions of the black serpents.
The serpents didn’t writhe or shrink as if touched by fire or thrown into a desert.
They simply froze solid, as if chilled to the core.
All the nearby enemies had stiffened, but a black wave still surged from beyond.
“Heugh… I-I’m going to freeze to death… take it easy…!”
The snowstorm, which had completely transformed the climate, was excellent, but it made it impossible to distinguish between friend and foe.
A man who had been getting torn apart by the serpent swarm until just moments ago was now shivering violently.
I couldn’t quite remember what cold or chilly sensations felt like anymore.
More than that, my body felt incredibly heavy.
The rampant magic power was significantly affecting my condition.
I was slightly annoyed and shouted at him to endure it for a moment.
“Bear with it. Or do you want to die?”
“H-hik…!”
…For some reason, I sounded colder than usual.
Maybe it was because I wasn’t feeling well.
Tadadadak!
The sound of the ground trembling was constant.
The sheer number of serpents was astonishing; even though their individual weight wasn’t high, the vibrations could be felt through my soles.
The black serpents were in a collective frenzy.
The sight of them madly rushing toward their demise just to sink their fangs into us was quite grotesque.
But it was all in vain.
This was nothing but a thorough slaughter.
To put it metaphorically, it was like weak mobs rushing into a snow barrier where anything below a certain level of health would instantly die.
When one serpent collapsed, two or three of its companions would crawl over it, but they didn’t last long either.
Three became two, two became one, and finally, reinforcements were cut off entirely.
Even the last remnants of resistance eventually crumbled.
The offspring of the black serpents, being servants summoned by the Serpent God rather than actual monsters, left no corpses behind.
They melted away, disappearing without a trace.
If all their bodies had remained, it would’ve been horrifying, so this was a welcome phenomenon.
The battle was over.
“……”
But the aftermath still needed to be dealt with.
I lowered my hand and slowly scanned my surroundings.
Every gaze in the crowd, with snow piled on their heads, was fixed on me.
Each and every one of them was filled with astonishment.
In a life-or-death situation, it would’ve been normal to feel relief or gratitude.
But their reactions were far from pleasant.
The silence that had fallen over the group was broken by Anasha.
“You… just what are you…?”
It was a question she barely managed to force out.
The brightness and familiarity that had been in her tone were gone, replaced by something closer to reverence.
I understood.
After all, a snowstorm was classified as grand magic.
A high-tier magic that surpassed regular spells, on a scale beyond comparison.
It was the domain of “arcane arts,” magic elevated to a mystic level.
From the perspective of someone as skilled as her, it must’ve seemed awe-inspiring.
But no, it’s not that.
It’s not what you think.
“Quellière.”
When I answered evasively, she raised her voice.
“You know that’s not what I mean!”
I clicked my tongue inwardly.
Why couldn’t she just let it go?
From the beginning… I’m not what you people think I am.
Not at all.
Sure, I annihilated countless black serpents, but that was just because of advantageous attributes.
The snowstorm, when you consider its basic capabilities, is nothing more than a flashy, useless skill.
It guzzles magic power like no tomorrow, and its damage is negligible.
If the attributes aren’t in your favor, it’s practically useless.
Look at yourselves—completely unharmed.
Even among higher-tier monsters, humans who were at least on a basic level wouldn’t instantly die just from being hit by the snowstorm.
Well, if you did absolutely nothing and stood still, you’d eventually freeze to death.
But who would do that?
If someone approached while I was barely holding it together from all the mana consumption and just gave a single slash—swish—that’d be the end.
Game over.
“I once worked as a magic instructor for the Grypheon family. Based on my experience, the magic you just cast is truly incredible, beyond belief…”
“Not at all.”
I cut her off coldly.
“It’s nothing.”
In an attempt to be understood, I spoke my true feelings.
But the room fell silent again.
This time, the silence was even heavier than before.
…What’s the problem now?
Is it my tone again?
Feeling slightly embarrassed, I moved to wrap things up quickly.
“It’s late.”
I threw out the words roughly, implying that it was time to sleep, and turned my back.
The surroundings were a mess.
The black serpents’ attack had left the tents and sleeping bags in tatters, and the campfire had been snuffed out by the snowstorm.
To prepare the area for a decent rest would take considerable effort.
I had items that could restore everything in an instant.
But I wasn’t obligated to use them.
I’d already gone out of my way to save everyone’s lives, despite the hassle.
As I was about to leave, I felt a particularly strong gaze on me and glanced back.
“You are…”
It was Sigila.
The enigmatic woman with formidable skills.
She seemed like she was about to say something, but I didn’t bother listening and kept walking.
It was probably just more talk about how amazing the magic was or something along those lines.
My original plan was to bid farewell in the morning and part ways cleanly.
But the unexpected situation forced me to adjust my plans in real time.
I wasn’t interested in dealing with any more nuisances.
Forget repaying favors—just leave me alone.
I walked alone toward Rivhea.
*
Quellière had left.
The remaining people whispered about her for quite some time, but it was already late at night.
If they wanted to continue their journey tomorrow, they needed at least a little sleep.
The group hastily repaired the torn tents, ripped apart irreparable items to make blankets, and cobbled together a place to sleep.
The results were poor, and everyone had to endure a very uncomfortable night.
Their backs were chilled, and their necks ached.
But even that pain was something they were grateful for.
It reminded them they were still alive.
The next morning, before resuming their journey to the Empire, they tidied up the area and prepared themselves.
Anasha Sheryl stood apart from the group, lost in thought.
“Just… who…”
Who was she?
She had pondered all night but couldn’t come up with a satisfying answer.
In retrospect, Quellière had always been unflappable.
When I was isolated from the group.
Even when surrounded by the legion of baby black snakes.
It was something that ordinary people could never endure.
Even she, who had once worked as a battle mage, had felt a chill down her spine the night before.
Perhaps that monstrous appearance was merely the tip of the iceberg.
“…Could it be that she knew something all along?”
No matter how many times I recalled it, she remained a woman shrouded in mystery.
Anasha, who had wandered across countless regions, had never seen such strange attire or an unfamiliar face before.
She had said she would leave on the very day she arrived in Yulistia. Her destination was the Arundel Empire.
But doesn’t something seem off?
If their destinations were the same, why would she separate from the group?
No one dared to look down on or ignore her.
Maybe it was due to her tendency to build walls. Some people clearly preferred being alone rather than being with others.
However, the direction she headed in was the real issue.
If she went that way, she’d reach the Rivhae.
Without a means to cross the vast ocean, it would be a dead end. If that were the case, her claim of heading to the Empire would also become dubious.
Did she have no intention of going to the Empire at all?
If so, why did she join her companions at the Yulistia waystation in the first place?
If they were going to part ways anyway, there was no need for her to come with them from the start…
“…Ah? Could it be… something like that?”
Suddenly, thoughts came to me.
If there was a reason behind her consistently cold and composed demeanor… For instance, if she had ‘known from the beginning’ what was going to happen.
Then everything made sense.
The fact that she had deliberately sought out the waystation on the day she arrived in the city and joined their group.
The fact that, after literally ‘massacring’ the swarm of black snakes, she calmly departed for a place where there were no roads.
In short, she might have… foreseen what was going to happen that night.
If it weren’t for Quellière, what would have become of herself and her companions?
Anasha had confidence in her magical skills. However, she hadn’t been able to see any chance of victory during their encounter with the snake legion.
Could it be that she had come to save her and the others?
Like a fairy.
Though her cold demeanor might not suit the term fairy… it wasn’t entirely unthinkable.
“Shouldn’t someone keep watch during the night?”
Quellière’s words, just before the ambush.
“I’ll do it.”
The woman, who appeared to push people away with her frosty manner, seemed like she had a sharp personality at first glance.
And yet, she had willingly taken on the grueling task of night watch that no one else wanted to do. Her personality and actions didn’t align.
One of them had to be false.
And Anasha believed it was the former.
Volunteering for the night watch aligned with the idea that she had ‘predicted it.’
She had stepped forward to prepare defenses because she knew the enemy would attack.
Above all, Anasha felt it was impossible to think of her as a bad person.
Surely, something had happened to make her adopt such a cold personality.
Though there was no way to confirm it now, Anasha firmly believed so.
“…Like a fairy, she appeared… and left like one too.”
No one knew where Quellière had gone.
They might never meet again.
This mystery, too, might never be solved, but… she resolved to remember.
That enigmatic woman who was like a fairy.
“Excuse me, Lady Anasha…”
As she silently reflected, a man approached her.
Anasha opened her eyes as if waking from a dream.
“Everyone has finished preparing. But…”
“But?”
“One person is missing.”
“…What?”
She gasped in shock, her mouth slightly agape.
It was a time for organizing and recharging before departure.
They were also checking the headcount to ensure everyone was present.
And now, someone was unaccounted for?
“Who’s missing? What about their belongings? Are they still here?”
“None of the belongings are missing. Everything is intact. However, that person’s luggage is completely gone. The missing individual is…”
Anasha, with her kind heart, asked urgently. If something had gone wrong, they needed to respond quickly.
The man, looking flustered, continued.
“…A woman named Sigila.”
The missing person was a woman she also knew.
Though her achievements had been overshadowed by someone far more overwhelming, she had fought as valiantly as Anasha herself.
Had someone that capable fallen victim to misfortune?
But something felt strange.
Upon investigation, everything except for Sigila and her possessions was perfectly fine.
It wasn’t a case of theft.
Even if someone had snuck in at dawn to target her specifically, would it have been possible to not wake anyone or leave any traces?
The investigation continued for some time, but no clues emerged.
In the end, Anasha and her companions departed with only questions lingering in their minds.
*
Lysithea calculated the value of the music box and was astonished.
The potential uses for this incredible object seemed limitless.
Yet she couldn’t bring herself to act on any of them.
Because she knew nothing about it.
For some reason, her instincts screamed at her.
That the advantage of possessing the music box might outweigh any immediate profit.
The music box was a remarkable artifact.
Its music alone was of such high quality that it could have been performed in a royal palace, but its structure—how it was made—was utterly incomprehensible.
She had to meet its creator.
“Find this woman called Quellière.”
The patriarch’s command had been issued, but they couldn’t deploy the covert assassins.
Thanks to the testimonies of Sorab, Petras, and Maurice, they knew that Quellière’s destination was the Arundel Empire.
Maurice had even provided additional information.
“T-that… my music box… sob, no, that’s not it… the map I gave to that guest… It was definitely…”
From the weeping Maurice, they learned the nine types of maps that Quellière had taken.
They had hoped they’d serve as clues, but they yielded no results.
The locations were so scattered that it was impossible to pinpoint anything.
There was no way to be certain of anything with them.
In the end, the only clue they had was that she might have headed to the Empire.
But the Empire was vast.
Even just the journey there offered countless routes and methods, and even if they managed to arrive, how could they find one woman in such an expansive territory?
They couldn’t risk their crucial combat assets, the assassination unit, on such a slim possibility.
If they had a proper location, they would have tolerated the time and dispatched them. But they had already lost the trail.
Lysithea thought that any chance of meeting Quellière again was hopeless.
…Or so she believed.
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Late at night.
Sigila visited the main house of the Krase family.
Lysithea had stationed watchers throughout the city to monitor its movements.
Sigila was one of them and also a member of the assassination squad.
Joining Anasha’s immigrant procession was part of her duty.
There was a significant probability of incidents, so their journey needed to be confirmed.
Even so, she had faced events far beyond her imagination.
“I just returned.”
The patriarch’s office.
Sigila knelt on one knee before the head of the family. Standing upright beside Lysithea was Sorab.
“Welcome back. You said you had something to report?”
“Yes, it’s an urgent message.”
“Urgent…”
The current situation in the city was dire.
Incidents were occurring nearly every day, yet for it to be called “urgent,” it must have been no ordinary matter.
Lysithea straightened her posture.
“Go ahead and report.”
“Yes, first…”
Sigila carefully selected her words and recounted the events in chronological order.
Anasha Sheryl and the group of displaced people.
She had joined them at a relay station and set off for the empire.
Up to that point, everything seemed to be going smoothly.
Given enough time, they would surely have reached the empire.
If not for the enemies’ attack.
“A young black serpent… and you think it’s the Serpent God?”
“I’m certain of it. If it weren’t the Serpent God, there’d be no connection. And that… it was like an army. It’s unexplainable unless it’s a divine entity.”
Lysithea exhaled deeply.
The Serpent God was already a terrifying entity. To think it possessed abilities that had remained hidden until now.
No, since it was a god, should she call it a “divine authority”?
Its power could no longer be measured. It felt as though the will to drive it away was gradually eroding.
She habitually propped her face on her hand before opening her mouth, voicing a question that had come to mind.
“Considering how dire it was, how did you manage to survive?”
Indeed.
Based on Sigila’s account, it must have been a scene reminiscent of a hell filled with coiling serpents.
It was a situation where annihilation was almost assumed, yet here she was, standing before them alive and well.
The shadow of the assassination squad, Sigila, slightly parted her lips with her sunken eyes.
Now, she was getting to the main point.
“There was an extraordinary individual.”
Her calm voice echoed softly.
The serpent’s assault, the night of terror.
The “shocking sight” she had witnessed that day and its “owner.”
She relayed everything without exaggeration or omission.
The room was utterly silent.
By the time her story reached its climax, Lysithea and Sorab’s expressions were quite a sight.
Expressions one would never normally see on them.
Some time later, it became known only to a select few that the assassination squad had quietly slipped out of the city.
*
I once remembered watching an animated film in my carefree days on Earth.
In it, the protagonist drifted across the ocean on an ice floe in a place akin to the Arctic on Earth.
Watching it, I had wondered what it would feel like.
My inspiration came purely from that memory.
The vast sea of Rivhae. I was sitting on an ice floe, hugging my knees.
“Wow…”
This is… fun…
I chuckled internally as I emptied my mind and gazed at the horizon.
The sea breeze gently brushed against me.
Because of my settings, I couldn’t feel the coolness, but the fluttering sensation of the breeze was vivid.
When I arrived at Rivhae, the first thing I did was weave magic to create an ice floe.
Though my mana had been completely consumed by the snowstorm, I quickly recovered with an emergency potion.
I had been a bit worried because of my clumsy control over magic, but it wasn’t as difficult as I thought. It was just a mass of magic, so all I had to do was spend time building it up.
Of course, if I had to go through an additional cooling process, it would have been much harder.
As a Snow Maiden, ice magic was something that didn’t require any separate preparation—it appeared simply with a thought.
Once the ice floe was complete, I stepped onto it and adjusted its speed and direction with magic.
Since the Snow Maiden didn’t have a large mana capacity, it quickly depleted.
But there was no need to rush.
I didn’t need sleep or food, so there was no urgency.
For now, I could relax and enjoy the mood of traveling.
Traveling, the act of leaving home and wandering the world.
Suddenly, I thought of the Snow Castle.
“It feels like something from a long time ago.”
Though I had spent over a year there and only recently ventured out onto the continent.
The pure white days passed by faintly.
The troublesome Frikes—were they doing well?
Even those little pests, whom I had found annoying, made me a bit concerned now that I couldn’t see them.
I wondered if the Yeti had returned safely.
As long as it hadn’t recklessly engaged in battle, it wouldn’t have fallen in the Ice Mountains.
It was a creature that obediently followed my instructions, so it must have made it home safely.
Mishra… I didn’t want to see her, honestly, because she scared me.
Our relationship had improved to some extent, but I still couldn’t figure out what she thought of me.
Besides, a dragon’s values differed from those of humans… perhaps there were many parts that didn’t align.
“Well, she’ll manage on her own.”
After all, she’s the Dragon King.
Anyway, stopping by the empire to gather information and briefly visiting the Snowfield didn’t seem like a bad idea.
I wasn’t going to stay on the continent forever, so I should check to see if my home was still intact.
After collecting the necessary information, I decided to return once.
“Alright, let’s do that.”
I flopped onto the ice floe.
Since I didn’t need to sleep, it was an action I rarely did.
It was comfortable.
Indeed, people needed some leisure in their lives.
Even just last night, I had struggled to escape the Serpent God’s pursuit, but now that was over.
I had left Yuristia behind, and there was no reason to be involved any further.
So, I felt sorry for the people in the city, but they would have to deal with the Serpent God themselves.
It was no longer my concern!
“Let’s go, to the empire!”
I closed my eyes with glee.
For the first time, it felt like something was progressing according to plan.
I probably wouldn’t get tangled up in any dangerous incidents for a while.
The Arundel Empire.
There wasn’t a soul on the continent who didn’t know the name of this powerful nation located in its central region.
Though it might be considered insignificant compared to a millennium later, its national strength and advanced culture were unrivaled within the continent.
The average living standards of its citizens were far superior to those of other nations, and even the authority of its great nobles was comparable to the royalty of other countries.
Perhaps because of this, unlike Yuristia, the faces of its citizens were full of brightness and laughter.
The capital, Roblock.
A grand city that housed the imperial palace where the royal family resided and the central library with the most extensive collection of records.
I was standing in the shade of the commercial district, using my hand as a makeshift visor to block the sunlight.
“It’s too bright…”
The sunlight here was much stronger than in Yuristia.
Probably because it was located in the central region of the continent.
It felt like I might melt.
Of course, that was just my imagination.
Being a Snow Maiden, a unique existence, I was naturally attuned to winter and not particularly weak to heat.
Though direct contact with fire would be deadly, that was true for humans as well.
Still, I had to endure a faint sense of discomfort that hadn’t existed when I was human. There was nothing I could do about being in an incompatible environment.
“Hmm.”
I lowered my hand and looked around.
People dressed neatly walked past me, glancing my way.
It was only natural since my presence here was peculiar no matter how one looked at it.
In the distance, I saw the library, and far away in another direction was the imperial palace.
The imperial palace housed Artan, and the central library was a repository of knowledge frequently visited by key NPCs during the Four Seasons War.
It wasn’t for nothing that I had traveled to Rivhae.
If you follow a branch of the Rivhae River downstream, you will eventually arrive at Roblock.
It was the fastest way to reach an important location, a method that only someone like me could use.
“The first place I need to go is the library, but…”
The scorching sunlight was bothersome.
I wondered if there was something that could help. I had rummaged through my tote bag earlier, but nothing suitable came up.
At that moment of frustration, I looked around my surroundings.
I spotted a merchant.
He had parked a cart that resembled a stall and was displaying his goods for sale.
It was a common sight in the commercial district. However, one item caught my eye, and without hesitation, I walked toward it.
“This one.”
“…Pardon?”
The merchant, who had been organizing his display, raised his head at my words.
When he saw me, his jaw dropped like an automatic door.
“Gasp…! Who…?”
Then he quickly shut his mouth and darted his eyes around nervously.
It seemed he was trying to gauge my status, but I paid no mind and pointed my finger at an item.
“How much for this?”
What I was pointing at was a hat.
It resembled a fedora but had a wider brim. It looked like it would do well to block the sun.
Its rich, golden color, reminiscent of ripe grain, appealed to me.
“Oh… Ah, this hat, you mean? In imperial currency, it would be…”
It was a reasonable amount.
Though I didn’t know the prices from a thousand years ago, it seemed about right.
The problem was, I didn’t have any cash on me, so I pulled out a map to use as a substitute.
Morris had given me nine of them, and they were just taking up space in my bag—this was the perfect chance to put one to use.
“Let’s trade this.”
Snow Maiden Quellière couldn’t haggle.
I proposed a straightforward trade, holding out a map of the Yuristia region.
The merchant stared at the map with a puzzled look, and then his eyes widened in shock.
“A m-map! And such a detailed one at that! You’re willing to trade this for a fedora?!”
“Yes.”
I nodded without hesitation, and his grin practically stretched to his ears.
“Oh, of course! Absolutely, madam! Is there anything else you need? Perhaps this bucket hat…?”
“I don’t need it.”
It would only take up space.
With the deal sealed, I tried on the fedora. It was a little large but fit well enough on my head.
The sunlight was effectively blocked. At the very least, it no longer touched my face, and I felt much better.
“Take care, madam!”
As I headed toward the library, I heard the merchant’s voice calling out behind me.
It seemed that, in his mind, my status had been elevated to that of a noblewoman.
Well, to a merchant, anyone who pays money is their superior.
After walking for a while in the blazing sunlight, I finally reached the entrance to the central library.
It was a location that frequently appeared in the game during scenes where characters sought information.
Of course, at this point in time, those characters hadn’t even been born yet.
Still, I assumed this place would hold significant importance, just as it likely would in the prequel, Four Seasons War II.
“Welcome!”
As I pushed open the main door and entered, a librarian greeted me from inside. When our eyes met, she widened her own and covered her mouth.
“Oh my! How beautiful. I lost myself for a moment. Someone like you reading books would make for such a picturesque sight! Feel free to browse to your heart’s content.”
“…?”
Her overly high energy left me tilting my head in confusion.
Even though this was a library, not a shop, she treated me with such hospitality.
It was indeed fitting for an empire with a high cultural standard.
I decided to do as she said and browse freely.
After all, my reason for coming to the central library, overflowing with various materials and books, was to gather as much knowledge as possible.
I stared intently at the rows of bookshelves, running my fingers over any volumes that caught my attention.
The History of the Empire… It was an intriguing title, but the contents were nearly useless.
The only worthwhile information was that the current year was Imperial Year 572.
Relics of the Gods… This was about the obelisks located in the east, west, north, and south.
However, there was very little verified information, and most of it was speculation and baseless rumors.
In particular, the contents about the eastern and western regions, regarded as demonic realms, were utterly useless.
The errors were so blatant that I wanted to correct them myself.
The Gods of the Four Seasons… It was obvious what it would say, so I didn’t even bother to look.
Research Journals… It seemed that a new thesis by Agnatz was making headlines.
The name felt vaguely familiar—who was that again?
I rifled through various materials like that.
It was a beneficial time to learn about the continent’s state a thousand years ago and uncover facts I hadn’t known. But nothing significantly helpful emerged.
Just as I was contemplating leaving, one document caught my eye.
“Hm?”
It was a relic bulletin.
This section dealt with general relics, excluding oversized ones like the obelisks.
There was a considerable stack of identical documents.
Judging by the subtitle, it detailed the discovery of a new relic, and it seemed to be a special issue.
Curiosity led me to pick it up intending to skim through it, but before I knew it, I had read the final sentence.
Its absorbing content was terrifying.
It wasn’t that the writer was particularly skilled but that the information was extremely interesting to me.
A new relic, which had long been dormant, had been discovered in imperial territory relatively close to Roblock.
It was found purely by chance when workers were breaking ground on an empty plot of land.
Relics were inherently precious structures.
After completing exploration, some kind of artifact could always be obtained. Therefore, the discovery of a new relic within one’s domain was considered a major event.
However, the imperial authorities designated the new relic as a danger zone and sealed it off.
“Well, that makes sense.”
According to the description, the site was practically reminiscent of a demonic realm.
Flames raged, thunderstorms poured down, blizzards swept through, and earthquakes struck.
It was a state where all kinds of extreme weather phenomena, each terrifying on its own, were rampant.
It wasn’t even a situation where attempting to explore made sense.
The first priority was to observe and determine what kind of system was at play.
Thus, I understood the authorities’ decision. However… I immediately identified the true nature of the relic.
There was only one type of relic that exhibited such phenomena.
Even in Four Seasons War, where various relics appeared, their number was ultimately limited.
Once its characteristics were confirmed, identifying it wasn’t difficult. And once identified, the artifact inside became clear as well.
“This is… that one.”
The method to clear it was simple, but its difficulty ranked among the highest for elemental relics.
The reason was that, according to its setting, the abnormal phenomena of the relic stemmed from the artifact sleeping inside, and clearing it depended on passing the artifact’s trial.
Thus, I could pinpoint the artifact inside. It was a troublesome relic, but as an elemental catalyst, it was an unparalleled treasure.
If this were during my active playing days, I would have agonized between coveting the artifact and dreading the grueling challenge to obtain it…
“Lucky me.”
But I was an exception.
With the Snow Maiden’s traits, I could literally ignore that danger.
After all, the only reason this relic was difficult was because the challengers were human.
Humans were inherently unsuited for communion with spirits and for wielding elemental power.
But I… no, the Snow Maiden was fundamentally different from the settings imposed on the human race.
I mulled over the matter briefly but soon made my decision.
I would clear the relic.
The artifact’s performance was too good to pass up. It was perfectly compatible with me.
Most importantly, the artifact was one of the items I had previously considered necessary for dealing with the Serpent God.
Although it was no longer relevant to the Serpent God, you never know what might happen.
What if it harbored a grudge because I had slaughtered its black snake offspring?
“Having some insurance wouldn’t hurt…”
Lost in thought, I nodded to myself.
Since a useful artifact had appeared at just the right time, there was no reason not to claim it.
Still… something faintly stirred in the back of my mind.
A peculiar relic that existed in the empire around this time a thousand years ago.
I felt like I had heard about it before.
How strange. How could I know about a relic from such an ancient era?
Perhaps I had stumbled across the information while investigating some historical figure.
Whatever the case, it didn’t feel particularly dangerous, so it probably didn’t matter.
“This one, please.”
“Uh, pardon? The map? …And the bulletin?”
“Yes.”
The bulletin contained the location of the relic.
To ensure I didn’t forget, I requested to purchase it from the librarian. While it might seem odd to buy something from a library, it depended on the item.
Most books weren’t for sale, but materials like journals and bulletins were a different story.
They were more like newspapers than books.
Unlike books, they were scattered everywhere and widely distributed, making them public documents.
Though the librarian initially refused, claiming the price didn’t match, I persisted, and the transaction was finalized.
I carried the bulletin and headed for the library’s entrance.
At that moment, the door opened, and a group of people walked in.
“Causing trouble again, huh, that kid.”
It was a young girl and an older man—no, an older brother with a significant age gap. Both had green hair.
As the man grumbled, the girl responded nonchalantly.
“Isn’t that just how they grow? It’s nothing new.”
“…Why are you always so indifferent? This is a serious issue.”
Their outfits were simple but didn’t make them seem like commoners.
On closer inspection, even their seemingly plain attire bore hints of luxury.
Beyond that, the girl and the man exuded an air of refinement.
Anasha had an air of dignity, but this was a different, more authentic nobility.
“And that kid is the same age as you. Don’t talk about them as if they’re some little child. Well, I guess you’re both kids, technically.”
“Oh dear, I was merely stating my honest thoughts.”
“That’s why people call you an old soul. Remember, there’s a difference between being mature and being a curmudgeon.”
“…I told you not to treat me like an old woman. And I’m not precocious; rather…”
The cynical-looking girl paused mid-sentence and glanced my way. It seemed she had noticed my gaze.
Startled, she hurriedly greeted me.
“Hello…?”
“Hello.”
I responded.
An awkward silence fell.
The man and the girl stared at me blankly.
It seemed I had inadvertently interrupted them.
In situations like this, it’s best to step aside.
Leaving the two behind, I walked out of the library.
The sunlight outside was as bright as ever.
For me, now equipped with the fedora to block the sun and the bulletin to guide my way, it felt like a ray of hope.
Since the relic was in the direction of the imperial capital, I might as well head that way.
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Among the renowned noble families of the Empire, the Grypheon Ducal House ranked at the top.
Its lineage was so extraordinary that even the current generation of heirs shone brightly.
Although less mentioned compared to Artan, who was hailed as a god-given talent, the genius Lady Bulizé Grypheon was a prodigy destined to leave her mark on the era.
And then there was the Swordmaster Harold Grypheon, whose already blossomed skills spread his fame far and wide.
Even within the Grypheon family, which had produced many exceptional individuals throughout its history, these two stood out as anomalies.
They were truly the pride of their bloodline and the pillars of the Empire.
Shortly after Quellière left, Bulizé murmured quietly.
“…She was incredibly beautiful.”
“Yeah, if only someone like her were my wife— Ah!”
Harold stopped mid-sentence, his face showing a flicker of embarrassment.
A sharp, piercing gaze quickly brought him back to his usual brazen attitude.
“You’ll grow up to be even more beautiful.”
“It’s already too late for that. And was that supposed to be a compliment?”
Bulizé sighed and walked between the bookshelves, steering the conversation to a different topic.
“The paper that person was holding earlier—it was a publication about the ruins. It seems really popular these days.”
“Guess it’s not for nothing that someone like him got obsessed with it.”
The mysterious structures called ruins, said to date back to ancient times, were things everyone had heard of but very few had actually seen.
That was why the sudden appearance of new ruins within the Empire’s borders had become the talk of the town.
“Thanks to that, the eunuchs must be having a hard time.”
The “someone” they referred to was Harold’s lord and a troublemaker to him, while to Bulizé, he was a childhood friend she had known since they were little.
The Crown Prince, Artan Fricas.
“Hmm, even I’ve never seen the ruins before. It sounds quite fascinating.”
Although she didn’t mention his name outright, she knew Artan was deeply engrossed in the ruins at present.
This wasn’t a passing fancy that would fade in a few days—it was a profound interest.
Harold furrowed his brows.
“Don’t tell me you’re getting interested in that too. You know as well as I do that those ruins are entirely different from what we’ve seen in the records. Don’t even think about going near them.”
“Well… I know. If I got hurt or something, it would be a huge inconvenience to a lot of people, right? I don’t plan to go. But I can’t say the same for him.”
Bulizé thought back to her younger days, when she was still too immature to understand much about the world.
She remembered the magic tutor who had taught her back then—a kind and gentle woman.
Bulizé had liked her, thinking of her as a friend. She was naïve in many ways at the time.
But after a mere scratch appeared on her hand, that woman disappeared the very next day.
“As long as you understand. That guy wouldn’t… surely he wouldn’t run off again like last time, would he?”
Unlike ordinary ruins, the newly discovered ones were dangerous even from a distance.
Natural disasters were a daily occurrence near them.
Currently, court mages and scholars were working to figure out a solution, but until then, the best course of action was to leave them alone.
However, the Crown Prince wasn’t the type to listen to such warnings.
He had already sneaked out of the palace on his own once before, driven by youthful impetuousness.
Artan hated being treated like a weakling, constantly protected and restricted by the adults around him.
He was born with immense talent, but that talent had become a double-edged sword.
While he was destined to become a wise ruler one day, for now, he was still a reckless child.
“He’ll definitely run off. Brother, you really don’t understand Artan… or, well, him.”
But Bulizé nonchalantly declared that Artan would cause another uproar.
Having watched him for so long, she could tell.
When he became that interested in something, there was no way he’d just let it go.
Harold flinched, a bit flustered.
“Is that true? Then we can’t just sit around like this—Ah! I see. So that’s what this is about.”
As he hurriedly spoke, Harold nodded as if he had just realized something.
“So that’s why you’re here at the library? To research the ruins and stop him? You’re moving one step ahead, as expected of my sister.”
“What are you talking about? Why would I stop him?”
Bulizé’s indifferent response doused Harold’s smile like cold water.
She continued flipping through the books with a nonchalant expression.
“It’s just that the ruins have been the talk of the town lately, so I came to satisfy my curiosity. Since I can’t go there myself, I might as well enjoy it this way.”
Her words were completely honest, without any embellishment.
Sensing this, Harold momentarily lost his words before speaking again, almost reproachfully.
“…At least show a little concern. He’s been your childhood friend for years, hasn’t he? Sure, nothing happened last time because he got caught quickly, but this time it could be different. If he ends up in trouble while alone, it’ll be disastrous.”
“That’s why you’re here, isn’t it?”
The Swordmaster’s worries were met with a sly smile from the young lady.
Harold frowned.
“What?”
“You can secretly follow him. If it looks like he’s in danger, help him out. It’s not like he’d listen even if you tried to stop him anyway.”
Bulizé didn’t dislike Artan.
She even had some affection for the boy.
However, his recent behavior had been insufferable from her perspective.
That immature attitude of his reflected her own flaws back at her, like a mirror.
And the fastest path to growth was through hardship. He needed an opportunity to reflect on himself.
Bulizé gave a bright smile.
“Actually, it’s fine if he gets hurt a little. Maybe then he’ll come to his senses.”
*
The ruins were located not far from Robrok.
I paused at a spot where I could see the capital in the distance. I thought of Artan Fricas, who would be inside that city.
“Artan the Great, the ruler of his age…”
Even a thousand years later, his name was known, rivaling the heroes of his era.
I speculated that he was likely one of the key figures in the Second Four Seasons War.
If that was true, he would be someone very close to the mainstream narrative of this world.
Thus, understanding his current state, objectives, actions, and the surrounding circumstances could greatly help me grasp the flow of this world.
Frankly, the thought intrigued me.
It might be more worthwhile to speak briefly with Artan than to spend time thoroughly combing through the library.
To be honest, I was deeply tempted.
There was always the possibility that the history of the Four Seasons War and the Second Four Seasons War that I had drained dry might differ here.
After all, while they shared the same setting, it was entirely possible for them to branch off into completely different narratives.
“That makes sense.”
In the original work, there wasn’t much detail about corruption.
All I knew was that the families were the agents of corruption.
If the Serpent God buried in Sato had existed, the likelihood of history being rewritten was close to zero.
That thing still exists in this world, brazenly so. And if I couldn’t deal with it, corruption would continue to spread endlessly.
It was unfortunate, but the city’s devastation paradoxically served as proof of the world’s safety.
Well, even if the Serpent God was dealt with, it wouldn’t make the world fall into disarray.
But expecting me to handle it was simply unreasonable.
“Even if I follow the same path as in the original work, I should still learn more.”
At this point in time, there were too many unknowns.
The more I thought about it, the more it seemed investigating Artan was the fastest route.
Now then, wasn’t there a good plan?
“I can’t just barge into the imperial capital.”
He’s the crown prince, after all.
Not only was he someone you couldn’t meet easily, approaching him without permission could be considered a crime.
Visiting the imperial palace was out of the question.
I needed a way to meet him naturally and without issue.
“Hmm…”
I racked my brain.
I sifted through Artan Fricas’ history.
The countless incidents he had experienced—wasn’t there a clever way to make contact by tying it to one of those events?
With that in mind, I began tracing the events he had been through or was about to go through in chronological order.
In his childhood, one particular event came to mind immediately.
It was a significant incident, one that Artan himself later said had a profound impact on his growth as an adult.
But that event must have happened a long time ago, so there was no need to consider it…
“…Come to think of it, how old is Artan right now?”
I had naturally assumed he would be an adult since he was one of the main characters of the story.
But as soon as doubt arose, something flashed through my mind.
The imperial history book I had seen in the library.
The current year was Imperial Year 572.
When my thoughts reached that point, I froze.
Artan’s adult years… were definitely ten years later, in Imperial Year 582.
A stunned voice escaped my lips.
“…Are you telling me Artan is just a kid right now…?”
*
Sorab had to guard the patriarch as the sharpest blade.
Because of that, Sigila temporarily assumed the position of leader and commanded the assassination squad.
The assassination squad not only had excellent combat abilities but also moved at a speed entirely different from regular infantry.
They quickly reached Rivhae, the last known location of Quellière.
Sigila gazed out at the vast sea beyond. The still waters were calm.
“We’ve thoroughly searched the area, but we found no traces. No signs of anything being built, nor marks of a ship having set sail.”
“I see.”
At her subordinate’s report, Sigila narrowed her eyes.
Quellière had definitely come here.
Before parting ways with Anasha’s group, Sigila had roughly grasped her movements.
From Rivhae, she would have gone toward the empire.
Many witnesses testified that her destination was Arundel. Quellière hadn’t particularly tried to hide that fact.
It could have been a lie, but she didn’t seem like the type to do so.
“In that case…”
How had she traveled?
There was indeed a route from here to the empire.
However, the terrain was rough, requiring a roundabout and troublesome journey. In that case, it would have been better to follow Anasha Sheryl.
There was no reason for her to endure such inconvenience.
So, was there an even simpler route? Sigila, to her knowledge, didn’t know of any such passage.
If she had to guess… it would be by crossing the sea.
“Crossing the sea…”
It was a notion that would make anyone question their hearing.
There were no docks near the undeveloped Rivhae area.
Nothing had been set up for human passage.
Humans couldn’t cross the sea with their bare bodies. Even a naïve child knew that.
But, was Quellière even human?
What Sigila had seen that day sent shivers down her spine, even as someone who had fought countless battles in the shadows.
It was a spectacle reminiscent of a legendary Archmage.
Could a human being wield such power as to stir nature and summon winter?
“She must have passed through here using the most efficient method possible. That’s the only conclusion.”
It wouldn’t do to make hasty assumptions.
Quellière had passed through this waterway. That was the belief Sigila needed to pursue her.
Sigila led the assassination squad on a march through the rough terrain instead of the sea. She judged that Quellière had chosen the shortest route rather than following Anasha.
That meant they had to chase right after her trail.
To the place one would reach by swiftly crossing Rivhae.
The path led to the capital city of Roblock.
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He was a child.
The Crown Prince, Artan Fricas, was just a little boy at this point in time.
Something felt odd.
“Can a child even be the main character of the story…?”
Artan Fricas, who would—or rather, who was destined to—become incredibly renowned.
I had assumed he was one of the key supporting characters in The Four Seasons War II.
Was I mistaken?
“Or… is this the kind of story that builds up from the protagonist’s childhood?”
That was another possibility.
After all, I knew almost nothing about The Four Seasons War II*.
It didn’t make sense to exclude someone as significant as Artan.
Why else would they have built up so much backstory for him?
This made it all the more necessary for me to meet him.
I needed to confirm whether or not his character settings had changed.
Fortunately, there was an advantage.
In his adult years, Artan would be a fully formed individual, undoubtedly difficult to deal with.
However, as a child, he might be far easier to handle.
“Wait a minute, this might actually be…”
…an opportunity.
I remembered a key event from his youth that I had considered earlier.
Wasn’t there a moment where he ventured to some ruins alone and got into trouble?
And I thought I knew where those ruins were.
“This is it.”
I glanced over a publication on the ruins.
Ruins, by nature, are rare and mysterious structures.
Since they were all created in ancient times, no new ones ever appeared.
Any ruins worth noting had long since been discovered.
The only ones that hadn’t surfaced were either hidden in remote locations or required specific conditions to reveal themselves.
This new ruin must have been one of those cases.
Apparently, workers had accidentally triggered its dormant defenses, which caused the strange weather phenomenon.
How many rare incidents like that could even occur?
In a region like the Empire, where most areas had already been explored, a newly revealed ruin was almost unheard of—perhaps a once-in-several-centuries event.
That meant the ruin Artan had ventured to…
…must have been this one.
It had suddenly appeared, captured his interest, and was close enough to the capital for him to visit on his own.
The destination overlapped perfectly.
“This works out perfectly.”
There was no need for me to go out of my way to meet him.
If he came looking for the ruins himself, that would be ideal.
Moreover, we could speak privately without any interruptions.
And if I helped him out of the trouble he’d face there, I could earn his gratitude.
That would brighten the outlook for the future considerably.
He’d likely head there around this time.
Judging by how much attention the ruins had drawn, he might have already departed.
I couldn’t let that happen.
If I arrived too late, it would all be for nothing.
I hurried toward the destination.
*
Meanwhile, Anasha Sheryl, who had arrived in the Empire, was reaching out to her old connections for help.
“Ahem, that’s going to be difficult.”
“Please, don’t say that….”
“It’s not that I don’t want to help, but… I can see the desperation on your face. That’s an emotion I never saw from you, even when facing high-ranking monsters.”
Anasha managed to persuade a powerful figure she had once known to provide temporary accommodations for the refugees.
The Empire’s upper echelon would handle their treatment and resettlement.
Anasha, however, remained focused on subduing the Serpent God.
“If you want help, either hide that desperation or seek out someone who doesn’t know you.”
A renowned adventurer, with whom she had previously carried out several missions, shook his head in refusal.
Anasha lowered her gaze momentarily but quickly regained her determination and moved on to the next person.
This time, it was the leader of a prestigious mercenary group, with whom she had once served as a temporary member during a shortage of magic users.
“The Serpent God?”
“Yes. Because of it, the city is…”
“Enough. That’s all I needed to hear. Whether such a being even exists is questionable, but one thing is certain—I’m not getting involved.”
Anasha was a skilled combat mage.
Though she had been away from the Empire for a long time, she had been quite famous during her active years.
The people she sought out were far from ordinary.
Though they were skeptical about the existence of a being like the Serpent God, they were intrigued.
These were individuals who had faced countless life-or-death situations.
Fear did not come naturally to them; their curiosity and competitive spirit were often stronger.
But the fact that Anasha herself was asking for help…
That was the issue.
They knew her capabilities well.
A young mage whose skills rivaled their own, with the heart of a fearless warrior.
For her to plead so earnestly, what kind of monster could she possibly be facing?
For her to return to the homeland she had left behind, combing through old and tenuous relationships…
Their instincts, honed through countless brushes with death, sounded alarms.
They enjoyed the thrill of adventure and challenge but were not so reckless as to charge headlong into danger.
“Turn back.”
Once again rejected, Anasha stood dazed for a moment before knocking on another door.
Each time she met someone from her past, she spoke with sincerity.
She truly wanted to defeat the Serpent God.
The city she had loved—a second home—had been devastated.
Her sociable nature meant she had connections with many people.
Because of one Serpent God, those people were now steeped in misery, and some had crossed the point of no return.
There was no longer any retreat.
This nightmare could only end by sending the wicked god back to the earth.
“Why…”
Yet every plea for help was met with refusal.
What was wrong with her expression?
Was she really in such a strange state?
Though she knew the chances were slim, she hadn’t expected outright rejection from everyone.
Why had these once-brave warriors turned her down…?
She can defeat it.
Suddenly, the image of the Snow Maiden came to mind.
After that day, the scenes lingering in my mind like echoes remained vivid.
The claim that the Serpent God could be defeated… was it true?
Details about gods could be found in numerous ancient texts, beings that stood above all life.
What qualifications were needed to become a god remained unknown.
But the Serpent God was undoubtedly a monster deserving to be called an aberration.
Could it truly be defeated? Whenever I wondered, that landscape resurfaced as if in recollection.
A blizzard raged, and strands of silvery blue hair fluttered in the wind.
In the heart of that bitter cold, she quietly looked up at the sky.
She was cold and beautiful.
Was she truly human?
If she could kill a god, she would no longer be human.
Killing a god…
“Disgusting.”
“What?”
“The Gods.”
I could never forget Quellière’s expression at that moment.
She seemed to hate the gods intensely. What could have driven her to such hatred?
What kind of footprints had she left behind in her life?
“There’s no way to know now, is there?”
Quellière left.
There was no way to meet her, and even if I did, there was no reason for her to assist in subjugating the Serpent God.
It would have been ideal to borrow her power, but the chance had slipped away.
Letting out a sigh, I decided to seek out my “final option.” I didn’t want to, and I tried to avoid even considering it, but it was the last straw.
A person among my connections who possessed the strongest influence.
“Anasha, is this how it’s done?”
A pure, innocent face of a smiling girl flickered in my mind.
*
Darkness enveloped the imperial palace.
After lights-out, a boy who had been lying quietly in a dim chamber suddenly sat up.
His wide eyes seemed untouched by sleep.
The boy, Artan, tiptoed toward the window.
He moved with a special stealth he’d mastered to ensure the knights standing guard outside the chamber wouldn’t notice.
It was a skill he had secretly honed during training with his instructor knights.
“No one will notice…”
Steps infused with magical energy were unnaturally quiet.
Artan was an extraordinary genius among geniuses.
Being a magic user at his age was remarkable enough, but he had also been born with exceptional control and skill, surpassing most knights.
It wasn’t without reason that the royal knights praised him as having “talent bestowed by the gods.”
But perhaps his overwhelming talent made Artan’s ego overly inflated.
He disliked the adults who looked up to him yet still treated him as someone to be protected.
He liked being admired.
He believed he deserved it. But why, whenever he tried to do something, did they oppose him at every turn and refuse to let him leave the palace?
“I am not weak.”
Artan considered himself a strong individual.
In truth, he was so strong that he could barely defeat lower-ranking knights.
At his age, such a feat was unheard of.
So… dealing with a single ruin alone should be more than possible.
Even at night, the security of the imperial palace was relatively tight.
It was likely because he had been caught sneaking out of the palace before, prompting them to reinforce the watch.
For a moment, he was taken aback but had no intention of giving up.
Focusing his mind, he spread his magical energy even more finely. He lightly descended and scaled the walls.
Using the walls and ramparts as a shield, he concealed himself, deftly evading the watchful eyes of the guards.
It was an impressive display of skill.
“I’ll change how you think.”
When the ruins appeared near Roblock, the entire royal city was thrown into turmoil. Especially the scholars deeply versed in archaeology, who were alight with excitement.
Artan had learned of the ruins’ existence then, and in that moment, he was struck by a lightning-like sensation.
This was it.
A structure revered and admired by all—a ruin. If he could handle it alone, they would have no choice but to reevaluate him.
No longer would they dare to treat him like a weakling.
“The artifact said to be dormant inside the ruins… if I can get my hands on it.”
More than anything, it would serve as irrefutable evidence.
Additionally, he felt a flutter of excitement.
Breaking through the ruins to claim an artifact sealed for hundreds or even thousands of years—earning its recognition as a hero.
Wasn’t that like something out of a legend?
A distorted psychology born from his defiance against adults who went against his wishes.
That youthful, misguided heart would drag him and many others into a mire… but he couldn’t realize that now.
Artan moved as if conducting an espionage mission, maneuvering with agility and precision.
There were moments of tension, but he used his wits to avoid detection.
At last, he reached the outskirts of the imperial palace near the stables.
Spotting a lone coachman still present, Artan thought the heavens must be helping him.
“Hey.”
“Huh? Who’s… gasp!”
The diligent coachman, who had stayed late to maintain the carriages, gasped in shock.
Why on earth was the Crown Prince here?
Surely, it had been long past lights-out.
Trembling, the coachman bowed his head.
“Y-Your Highness the Crown Prince. What brings you here personally…?”
A master so high that he couldn’t even bear to look at him.
The coachman, overwhelmed with confusion, couldn’t immediately think of the proper etiquette.
Judging that his actions lacked sufficient respect for the exalted presence before him, he attempted to kneel… but Artan stopped him.
“Enough. Coachman, take me.”
“…Pardon?”
The coachman couldn’t believe his ears.
What was this now?
A person as noble as the Crown Prince didn’t simply leave the palace. Such outings required thorough arrangements, an impeccable carriage, a vetted coachman, and a retinue of bodyguards…
“W-Where are the others, Your Highness?”
Indeed, there was no one around the Crown Prince.
This was an impossibility, something that should not be.
The coachman felt a growing sense of dread.
“I won’t say it twice. Take me.”
But the boy’s resolute tone left him no choice but to comply.
Artan climbed into the carriage the coachman had been working on, and the coachman soon took his place at the reins.
The carriage creaked into motion, heading toward the outer gate.
The outer gate had the fewest guards among all entrances to the palace. Moreover, it was the dead of night.
It would be easy enough to subdue a few sleepy guards. However, once awakened, they would raise the alarm and initiate pursuit, so time was of the essence.
Riding a horse would have been far superior in terms of mobility.
But the Crown Prince had never ridden such an “inconvenient thing” before.
He had always used the comfortable seats of carriages, so he didn’t even consider it.
In many ways, he was an inexperienced, naive boy.
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The system of Roblock.
The assassination squad, having broken through the mountain pass, arrived at the warm, large city.
Sigila calmly surveyed her surroundings.
There were many people.
Unlike Yulistia, their faces were free from shadow, and loyalty covered their expressions.
With their designated roles, they rushed about the streets in a hurry.
“Temporary captain, do you think we can find the target here?”
“Certainly, it would be difficult for an ordinary person. But there’s no problem.”
Rather than a target, it was an important factor that needed to be escorted for assistance.
But to the assassination squad, that expression was familiar.
In such a busy city, where there were many people moving about, it would usually be a very hard task to find one person.
However, if the target was Quellière, things were different. There was no one more conspicuous than her.
If she had casually walked the streets, many people would have likely witnessed her.
The merchants and those who had set up shop, unlike the hurried pedestrians, were more likely to remember her.
“I’ll look for witnesses. Follow me.”
“Yes!”
This commercial district was filled with various shops and vendors. At least a few of them must have useful information.
Just as Sigila was pondering whom to ask, her eyes caught something strange.
“Mm…?”
A street vendor had set up a display on their sales cart.
Inside a fixed board, there was a map to prevent theft. It was surprising to see such a rare map sold in a place like this, but Sigila wasn’t focused on that.
It was a map from Yulistia.
She had seen a similar one when she visited Maurice’s shop to gather information on Quellière’s meeting.
Why was it here?
“Hey.”
“…Yes? Ah, welcome! Please take your time to browse…”
“I’m not talking about that, it’s the map.”
Yulistia and the Arundel Empire rarely had any exchanges. So, it was unlikely that this map had traveled all the way here.
And Quellière had received nine maps from Maurice.
The street vendor chuckled.
“Aha, aha! You mean this? Isn’t it surprising? Seeing such a rare map here. Moreover, this is not from the Empire. I’m not sure where it’s from, but the geography of the Titan Plains in the western Empire and the Libu coastline are neatly…”
The vendor proudly explained.
It was only natural, considering the map was displayed for advertising purposes. A rare item proved the vendor’s ability by itself.
Sigila cut off the explanation and asked.
“Did the person who gave you this map have white clothes and light blue hair? Is that correct?”
“And… uh, yes?”
“I’m talking about the person who gave you the map.”
Sigila, an orphan raised by the Krase family, had been loyal to them ever since.
Having not received a proper education, she wasn’t good at smooth communication. So, she spoke bluntly.
“…That…”
The street vendor frowned.
He thought something was off. He had been happy, thinking she was a customer, but now it seemed like a mistake.
The purple-haired woman in front of him was asking rude questions with a stern expression, and the people standing behind her were all emotionless.
She wasn’t a normal person.
He shouldn’t carelessly share any information about his customers.
However, Sigila could sense his hesitation.
“Where did they go?”
Her firm question carried weight.
Sigila hadn’t given much thought to it, but the pressure from her, a woman who had lived half her life as an assassin, was undeniable.
The street vendor, after a brief moment of self-justification, finally spoke.
“Well, I saw them heading toward the Central Library…”
“I understand. Thank you.”
Sigila nodded and walked off without hesitation.
She entered the library, a place unrelated to her, and sharply scanned the interior.
At that moment, a calm voice called out.
“Oh, welcome.”
It was the librarian standing inside.
She widened her eyes.
“Are you a group visitor?”
“…You all wait outside.”
Sigila dismissed her team members and headed for the counter, but she had to stop again.
There was another map.
It was neatly placed in a letter holder, just like before.
It was also from Yulistia.
Did this woman consider the maps as currency?
“If you’re here to read books, please keep quiet, and if you wish to borrow, come to me…”
“I’m asking about the person who gave you this map, where did they go?”
“Eh? Uh, I don’t know.”
“Then what did they exchange for the map?”
The librarian supported her cheek with her hand and thought for a moment before replying.
“It was an archaeological publication, definitely. That one.”
Following her gaze, Sigila saw a large stack of papers on the wooden desk.
“But what was your relationship with that person…?”
“Hey!”
Without listening to the librarian, Sigila walked up to the desk and began rifling through the papers.
The archaeological publication, new ruins and their characteristics.
After examining it for a moment, Sigila’s expression shifted.
She had a feeling she now knew where Quellière was heading.
*
The area around the ruins was eerily silent.
There were guards nearby, likely to prevent anyone from getting too close, but their numbers were few, and they hadn’t been discovered.
Indeed, looking at the situation, it made sense.
“Wow…”
Lightning struck, and a cold wind blew.
A surge of energy came forward.
New anomalous phenomena appeared from time to time, constantly changing the patterns.
Curiosity is a natural human desire, but most people wouldn’t come to such a blatantly dangerous place.
Treasure hunters who aimed for uncharted ruins were no different.
They were clever and swift, but only after thorough investigation would they conclude it was worth the risk.
Humans were fundamentally different from moths to a flame.
“It would be dangerous to get closer.”
I was the exception.
If it were truly dangerous, I wouldn’t have come in the first place.
This place was a ruin made for me.
Without hesitation, I stepped into the midst of the chaos and disasters, the cursed land.
Lightning struck at me first.
The rain accompanied the lightning, falling vertically toward me, but just before it could hit, it veered off course.
As if avoiding me, it bent weirdly and disappeared into the distance.
As I watched the remaining electrical currents in the air, I sensed an approaching earthquake.
The shock that shook the ground passed by, except for the spot I stood on.
“A little tense, but as expected…”
The danger avoided me on its own.
These natural disasters were a kind of spirit, with a faint self-awareness.
They had probably judged me to be the “chosen one.”
The property of this ruin was crucial.
Thus, humans who were naturally weak in that particular attribute could never approach it.
One needed to be strong enough to break through the spirit’s barrier, or have the attribute power of a grand spirit master, or a spirit affinity.
In this field, I was an expert.
There was no one more specialized in ice and winter attributes than the Snow Maiden.
When I reached the depths of the ruins, the mysterious structure appeared. Its entrance had a palm-shaped symbol carved into it.
“As expected, it’s the same.”
The chosen one test.
Only those who passed the examination could enter the inner sanctum.
Just as I had expected, it was one of the types of ruins I had seen in the game.
The artifacts that lay dormant there were undoubtedly the same.
Since the natural disasters had already passed by, confirming my status as the chosen one, there was no need to fear.
I gently placed my hand over the symbol.
The only thing left to do was to infuse it with elemental magic… when the door opened.
“…Huh?”
What was this?
I hadn’t even started activating the magic yet.
This never happened when I played the original game.
Of course, this was my first time coming to this ruin as Quellière, but even when I enjoyed it as a Spirit Master, an essential class for anything elemental, nothing like this ever occurred.
I narrowed my eyes and scanned the inside of the ruin.
“Doesn’t seem like much.”
It was dark, but a faint light shimmered within.
There was no sign of danger. Honestly, the door opening on its own wasn’t necessarily a bad sign.
Although I found it suspicious, I trudged inside anyway.
As soon as I crossed a certain threshold, the entrance door shut with a loud clank.
With the door closed, the interior grew brighter.
Floating in the air were entities resembling will-o’-the-wisps.
These lights, glowing in various hues, chased away the darkness.
“Fragments of spirits…”
These were remnants of spirits that had not yet fully matured into independent beings.
The Frikes I had created, pouring in pure mana, were born as full-fledged spirits.
That wasn’t a normal case.
Typically, spirits would drift around in this fragmentary state, evolving into true spirits by consuming pure energy scattered throughout the material world.
Although there were more fragments than actual spirits, it was rare to see this many in one place.
“As expected of an elemental ruin.”
Thanks to the lights, it was convenient for me.
I walked deeper into the ruin, and the surroundings grew brighter.
Ignoring it, I kept walking.
The brightness intensified.
As I continued moving forward without stopping, the light eventually became so intense it was like staring directly at a white-hot bulb.
Unable to bear it any longer, I muttered under my breath.
“Why are you following me?”
That’s right.
The spirit fragments, which resembled lanterns, were floating along behind me.
Each time I encountered a new fragment, it twitched nervously before attaching itself to me.
Thanks to them, my eyes were starting to hurt.
When I glared at them with annoyance, they squirmed as if they wanted to say something.
But I couldn’t understand whatever meaning they were trying to convey.
Communication was impossible.
I coldly said, “Don’t follow me,” and stepped forward.
However, the fragments didn’t listen.
They trailed after me like children chasing a fire truck spraying water.
Once again, my eyes began to sting, forcing me to revise my demand.
“…Keep your distance.”
Fortunately, they didn’t seem deaf.
They must have understood this time because they moved back a little.
The intense brightness faded into a soft glow.
I sighed involuntarily.
“You’re like Frikes…”
Their behavior was reminiscent of those mischievous troublemakers.
At least they weren’t bad-natured.
After that, I was able to move forward without further disturbances.
Since the key to this ruin lay in its elemental properties, there weren’t any monsters or other nuisances.
The once-wide passage narrowed, gradually converging into a single path.
Eventually, it became a narrow corridor where only two people could stand side by side.
At the end of it was an altar.
“This must be it.”
It was the end and the beginning simultaneously.
On the altar was an object resembling a blue crystal—this was the artifact.
The foundation of this ruin and one of the items I needed: the amplification artifact, “Catalyst.”
Ruins housing the Catalyst didn’t demand strength or wisdom but “pure elemental affinity.”
This was due to the artifact’s characteristics.
Infusing it with elemental energy to satisfy the “Will of the Spirit” within it would transfer ownership.
“It’s like a trial.”
The Spirit’s Will existed solely for this test.
It was faint enough to vanish once the trial ended, ensuring that only those who passed could even reach it.
As an elemental catalyst, the Catalyst ranked among the highest-tier artifacts.
Most Spirit Masters wouldn’t even dare attempt the trial.
Feeling slightly tense, I touched the Catalyst.
It felt cool against my hand.
Focusing on the sensation, I began to pour in power.
Rumble!
The ruin trembled.
Startled, I braced myself to avoid falling.
The sudden vibrations, thankfully, didn’t grow stronger and eventually subsided.
What was that?
As I rolled my eyes in bewilderment, a voice echoed.
—Winter… has come…
Startled, I spun around and was shocked once more.
Above the blue crystal, the Catalyst, a faint form flickered.
It was much larger than a fragment and exuded incomparable energy.
This was the Spirit’s Will housed within the artifact.
—Could it be… you’ve returned…? No, that’s impossible… Then who could you possibly be…?
The Will babbled incoherently, making it hard to grasp its meaning.
Its aged appearance suggested it had existed for quite a long time.
But how was the Will manifesting?
Normally, it would conduct the trial silently, minimizing energy consumption.
At that moment, the figure grew fainter.
By nature, the Will couldn’t remain manifested for long.
In a desperate tone, the Spirit’s Will cried out.
—O new Winter… I implore you… please… return it… return it… to the depths…
“It?”
What was it talking about?
—It sleeps… in the landfill… the ‘Burial Grounds’ whose history cannot be spoken… Now is our chance…
The term “Burial Grounds” came from its lips.
I could feel my expression harden.
—Countless calamities have been scattered across the continent… At this rate, the continent… the world…
“…”
I regarded the Will with a stony expression.
There was no way I couldn’t understand what it was saying.
But I didn’t like it.
Coughing dryly, the Will forced out its final words.
—Before it awakens… before it grows stronger… please… I beg of you…
The Spirit’s Will, which had spoken with such difficulty, disappeared silently.
I had no idea who it was referring to.
It could be someone who still existed somewhere or merely the residual Will of a spirit long gone.
Regardless, it had earned my dislike.
“Why are you asking me to do that?”
The official final boss of the Four Seasons War.
The Black Calamity, Mahabharata.
A wall of despair for novice players, a challenge that required a full suite of endgame gear for veterans, and a boss that seasoned players mocked in bizarre costumes of their own creation.
As I was now, there was no way I could defeat such a foe.
More importantly, I had been dragged here against my will.
By some deity or other mysterious entity.
And now they wanted me to risk my only life fighting that monster?
“Who said I’d do that?”
A surge of defiance coursed through my body.
No one could force me to hunt down that thing.
If I didn’t want to, I wouldn’t do it.
Sure, if the calamity were to rampage, the continent could plunge into chaos, and I might end up in danger.
But that entity had just said it was currently asleep in the landfill.
“Why wake something that’s sleeping peacefully?”
If it was asleep, that meant it was safe.
At least for now, there was no reason to worry.
And spirits, unless destroyed by external forces, were immortal beings.
Their perception of time was vastly different from humans.
Just because they claimed the calamity would awaken and wreak havoc didn’t mean I needed to panic.
These beings could scream about the world ending tens of thousands of years from now as if it were imminent.
“I’m not doing it. No, not fighting it.”
Shaking my head, I dismissed the thought.
My resolve hadn’t wavered since before.
I would live this second life solely for my enjoyment.
I had no intention of sacrificing myself for altruism.
My priorities were simple—bestow favor on promising individuals like Artan, avoid trouble, and focus on fleeting pleasures rather than distant concerns.
If faced with a choice between ten others and myself, I would choose myself.
I…
“…I will be happy.”
In this world too.
With renewed determination, I grasped the Catalyst.
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The rattling carriage seat was uncomfortable.
If it were a usual day, I would have complained.
But Artan did not do so.
“Coachman, increase the speed.”
Instead, he urged to hurry further.
The coachman flinched in shock.
“Wh-what? It’s already fast enough. If we go any faster, there might be an accident. Besides, this carriage hasn’t even been properly—”
“It’s an order. Don’t argue.”
Surely, they must have already noticed my absence.
While it would take some time to identify my destination, it wouldn’t be long.
I had to finish the task before the guards arrived.
“Ah, understood…”
At the Crown Prince’s insistence, the coachman snapped the whip.
Neigh—
The horses galloped almost at a full sprint.
The area near the ruins was uneven since it hadn’t been developed. It was during such construction that the ruins were discovered.
After rushing for quite a while, the ruins finally came into view from afar.
A spectacle of various natural disasters, colorful and chaotic.
It was terrifying, yet the excitement and determination outweighed the fear.
Today, I would accomplish a hero’s feat.
“…I will prove that I’m no child.”
And I would make them realize that they were wrong.
I was the heir to become the Emperor, a descendant of heroes.
I would ensure they understood that they had to follow my will.
With determination blazing, Artan glared at the ruins.
“…Huh?”
But an unexpected event occurred.
The strange phenomena enveloping the ruins suddenly began to disappear.
They crumbled like a sandcastle under water.
It was an odd sight.
However, Artan interpreted it favorably.
He believed the heavens were aiding him.
The ruins had recognized him and opened a path.
Genuinely convinced of this, he smiled broadly.
“What… is this!”
But life does not unfold conveniently for just one person.
With an ominous rumble, the carriage seat suddenly gave way.
His body tilted sharply downward and rolled outside.
“What…!”
What came into view was a dense forest far below.
His feet were floating in the air, and his vision spun in circles.
He was falling.
The last thing he saw was the panicked coachman leaping out and the broken wheel rolling across the ground.
The fall happened in an instant, and the inexperienced boy, untrained in real-life situations, couldn’t respond.
Fortunately, he didn’t land headfirst, but the impact was no less severe.
“Argh! Ugh, gah…”
He bounced off a rocky surface once before crashing directly into the bottom.
A terrible sound came from his ribs.
Even after hitting the ground, Artan rolled several more times. His entire body was now a wreck.
Pain surged belatedly.
It was a completely different level from the duels he had during sparring sessions with knights.
This was raw, unfiltered pain.
The agony blurred Artan’s vision, leaving him unable to even groan properly.
“Cough, who… who’s there…”
Even breathing hurt his lungs, but Artan wasn’t just any ordinary boy.
Instead of succumbing to despair, he called for help.
With his bones broken and his balance destroyed, he couldn’t use magic to escape.
If he drew on the magic currently restoring his body, he wouldn’t be surprised if he fainted on the spot.
It was his first real crisis.
It was undoubtedly frightening, but fear didn’t overwhelm Artan.
After all, he was the Crown Prince.
In terms of importance, he ranked among the top two figures in the Empire.
Surely, help would come soon.
Everyone had fussed over even his smallest injuries.
…And yet, ten minutes seemed to pass in his perception.
Still, no rescue came.
Swallowing his dry breath, as his body began to grow cold, Artan finally realized.
What he had done.
The knights who had always supported him.
The eunuchs who pampered him.
The guards who never left his side.
None of them were here.
He had abandoned them all himself.
There was no one to help him.
The moment he realized that, the color drained from his face.
The fear he had tried so hard to ignore surged up and consumed him.
What would happen to him now?
“…”
He had lived a sheltered life in a greenhouse.
When the fear reached its peak, he became strangely calm.
Artan began to observe his current situation and inner self as if from a third-person perspective.
A bitter laugh escaped his lips.
“What kind of strongman am I…”
The formidable shield protecting him was not his own power but fortune bestowed upon him.
Because of that, he had become obsessed with proving his worth.
Perhaps, in hindsight, it had always been this way.
He hated being weak.
He hated being treated as a child.
But even a slight change in perspective revealed the truth.
Why had the adults praised him as a genius but still treated him as a child?
Because he was a child.
-A brat.
-What?
-That’s what they call someone like you.
The voice of a childhood friend echoed faintly in his ears.
Back then, he had vented his frustration, but now he wondered if she had been right all along.
Unlike himself, celebrated as a prodigy, she was often regarded as mature for her age.
Why did those mature adults all look down on him with pity?
It irked him so much that he fixated on the sudden discovery of the ruins.
And yet, this was the result.
For the first time in his life, he felt true humiliation.
“Ugh…”
For some reason, his vision began to blur as if rippling.
Lowering his head, Artan buried his face and stifled his sobs.
How much time had passed?
Footsteps reached his ears.
“Ah!”
Was he being rescued?
Artan raised his head, his face lighting up.
In the next moment, he froze.
“…”
Snow-white hair fluttered like a frosty ocean, and piercing eyes gleamed coldly.
An unfamiliar yet breathtakingly beautiful woman gazed down at the Crown Prince with icy indifference.
Artan had never before received such a gaze.
*
The catalyst in my possession caused the nearby phenomena to vanish.
All the anomalies were triggered by the relic, so it was only natural.
With this, the mission was complete.
“Now, next.”
I had no more business at the ruins, so I stepped outside.
Artan should be arriving soon.
I waited briefly, but he was nowhere to be seen, so I began walking toward the path he would take.
Speak of the devil, and he shall appear.
From a distance, I spotted a carriage.
Though shabby for one carrying the Crown Prince, it was unmistakably his.
I reviewed my plan.
“I shouldn’t prevent the incident itself.”
According to the record, the carriage wheel would soon fall off, causing the Crown Prince to tumble down the slope.
If my intention were simply to gain his gratitude, it would be better to save him beforehand.
But Artan himself would later describe this event as pivotal for his growth.
Today’s suffering would be the growing pains of a prodigy breaking through a barrier.
It wouldn’t do to erase it.
My role was to offer vague comfort after he reflected on himself and to escort him near the Imperial City.
“That should be enough.”
He was inherently a kind person, so he would surely feel grateful.
Soon, the carriage collapsed, and the situation unfolded exactly as expected.
The startled coachman fled in the opposite direction, just as anticipated.
If the Crown Prince sustained a serious injury, the coachman would face execution, so he was escaping.
Afterward, Artan would take rescue measures.
I followed the path downward until I could see him.
“Ugh…”
The Crown Prince’s behavior, experiencing true pain for the first time, was honestly unsightly.
Well, those in high positions have their own troubles, but still…
Judging by his tearful face, he seemed to have grasped something.
I walked steadily to the place where he lay sprawled.
Our eyes met as he raised his head.
The blond Crown Prince.
A legendary wise ruler.
His future was a smooth path, so I decided to leave a small footprint there.
“Who… are you?”
Artan muttered blankly, looking surprised.
I pondered what to say.
What could I say to win his favor?
At that moment, I remembered his goal was the ruins.
“Do you want to explore the ruins?”
My tone was a bit cold. But it didn’t matter.
It was as expected. However, I needed to add something.
Something that would immediately grab Artan’s interest…
I pulled out a catalyst and showed it to him.
“It’s already too late.”
The words came out icily.
For a moment, I doubted my own mouth and ears.
Did that really come from my lips?
Normally, I wouldn’t speak so harshly.
More than that—why did the sentence “This is a relic” translate so terribly!
Artan, who had been mesmerized by the blue light of the crystal, snapped back to his senses. His eyebrows furrowed sharply.
“What? Are you mocking me now?”
This was bad.
Today, the Snow Maiden’s settings were harder to control than usual. If this continued, I might end up creating animosity instead of goodwill.
I had to smooth things over immediately.
“Do you know who I am to say something like that— What, what is this!”
When words don’t work, actions can.
I immediately grabbed Artan’s arm, an ingenious idea flashing in my mind.
Holding onto him, I transformed into a cumulus cloud and ascended.
The startled Artan was dragged along.
“Wh-What is this?! Let me go!”
He struggled, but injured as he was, there wasn’t much he could do.
Meanwhile, carrying another person caused my mana consumption to increase exponentially.
Fearing he might fall, I ascended at top speed until the shattered carriage came into view.
After landing, I released Artan.
Looking around, he muttered to himself in a daze.
“Magic…? Turning a body into something inorganic… this is…”
His eyes widened in shock.
It was natural.
Transformational techniques that altered physical form were extraordinarily advanced and barely developed.
Transformation magic wasn’t classified as a “special ability” for no reason. It was a skill I had personally invented and implemented.
In short, transformation magic was a skill even court magicians couldn’t perform. Although it wasn’t very practical compared to its rarity…
In any case, his amazement seemed to have overshadowed his anger. I inwardly sighed in relief. Still, I couldn’t leave things as they were.
That wouldn’t accomplish anything.
This time, I decided to address the worries Artan might be harboring.
After all, having a conversation was essential to improving our relationship.
I empathized with him.
“A flower raised in a greenhouse dies when it steps outside.”
The words I murmured quietly were rather confrontational.
As I internally panicked, thinking, Not again, Artan widened his eyes.
He clenched his fists.
His hands trembled.
“…You may be right.”
Biting his lip, he shook as he clenched his fist.
“But who are you to say such things? What do you know about me?!”
His tender eyes, like budding flowers, stared directly at me.
There was no longer any light of despair or remorse in them.
Instead, they shone with heat and vitality.
Huh, for some reason, this wasn’t a bad reaction.
I decided to push further.
“There are two paths for someone born in a greenhouse.”
I extended my pale, slender fingers.
…Describing it this way feels odd, but what could I do?
They were my hands.
“One is to live a life different from weeds. Noble and abundant. Without scars, untrampled.”
My clear, melodious voice echoed softly.
Artan listened attentively, waiting for my next words.
The second is…
“If the greenhouse disappears, you’ll be incapable of anything.”
My words were brief.
But their effect was immediate.
The battered Artan’s expression was the perfect picture of astonishment.
“Which path will you choose?”
I concluded with an icy tone.
Today was one of the rare days I spoke a lot.
I should jot it down as a memo.
Artan looked as though he had been struck, his face showing both a revelation and confusion.
It was risky, but I had passed the hurdle.
This should have been enough to imprint my presence on him.
When he recalls this pivotal event in his life, wouldn’t he always think of me?
Naturally, he’d feel compelled to repay the favor.
While not perfect, I had succeeded in forging a connection.
Now, I just needed to escort him near the imperial capital.
As I was about to make a move, I heard the sound of many footsteps.
“…Huh?”
At first, I thought it was the guards stationed near the ruins or perhaps Artan’s pursuing knights.
But when I turned, what I saw was a group clad entirely in black.
Their eyes, uniformly dark and sunken, made it clear they were no soldiers of the empire.
A creeping sense of foreboding arose.
As I tried to discern their identity, one person stepped forward. To my surprise, it was a familiar face.
The woman with striking violet short hair was… the mysterious expert, Sigila.
Chapter 22 : The Spiral of Fate
Translator: Marctempest
Editor/Proofreader: TempWane
—
Chapter 22: The Spiral of Fate (6)
The woman who joined Anasha’s group with me.
Seeing her here, it seemed they had safely reached the empire.
“…”
Then, who were those people in the black uniforms?
Not a single face matched those I had seen among the refugees.
They all had stiff, hardened expressions.
The tense atmosphere exuded unease. At that moment, Sigila stepped forward.
“Quellière.”
Her voice was serious.
Why was that?
Why did she also have such a grim look?
Why was her hand moving toward the hilt of her sword?
The uneasy feeling materialized as she spoke her next words.
“The patriarch wishes to meet you.”
Sigila was someone from Yulistia.
By patriarch, she must mean the head of one of the city’s ruling families.
But that place was rife with corruption.
Only now did her skill make sense to me.
She wasn’t just a civilian but a trained combatant from one of the families.
“…So, you were a pawn of the family.”
Sigila acknowledged my realization with a nod.
On the other hand, I felt disheartened.
The corruption in Yulistia had been irrefutable in the backstory.
It was evident from the fact that two patriarchs had performed that sham with the Serpent God.
But to think she worked under such a vile family.
I had thought of her as a reserved yet good person, but that was my mistake.
Whatever her circumstances, I didn’t care.
More importantly…
“The patriarch is looking for me?”
“Yes.”
This statement puzzled me.
I had only stayed in the city briefly.
I hadn’t even approached the families, let alone the patriarch.
I recalled the patriarchs putting on their ridiculous act with the Serpent God.
It was a scene I had observed.
Could it be that they saw me then?
No, it had to be.
There were no other possibilities.
But why would they seek me out?
Even if they had seen me, the fact remained that we had never exchanged a word.
…Suddenly, a sinister thought crossed my mind.
“…For what purpose?”
“You’ll find out when you go.”
Sigila, her face still stern, refused to elaborate.
Her curt response made it feel like she was avoiding the conversation.
The sense of foreboding deepened.
The very fact that Sigila was here was strange.
It was clear that she had been sent to track me down.
Moreover, for her to bring subordinates so quickly meant she acted with extraordinary speed.
What could possibly have made them hurry like this?
Her refusal to reveal their purpose was suspicious as well.
There were two possibilities.
The first was vengeance for killing the Serpent God’s followers.
While the creature was an enemy to the city’s people, it seemed the corrupt patriarchs had been exploiting it.
They wouldn’t want it gone.
Anasha Sheryl had declared her intent to propose the Serpent God’s subjugation at the relay station.
That was bad news for her, but Sigila, a pawn of the family, had been there too.
If Sigila reported that “scheme,” what would the patriarchs have done?
They would have likely sought to eliminate the thorn in their side, Anasha.
The sudden arrival of those black serpents had seemed suspicious, and it turned out to be the patriarchs’ machination.
But their plan failed.
Thanks to an irregular factor—me, Quellière.
Sigila must have returned and reported everything about me.
Upon hearing this, the patriarchs would have been enraged.
Now that Anasha had survived, the situation had become unpredictable.
They had every reason to resent me, the root cause.
Hence, they sent soldiers to exact revenge.
If this assumption was correct, Sigila’s reluctance to explain made sense.
It was obvious I would refuse, so why bother saying it?
This would be terrible, but the second theory was worse.
Because the second one was…
“……”
…Quellière, the Snow Maiden I created, was an insignificant existence, but her beauty was exceptional.
I had designed her purely for aesthetics and atmosphere, making her unrivaled in appearance.
Even I, who saw her daily, was occasionally startled.
What would someone seeing her for the first time feel?
That day, one of the two patriarchs—or both—had set their sights on me in the city square.
They had fallen for Quellière’s beauty at first glance.
And corrupt individuals were often driven by lust.
Perhaps Sigila hadn’t reported anything, and the patriarchs didn’t know I had killed the followers.
They might have taken an interest based solely on that fleeting moment.
So they sent soldiers to bring me in.
If that were the case, and I allowed myself to be captured…
Ah, no!
The horrifying thought sent shivers down my spine.
Both possibilities were disastrous, and Sigila, who had come to take me, looked like the grim reaper.
I reflexively glared at her.
We weren’t close, but we were acquaintances, and the betrayal stung.
She had to know the fate that awaited me if I was dragged to the patriarch.
Desperation colored my voice as I spoke my final plea.
“Is this really necessary?”
As merely a subordinate, she likely had no veto power.
Still, I tried appealing to her last shred of conscience.
Without a moment’s hesitation, she firmly nodded.
“It is.”
*
“She won’t be an easy opponent. Bring her back respectfully.”
Lysithea had clearly instructed.
The music box, Sigila’s testimony—all pointed to her being no ordinary individual.
Sigila intended to faithfully carry out her lord’s command.
She was an orphan.
Though she had distinguished herself in back-alley fights and was raised by the family, all her training was combat-related.
She hadn’t learned communication skills or etiquette.
“Quellière.”
At the sound of her name, an astonishingly beautiful woman turned around, giving chills.
Her cold gaze, as if dismissing all worldly matters as meaningless, remained unchanged.
The memory of that day came to mind, prompting Sigila to place her hand near her sword’s sheath.
It was the instinct of someone who had lived as an assassin.
Although such a movement could provoke hostility in anyone, she couldn’t be blamed for it.
Quellière had always been aloof.
Her words were brief and cold, revealing neither her nature nor her morality—whether she was good or evil.
While she had saved people from the minions of the Serpent God, that had also been a trap she herself had fallen into.
She was utterly unpredictable.
And what of her power?
The storm she summoned held the grandeur of an overwhelming magic spell.
She could likely execute someone like me at any moment.
Right now, Sigila was standing before her, risking her life.
“The Patriarch wishes to see you.”
Quellière seemed to ponder the carefully spoken purpose of her visit.
Her icy expression wavered ever so slightly.
The current situation of the Patriarch wasn’t good.
Even cloaked in secrecy, receiving her help would be invaluable.
Sigila remained silent.
She simply waited and waited.
Having conveyed her purpose, all that remained was to receive an answer.
It was a form of ‘consideration,’ giving her time to think.
“For what purpose?”
At last, the response came.
Quellière’s gaze sharpened, leaving Sigila feeling disheartened.
The atmosphere had grown colder and more foreboding.
When asked about the purpose, the answer was simple: to carry out the Patriarch’s orders.
The reasons for the Patriarch wanting to meet her were complex.
The power that annihilated the Serpent God’s minions and the mysterious artifact called the music box—those, and countless other implications, likely played a role.
But Sigila couldn’t explain it logically.
In truth, she didn’t know exactly what the Patriarch intended to say upon meeting her.
Adding unnecessary details might only worsen the situation.
Her role was merely to bring Quellière to the Patriarch.
Anything beyond that was the responsibility of her master, who had been raised and trained as an elite since childhood.
“You’ll find out when you go.”
She conveyed that thought as is.
“You’ll find out when you go”—a sincere answer without a shred of falsehood.
Feeling a bit proud of having delivered her response clearly, Sigila watched as Quellière’s expression rippled.
Once again, it was subtle.
Only someone like Sigila, trained through years of combat, could barely notice it.
She couldn’t discern the emotions reflected in her eyes.
However, it didn’t seem like a positive reaction.
Sigila frowned.
She didn’t understand why Quellière reacted that way.
It seemed she truly lacked any aptitude for negotiation.
Perhaps she should’ve asked the Patriarch to assign someone more suitable before the mission.
Regardless, it was too late now, and the task fell to her.
Failure would be entirely her responsibility.
She would accept any punishment for her mistakes, but she couldn’t bear the thought of her failure causing harm to her family.
She resolved to succeed no matter what.
To achieve that, she needed to earn Quellière’s trust.
“Is this really necessary?”
In response to Quellière’s question, Sigila nodded without the slightest hesitation.
“It is.”
*
I’m a man!
Even though I’d become a woman, my identity was that of a man!!
Such a thing with another man… was unthinkable.
“…Alright.”
She answered briefly, leaving room for interpretation.
Thankfully, they seemed to be testing the waters before acting by force, probably because of what they’d seen when she fought the Serpent God’s minions.
Though it was a misunderstanding, it worked in her favor this time.
She had to come up with a countermeasure during this window.
Fight? Impossible.
The Snow Maiden had abysmally low combat ability and poor stats.
Her elemental advantage was weak against human opponents.
She had no instant-kill skills or abilities to incapacitate foes immediately.
Could she even beat one person properly?
And her opponents weren’t fools, either.
Especially Sigila, who knew I used magic.
If I tried anything, a dagger might fly at me instantly.
Like during the encounter with the young black serpent, I couldn’t recklessly unleash magic to summon a snowstorm.
Doing so might get my head cut off on the spot.
At that moment, the ‘Catalyst’ came to mind.
This amplification artifact offered a significant advantage for elemental power.
For a moment, I saw a glimmer of hope…
But at the same time, Sigila’s previously displayed prowess flashed through my mind.
Her agility could only be described as extraordinary.
With a single swing, she decapitated three or four foes, moving swiftly to keep formations intact.
It wasn’t a skill easily gained even with countless battles.
In contrast, I had no real combat experience.
The difference was like that between an adult and a child.
Fighting was not an option.
“Will you come with me?”
Sigila’s urging triggered a surge of irritation.
But soon, anxiety took over.
I had to devise a plan quickly.
If fighting wasn’t an option, then escape was the only choice.
Fortunately, I had one excellent escape skill.
If I transformed into mist and fled, they would pursue me immediately, but it was still better than fighting.
Though my mana was low after exploring the ruins and using my abilities earlier, I could manage for a short while.
Relying on this slim chance, I prepared to act.
Just then, someone grabbed my collar and spoke.
“Who are those people?”
At that moment, my heart sank with a jolt.
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A pain I experienced for the first time in my life.
When I was paying the price for my mistakes, a woman appeared.
She was horrifyingly beautiful.
For a moment, I mistook her for something other than human. But her beauty wasn’t the only thing.
Her words carried a sharpness that pierced through me.
-“A flower raised in a greenhouse dies when it steps outside.”
At her words, Artan drew in a sharp breath.
It was a precise and simple truth that struck at the heart.
Her expression was colder than before, as if she were reproaching me.
Artan thought it was deserved.
Even he found himself pathetic.
Running off alone out of arrogance and impulse, yet achieving nothing and holding back tears.
Only at that state did he momentarily observe his own actions with detachment. The mistakes he left behind were too many.
He realized it only now and regretted it.
Yet, he forgot all of it the moment he met someone.
With salvation so close, his repentance wavered, and his arrogance reared its head again.
Surely, the white and blue woman had seen through his foolishness immediately.
-“There are two paths for someone born in a greenhouse.”
A voice as clear as an instrument reached his ears.
Artan flinched and shuddered.
Someone born in a greenhouse—it was clearly a phrase referring to him.
For him, the greenhouse was the imperial palace, the empire itself.
The largest greenhouse of all.
The first path is to live a life unlike the weeds.
To be noble, untrodden upon.
Until yesterday, he would have naturally believed it was his life. But with his flaws exposed, he couldn’t nod in confidence.
-“The second path is to be unable to do anything without the greenhouse.”
The second path followed shortly after.
The terror of that sentence left Artan frozen. He believed it wasn’t his path.
No, he wanted to believe it wasn’t. But faced with the woman’s gaze that seemed to ask, “Isn’t that your path?” he couldn’t respond.
-“Which one are you?”
In the end, the woman asked, dissatisfied with his silence.
He had to answer. Yet, he didn’t want to disappoint her for some reason.
If he said it was the second path, she would be disappointed. His self-esteem would plummet.
Even if he said it was the first path, she might still be disappointed.
If he spoke without conviction, this mysterious woman would see through him instantly.
Heat rose to Artan’s head.
What answer would satisfy her?
Fortunately or unfortunately, he didn’t need to answer.
A sudden sound of footsteps diverted her attention.
Artan also turned toward the sound and widened his eyes.
“Quellière.”
He learned the woman’s name, but the situation was not ideal.
A group dressed in covert black garments had appeared.
Artan, with his exceptional talent and acute senses, picked up on the aura they exuded.
Quellière’s presence was peculiarly unreadable, but they were different.
A sharpness lay beneath their extremely restrained energy.
Knights never gave off such an atmosphere.
Artan instinctively judged that they were assassins or individuals from a similar dark domain.
Tension rose naturally.
“The Patriarch wishes to meet you.”
The woman, Quellière, seemed to be acquainted with them.
But they didn’t seem to be on good terms.
The assassins stood rigidly with hardened faces, and her expression seemed even colder.
Though the situation was tense, no immediate battle ensued.
If he had to guess why, it was likely because of Quellière herself.
Even surrounded by assassins in foreign territory, she remained calm.
Rather, it was the assassins who seemed nervous.
Especially the woman with purple hair, who appeared to be their leader, whose demeanor wavered.
Her stiff face and tense posture betrayed intense wariness.
It was remarkable.
The aura of the purple-haired leader was undeniably formidable.
Artan, as he was now, was no match for her.
Yet, such a person showed an attitude that went beyond wariness, bordering on fear.
The boy glanced up at Quellière with renewed curiosity.
Who exactly was she? Was she that strong?
Thinking about it, it was strange.
Who was this woman who appeared before him in his time of crisis, offering a cold yet insightful reprimand?
She acted as if she knew him well.
He wanted to ask, needed to ask.
“…For what purpose?”
But the dark-clad group hindered him.
They were clearly shady figures shunned by society.
Parasites of the continent, they were tumors and pus.
Those vile things dared to rob him of his time.
The crown prince furrowed his brows.
He wanted to converse with the woman quickly, but their petty talk kept distracting her.
The Patriarch, their purpose—Artan knew none of it, nor did he care.
So he grabbed Quellière’s sleeve and asked.
“Who are those people?”
For a moment, he felt as if her body stiffened.
Of course, it must have been his imagination.
She remained silent, standing as still as ice, befitting her appearance.
Ignoring the crown prince was a punishable offense under normal circumstances.
Yet, for some reason, Artan wasn’t upset.
Her aloofness seemed emblematic of her.
Fine, I’ll let it slide.
With that playful thought, Artan waited.
Truly, he was immature.
As a childhood friend once pointed out, he lacked understanding of his position and responsibilities.
The duties and dangers lurking within them.
“Let the boy go.”
Thus, when Quellière spoke, he merely tilted his head.
He didn’t see himself as being involved.
He had no idea what role he played in this.
That was why her next words took his breath away.
“Then I’ll go with you.”
They were words that struck at his core.
*
Having acted independently all along, I hadn’t anticipated this.
It dawned on me only after seeing Artan.
If I were to flee alone here, what would happen to him?
“…”
Two possibilities crossed my mind.
Whichever way it went, Sigila would inevitably try to take me with her.
Fortunately, she probably didn’t know that Artan was the Crown Prince.
A random, insignificant kid could easily be let go without issue.
But if I tried to escape…
Wouldn’t Artan become an enticing target for either venting their anger or luring me out?
Even though he was still immature, it was clear he wasn’t just any ordinary child. His innate status seeped through his mannerisms and demeanor.
Uncovering his identity was only a matter of time.
And once the truth was revealed, his safety couldn’t be guaranteed. Too many forces aimed for royalty—especially the Crown Prince.
“…Hmm.”
When I glanced over, Artan was glaring at them with an indignant expression.
It seemed he still hadn’t grasped the gravity of the situation. To think this boy would one day become a great king—fate was truly unpredictable.
I looked back at Sigila and her group.
Their hardened faces appeared utterly ruthless.
There seemed to be no way to appeal for mercy.
Perhaps because of the overwhelming hopelessness, my head began to throb.
Of course, my life was the most precious thing to me.
But Artan held an enormous significance as a protagonist in this world. While I hadn’t confirmed his role in The Four Seasons War II, it was undeniable.
If something happened to him, history would veer off course completely.
Moreover… Artan had survived unscathed in the original story, despite facing hardships.
If he had encountered this many enemies, that would have been impossible.
This crisis was purely my own creation.
Even though it wasn’t my fault, Artan was more unfairly caught in this than I was. Neither he could die nor could I meet my end.
Fighting was out of the question.
Escaping was also… impossible.
After all, the transformation spell was designed for a single person.
If I carried someone else, the mana consumption would escalate beyond control.
Just helping Artan up a small slope earlier had already drained a considerable amount of energy.
Running away while being chased was out of the question.
Even the items in my tote bag were useless.
Since the high-grade items weren’t activated, there was nothing strong enough to overcome this predicament.
Then, I had to negotiate.
“Let the boy go.”
For now, I would pretend to comply and look for an opportunity to escape!
To do that, I needed to get far away from Artan first.
“Then I’ll go with you.”
I made my intentions clear.
Sigila seemed to ponder for a moment, her eyes darting back and forth, before eventually nodding.
The deal was sealed.
I took a deep breath. It was a daunting ordeal, but it was one I had to face.
As I moved toward her, someone grabbed my collar from behind.
“W-wait! You can fight them and win! Why would you make that choice for me…?”
Artan’s voice was laced with confusion and desperation.
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.
What nonsense was this kid spouting? Even delusions of grandeur should have their limits.
I was doing this because I couldn’t win.
He should’ve been able to figure that out with a bit of thought.
Was this really the same Artan Fricas who was hailed as a divine genius?
“Figure that out on your own.”
I coldly brushed his hand aside and walked on.
*
As Quellière walked away, Artan stared blankly at her retreating figure.
Eventually, she disappeared along with the merciless group.
“…”
Artan stood still for a long time.
He didn’t move, as though he were nailed to the ground.
The wind tousled his hair and stole the warmth from his body.
Already injured, the loss of body heat brought on a sharp chill.
But it didn’t compare to the coldness in his heart.
Like a man turned to stone, Artan eventually let out a pained cry.
“Ahhhh!”
His dignity as a royal had already been shredded during this ordeal.
Now, kneeling and clutching his head, he shattered even the last remnants of his pride.
He couldn’t endure otherwise.
He had believed he’d found enlightenment and could change for the better.
Yet, the very woman who had opened his eyes had sacrificed herself for him. And it was all because of him.
“Because I was too weak…”
Quellière was undoubtedly someone of extraordinary skill, far beyond what he could currently fathom.
The fear on the assassins’ faces made that abundantly clear.
She could have fought and won, but she complied with their demands.
By making a deal to let him go.
Only then did he realize his position.
He had unwittingly become a hindrance.
A burden that weighed Quellière down and tripped her up.
The fact that his very existence had been a hindrance to her was unbearably detestable.
Despite being this incompetent, he’d had the audacity to call himself strong.
The memory of his foolish arrogance constricted his chest.
What kind of strength was that?
“I’m…so weak.”
The words were painfully pathetic.
Quellière’s voice suddenly came alive in his mind.
A flower in a greenhouse.
That’s what she had called him, and she was right.
The sight of him floundering without the greenhouse’s protection was a perfect second path.
Perhaps she had seen through everything from the start.
He shouldn’t have been so stubborn.
He should have recognized his weakness and repented sooner.
Born and raised in a greenhouse, he was no better than a common weed.
He should have acted accordingly.
If only he had abandoned the expedition or at least brought along the Imperial Guard, none of this would have happened.
But he had hated relying on adults, so he would never have done that.
“Haha…”
A bitter laugh escaped him.
His swirling emotions spiraled further downward.
With his ego shattered and judgment clouded, his mind veered in a dangerous direction.
What would happen to Quellière?
She was strong and might not die, but she wouldn’t come out unscathed.
Because of him, she would be hurt.
The spot on his ribs where he’d collided earlier throbbed painfully.
The reality he faced with his own eyes was merciless.
Nothing changed, no matter what enlightenment he thought he’d found.
The only truth was that he was weak.
At this rate, ignorance might have been preferable…
Just as his forehead, pressed against the ground, began to ache and his vision blurred, a deep voice rang out.
“You truly haven’t realized anything, have you?”
Startled, Artan looked back.
A familiar face greeted him.
It was none other than Harold Grypheon, his childhood friend, Bulizé’s older brother, a swordmaster unattached to any knightly order or guard.
The Empire’s renowned hero, the Swordmaster Harold Grypheon.
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“Follow them secretly, and help if it looks dangerous. There’s no point trying to stop them—they won’t listen anyway.”
I heard Bulizé’s words, but the imperial palace’s defenses had grown even stricter, and the distance to the ruins was significant.
It wasn’t like sneaking out of the palace had been easy before, so I let my guard down.
Upon hearing of Artan’s absence, Harold immediately sprang into action.
Unlike the disoriented royal guards, he knew the crown prince’s location.
Dense magic coiled around his legs, and a spell activated his steps.
When Harold finally arrived at the destination, he was struck by dismay.
A shattered carriage—a clear sign of an incident.
If anything had happened to the crown prince, it would be catastrophic.
Burdened by belated regret, he followed the traces downward.
Then he stopped.
Though injured, Artan was safe.
He didn’t appear to be in any life-threatening danger.
In front of the crown prince stood a woman—a face Harold recognized.
Harold blinked.
“Why is she…?”
He wasn’t acquainted with her.
Their only encounter had been at the central library.
Still, her unforgettable face made him certain of his memory.
But why was she with Artan?
Harold remained cautious, wondering if she might harm the prince.
Yet, the woman aided him instead.
Using mysterious magic, she transported the prince to the carriage.
It was a spell he’d never seen or heard of before.
“To transform a body… What kind of magic is this?”
For now, comparing Quellière’s abilities to humans was an error.
Harold, unaware of this, was astonished.
In all his years of conflict, he had never encountered such magic.
Seeing her help Artan suggested she might be an ally.
While maintaining a faint sense of caution, Harold listened as she spoke softly, almost like a reprimand.
Harold’s eyes widened.
Each of her words was concise and to the point.
Even Artan appeared stunned, standing there with his mouth agape.
Was this truly the same boy who used to dismiss every piece of advice with stubborn defiance?
Perhaps this reckless youth might change.
But just as that hope surfaced, darkness loomed.
“Those bastards…!”
A group clad in black robes appeared.
Harold, as the Sword Master, identified their nature immediately.
He had seen such beings countless times while serving as the empire’s sword.
Assassins—shadows from the underworld.
His hand reached for the sword at his waist.
The crown prince was in danger.
Whoever had hired them could be dealt with later.
But the situation took a strange turn.
“Were they after her, not Artan…?”
It seemed so.
Surprisingly, the assassins showed no interest in Artan.
The crown prince of the empire being ignored by assassins—what a bizarre sight.
Harold became deeply curious about the woman’s identity.
Despite their numerical advantage, the assassins appeared tense.
Judging by their demeanor, they were skilled combatants.
This was especially true of the woman who seemed to be their leader.
While they might not pose a threat to someone like Harold, an exceptional Sword Master, ordinary warriors would soon find themselves “hunted.”
Harold prepared for battle.
If the woman were captured, her fate wouldn’t end pleasantly.
The woman’s choice would come down to either fight or flee.
Either option would leave the abandoned crown prince at risk.
However, Quellière made an unexpected decision—one no one in the room could have foreseen.
“Let the boy go.”
She chose to protect a boy she barely knew, sacrificing herself.
Harold froze, his hand still resting on his sword hilt.
He had thought she was merely a cold-hearted woman.
Judging by the mysterious techniques she used earlier, she seemed skilled, but her core nature appeared unchanged.
Thus, her actions were incomprehensible.
Fight or flee.
Even if the assassins were after Quellière, the choices were clear.
There was no reason for her to help an unfamiliar boy.
Yet by sacrificing herself, she revealed a glimpse of her true nature.
If she was that strong, she could have chosen to fight immediately without issue.
But doing so would have surely made Artan a target.
Moreover, the assassins specialized in speed and killing.
So, her decision to follow them seemed driven by Artan’s safety.
There couldn’t be any other reason.
“…How surprising.”
She wasn’t just any woman.
She carried the sword of unyielding conviction in her frail body—a warrior.
In Harold’s eyes, she seemed nobler than any noblewoman.
Even so…
“Aaaaagh!”
As Quellière left, Artan let out a scream.
He pounded the ground, crying out in despair.
Surely, this wasn’t the reaction she had wanted.
Clicking his tongue, Harold approached him.
“You’ve truly learned nothing.”
Startled, the crown prince turned around, meeting Harold’s gaze directly.
Rarely did Harold feel such burning anger.
Was the expression Artan wore, as if enlightened by the woman’s words, merely an act?
“Sir Harold…?”
“Do you think this is what she wanted you to do?”
Ignoring his question, Harold continued.
“She hoped for you to become a flower—a noble one that rises above weeds, capable of thriving without the shelter of a greenhouse.”
“…”
Artan’s pupils trembled.
“But look at yourself now. Anyone can see you’re just a weed stuck in the mud.”
Despite Harold’s harsh words, the crown prince wore a dazed expression.
Ordinarily, he would have lashed out angrily.
Instead, Artan snapped back to his senses and made a plea.
“Sir Harold! Help her—help Quellière! It’s not too late!”
“You still don’t understand your position.”
His request, filled with desperation, was coldly rejected.
“I, too, respect and want to aid her more than I do you, but I cannot. You are the crown prince and the future leader of this empire, destined to become the father of its people.”
Harold Grypheon, the noble Sword of the Imperial Family, uttered these words, blending respect with rudeness, as though devoid of fear.
“Even heroes who dedicate their lives to relentless training humbly accept the Sword Master’s blade. You, on the other hand, were born holding it.”
It was the weight of a status Artan had never fully grasped.
The heavy tone of Harold’s voice bore down on him.
“Do you understand? The uncertain danger of a pitiful boy like you is a far greater concern than the certain peril of a woman whose name you don’t even know.”
The identity of the enemy was unknown.
Neither their scale nor the possibility of ambushes could be ascertained, and the lurking forces behind them were shrouded in mystery.
Even for the Swordmaster, protecting the Crown Prince without any information was a daunting task.
“That kind of…”
Artan bowed his head, his eyes filled with dismay.
“If she were to see His Highness now, she would regret it as well.”
The boy flinched at those words.
Gritting his teeth, his tightly clenched fists trembled.
As frustrating as it was, the words rang true.
Her advice, though cold, had always been sincere.
Her statements, though harsh, were meant to guide him to become a more steadfast person.
And yet, what of his current self?
Wasn’t his appearance the complete opposite of her intentions?
He couldn’t remain sitting idly like this.
He had to change.
No, he wanted to change.
He had to become a man she would not regret.
“…I will break free from being a greenhouse flower.”
It wouldn’t happen immediately.
The path ahead would be arduous, but he believed it wasn’t too late yet.
After all, he was still young.
What about her?
She wouldn’t die.
She wasn’t the kind of person to be undone by such a trivial crisis.
If they were both alive, a day would come when they’d meet again.
A small yet intense spark ignited within him.
It was the moment that accelerated the growth of Artan Fricas, who would later become a great ruler remembered in history.
*
It felt like just yesterday that I had arrived at the Empire.
Now, I was returning to that cursed city once more.
I thought I would never be entangled with it again, but life is full of unexpected twists.
True to their profession as assassins, their march was much faster than before.
As someone being dragged along, I couldn’t exactly ask them to slow down, so I trudged along as best as I could.
Surprisingly, they didn’t treat me harshly.
In fact, they seemed worried about even the slightest injury I might sustain.
Perhaps the Patriarch had ordered them to bring me back unharmed…
“Which one could it be…”
The fat one? Or the skinny one?
Both were equally repulsive.
As we crossed a hill, Sigila spoke to me.
“The Patriarch is in a difficult situation.”
Her expression was endlessly serious.
“We need your help.”
It was absurd.
I already had a good grasp of the Patriarch’s intentions.
There was no reason for him to genuinely seek my help.
And a difficult situation?
What could possibly trouble a man who exploited citizens for his own gain?
Perhaps he was afraid of assassination attempts.
Or maybe he mistook my skills for something greater after seeing me deal with the Serpent God’s followers and wanted to recruit me.
When I thought about it, that possibility seemed plausible.
Still, I had undeniably killed his followers, so refusing would likely make this a dangerous and coercive proposal.
Either way, the reasoning was despicable.
“Disgusting.”
Though my words were dangerous, I didn’t hold back this time.
My yearning for freedom flared up.
“Why work under someone so base?”
Assassins were highly sensitive to movement and kept their sleep schedules remarkably short.
The odds of escape were slim, and my accumulated frustrations erupted.
Sigila furrowed her brows but didn’t get angry.
Still, the previously calm atmosphere was disrupted.
“The previous Patriarch, our current Patriarch’s father, took me in when I was an orphan wandering the streets.”
“Repaying a debt?”
“Yes. From that day on, I decided to bet my life on the family.”
It was a pathetic reason.
Repaying a childhood debt by carrying out such dirty work without hesitation.
People like this were impossible to persuade.
They hadn’t even formed a proper moral compass to begin with.
Feeling it wasn’t worth continuing the conversation, I fell silent.
After a while, Sigila spoke again.
“The Patriarch has potential, but they are still immature.”
I clicked my tongue inwardly.
Whether it was the fat one or the skinny one, both were wrinkled old men.
If they were still immature at that age, what hope was there?
“They have been fighting against the pervasive unrest surrounding them since childhood.
They hasn’t given up, no matter how difficult it’s been.
No matter how painful it was, they believed in tomorrow.”
······Wasn’t she over-glorifying him because he saved her as an orphan?
There’s a limit to how much you can embellish the truth.
Pervasive unrest? That’s likely the voices of the people trying to oust a corrupt ruler.
Annoyed, I mocked her as harshly as I could.
“Even if tomorrow comes, the miserable reality won’t change.”
Fundamental change required transforming oneself.
Living so despicably, it was only natural to face backlash.
Sigila’s eyes widened as if startled by my words.
After a rare moment of surprise, she nodded as though realizing something.
“Ah… You’re right. Nothing has changed.”
Immediately after, her sharp gaze turned to me.
Her expression was more serious than ever.
“Do you understand, Quellière? That’s why you appeared at such a time.”
*
Though I seized every opportunity to find an opening, there was no chance of escape.
Night seemed like the only viable option, but their vigilance during watch was flawless, and they never let go of their weapons.
It was incomprehensible how such people could exist.
Even if I managed to escape, a single signal from them would bring everyone running.
Their preparation was that thorough.
Under the pressure of needing to escape and the growing anxiety as we neared the city, the inevitable day finally came.
“We’re here.”
Before me stood the familiar gates of Yulistia.
The place I had reached previously by following Petras, the researcher.
At that time, I had escaped well…
But this time, it was different.
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Chapter 25: The False God (2)
The patriarch’s office.
Though not as luxurious as the private quarters of nobles depicted in movies, it was spacious and tidy.
The thought that power was still power, even in a city-state, lingered only briefly.
I blinked, staring at the girl before me.
“…I think I understand why Sorab used such a phrase.”
She, who had just spoken incomprehensibly, introduced herself as Lysithea Krase.
Behind her stood the man I had seen before, Sorab, standing at attention.
She, as the head of the Krase family, was the patriarch who had summoned me.
Contrary to my expectations, she was a woman.
And a young one at that.
It was then that I realized I had misunderstood something.
There wasn’t a second ruling family in Yulistia.
I had failed to consider it because my only previous encounters with patriarchs were with the fat one and the skinny one.
Relief swept over me, causing my body to relax, but I quickly tensed up again.
Even so, the situation was strange.
If it wasn’t those two, then there should have been even less reason for someone to seek me out.
As I stared at her, trying to gauge her intentions, Lysithea gave a faint smile.
“It seems you’re uncomfortable with being brought here uninvited. I apologize. But since you’ve come all the way here, it seems you’re at least willing to talk. Am I right?”
She seemed slightly cautious, perhaps misinterpreting my expression.
Talk? I was dragged here because I didn’t want to die.
However, the treatment I received wasn’t as bad as I had expected.
Even if it was just a façade, I decided to play along for now.
“Get to the point.”
I began regretting my response almost immediately.
Why couldn’t I have stayed quiet?
Of all people, why did I have to provoke the patriarch, right here in the main estate?
Cold sweat ran down my back—or at least, it felt like it.
Lysithea’s expression momentarily stiffened at my icy retort, but she quickly smiled again.
“…You’re rather straightforward. Well, the introduction did go on a bit too long. Let’s get straight to the point, as you wish.
…Is this artifact yours?”
Despite her youth, the girl demonstrated remarkable emotional control.
Her slender finger pointed to the music box on the table, its music playing softly.
It was the “Celestial Music Box” I had used in a transaction.
I had been so preoccupied with assessing the situation that I hadn’t even noticed it.
But why was it here?
I was certain I had handed it over to the merchant Maurice.
“I didn’t give that to you.”
A sharp remark slipped out unintentionally.
For a frail-looking girl, she should have been visibly flustered.
Yet, Lysithea remained composed, unlike her delicate appearance.
Speaking softly, she exuded the poise of a ruler.
“I apologize to him, but this is not something an ordinary merchant should possess. It was necessary for the city’s well-being and to prevent disorder.”
Her unwavering gaze suggested she believed her reasoning was obvious.
The matter-of-fact tone nearly convinced me for a moment.
This girl was no ordinary child—her brazenness was remarkable.
No matter how extraordinary the music box might be, how could she justify stealing something lawfully traded under the guise of necessity?
I could almost hear Maurice’s wails in the distance.
Although her gentle demeanor swayed me, it seemed the records were accurate—this family, whether two or three branches strong, was corrupt.
Even if they didn’t lust after women, their greed for possessions was unimaginable.
“So, it is yours.”
My words indirectly confirmed my ownership.
Lysithea’s eyes sparkled as she began peppering me with questions.
“What’s the mechanism behind the music box? Who made it? Where did you get it, and how many are there?”
Her composed demeanor gave way to an excited curiosity.
The melody, inspired by the sun and moon, flowed through the air, the warm tones of the “sun” resonating beautifully.
“That’s too many questions.”
“Oh… I’m sorry.”
The girl quickly calmed down again.
I pondered.
But no matter how much I thought about it, I had nothing to tell her.
The Celestial Music Box was an event item in the game, and each player could obtain only one.
When asked where I got it, the answer was “in the game.”
Its mechanism? Who ever analyzed game items for their mechanics?
It seemed the girl appreciated the music box’s functionality.
The inserted melody was lovely, and its automatic playback was impressive, so it made sense.
She appeared to want additional ones.
I decided to be honest.
“You can’t get more.”
“What?”
“There’s no more. For anyone.”
I cut off any false hope with a firm tone.
Lysithea stared at me quietly for a moment, gazing into my eyes.
Her demeanor grew noticeably calm.
“…It seems you’re telling the truth.”
Disappointment and regret shadowed her expression.
Her immediate acceptance surprised me.
If she had wanted it that badly, wouldn’t it have been normal to press me further?
Not that I minded her lack of persistence.
“Then where did you get it?”
“I received it a long time ago.”
“You… received it?”
“Yes, a long time ago. There’s no one left who can give it now.”
The developers who had hosted the event didn’t exist in this world.
Yet Lysithea looked at me with astonishment.
“You… just who are you…?”
She seemed genuinely shocked.
I tilted my head in confusion.
What I said wasn’t that surprising.
Was she just a sensitive child?
The now-silent Lysithea and the taciturn Sorab.
The serene melody filled the stillness of the room.
At last, Lysithea shifted the topic.
“…Do you know about the Serpent God that has taken over the city?”
It was impossible not to know.
“In parts.”
“They call such beings ‘false gods.’”
Her tone was deeply serious.
Brushing back her black hair, she continued.
“This term originates from the research of the theologian, Sir Agnatz. I heard it directly from his disciple, so it must be true.”
Agnatz again.
Was he more famous than I thought?
If he coined the term “false god” for these deities, he must have been quite skilled.
“And?”
“They say you massacred the followers of the Serpent God.”
Was this Sigila’s report?
Since it was true, I nodded in acknowledgment, and she nodded back.
The girl pursed her lips for a moment, as if choosing her words, and then poured out her thoughts.
“I don’t know who you are. I’m also curious about how you came to have such power. But my situation is very desperate.”
At that point, I could guess what she was about to say.
So I tilted my head once more in puzzlement.
Weren’t the corrupt patriarchs all exploiting the Serpent God?
Is there a division even among them, or is this another misunderstanding?
Either way, my answer was the same.
“Would you help in subjugating the Serpent God…?”
“No.”
I preemptively cut her off with a firm refusal.
As I’ve said repeatedly, no matter how minor a deity it might be, it is still an abnormal monster.
Even with relics, it was a dangerous task.
Lysithea gave a faint smile.
“…I see.”
Silence returned.
Like the setting sun giving way to the rising moon, the atmosphere turned somber.
She asked in a low voice.
“Quellière, what does it mean to be desperate?”
Her words seemed rather abrupt.
“Does thinking about it day and night mean you’re desperate?”
A fragile smile wavered like a mirage.
I didn’t know her full circumstances, but had the torment from the Serpent God taken a heavy toll on her?
It was a cryptic remark, so I answered instinctively.
“Desperation is different from obsession or urgency.”
“…You say such things.”
Suddenly, I looked around the room.
It was the patriarch’s room.
Luxurious.
This young girl was the head of an entire family.
I didn’t know what had transpired, but why was I here?
It was a city I passed through fleetingly, without forming any particular connections. I was here solely by the patriarch’s orders.
For her to summon me, even chasing after the wind, she must have been in a desperate situation.
“My childhood was nothing but darkness.”
“Darkness?”
“Yes… So this sliver of unexpected hope feels terrifying. If it fails, it feels like it’s truly the end.”
Before I knew it, her voice carried an earnestness.
At that moment, her tone shifted slightly, and a gaze unbefitting a girl pierced me.
“That’s why… I’m asking even someone as enigmatic as you. To increase even the smallest chance.”
Her words struck me as odd.
To increase even the smallest chance?
It was as if…
Knock, knock—
At that moment, there was a knock on the door.
When the patriarch gave permission, a family servant entered and bowed. He reported.
“Dame Anasha and the knights of Grypheon’s ducal house have departed.”
I was startled without realizing it.
In contrast, Lysithea nodded, and I quickly grasped the situation.
So, Anasha successfully secured reinforcements.
And it seemed preparations for the Serpent God subjugation were already complete.
It wasn’t a bad development.
If they handled it themselves, it would be easier for me, and the city would regain its peace.
But why did this foreboding feeling linger?
“Grypheon?”
I had heard of it, but I didn’t know much.
However, as a ducal house, its influence must be considerable, and its knights’ prowess would go without saying.
These weren’t ordinary appointed knights but knights from a ducal family.
How they managed to bring the duke’s confidants was a mystery, but that wasn’t the important part.
When I urgently asked for an explanation, Lysithea responded.
“The subjugation will be led by Sir Salun, the leader of the knights. The group includes Dame Anasha, a wind-element mage, and six ducal knights.”
Six ducal knights.
That phrase echoed in my ears like a refrain.
My judgment was swift.
That wasn’t enough.
Even if they were ducal knights, to capture a divine opponent through conventional means required a hero.
There was a reason I had sought relics.
Even for someone like me, with overwhelming elemental advantage, the Serpent God wasn’t an opponent I could defeat head-on.
…The subjugation would fail.
If that were the end of it, there wouldn’t be a major issue.
There would be casualties, but I had already resolved to prioritize my safety over a dozen lives.
For about ten people, that was my stance.
“…No.”
“Pardon?”
A chill ran down my spine.
Six ducal knights wouldn’t be able to kill the Serpent God, but they could pose a significant threat.
That was the problem.
If they couldn’t kill it… they shouldn’t provoke it.
“Quellière?”
When I abruptly stood up, Lysithea looked at me in confusion.
I had no time to respond.
As much as I didn’t want to, I had to go.
Maybe it was just paranoia, and nothing would happen.
Still, I needed to check the situation.
With the relic in hand, no great disaster should occur.
The catalyst I gripped tightly glowed with a blue light.
I immediately turned my back and left.
*
“···A Serpent God, you say. The world truly is full of wonders.”
Anasha clung to her last lifeline.
Bulizé looked up at her with a complicated expression.
The emerald-green hair flowed softly.
“You’re saying you need my help?”
I couldn’t remember exactly what I said.
All I knew was that I had desperately pleaded with Bulizé, who had appeared amidst the chaos caused by the Duke’s private soldiers.
Strangely, the words I uttered were hazy, but the girl’s face remained vivid.
She had been smiling.
It was a faint, indistinct smile.
“······All right, I’ll help. But only on my own authority and discretion. Let’s settle the debt and gratitude all at once.”
Anasha thought the girl had become remarkably mature.
It might have been because of her.
She didn’t ask for an explanation.
Bulizé also kept her words brief as she assembled the lineup.
Before long, six Ducal Knights stood before her.
It was overwhelming, even bewildering.
Each one of them was far greater than Anasha herself, who had made a name as an adventurer.
But she did not refuse.
She had already resolved to abandon any pretense.
“Thank you, Anasha.”
Bulizé’s eyes were detached, as if she had cut something away.
Anasha bowed deeply before turning away.
Upon arriving in Yuristia, she sought out the head of the Krase family.
The woman was also aware of the corruption in both families.
“I’ll station soldiers at the mountain pass. Good luck.”
The young patriarch, who resembled Bulizé in some ways, readily agreed.
There was no reason to oppose subjugating the Serpent God, a source of trouble.
Although the subjugation itself was entrusted to the seven-person team, they decided to deploy additional troops in case of any commotion.
“Something feels off.”
“Agreed, Leon.”
After completing some preparation time, they infiltrated the mountain where the Serpent God had made its lair.
Sir Salun glared into the forest teeming with dark energy.
“They said its diameter exceeds fifteen meters, and it commands a horde?”
“Also, most conventional weapons can’t even scratch it. That’s all we know so far.”
At Anasha’s tense tone, the knights exchanged glances. Salun stroked his chin.
“You’ll handle the horde. As a mage, you should be adept at dealing with a large number of enemies. The minions will fade once the summoner is defeated··· so hold them off until we take it down.”
“Understood.”
“Its immense size is a weapon in itself··· but we’ve slain countless such beasts before. Nothing to worry about. The real problem is that our blades don’t seem to work well against it.”
Salun scoffed and unleashed his power.
A radiant light ignited along the blade.
“The city’s soldiers probably didn’t have the ability to imbue their weapons with energy. Scales are tough, but scales are still just scales—nothing we can’t handle.”
“That makes sense···.”
Clearly, these warriors were on an entirely different level compared to the ones before.
Anasha felt a spark of hope.
Step, step. Leaves and weeds swayed with each footstep of the group.
As if sensing intruders, the insects chirped shrilly. When the suffocating dark energy enveloped them, it revealed itself.
The Serpent God.
Sssaaaak-!
With an unsettling cry, the beast’s massive limb slammed down in front of them.
Its overwhelming form was terrifying, but the knights reacted with calm precision.
“There it is!”
At the signal marking the start of the battle, flames burst to life on their blades.
They charged toward the Serpent God’s head, confronting it head-on.
Their blades, imbued with energy, aimed for the serpent’s neck, and one knight leaped into the air.
“Leon!”
At that moment, the knights sensed something was amiss.
It wasn’t because Leon was injured.
They had anticipated injuries and were prepared.
The problem was that the Serpent God was unscathed.
Their energy-infused strikes had barely left scratches.
【Pathetic worms···.】
A crushing pressure enveloped them.
The knights realized they were hearing the voice of a god. It was laced with disgust and irritation.
Even after being struck by attacks that could slice through any monster, it barely reacted.
And that was to be expected.
The faint divine power had transformed an ordinary serpent into a god. Its body had been drastically enhanced.
Using swords and spears to fight it head-on was like trying to crack a rock with an egg.
Yet the knights, unaware of this truth, were troubled.
“Everyone, fall back!”
A whirlwind of blades swept through.
Though the Serpent God’s scales remained intact, the necks of the black serpents swarming around it were severed.
The knights took a step back.
“Sir Salun. What now······.”
“Increase the output of your energy to the maximum. It’s not that our attacks don’t work at all—exploit the openings.”
The radiance of their blades grew even brighter.
The energy coursed through their swords and spread across their bodies, tinting their eyes a vivid blue.
The knights charged into the sea of black serpents.
Anasha supported them with her magic.
······Perhaps the Serpent God was an even more monstrous being than they had anticipated.
She had been confident, but it might have been an overestimation.
Unease crept up, but there was no turning back now.
A chaotic skirmish broke out.
The knights moved freely, slashing through their foes.
The Serpent God’s skin, though still resilient, became easier to cut than before.
But then, the Serpent God roared and lunged, sinking its teeth into Salun.
“Sir Salun!”
Crunch. With an ominous noise, Salun swayed back and forth in response to his nodding movements.
Yet, he was a true knight.
Despite having broken bones, he swung his sword with superhuman determination.
【Kieeeek-!】
The Serpent God writhed as its tongue was severed.
Its massive body tumbled, causing an earthquake across the forest.
A knight hurried to support Salun, who had barely been freed. He struggled to speak.
“···Retreat.”
“What?”
Anasha was taken aback.
“Retreat? What do you mean-”
“I felt it the moment I severed its tongue. This is not a task for a knight. It was a mistake to assign this force.”
“Even so······.”
Anasha’s eyebrows trembled slightly.
Her opinion didn’t matter, and the knights immediately stomped the ground.
The front line quickly receded.
As the cityscape came faintly into view, a scream pierced the air.
“Kyahhh!”
It was the scream of a city dweller.
Though people appeared faint from this distance, the immense figure of the Serpent God was unmistakable.
At that sound, Salun muttered under his breath.
“If we’re not careful, the city could be harmed. For now······.”
His words couldn’t continue.
Because the Serpent God charged toward the city.
“······!”
Without sparing a glance at the stunned Anasha, the Serpent God roared.
Its eyes gleamed with a crimson light that hadn’t been there before—a manifestation of ‘Berserk,’ a state that occurred when a minor god sensed danger.
Rage consumed its reason.
Only ruthless slaughter could appease the god—a divine judgment upon foolish creations.
It was the nature of a flawed god who hadn’t ascended to true divinity.
“Damn it, it’s coming this way!”
“This is insane···!”
The soldiers stationed at the entrance trembled as they aimed their bows.
They cursed the patriarch.
No one had told them to risk their lives.
A tidal wave of countless snakes surged forward.
Ahead of them, the Serpent God slid down, ramming into the outpost at the entrance.
Soldiers were sent flying, and the city descended into chaos in an instant.
“How, how could this happen···!”
Anasha bit her lips so hard they bled.
It was her fault.
Regardless of her intentions, this catastrophe was her doing.
The maddened Serpent God wouldn’t stop until it turned the city into a wasteland.
This was why mortals should not intervene.
Attempting to subdue a god with a human body had brought divine punishment upon them.
She resented herself, and she resented the heavens.
Was it truly wrong to protect the city she loved? Were all her efforts—pleading with a young girl, doing everything she could—utterly futile?
Why had the heavens sent a wicked god to the city? Could it be that gods themselves were the root of all evil?
······There was no salvation in the world.
Despairing, Anasha lowered her head.
She wanted to block out the sights and sounds and disappear somewhere far away. Then she could escape this dreadful cacophony.
The dreadful cacophony······.
“···Huh?”
It was silent.
The Serpent God’s roars, the hissing of the black snakes, the screams and wails of the citizens—all of it was gone.
Had she gone deaf? She raised her head.
“Ah.”
Something cold touched her cheek, and she raised her hand.
It was snow. Bitterly cold.
She looked up at the sky, her eyes widening.
A snowstorm was raging.
The sun, which had been shining just moments ago, had vanished.
Though it was a familiar sight, it was far grander and more magnificent than before.
Anasha stared blankly ahead. It wasn’t hard to deduce what was happening.
She just had to follow everyone’s gaze.
“······.”
Beyond the frozen baby snakes and the Serpent God’s venomous eyes, through the citizens’ confused stares, there she was.
Step by step.
A fierce wind carried the snow.
Amid the freezing battlefield, she walked alone.
Like everyone else, Anasha could only watch.
Quellière, the lofty and alluring woman, calmly approached the Serpent God.
In her hand, the blue crystal she held radiated a dazzling light.
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According to the original history, the corruption of Yulistia lasted for hundreds of years.
The Krase family, which sought to stop it, was also destined to disappear within a few years.
The Serpent God was the root of all evil.
Fittingly for such a dire situation, Lysithea Krase, the head of the Krase family, suffered from anxiety and pressure.
Even if she was capable, the trials she faced were too cruel for a young girl.
It was during such a time that a change occurred.
The cursed artifact known as the music box, the Serpent God’s servants, and the massacre.
All of it was tied to a woman named Quellière.
······!
The moment she first saw the woman Sigila had brought, she gasped sharply.
Lysithea, who was raised in an aristocratic household, had a keen sense of aesthetics.
That sense of beauty seemed to collapse in an instant.
It was then that she understood why Sorab described her as “brilliant.”
Even that stoic man couldn’t help but be in awe.
‘Get to the point.’
True to what she’d heard, Quellière was nonchalant, almost coming across as arrogant.
With tension simmering beneath the surface, the conversation began.
It was brief but astonishing.
A power passed down through certain members of the Krase lineage—the “eyes.”
An ability that had been refined from the traits of their ancestors, who had built the city as merchants in ancient times.
It was the power to discern truth.
‘You can’t get more.’
Quellière held critical information.
Lysithea pushed herself a little and activated her eyes to their full extent, immediately accepting the truth of those words.
It was bitter, but the existence of several such cursed artifacts made no sense in itself.
Confusion came next.
When she asked Quellière where she had obtained the artifact, her answer was also the truth.
‘I received it a long time ago.’
Her gaze carried a faint sadness.
She truly seemed to be recalling a distant past—not just years ago, but an era that could no longer be revisited.
‘Yes, a long time ago. There’s no one left who can give it now.’
Sadly, those words were also true.
Was the person who gave her the music box dead?
What kind of relationship did they have with Quellière?
It was disappointing that there were no more artifacts, but Lysithea quickly set aside her regrets.
She brought up something more important—the real reason for her visit.
‘…Do you know about the Serpent God that has taken over the city?’
The days had been bleak.
Looking back, there was only sorrow and despair.
Her father’s sudden illness, the struggle to hold the family together amidst infighting with two patriarchs.
The grotesque pig and the vile skeleton were, sadly, not easy opponents.
Those two families had grown by leeching off Krase’s power.
Yet, there had still been hope.
If only the Serpent God hadn’t appeared.
The sudden arrival of that entity had derailed everything.
The support is ready. But there must be no interference.
In that sense, Anasha’s assistance was a golden opportunity.
Lysithea knew Anasha harbored an unusual hatred for the Serpent God and had managed to secure cooperation.
The ducal knights of the duchy.
Sorab was the most skilled fighter she knew.
Even he was tense in the face of not one but six adversaries.
Was there truly a monster even they couldn’t defeat?
Could you assist in subjugating the Serpent God?
‘No.’
She even asked Quellière for help, feeling that failure here would mean the end.
The answer was rejection, as expected.
Quellière had no personal ties to the city or its people.
‘…No.’
But then, something strange happened.
The same word, spoken in a different tone.
After refusing, Quellière suddenly bolted from the room after hearing Anasha’s words.
Did she change her mind?
There was no time for such naive assumptions as the situation unfolded rapidly.
Following after her with Sorab, Lysithea was met with chaos.
“Why have you come all the way here…!”
The Serpent God had invaded the outskirts of the city.
This had happened before, but this time was different.
The god was rampaging.
The day she had desperately hoped would never come had arrived.
What on earth had Anasha done?
Had she provoked the false god’s wrath?
Regardless, there was no time to dwell on it.
That thing would not retreat unless it was utterly destroyed.
“…Sorab, call for reinforcements.”
The final battle against the Serpent God.
It had to be avoided, but the city’s survival depended on it.
She gave the command with resolve, but no response came.
“Sorab…?”
Perplexed, she turned around, only to see snow swirling in the air.
Lysithea blinked and looked up.
Snow was falling, resting gently on Sorab’s head.
A belated reply reached her ears.
“Let’s wait and see.”
Following his gaze absentmindedly, she saw Quellière’s back.
*
In the Four Seasons War, attributes were crucial.
An attribute was an affinity, and affinity could amplify combat power several times over.
And I was the Snow Maiden.
Naturally, I was of the snow race, snow itself.
This meant I was deeply aligned with the elements of snow and winter.
Both were weaknesses of the Serpent God.
…That’s why I stood here.
If it were any other petty god, I wouldn’t have dared to challenge them.
But it was the Serpent God—only the Serpent God made this possible.
The coldness of the catalyst tingled at my fingertips.
This relic was the finest attribute catalyst.
It was time to show the creature the extreme power of its polar opposite.
“…Quellière.”
The scene I arrived at was utter chaos.
Five minutes before the carnage broke loose.
As I feared, the Serpent God appeared to have gone berserk.
Thankfully, Anasha and the knights were alive, but if this continued, the city would be doomed.
“I’m sick of this.”
I was annoyed.
This nonsensical cleanup duty was wearing me down.
I hated the god who had sent me here and despised the false god pretending to be divine.
“…What? Why are you here—no, wait. Are you planning to fight the Serpent God? You can’t. That thing is on a completely different level than its minions.”
“Anasha.”
“Yes, I understand. We can regroup the soldiers with the ducal knights, and… if you’re willing to help us, even if sword energy doesn’t work on that monster, your magic might—”
“Be quiet.”
“…What?”
Anasha was desperate.
I could understand her urgency.
But she was noisy and said too much.
Her words were utterly useless.
Other players in this fight were irrelevant.
I intended to go all out.
To defeat the Serpent God, I had to reshape the environment itself to my advantage.
There would be no distinguishing friend from foe.
If they didn’t want to be caught up, they’d best stay out of the way.
“Stand aside.”
Driven by impulse, I approached the creature.
Fine, let’s do this.
If it got too dangerous, I’d run away.
If necessary, I’d use transformation magic to escape—what could that thing possibly do to stop me?
Its large size made it slower.
The creature, now determined, wriggled to summon its minions.
“Quellière!”
Ignoring Anasha’s shout, I intensified the snowstorm.
It was for safety, and it worked.
The small black snakes froze or visibly slowed.
My control over magic was still clumsy.
By rights, I shouldn’t have been able to wield snowstorms or ice spears yet, but now I had no concerns.
Because I had the catalyst.
“Attribute control enhancement” was one of the catalyst’s two abilities.
I could feel everyone’s gaze on me.
In the past, I would have recoiled under such attention, but as Quellière, I remained unshaken.
The Serpent God, sensing the threat, glared at me with narrowed eyes.
【Disgusting…】
The current climate was entirely incompatible with it.
The voice of the false god was unlike a human’s, chilling to the bone.
But I didn’t show it.
Instead, I confronted it boldly.
“Filthy snake.”
The guard was strong.
The Serpent God’s eyes flared with venom.
A crimson light, the symbol of frenzy, flickered in his gaze.
I flinched, but since I had come this far, I decided to release my pent-up anger and speak.
“Filthy trash, less than dirt. A speck of dust not even fit to be fertilizer.”
Snow poured down in torrents.
Amid the sharp, cutting winds, only my voice echoed.
Three veins bulged on the Serpent God’s brow.
【A mere creature… I am the god of this land…】
What nonsense.
There were no gods left in this world.
If the true gods had seen this lowly being proclaim himself as one, they would have clicked their tongues in disdain.
“Pathetic.”
I spat the words with sincerity.
That was all it took for the Serpent God to lose his grip on reason.
【Kiaaahhh-!】
He roared and charged.
It was a simple outburst of rage, but the intensity was far beyond anything human.
“Kyaaah!”
“Protect the citizens!”
“Quellière, this way, quickly!”
The screams of terrified people, the ducal knights preparing for battle, and Anasha’s voice filled with concern.
All of it blurred past my ears as my thoughts accelerated.
The fight couldn’t drag on.
The Snow Maiden had inherently limited mana reserves—a limitation of being a decorative character.
In that sense, this moment, when he had lost his composure, was an opportunity.
“Haa…”
Gripping the catalyst tightly, I extended my hand.
The relic’s second ability was ‘Attribute Amplification.’
It consumed the relic’s inherent energy to enhance elemental power.
Sssss-!
A much colder breath than before was exhaled.
The Serpent God, touched by the frosty trail, lost his balance and stumbled.
【Cursed… and impure…】
But it inflicted no significant damage.
He quickly rose, glaring at me with the hatred of a mortal enemy.
The provocation of ‘opposition’ had clearly worked.
I glanced around.
All eyes were on me and the Serpent God.
The fate of humans and monsters hinged on our battle.
The situation wasn’t favorable.
“Another way…”
This wasn’t enough.
The blizzard was indeed a critical blow to him, but he wouldn’t die from just this.
He would die if left in it for a long time, but my mana wouldn’t hold out that long.
I had already used a significant amount.
Even setting aside the cold breath, maintaining the blizzard was a constant drain.
If I kept using it sparingly, it wouldn’t solve anything.
…I had to pour it all out at once.
All at once, completely.
Taking a deep breath, I opened my hand.
Magic began to coalesce into the form of a ‘spear.’
【I shall proclaim your end-!】
A snow-covered street.
The pitch-black Serpent God, contrasting against the pure white, slithered forward in an assault.
Slow. The world felt slow.
It was as if time had been sliced into tiny fragments.
As the enormous figure approached with each moment, the ice spear grew larger.
Radiant light flowed from the catalyst.
The relic’s inherent energy was structured to recover gradually after use.
Since amplification was a refined power, it couldn’t be used freely.
The key point here was that I hadn’t fully utilized this relic before, and…
…the relic had been dormant for at least several centuries.
Its energy should have been brimming.
I invested all of it into the spear, pouring my mana into it as well.
At the very least, I expected to create a spear two or three meters long.
“Ah…?”
But something was wrong.
It grew wildly beyond the size I had imagined.
Even if I poured everything into it, the accumulated energy should have limits, yet this was far beyond that.
Was it due to the settings again?
Pure mana, refined elemental power, a singular phenomenon… I couldn’t discern what was at play.
Before I could figure it out, mana and energy swirled chaotically, culminating in…
…not a spear but something more akin to a ‘pillar.’
【Shaaaa-!】
Time resumed.
In front of me, the Serpent God lunged, his gaping mouth aimed at me.
The crimson glow in his eyes left an afterimage in a straight line.
I set my sights on his gaping maw and pulled my arm back.
It was a throwing stance.
The spear of air moved in sync with my hand.
Thinking back, it was a tenacious grudge.
His minions had tried to kill me for no reason, dragged me to the empire, and now here I was again, face-to-face with him.
It felt as if something would finally be resolved only if he died.
“This… is your grave.”
The moment I released my hand.
The colossal ice spear shot forward at breakneck speed.
A sound of air ripping apart echoed, and it pierced into the Serpent God’s mouth.
【Kiaaaahhh…!】
Upon impact, a tremendous explosion swept through the area.
The ground trembled, and powerful winds surged.
The scene resembled an unprecedented calamity, causing people to huddle in fear.
*
“Quellière, is Quellière alright?!”
As the swirling dust and snow settled, the shock subsided.
Anasha, who had recovered first, looked into the distance.
When the billowing dust finally cleared, everyone saw it.
The Serpent God, with a blue pillar lodged in his mouth, lay motionless.
The ferocious rampage seemed like an illusion, as he didn’t move an inch.
He was dead.
“…”
The citizens, as if witnessing the incomprehensible, stared blankly.
They struggled to make sense of what they had seen.
Anasha and the ducal knights, quicker to grasp the situation, shifted their gazes.
Before the corpse of a god, there stood Quellière, nonchalant as if it were nothing.
Her eyebrows raised, she gazed into the void.
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The power of the Serpent God was beyond imagination.
I thought I had grasped it fully, but it was not the full force.
Not only myself, but even the Ducal Knights were helplessly pushed back.
At that moment, Quellière appeared, almost like snow.
Anasha was glad to reunite with her, thinking she would never see her again, but she was also worried.
She knew well that Quellière was strong.
However, it was different from the time of the former subordinates.
The Serpent God was a monster fitting the title. It was a fact that I had realized once again.
Quellière was strong and beautiful, but she was human.
Anasha, not knowing her race, thought this.
Even if she was strong, could she really win with such a fragile body?
…But that was a misjudgment.
Whether a god or a human, those who had transcended their limits could not be measured by ordinary standards.
In fact, it almost felt arrogant, but Quellière remained calm and composed throughout.
“Annoying.”
She spoke in a tone that seemed to trample on the Serpent God like a mere worm on the dirt.
The citizens, as well as Anasha and the knights, were astonished.
How dare anyone speak to a god like that?
Even until then, Anasha had expressed concern for her safety.
She did not know who the real monster was.
Then came the magnificent sight.
Breaths, reminiscent of a dragon’s, blew through the snowstorm, and with a spear as thick as the columns of a temple, it pierced the Serpent God’s mouth.
It was like an achievement from mythology.
That was the end of it.
After dominating the city for a long time and spreading despair, the Serpent God’s end was so anticlimactic.
Everyone stared at Quellière in disbelief.
Anasha was the same.
“Are you… really human?”
What was her true identity?
Where had such a woman suddenly appeared from?
She was unlike any human Anasha had ever seen.
Quellière silently stared into the void.
Anasha watched her with awe in her eyes.
“The evil god is dead!”
After a brief silence, someone raised their voice.
That was the catalyst.
The citizens shouted in joy, celebrating their liberation.
“Liberty! It’s liberation!”
“We can return to how we were before!”
The entire city erupted in cheers and fervor.
The citizens, freed from oppression, cried out loud.
Lysithea watched their smiles with mixed feelings.
“…Liberation, huh?”
The god who had tormented her was gone overnight.
Was it really that simple?
No, it certainly was not.
The woman who resembled snow stood in the center of the crisis.
Even though she was at the heart of the matter, because of her sharp presence, no one could approach her.
Even the knights of the ducal mansion stood there, staring in confusion and astonishment.
She was strange.
Dangerous curiosity toward the unknown surged, but she barely managed to avert her eyes.
What was important now was not that.
“Sorab, the god is dead.”
“I know. It seems they have come out as well.”
At his words, she glanced at them.
“What… what is this…!”
“…A god has fallen!”
When did they arrive?
Andak Vion and Vidor Griant froze, their expressions filled with disbelief.
The corrupt patriarchs were gone.
The oppressor was no more, and they had lost their greatest weapon.
“It’s going to get busy.”
“I know that as well.”
The impenetrable barrier had been broken, but there was still a tumor to remove.
At Lysithea’s serious words, Sorab showed the utmost respect.
It had been a tiring time.
Lysithea had lost much and suffered from melancholy and anxiety, but… hatred and resentment had also piled up.
Now, only an all-out war remained.
It would be a fierce fight.
But she would never back down.
“We must reclaim what we have lost.”
She would get rid of the two old fools who had meddled and restore Krase’s position.
Then, Lysithea would finally change Yulistia to a system of family rule.
In fact, three ruling families were not necessary.
“Before that…”
It would be a fight that would not end until one side collapsed.
Before starting the war, she needed to meet with Quellière once more.
Lysithea needed to understand her intentions, so Sorab asked.
“Should we bring her?”
“No, she must be treated as a guest. I will go.”
Lysithea walked toward Quellière, who was staring at the void with strange eyes.
She was still young.
It was natural to be inexperienced.
But even if she became an adult, could she ever become like her?
Despite my doubts, if there was something to learn, it was worth following as guidance.
Though still a young girl… Lysithea was the head of a family.
*
Meanwhile, in the bustling streets and the far shadows of the outskirts.
In a gloomy corner, several people dressed in black robes gathered.
Someone muttered in disbelief.
“The servant of the calamity… has passed away…!”
The scene of the Serpent God’s death.
The final scream echoed endlessly in their minds.
The Dark Cathedral.
In the midst of the silence, a lower-ranking member spoke.
“…It is an urgent matter. Adein, we must report to the high priest.”
At the worried words, the man called Adein opened his eyes. His robe had a peculiar swirl pattern on it.
Adein sank into thought.
“Indeed, it is a serious matter… Is that woman some sort of apostle of the god?”
The situation was progressing smoothly.
For some unknown reason, the Serpent God had invaded the city, so they would simply need to support the judgment of that invasion.
But their joy was short-lived.
It was because of the woman with the pale blue hair.
Her strength, standing at the center of the snowstorm, even made the high-ranking members of the Cathedral shudder.
Could she really have defeated the Serpent God alone?
She was a force to be reckoned with, on par with even the High Priest, surpassing the Seven Apostles.
“But it’s not to the point that we need to trouble the High Priest. Have you forgotten the task that he has taken on?”
“That’s true, but…”
The High Priest’s work was not to be interfered with. It was a task that carried the will of the entire Cathedral.
Though they understood that, their subordinates’ faces remained dark. Such overwhelming power was enough to make even the Black-robed Ones falter.
“Now, change your way of thinking. Why are you only trying to avoid her?”
“Pardon?”
Adein, after some contemplation, came up with another suggestion.
In the darkness, his eyes gleamed.
“Now is the perfect time. While that monster’s power has waned.”
*
I stared blankly into the void.
After the final strike, my mana was depleted, and all the energy in the Catalyst had been consumed, but that was not the problem.
What appeared before my eyes was far more important.
A long time ago, when the Second War of the Four Seasons had just been released, and they asked if I wanted to link my play records.
The last system window I had seen then… was now appearing before me.
“This is…”
It wasn’t inherently a problem.
It was the first system message I had seen since falling into this world, and I could overlook it up to this point.
In stories, the appearance of a message was often a good omen.
However, the content was the problem.
[Trigger condition met.]
[The scenario progresses.]
“What the hell is this…?”
The moment I saw it, a bad hypothesis instinctively came to mind.
Perhaps the Four Seasons War II had begun the moment I became linked to this world.
Why had I been so complacent until now?
It was entirely due to my memories of playing the Four Seasons War.
The belief that the world would remain safe.
But that belief was now shattered, and countless speculations rose to the surface.
Until now, I had thought of this place as a parallel world modeled after the Four Seasons War II.
But what if it wasn’t?
What if it was something entirely different, with its own flow?
“…Damn bastards.”
I didn’t know if it was a single culprit or a group of them.
I resented the heavens.
What kind of nonsense was this—throwing me into a place without any hints and expecting me to figure it out?
Still, I had to figure it out quickly.
Why had this appeared now, of all times?
The guess wasn’t difficult.
“Trigger fulfilled.”
This likely signified the Serpent God’s death.
Whether it referred to the death itself or something tied to the killer, I couldn’t be certain, but it was undeniable.
There was no doubt, given the timing.
But if the scenario was advancing…
What could this mean?
A deep sense of unease welled up inside me.
At that moment, I was gripped by an inexplicable certainty that the world had twisted.
The framework that had once guaranteed safety had collapsed.
The more I thought about it, the more terrified I became.
“I shouldn’t be here…”
I had no idea what might happen.
I was now lost, unsure of anything.
Especially this place, where the Serpent God had died and the message had appeared—this was the very source of unease.
I needed to go somewhere safe.
But there was no place on the continent free from the scenario.
A safe haven in this world… At that moment, the Snowfield came to mind.
“…”
The Snow Castle, where Frike and the Yeti resided, was a pristine paradise.
A sanctuary of peace and tranquility that had allowed me to live for a year without any distractions.
The world called it a demonic realm, where most races couldn’t even approach.
But to me, it felt as comfortable as my own home.
It was, in fact, an optimal environment, offering various benefits.
It was perhaps the safest place on this continent.
At the very least, I needed to be there until I could grasp the situation.
As if entranced, I began to leave when I noticed a presence nearby.
“Miss Quellière, may I have a word with you?”
“…Huh?”
It was Lysithea.
She gazed at me cautiously yet resolutely.
“As the head of the Krase family, I request a private conversation.”
*
The westernmost edge, a land of void and despair.
All that existed there were corruption, sorrow, and the disgrace of foolish humans.
In the “Landfill,” the gravesite of evil gods and the cradle of malevolence, countless grudges swirled.
—Kiiiiik!
Unholy grudges filled the skies, and the ground was the front yard of the dead.
Even on ordinary days, the dead caused commotions, but today they rampaged like madmen.
It was because something had awakened.
【…】
Even though it opened its eyes, it did not move for a long time.
It merely observed the continent in silence.
The Serpent was dead.
The arrangement it had set in place had come to an end.
Hundreds of years earlier than expected.
Curiosity—an emotion it had not felt in a very long time.
Tadadak!
“Oh, oh…!”
A voice reached its ears.
A dead one, racing toward it at a startling speed, gazed upon it.
“You have awakened! Finally! But how? The great plan hasn’t even begun yet…”
It did not remember this figure. Yet there was something peculiar about it.
The being was undoubtedly one of the dead, but its appearance was no different from that of a human.
A robe emblazoned with a crescent moon fluttered.
“O Great One! O Holy Salvation! I remember! I have not forgotten!”
Its hair, left unkempt, flailed wildly.
The frantic gestures and frenzied expressions were unmistakably those of a dead one.
“I remember the sins of the humans! Those who forget are the ones who created me!”
As if consumed by some passion and madness, the dead one babbled incessantly.
It quickly lost interest.
The being was too insignificant to hold its attention.
Once more, it turned its gaze toward the continent.
The Serpent was dead, but it did not matter.
It would have happened eventually, whether sooner or later.
After silently commending the creature for fulfilling its role, it moved on to the next thought.
Who had proven their “potential”?
Who must it “eliminate”?
It scanned its fragmented body, which was spread across the world.
Perhaps it had risen too early.
It lacked sufficient power.
It needed sustenance.
Stirring its long-dormant senses, dulled from eons of slumber, it began to move sluggishly.
A calamity had begun to awaken.
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The easternmost part of the continent, the Snowfield.
The land beyond the Ice Mountains, clad in pure white, was always shrouded in snow, but today’s weather was particularly harsh.
A blizzard accompanied by ominous winds blanketed the entire region, flaunting its identity as a demonic realm.
A frigid hell where most monsters couldn’t even approach.
Yet, there was a figure strolling freely through it.
Pankaj Mishra, the White Silver Dragon King.
Among the white dragons specialized in cold, she was the strongest, and the Snowfield felt as comfortable as home to her.
“…Can I just go in as I please?”
However, her expression wasn’t good, as though she was deep in thought.
She had stopped in front of the Snow Castle, boldly occupying the middle of the empty Snowfield.
“But I can’t just leave without checking…”
Today, she had a peculiar feeling.
Something incredibly unsettling and sticky.
To fulfill her duty, she had to ensure nothing had happened in the Snowfield.
From the divine relics to other regions, she had scouted every corner but found no anomalies.
The only place left was here, the Snow Castle.
But.
“…I should get permission first.”
For some reason, Quellière had been absent from the Snowfield for quite some time.
Normally, she would seek her permission.
It wouldn’t matter if it were just some insignificant creature, but she…
Although she hadn’t revealed it herself, Mishra was nearly certain.
“No… no, I don’t have to be overly cautious.”
Shaking her head vigorously, she decided to stride in confidently.
Come to think of it, she had even shared a table with her once.
As long as she didn’t wreck the place, this much would surely be allowed.
Swallowing nervously, she opened the door.
As soon as she stepped inside, a flurry of snowflakes rushed toward her.
-Quelli! …Huh?
-It’s Quelli! …Oh?
Mishra’s eyes widened in surprise.
The Frikes, staring blankly at her, soon narrowed their eyes and sighed.
-What? It’s not Quelli.
-It’s just some hot one!
-Aw… I was fooled… I’ll go cold now.
The snow spirits had been waiting ever since Quellière departed for the continent.
Mishra was newly amazed.
Spirits were inherently individualistic by nature. And yet, for them to follow one being so devotedly…
It was an impossible phenomenon, but considering her identity, it made sense.
“…Ah, it’s nice to meet you. Pardon my intrusion.”
These were the spirits of none other than her.
Cautiously greeting them, Mishra ventured further inside.
The disappointed Frikes trailed after her, pouting.
-Is Quelli not here? Only this hot one came?
-Worst day ever…
Though they grumbled, they seemed somewhat glad to see her after so long.
Mishra ignored their chatter and let her eyes shine.
“Her… no, Quellière’s quarters…”
She corrected herself after accidentally referring to her improperly.
Since Quellière hadn’t disclosed her true identity, Mishra couldn’t presume anything aloud.
An absolute existence.
Until she declared it herself, Mishra couldn’t act like she knew.
Ignoring the Frikes, who continued to mutter complaints while following her like ducklings, Mishra explored the castle with bated breath.
After thoroughly examining the interior, she found no suspicious areas.
“Was it just my imagination?”
Her doubts were largely dispelled.
When she turned around, the Frikes scrambled to an abrupt halt, almost tumbling over themselves.
-Waaaah!
“…”
With the ones swept away out of sight, only one remained.
Mishra asked it if it had noticed anything strange.
-Something strange… Something strange…?
The Frike stared blankly at her.
Mishra realized there would be no further clues.
Her business in the Snow Castle was concluded.
“I’ll be going. Make sure to guard this place well until she… until Quellière returns.”
Leaving the castle, she headed toward the obelisk once more.
If there were any issues, they would most likely arise there.
She needed to conduct a more thorough investigation.
One of the four supreme structures of the surface world.
After some examination, she found that it was also intact.
It seemed it had all been a false alarm.
“Well.”
Her recent state of mind had been tumultuous, so it wasn’t surprising she might have been mistaken.
She recalled the woman of winter who had once stood before her.
In truth, Mishra had been growing weary.
Even though she believed she would return, deep down, she had started to lose hope.
Even for a Dragon King, who lived for eons, endless waiting was grueling.
“But… she will return.”
Though it was too early to be certain since Quellière hadn’t openly declared it, Mishra was confident.
Otherwise, there were too many unexplained things.
She had regained her strength and resolved not to disappoint her this time.
“It seems safe to say there’s no problem.”
The Snowfield was her domain.
If it was a mistake, or if it wasn’t, the one causing the disturbance must be an entity beyond comprehension—but that was unlikely.
*
The reception room of the Krase family.
Lysithea was meeting privately with Quellière.
Even her minimal escort, Sorab, had been excluded as a gesture of respect and courtesy.
This was a decision made after much deliberation, though Quellière didn’t grasp such political subtleties.
She had no intention of harming her and wasn’t even aware that she was being regarded with wariness.
As the soft melody of an orchestrating music box swirled through the room, Lysithea spoke.
“Who are you?”
It was a question packed with layers of meaning.
A brilliant query, probing the core without leaving an opening for reproach.
Oblivious to her seriousness, Quellière answered nonchalantly.
“Quellière.”
Lysithea nodded as if she expected that.
Of course, she wouldn’t easily divulge anything.
A faint light flickered in Lysithea’s eyes—a power to discern the truth.
“I’ve never heard that name before.”
She murmured while meeting her gaze.
That was the greatest mystery.
Quellière’s attributes were all abnormal.
Her superhuman power, her unearthly beauty, and even her technology that transcended the limitations of the era…
The question wasn’t just what her identity was but how such a figure had gone entirely unnoticed.
Not even a trace in books or rumors.
Could she really be a reclusive hermit?
“Is that so?”
While Lysithea was lost in analysis, Quellière felt pressed.
Just one phrase, Sanirio Advancement, weighed on her with tremendous pressure.
She needed to act quickly, yet this serious private meeting had devolved into vague chatter.
In her haste, her tone naturally turned cold.
“Get to the point, child.”
“Child…”
Lysithea blinked in shock.
She was young, sure, but to be called a child?
She was a family head and had often been told she was mature for her age.
Slightly indignant, she gave Quellière a sharp once-over from head to toe.
“…”
She was speechless.
From her appearance to her demeanor, Quellière was far more adult-like in every aspect.
If the two of them stood side by side, anyone would think she was the child. Comparing herself would only hurt, so she conceded.
“First of all, I deeply thank you for defeating the vile Serpent God.”
“Think nothing of it.”
“You’re planning to leave the city, aren’t you?”
Quellière flinched at the pointed question.
How did she know?
Indeed, she intended to retreat to the Snowfield to avoid any variables.
There was no need to deny it.
“That’s correct.”
Lysithea gulped.
The snow revealed the truth.
“I’ll prepare a place for you. Can’t you help me?”
I expressed my true feelings as desired.
Although the Serpent God had disappeared, the fight remained.
It would be difficult.
If Quellière joined, it would feel like gaining a thousand troops.
Not only that, but it was beneficial for all of Euristia.
Even if there was no additional supply of the music box, she would know the essence of its technique.
The city-state’s development could also be pursued.
However, Quellière’s response was predictable in a certain sense.
“No, I’m leaving.”
It was the truth.
There wasn’t a hint of hesitation.
Indeed, she had no reason to stay in this small city. She would be welcomed anywhere she went.
Quellière knew that no country could stop the ripples of the scenario itself.
Because of this, no matter who proposed, she would have refused, but Lysithea did not know her inner thoughts.
She neatly gave up and moved on to the next matter.
“The corpse of the Serpent God… will you use it?”
It was a selfish thought as the head of a family.
The creature’s corpse still remained near the forest that had become a mess.
The main body, unlike its minions, would not disappear even after death.
Because of its massive size, they couldn’t dispose of it, but she had no intention of just discarding it.
Be it a false god or a petty deity, it was still a corpse of a monster that enormous.
It was an incredibly rare material that could never be found again.
Any powerful or influential figure would covet it.
However, if Quellière claimed ownership, she was prepared to give it up without a word.
After all, she had contributed nothing to that fierce battle.
But Quellière shook her head.
“I don’t need it.”
The truth.
Lysithea was quite surprised.
It was the corpse of the Serpent God.
Though Agnatz had labeled it a false god to differentiate it from a true deity, to the average person, it was still a god.
And yet, she discarded it without a hint of hesitation.
Well, that was understandable.
She glanced at the music box.
Roughly thinking that such an item was sufficient—Lysithea thought—but for Quellière, it was merely troublesome to deal with.
What would she do with something that big?
“Uh, Ms. Quellière, then—”
“Do as you please.”
Before Lysithea could even ask, Quellière preempted her.
Lysithea was taken aback but immediately brightened.
“Ah, uh, really? …Thank you.”
It was an uncharacteristic reaction for her, who always maintained a dignified demeanor under the weight of her title.
Since the one who killed the Serpent God gave permission, no one would object.
The melody in the room seemed to transition from day to night.
After briefly appreciating the dark tune, Quellière stood to leave.
“It’s over, right?”
The moment she turned around, Lysithea, who had been blankly staring, shouted.
“Wait a moment! Where are you going?”
“East.”
Quellière answered indifferently.
She walked steadily toward the exit.
“East…?”
What was in the east?
Lysithea pondered briefly, but nothing came to mind immediately.
More importantly, Quellière was about to leave.
There was a feeling that she might never see her again after today.
As the door handle moved, Lysithea suddenly stood up and asked.
“How did you kill a god?”
The question burst out, driven by her wavering determination.
That’s right. It was the question she had hesitated to ask all along.
She had clearly seen the ice pillar that pierced the Serpent God’s mouth.
However, the monstrous deity had dominated the city for quite some time.
Despite the efforts of countless soldiers and even the knights of the renowned ducal family, they had been helpless.
It was not within the realm of understanding, even if witnessed firsthand.
“Please tell me.”
Moreover, during her earlier conversation with Quellière, her reactions suggested she knew detailed information about the Serpent God.
The reason she initially refused but later accepted must have been because she knew the Serpent God would rampage and descend upon the city.
It was incomprehensible.
No one, not even the Agnatz, would have had information about the Serpent God’s nature.
“…A god?”
But had she been rash in approaching the unknown?
Quellière tilted her head slightly and finally uttered those chilling words.
“That’s no god.”
After she left, Lysithea couldn’t move for a long time.
*
Although it was supposed to be a tense one-on-one meeting, the conversation was trivial.
As she left Krase’s mansion, she reflected.
“Especially the last question.”
Calling such a petty deity a god.
The term “petty deity” wasn’t even a disparagement—it was an accurate title.
True gods didn’t die.
They only entered an eternal slumber, a concept akin to death.
Thus, if it died, it wasn’t a god.
“Too much, way too much.”
Back in my player days, it was just a named mob that I casually took down.
…Though now, I barely managed to kill it with the advantage of type compatibility and artifacts.
“Sigh.”
Of all things, why did I have to become Quellière?
If it were the character I played back when I was at my peak, that would’ve been nice.
Not even aiming that high—there were two second-tier characters in the same set as Quellière.
“…Forget it.”
It’s too late anyway.
At least, my business here is done.
There won’t be anything to do on the continent for a while.
Then, let’s head to the Snowfield.
In that safe place, I’ll carefully analyze the meaning of the system messages.
Leaving the city, I headed east in haste.
Perhaps due to the mental strain of my situation—
I failed to notice those pursuing me.
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Chapter 29: The Birth of Calamity (3)
I was quite the veteran in this body.
Even if I couldn’t adapt to the changed geography on my way to Yulistia, I roughly remembered the path I had taken.
“…”
The return route wasn’t difficult.
Although it had changed significantly over a thousand years, the foundation remained similar. But when did it begin?
Someone started pursuing me as I ran forward without hesitation, fear driving my steps.
I realized I was being chased as I approached the Far East.
“Chase her!”
Red thorns and black masses flew toward me.
I deflected them with magic or dodged narrowly.
The attacks weren’t ordinary.
A shiver ran down my spine.
“…What the hell is this?”
Figures in black robes.
They appeared to be minions of the Dark Holy Society targeting me.
I couldn’t understand it.
Why were they trying to kill me?
What had I done recently? All I could recall was…
“Ah.”
I remembered when they called the Serpent God the “Servant of Calamity.”
Was it because I had defeated the Serpent God? As the realization dawned, irritation surged within me.
Even in death, it’s still causing trouble.
At that moment, the sound of something breaking the air rang out nearby, and a thorn grazed my arm.
Though it was only a minor injury, pain flared up.
“Ugh.”
A short groan escaped me.
It hurt. I had rarely been injured since coming to this world.
Through the tear in my clothes, I could see the wound.
Yet, there was no blood.
This was because no blood flowed in the body of the Snow Maiden.
It felt like a sculpting knife had scratched clay. The traitors who saw it raised their voices.
“Look at that! Not a single drop of blood flows!”
“As expected of the Apostle of God! Even her body is different from humans!”
Their voices carried astonishment and fear.
I was dumbfounded.
Why were they the ones reacting like that?
I was the one in a desperate situation, wanting to scream.
“Stand down, Apostle of God!”
“Hurry! We must eliminate her before she regains her strength!”
Their tone soon turned desperate.
It resembled the cries of humans before Goliath. Internally, I grumbled at their nonsensical statements.
“Why would I be an Apostle of God…?”
When did I become such a grand figure?
And even if I regained my strength, what could I do?
The catalyst’s energy was spent, and my remaining mana was minimal.
Even if I replenished it all, I couldn’t compare to an Apostle.
“Do not let her escape! Kill her for the sake of the Great Work!”
It was a fervent cry from someone who appeared to be their leader.
Though I was supposed to be desperate and fighting for my life, they seemed even more earnest.
Still, the fact remained that I was in danger.
Fwoosh—!
With a mix of complicated emotions, I invoked a transformation spell.
I downed the “Elixir of Mana Circulation” and discarded the bottle.
With my mana nearly exhausted, I had to maximize the distance between us.
“The Apostle is casting another divine spell! Chase her with all your might!”
Don’t treat me like some sealed demon…
Shouting at the top of their lungs, they continued their relentless pursuit.
*
Some time later.
By the time the sun had set, I had reached the Ice Mountains.
At last, I arrived in a place where environmental advantages came into play.
However, the situation only worsened.
No, it was the worst. I was surrounded.
Among the pursuers, now panting and exhausted, only one looked unaffected. He spoke.
“…Face the retribution of calamity, Apostle of God.”
“Retribution of calamity?”
Though his robe was also black, it bore a distinctive swirl pattern.
At my question, he responded.
“Indeed. The crime of slaying the servant of the Great One, who seeks to enlighten the world, is grave.”
As expected, they were insane zealots.
What was their reason for following calamity? How could they revere something so harmful?
The man spread his arms as he introduced himself.
“My name is Adein! One of the Seven Apostles who serve the Master of the Holy Society. Remember this, Apostle of God.”
“…!”
I was momentarily taken aback.
The Seven Apostles.
They were part of the traditional system of the Dark Holy Society.
I had no memory of the name Adein.
Naturally.
He must have been one of the Seven Apostles from a thousand years ago.
He wouldn’t be an ordinary skilled individual.
I grew tense from the core.
Adein stared directly at me as he asked.
“How rude. Are you merely going to listen? Speak! Who do you serve? Are you the Apostle of the hateful Lord?”
What a ridiculous assumption.
If I were such an incredible entity, I wouldn’t have been running for my life.
“An Apostle again…”
Even fighting at full strength would be difficult, and to make matters worse, my mana was nearly depleted.
I had already used all the elixirs I had brought with me.
Though I was in dire straits, I forced myself to stay calm and search for a way out.
I scanned my surroundings.
They were under a grand misunderstanding.
Because they didn’t know my current state, they looked tense.
I had to exploit that opening.
“I am no Apostle of God.”
The zealots stiffened momentarily.
Quickly, I pulled out a “Firekit” and charged at one of them.
It was the weakest part of their formation.
“Aahhh!”
The man flailed as flames caught his robe, and the others froze in shock.
They were startled by this unexpected weapon.
This was why I had saved it until now.
Through the disrupted formation, I broke free from their encirclement.
I spotted a slope. If I could reach the snowfields… no, even the middle of the Ice Mountains, they wouldn’t be able to pursue further.
As hope surged, a man blocked my path.
“I don’t know what you mean, but I’ll finish this here.”
Adein.
A black vortex spun in his hand, emitting a dangerous glow.
If it hit, it wouldn’t end well for me.
“…Ah.”
But my body was already at its limit, and it was too late to dodge.
As I closed my eyes, a roar erupted.
When the ground shook, I opened my eyes wide.
“Ugh!”
Adein was sent flying.
The absurd sight unfolded in slow motion, as if in disbelief.
I turned my gaze.
The culprit behind the scene was covered in white fur.
A mid-level Snow Spirit—Yeti.
The pure white snow beast stood tall, glaring at the crowd.
A mixture of laughter and a sense of relief welled up within me.
“…Well, well.”
On that day, which now felt like a distant memory, I had just left the mountain range and ordered the Yeti to return.
Yet it had disobeyed my command and stayed.
She must have been waiting endlessly.
In this demonic realm, she waited only for the day her master would return.
Forever, and ever.
*
I thought it wouldn’t be easy.
Rather, Adein valued Quellière’s prowess even more highly than his subordinates.
Just by observing her battle against the Serpent God, I couldn’t gauge her exact strength.
All I could do was hope she was near her full power.
If that wasn’t her full strength, there would be no way to deal with her.
But it had to be done.
She had killed one of my retainers.
There was no chance she’d join our side.
An opponent this powerful, who could hinder our future plans, had to be eliminated immediately.
Moreover, slaying someone of such strength would elevate my own rank.
The chase wasn’t easy.
The target avoided fights for some reason, employing strange techniques like transforming her body into mist and clouds, and she glared at us coldly as if we were insignificant.
It ignited a stubborn resolve within me.
When I finally reached the ice mountain range, I felt a sense of accomplishment.
The extreme cold gnawed at my flesh, but there was nowhere left for her to run.
Yet, because she seemed to be an apostle of a god, I couldn’t let my guard down.
Even with her surrounded, I guessed she would escape at least once.
So, I stayed vigilant and prepared to respond immediately.
As soon as she broke through the encirclement, I blocked her path and unleashed my arts.
It was a golden opportunity.
The target couldn’t react in time.
If I pierced her chest, I could end her life instantly.
Yet, even in that moment, her expression remained chillingly calm.
How could someone remain so composed with death looming before them?
As unease welled up within me, that’s when it appeared.
“Urk!”
ROARRR!
A monstrous creature covered in white fur.
It hurled me away and moved with ferocious energy.
It rampaged across the ice mountain range as if it were its own home, charging and rushing in relentless assaults.
It was as if it had been battling endlessly for days on end.
“Guh… Argh!”
The screams of my subordinates echoed in the air.
Those struck and trampled had their arms twisted and knees shattered.
The creature appeared utterly enraged, and that assumption was correct.
The Yeti had been confined here, waging constant battles against the mountain’s monsters.
Already in a frenzied state, it lost all reason upon seeing black-robed attackers targeting its master.
“What the hell is that thing…?”
A deep chill enveloped my entire body.
Could this be one of the infamous great monsters of this treacherous realm?
My subordinates cast magic in resistance, but it was futile.
As terror began to cloud my mind, I desperately forced myself to think.
Could I defeat it with my arts?
“There’s a possibility. There’s a chance. But…”
I stiffly turned my head to glance at the woman.
At that moment, the last of my subordinates fell, struck down by the creature’s mighty blow.
Her cold gaze shifted as if she were observing her only remaining enemy.
What was reflected in those eyes was nothing but an icy calm.
“This is impossible…”
Her expression hadn’t changed in the slightest.
As if no matter the variables, nothing could frighten her.
Those who sought her life were naturally guided into this demonic realm.
Into the same place where she had planted her loyal servant.
Even if by some miracle the monster was defeated, there was no way to triumph over her.
Only now did her previous words make sense.
“I am no apostle of any god.”
That statement, uttered with contempt and icy disdain, wasn’t a simple denial, was it?
The roles had reversed.
Now I was the one running away.
The harsh cold gnawed at my stamina.
Before I became unable to move, I turned back and ran.
“Damn it, damn it…”
As he hastily fled, the screams of his subordinates rang in his ears.
He had to survive.
He had to live and report the existence of that monster to the Sacred Society.
The birth of a formidable adversary who might become a great obstacle.
At the boundary between the mountain range and the continent.
Relieved by the sight of greenery underfoot, Adein turned his gaze back unwittingly and locked eyes with her.
Her icy, indifferent gaze stared down at him as she stood with the monster at her side.
His legs gave out, and he collapsed to the ground, only to frantically rise and flee once more.
*
“Hmph.”
What a spectacle.
Was his claim of being a knight of the Holy Society just a bluff?
I exhaled and surveyed the surroundings.
“…”
The sight was grim.
The black-robed attackers were in terrible shape, having lost their ability to fight.
The battle was over.
I was still alive.
“You did well.”
I quietly expressed my gratitude while stroking the Yeti.
The phrase “thank you” had morphed into a slightly arrogant acknowledgment, but that was nothing new.
The attackers were unconscious or gravely injured, but none of them were dead.
The Yeti must have understood that I didn’t want them killed.
I had never killed a person before, nor did I want to.
“…But, that’s not how things should be.”
This world was harsh.
There was no longer any social safety net to protect me.
Not to mention, the immense variable of advancing the scenario had already been set in motion.
I had to grow stronger.
Both outwardly and inwardly.
These people were from the Dark Holy Society.
They were irredeemable villains.
On top of that, they had tried to kill me first, so sparing them had no value.
“Of course, there’s no need for my hands to get dirty.”
This was the ice mountain range.
A habitat for the most fearsome monsters.
There was no need for me to stain my hands.
After casting a cold gaze at their crumpled forms, I ascended the mountain.
─────!
On the way, we encountered quite a few monsters, but each time, the roaring Yeti rampaged.
The presence of a powerful ally.
It felt incredibly reassuring.
How much time had passed?
Suddenly, my field of vision cleared.
Beyond the blue-gray mountain range lay an entirely white expanse of snowfield.
A vast plain of snow with no visible end.
“Here we are.”
I muttered without much realization.
It had been so long since I last saw such a landscape.
Was this what they called a sense of historical distance?
The Yeti growled as if sharing my sentiment.
I gave it a light pat and was about to step forward when—
─────!
From a distance, a loud noise accompanied by the sound of wings flapping echoed.
A strange sense of déjà vu hit me, and as I suspected, it was Mishra—the White Silver Dragon King, Pankaj Mishra, the guardian of the snowfield.
She flew toward me at a ferocious speed and landed, polymorphing mid-air.
Her rugged landing left me speechless.
“Uh, uh, welcome… Welcome back! Long time no see!”
Mishra hesitantly greeted me.
Unlike her tough initial demeanor, she seemed bashful.
Well, maybe that wasn’t the case.
“It’s been a while.”
Ignoring a greeting would be rude.
Since she was a dragon—a Lord at that—it was only right to acknowledge her emotions, even if my tone was cold despite my intention.
“Is your business on the continent… over now?”
“For now.”
I hadn’t mentioned much, but she must’ve known I had left.
It wasn’t so much business as it was for observing the world’s flow and enjoying myself, but there was no need for detailed explanations.
“Then… oh.”
Her words were cut off by the roaring snowstorm.
Thud, thud, thud—a sound of something running came closer.
Turning my head, I saw silver wolves.
The wolves charged ferociously as if they’d found prey.
-Quelli!
The wolves, crashing through the snowdrifts, instantly transformed into fluttering snowflakes.
They were low-level snow spirits—Frikes.
They seemed to have come to greet me.
-Quelli! It’s really Quelli!
-At last, patience has triumphed!
-The hot one did it!
Mishra gave a bitter smile.
It seemed the spirits had followed her here.
The spirits were practically in a festive mood.
All this fuss just because I’d arrived.
“I told you to guard the castle.”
Feeling embarrassed, I spoke curtly.
But, as always, they took my words seriously.
-Oh no!
-Big trouble! The castle is empty!
-The hot one will try to take it!
Watching the Frikes fluster about, Mishra muttered.
“…I am here, though.”
Her lips pouted slightly.
I couldn’t help but chuckle in disbelief.
“Ha…”
This wasn’t some kind of family reunion.
Who would’ve thought the day would come when I’d be glad to see these troublemakers again?
I had fled, terrified of their antics, but perhaps my home was the most comfortable place after all.
All my fears and concerns melted away in an instant.
Surrounded by beings who adored me, I felt at ease.
While glaring at the Frikes, Mishra cautiously asked me.
“Then, will you be staying here for a while?”
“For the time being.”
Upon hearing my answer, she looked inexplicably pleased.
This wasn’t quite how it felt in the setting guide.
Maybe, having spent an incomprehensible amount of time alone, she, too, longed for warmth.
-Let’s go to the castle, Quelli!
The Frikes tugged at my hand, pulling me toward the center of the snowfield.
It was where the snow-covered castle stood.
“…Sure.”
Well, what could possibly happen?
At the very least, it would be safe here.
As long as I stayed out of the mainland until things settled, it should be fine.
For now, I’d stay here.
The fine snowflakes gently landed on my hair as if blessing me.
*
A research institute in Roblock.
The personal laboratory in its deepest part was enveloped in silence.
In that quiet room, an elderly gentleman was absorbed in his research.
“Hmm…”
The middle-aged scholar scrutinized an ancient text through his monocle.
He analyzed and dissected the peculiar letters.
The study of ancient languages was still an exceptionally obscure field, one that even renowned scholars dared not approach.
“So, the God of Autumn was once called Hypnos in ancient times… Hm, hm.”
And yet, the scholar ventured just past that boundary.
He delighted in exploring a field that would overheat the minds of even those deemed geniuses.
“A god’s name is bound to change depending on the era and tradition… Record this.”
Scribbling with a glint in his eye, he carefully documented everything, leaving out no details, however trivial.
He was utterly devoted to theology.
As he maintained his focus and prepared to turn the page, he heard footsteps approaching.
Thud, thud, thud! Bang, bang!
“Master! Master!”
Someone rushed toward him, shouting and banging on the door.
The unsettling noise disturbed the tranquility, causing the scholar to squint and close his book.
“Master! Maasteerr! Please open the door! Master!”
“……”
How obnoxiously noisy.
The gentleman rubbing his temple pulled a lever beside the desk.
Clatter-
“Oh my!”
“Why are you being so noisy?”
When the door opened, Petras fell flat on the floor.
Rubbing his nose briefly, he furrowed his brows as if recalling his purpose.
“Master! This is urgent… it’s a critical matter! Breaking news! A special report!”
“…Huh.”
Master Agnatz let out a sigh of bewilderment.
Why had his apprentice turned into such a fool?
Among his students, not one had ever struggled with their words.
To calm him down, Agnatz manipulated a nearby machine to pour some tea.
“You must have eaten something strange while traveling to the south. Drink this and clear your head.”
“A special report…! Oh, yes.”
This was one of Agnatz’s unique contraptions.
Though he was a theologian, he excelled in numerous fields, and magical engineering was one of them.
These devices could not be found anywhere else on the continent outside his laboratory.
Gulp, gulp.
Meanwhile, as Petras drank, he slowly organized his thoughts, piecing together his memories.
What surfaced in his mind was a single scene.
The day the Serpent God appeared, he had also been in the city.
This was because his dealings with the patriarch had not yet concluded.
Upon witnessing the grotesque Evil God, he thought they were doomed for sure.
He had regretted his decision.
He shouldn’t have come, blinded by ambition.
However…
“Master, please listen to me.”
“Very well, I’m all ears. What is it you ate that caused this mess?”
“I’m being serious.”
“So am I. What kind of ingredient could turn a sane man into an idiot in an instant…?”
“If you don’t hear me out, you’ll regret it.”
From the beginning, he had considered her a mysterious woman.
But she exceeded all expectations.
She defied reason as he knew it, and as a researcher, facing the inexplicable was driving him to the brink of madness.
If he couldn’t resolve this with his own abilities, he needed to borrow someone else’s mind.
Seeing the sincerity in Petras gaze, Agnatz stopped his joking.
“…Speak.”
Agnatz, the greatest scholar on the continent.
Until now, there had been nothing he couldn’t unravel—so long as it wasn’t the distant mysteries of ancient times.
“I may have witnessed a being beyond human comprehension…”
Petras recounted his story in detail.
What began as mundane soon became intriguing, then shocking, as the tale unfolded to its climax.
Though Agnatz had initially been skeptical, at some point, he became wholly engrossed.
As soon as his apprentice finished speaking, Agnatz rushed to his study and began flipping through old tomes.
These were texts related to the Serpent God or the Goddess of Winter.
*
Flowers bloom and wither.
The sun rises and falls.
The crimson-tinged autumn leaves soon shrivel away.
Spring’s lush greenery gives way to summer’s blazing heat.
Ripened autumn bows its head before winter’s white mantle.
The seasons changed countless times, dressing the land and its people anew.
…And so, ten years passed.
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Chapter 30: 10 Years
The year was 582 of the Imperial Calendar.
As the season of abundant harvest gave way to the frost of winter, snow blanketed the mountain ridges.
In the capital city of Roblock, an exhibition was in full swing at the art museum.
The Royal Family hosted the International Exhibition, inviting notable figures from across the continent.
“It’s getting chilly.”
Lysithea was one of those attendees.
Having reached adulthood, she now exuded a newfound grace and composure.
She gazed at the white mist of her breath, then handed the item in her hand to the person beside her.
“Please, go inside quickly.”
Sorab, who accepted the silk-wrapped item, responded courteously.
He was supporting a rectangular frame wrapped in protective cloth with one hand.
Acknowledging him with a nod, Lysithea strode forward with confidence.
“Welcome!”
The sound of her high heels echoed on the marble floor, accompanied by a cheerful voice.
It was one of the exhibition’s assistants.
“My, what impeccable style you have! Such youthful beauty combined with effortless elegance… May I ask your name?”
The assistant, after complimenting her appearance, casually inquired about her identity.
Although an assistant, she was no mere servant or attendant.
If she served as a helper for the International Exhibition, she was likely of noble lineage herself.
As the child of a noble family, she would have sharp eyes to distinguish between social ranks.
Despite this, Lysithea offered a faint smile and introduced herself.
“I am Lysithea Krase, Marquess of Yulistia.”
“Oh… ah!”
The assistant hesitated briefly before expressing astonishment.
Her reaction was sincere.
“So you are the head of House Krase! I saw your name on the guest list. That item you’re carrying… could it be?”
The assistant’s gaze shifted to the silk-wrapped item held by Sorab.
When Lysithea nodded in affirmation, the assistant brightened and began chattering excitedly.
“Is that so! I heard it was on loan, and I’ve been dying to see it!”
“Really? Thank you. Could you show us the way?”
Lysithea smiled gently, subtly urging her to proceed.
The assistant, who had momentarily let her personal interest show, quickly regained her composure.
“Y-yes! Please follow me!”
The hem of Lysithea’s ornate dress swayed as the sound of her heels resonated.
Maintaining her smile, she walked with poise.
…Not long after the Serpent God disappeared, a war had begun.
The struggle for dominance among the city-states was vile and sordid.
Both sides resorted to any means necessary.
They faced dire circumstances and moments of crisis.
Yet, in such times, there was a woman who became their guiding light.
A strong and noble flower, unyielding even to the harshest cold.
Bearing that image in mind, she endured.
And now, she stood here.
Lysithea emerged as the ultimate victor, and the world remembered her alone.
“It feels as though my artistic senses are awakening. Don’t you think so, Sorab?”
“I am ignorant when it comes to art.”
Various paintings adorned the inner walls.
Each piece was of remarkable quality.
As the pair strolled through, the other guests began whispering.
“Who is that? Does anyone know?”
“Could they be lovers? But the man seems a bit older…”
“I’ve never seen such faces in the Empire before.”
Most of the murmurs came from gossip-loving noblewomen.
The two of them were striking enough to attract attention.
The woman was young and beautiful, while the man exuded a steadfast and taciturn demeanor.
“I wish I could meet that gentleman…”
While most noblewomen were drawn to Sorab, neither he nor Lysithea paid any mind to their chatter.
Soon, the assistant cheerfully announced their arrival.
“We’ve reached the inner chamber!”
When the doors closed, Lysithea glanced around.
Her eyes widened.
The sight before her was magnificent.
The spacious and lofty chamber, with its unparalleled splendor, was almost divine.
“May I have the item, please?”
“…Yes.”
The assistant carefully accepted the silk-wrapped item and untied the strings with caution.
Her eyes sparkled as the contents were revealed.
It was a music box.
“So this is the ‘automatic music player’…”
This rare artifact had been introduced by a single woman.
Lysithea had actively utilized it, and it had since gained considerable fame.
When the device was activated, a melody began to play.
“That machine is truly…!”
“What a beautiful sound…”
The guests, who had been admiring the paintings, turned their attention to the music box.
The artifact was to be displayed in the inner chamber for the VIPs.
It had been loaned to the Empire under a contract.
“The loan period lasts until the exhibition concludes.”
“I understand! Now that we’ve received the artifact, feel free to look around as you please. If you have any questions, just let us know.”
“I will.”
After a moment of thought, Lysithea glanced at the artwork nearby.
It was a painting of a man riding a golden carriage, wearing a strangely servile expression.
Sensing her curiosity, the assistant provided an explanation.
“This is the work of Lady Bulizé of House Grypheon, one of their finest flowers.
The title is ‘The Servile Bureaucrat on a Golden Carriage.'”
Her tone was lively as she elaborated.
“It’s an exceptional piece! The satirical combination of a golden carriage and a servile bureaucrat is brilliant.
The man’s groveling expression adds layers of interpretation…”
Such was her enthusiastic account.
But Lysithea wasn’t particularly interested.
She gave a noncommittal response and began walking again.
As she scanned the wall, she suddenly stopped at one particular point.
“… …”
For a moment, she held her breath.
A large frame, more prominent than the others, hung in the center as if to signify its importance.
The title came into view first.
‘The Scene of Despair’
A poignant title.
It didn’t evoke much at first glance.
The revelation came when her gaze moved upward.
“This is…”
A shattered carriage.
A woman surrounded by figures dressed in black.
The painting’s exquisite brushstrokes stood out, but only one element seized her attention.
The woman with hair as white as snow…
She was unmistakably familiar.
While the assistant interpreted her expression differently,
“Isn’t it remarkable? This piece was created by His Highness Artan Fricas, the Crown Prince!”
Lysithea only half-heard the words as she stared blankly at the painting.
It was undoubtedly her.
Even after ten years, her memory hadn’t faded.
Lysithea was deeply taken aback.
That day, the day the evil god was slain, she had left.
She had said she was heading east.
Though curious, the subsequent war had consumed all of Lysithea’s attention.
Her interest had only resurfaced years later, during the postwar period of stability.
“The broken carriage symbolizes trials. The central figure is believed to represent the Winter Goddess or a spirit of snow, though its true meaning is unclear. Still, her cold and noble demeanor, combined with her poised composure in crisis…”
Lysithea had sent people to search for her.
Agents traveled to various places, collecting rumors and seeking out storytellers.
But nothing was found.
Days turned to weeks, and years passed with no trace.
Quellière had vanished as if she’d evaporated.
Lysithea couldn’t understand.
To her, Quellière wasn’t the kind of person who could simply disappear.
She was like a constellation.
A presence that shone wherever she went, declaring her existence.
“The black figures are thought to represent corruption, and tying them to a popular supreme being… the interpretation is fascinating.”
Over the past decade, no evidence of Quellière’s whereabouts had surfaced.
But then, what was this painting?
Lysithea’s gaze narrowed as if analyzing.
The transcendent beauty, her signature white robe, and the wide-brimmed fedora on her head.
Only someone who had seen her could depict her in such detail.
Crown Prince Artan Fricas.
Lysithea was certain that he had seen Quellière.
She might need to meet him.
“Judging by the title, many believe this piece reflects the Crown Prince’s youthful experiences.
Though His Highness is incredibly bright, he too must have had a boyhood…”
“It’s a stunning work. Truly befitting His Highness.”
Offering light praise, Lysithea gestured to Sorab.
He removed the covering from the frame he was holding and handed it to the assistant.
“Could you accept my painting as well?”
Lysithea smiled.
The assistant glanced at the painting and let out an exclamation of admiration.
“Wow… The intricate details and grand scale are incredible! This depicts an incident in Yulistia from long ago, doesn’t it?”
“I’m glad you recognized it.”
The painting’s backdrop was truly majestic.
A massive black serpent’s onslaught, a city in chaos.
A lone woman standing firm as snowstorms raged above.
“What’s the title?”
As she pondered, the memory of that fateful day and Quellière came rushing back.
Where could she be now?
Lysithea, still reflecting on her theory—Quellière might be a being of higher existence—replied brightly.
“‘The Fallen God.'”
*
The bitterly cold snowfield.
A gray snowstorm blurred the world more than ever before.
Even the pure white Snow Castle was shrouded in a gray hue.
However, the abandoned divine ruins were starkly different.
Instead of gray, a dark aura surged and writhed.
Kroooarrr—!
With a roar that shook the heavens, a massive presence approached.
A living being that looked like an art piece, a blend of white and silver.
When Mishra landed, the dark auras wriggled and gathered into one spot.
It reshaped itself as though kneading a body, forming a new figure.
[…….]
It was a “giant lizard,” flaunting sharp claws.
The Dragon King took it as a sign of mockery.
─────!
The battle began.
The white-silver breath surged forward, but the mass of resentment dodged skillfully, attempting to corrode everything it touched.
[Impure creature…!]
Mishra also countered with seasoned agility.
Yet, her brow furrowed.
Even her aura and the Dragon King’s barrier were ineffective against this formidable foe.
It didn’t matter.
The creature was only a fraction of the whole.
As she tried to handle it “as always,” she frowned again.
Ssssssshhhhh—!
More energy flowed in through the ground.
The lizard’s size swelled.
Mishra was drenched in a wave of dismay.
[Again… are you not tired of this?]
She knew what it was.
The Black Calamity.
Its true name was unknown, but it was a universal enemy that everyone in the world recognized.
Throughout history, it had spread countless disasters in various places.
Recently, its movements had been mysteriously absent.
For some reason, it had reappeared and was rampaging again.
In the past decade, the creature had made its presence felt on the continent.
[No matter how many times you come, you won’t have your way!]
The snowfield was one of its targets.
The Calamity had lingered in the snowfield ever since Quellière returned.
Initially, it was so weak that it couldn’t even stand against the Dragon King’s power.
Yet, each time it appeared, it grew stronger, as though breaking free from a sealed power.
If one were to guess its objective, two possibilities came to mind.
One was the divine ruins.
It was evident that the obelisk was one of the Calamity’s top priorities.
Given its current location, this seemed highly likely.
It couldn’t be allowed.
The eastern ruins belonged to the “master.” Mishra had been commanded to protect the snowfield.
This was still better than the second hypothesis.
Because the second possibility was…
[─Vanish immediately!]
The Calamity had been dormant for at least a hundred years.
It resumed its activities a decade ago, coinciding with Quellière’s departure from the continent.
Was this truly a coincidence?
─────!
The nimble lizard swung its claws, its blades steeped in corrosion.
Mishra lunged forward, bracing for the blow.
[I’ll kill you as many times as it takes!]
If her suspicion was correct, this couldn’t be allowed to continue.
Gods had no fixed form.
Even Mishra hadn’t seen her master’s true appearance.
Currently, the master had manifested on earth in human form.
She didn’t dare to ask, but something seemed off about the master’s being.
Perhaps her return was due to the injury…
Crunch—Crash!
【……!】
Mishra bit down on the cocky lizard, shattering it.
As the resentment dissipated and the black aura scattered, she muttered under her breath, feeling the sting of corrosion on her cheek.
[…I won’t let anyone touch it.]
Countless battles against the Calamity had already unfolded.
Mishra hadn’t reported this to Quellière. She assumed the master was already aware.
Quellière must have recognized the presence of something threatening her. Yet, she hadn’t mentioned it and remained composed.
Mishra interpreted this as a sign of trust.
[To protect the snowfield… and her… is my duty…]
It was a mission she had upheld since time immemorial.
No one, and nothing, could interfere. That was still true, for now.
However, the Calamity would only grow stronger.
Unlike her, who had already reached her peak, it continued to evolve.
How long she could hold it off was uncertain.
[…No, that’s not true.]
She shook her head to dispel her unsettling doubts.
Squinting, she focused her gaze on the distant horizon.
The gray snow battered the Dragon King’s entire body.
*
In the middle of the snowfield stood the Snow Castle.
I was in my room on the top floor.
“Hmm…”
The room was a spectacle, furnished with a bed, a dresser, a desk, a wardrobe, and various other items like my old room.
I didn’t sleep, and my clothes were in the dressing room.
Everything was pointless.
Still, I set it up for one reason—because I was bored.
That was all.
Amazingly, humans could engage in utterly meaningless tasks for the sake of killing time.
“…Sigh.”
Propping my chin on my hand, I stared out the window absentmindedly.
The blurred view was murky from the overcast snow.
“I wish the weather were better.”
Wet and dreary days messed with a person’s mood.
Of course, that wasn’t the reason for my sentiment.
My concern was far more practical.
…Soon, I’d have to go outside.
At that moment, the door burst open.
-Quelli!
“Knock.”
The word escaped me reflexively.
Frike realized her mistake, stepped back out, and knocked before entering again.
-Quelli!
“…What is it?”
I swallowed a sigh and tried to stay composed.
This scene had played out countless times before.
No matter how oblivious Frike seemed, even she wasn’t incapable of learning.
The issue was that each time, a different one of them came.
-Everyone’s making snowmen! It’s fun! The snow is the same color as the wolves!
“That’s silver. The snow falling now is gray.”
A sigh slipped out despite myself.
Frikes, who could transform into Silver Wolves, had likely only ever seen wolves of that color.
They hadn’t ventured beyond the snowfield, and they weren’t allowed to, either.
Frike continued cheerfully.
-The Yetis are having a snowball fight! I joined, but I kept getting hit!
“Oh, really?”
-Yeah! And… Sasquatch built a fort, but when I went inside, it collapsed! He worked so hard on it!
Well, that was inevitable.
Given his size, no ordinary fort could accommodate him.
But that wasn’t the point.
“Get to the point.”
-And then… huh?
“What do you want to say?”
As expected, her answer was predictable. I asked out of courtesy.
Her smiling response was exactly what I anticipated.
-Quelli, come play with us!
“Get out.”
-Wahhh…!
Using my breath, I pushed her outside.
For the ice-attribute-immune Frike, it was just a strong gust of wind.
“How many times do I have to say it?”
No joke, I’d heard the same thing countless times just today.
Normally, I might not have minded, but today, I felt uneasy.
-Fiiine…
“Close the door on your way out.”
-Okay.
See? She was obedient in her own way.
Maybe this was how parents of twins felt.
Though, in my case, twins didn’t even begin to cover it.
“…Sigh.”
I kept sighing.
They said sighing made you age faster.
Well… considering I hadn’t aged in a decade, I supposed it didn’t matter.
Closing the window, I moved to my desk.
Fearing the world’s changes, I had fled, but I hadn’t spent all my time in the castle.
To investigate, gathering information was essential.
Occasionally, I visited nearby villages—places close enough to the Ice Mountains for a quick escape if needed.
It was during one of these outings that I obtained this “unsettling information.”
Filled with questions and a hint of irritation, I opened the special bulletin on my desk.
Though I’d read it dozens of times, it still bothered me.
〈Breaking News! The Birth of Calamity!〉
What in the world was this supposed to mean…?
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It had been a full ten years.
Ten years of hiding in fear as the scenario progressed.
During that time, I avoided significant locations in the original work, such as the Empire or Eulistia.
I never showed myself.
I left no traces.
I only traveled within distances that allowed for an immediate escape. To be honest, I initially thought my resolve might waver.
Though I felt a sense of crisis, there was no imminent danger.
If nothing had happened, it would have remained that way.
“…The Black Calamity.”
However, as I encountered a series of grim news, I had no choice but to revise my thoughts.
A flood of disasters and incidents occurred, and some were rumored to be the work of “Calamities.”
It couldn’t be true.
I had heard that it was still dormant.
Yet every time such thoughts surfaced, that phrase came to mind.
[The scenario is progressing.]
“Would it kill them to explain in detail?”
What exactly was progressing?
The deeper I delved, the darker my thoughts grew.
I felt no inclination to venture further.
So far, I had been unable to grasp the full scope of the changes.
I was anxious. But I had grown used to it.
Living in the Snow Castle, I occasionally visited villages near the mountain range.
At first, it was tedious. Then, it became tiresome.
And eventually, I grew accustomed to it.
A dull life, but not necessarily a bad one, was it?
“If it weren’t for this.”
I thought I could continue like this until the reality became clear.
That complacency was shattered by a recent special bulletin I read.
〈Breaking News! The Stirring of the Red Calamity!〉
The contents were absurd.
Calamities weren’t something to be casually mentioned, but I had mentally prepared myself.
The problem lay in the modifier preceding it.
“The Red Calamity? What in the world…”
The world’s enemy, Calamities, were black.
From ancient times, they had always been referred to as the Black Calamity, and the name stuck.
Yet this document distinguished between the Black Calamity and the Red Calamity.
I was bewildered and demanded an explanation from the boy selling the bulletin.
“They say there’s a mad Calamity splashing blood all over the Holy Nation! It’s all crimson, so they call it the Red Calamity.”
The Astar Holy Nation.
It seemed to possess red hair, red eyes, and red garments.
“Adventurers were dispatched but failed to capture it. It must be incredibly strong!”
I didn’t know what expression I wore as the boy continued his story.
It was nonsense.
There was only one Calamity.
The Black Calamity, Mahabharata.
There were no others.
In the in-game world, there had never been mention of additional Calamities.
That one alone was more than enough to be overwhelming—what could possibly justify the emergence of another?
[Scenario Progression…]
“Huh? What did you say?”
“…It’s nothing.”
Even thinking about it was horrifying.
Could this possibly be a result of the scenario’s progression?
I needed to confirm it.
This was a matter on a completely different level from other issues.
If there truly were two Calamities, hiding wouldn’t solve anything.
Even in the Snowfield, I wouldn’t be safe.
“Tell me more.”
“Huh?”
“Tell me more, in detail.”
“Um… The Red Calamity story? That’s all I know. I just delivered the bulletin. They’re probably distributing it to warn people not to go to the Holy Nation. You be careful too, pretty lady!”
The boy’s last words echoed in my ears.
“It’s terrifying. Maybe the Sword Demon will handle it. That monster hunter is said to be in the Holy Nation too.”
Thwack!
I slammed the bulletin down on the desk.
End of reminiscence.
“I want to go home.”
I truly wanted to return home…
Holding my forehead, I shook my head.
One way or another, I needed to visit the Holy Nation.
I was so stressed that I couldn’t eat, though I didn’t actually need to.
It seemed I wouldn’t find peace until I uncovered the truth.
Now, let’s see, what do I need?
Items, catalysts, and perhaps… should I change my costume?
As I prepared to gear up, Frike entered the room again.
“Quelli!”
I turned my head, irritation flaring.
“What now…”
“Shu is here!”
Huh?
At the Snow Castle’s main gate.
Beyond the closed doors, a rustling noise could be heard. Mishra was always like this.
She never entered uninvited.
Was it out of respect for her dignity as the Dragon King that she refrained from trespassing?
What a resolute personality she had.
When I opened the door, Mishra appeared, accompanied by the wind.
Her silver hair shimmered, and her gray eyes stood out.
I spoke in an icy tone.
“It’s been a while.”
Her calm greeting was as consistent as always.
She visited occasionally.
“Indeed. …May I come in?”
Her expression appeared strangely dejected.
As I examined her appearance, I was taken aback.
There was a scar on her cheek.
It was just a scratch, but for the mighty White Silver Dragon King to sustain an injury… Could she have gotten into a fight with her kin?
Looking closely, her clothes were a bit tattered as well.
“Are you hurt?”
I asked, tinged with caution and curiosity.
Her reaction was intense.
“What, what? Oh, this…! It’s nothing! Just a little mistake, not what you’re thinking at all! I’m perfectly fine! There’s no need for even a sliver of concern or worry!”
“…Really?”
Mishra shook her head vigorously, her silver hair swaying along with her movements.
I felt a little awkward.
I hadn’t been that worried.
Was this what people called being overly self-conscious?
Well, considering the pride of a Dragon King, it made sense.
Whatever her opponent had been, getting hurt must have been embarrassing.
“Come inside.”
“Ah, alright.”
With Mishra in tow, I walked through the castle corridors.
The Frikes, who had gathered noisily, started chattering.
“Shu is here! It’s been so long!”
“But she’s injured! What does getting injured even mean?”
“Injured? Injured?”
It was probably unintentional, but their chatter sounded almost mocking.
Glancing at her, I noticed Mishra’s cheeks were flushed red.
I felt a bit sorry for her, but… she really had no one to blame but herself for coming here injured.
For reference, “Shu” was a nickname for Mishra.
The Frikes seemed to have warmed up to her after her sporadic visits.
“Why did you come?”
I asked gently about her purpose.
It was just a customary question, yet for some reason, Mishra looked flustered and averted her gaze.
“Just… for a visit.”
“A visit?”
“Y-yes. Touring and monitoring the territories can be dreadfully dull. It’s not that I dislike it, but… anyway, I came by for a bit of rest. Is that a problem?”
Now that she explained, it sounded reasonable.
Even if it was her master’s command, staying in one place for hundreds or even thousands of years must be monotonous.
I had barely lasted a year before fleeing to the continent.
Perhaps the Snow Castle was such a place for her.
There was no reason to object.
“I don’t mind.”
With that, I led her to the dining hall that we had once shared a meal in.
After seating her, I placed a cream puff before her.
A food-type item.
The name reminded me of her nickname, Shu.
“Oh, oh…?”
It was unclear whether her reaction was one of wonder or confusion, as she tilted her head slightly.
Leaving her to it, I headed to the storeroom.
I had left a few treats for her; she could eat at her leisure. I had work to do.
Over time, Mishra and I seemed to have developed a casual friendship.
Given my poor communication skills and her lack of sociability, even this level of connection felt like significant progress.
“Phew.”
The storeroom.
Towers of items were piled up.
Rolling up my sleeves, I started rummaging through them.
I needed to carefully select useful items.
This time, I had to be even more cautious than when I left for the continent ten years ago.
Most of the practical items had already been used up.
“Still, I can’t go empty-handed.”
I had to bring something along.
Not a mountain of things like before, but just the essentials.
After a while of searching, my haul was only a few items.
“…Sigh.”
Just as I let out a sigh, I heard footsteps.
“What are you doing?”
“Hm?”
It was Mishra.
Why had she followed me?
I wondered if she hadn’t eaten yet, but there was cream smeared at the corner of her mouth.
Her gaze swept across the room and landed on the pack I had prepared.
Her light blue eyes glimmered with understanding.
“Are you planning to go out?”
“Yeah.”
I confirmed.
Mishra’s lips pressed together in thought.
Then, suddenly, her eyes widened.
“Are you going alone? Or are you planning to go with someone?!”
Another sudden outburst.
Perhaps due to having spent so much time alone, Mishra occasionally behaved like this.
Her question made me think.
The castle had Frikes, Yetis, and the newest addition, Sasquatch, but their range of activity was limited.
It was because of the environment.
It would have been nice to get help, but it wasn’t feasible.
I would have to go alone… or so I thought when I glanced to my side.
“…”
The White Silver Dragon King.
There was one more resident of the Snowfield.
If I could get her help, it would be perfect.
I could travel comfortably all the way to the Holy Nation if I rode her…
But there were a couple of things holding me back.
“Mishra.”
First, were she and I close?
I would say we were fine, but if you asked whether she would be willing to guard me, the answer would be no.
This was a matter of trust.
“Why do you ask?”
The crucial point was next.
Second, the master’s orders.
I knew her background through the setting book.
Mishra had been guarding this Snowfield under her master’s orders.
Her loyalty ran deep, and she had been protecting this place for thousands of years.
So, of course, she would refuse. But with a faint hope, I asked.
“Can you disobey your master’s orders?”
“…!”
Immediately, Mishra froze.
Her reaction was stark. Her skin stiffened with cold, and her eyes shook.
Then, as though a fire had been lit, she vehemently denied it.
“No! Absolutely not! Do I look like the kind of person who would do that…!”
“…Ah, right.”
I clicked my tongue inwardly.
The settings were always reliable.
Except for when it came to scenario progression, of course.
I gave up cleanly.
But even so, I didn’t expect her to despise the idea so much.
I felt a little sulky.
“I’ll go alone.”
“Ah… I see.”
She drooped her head and looked down, clearly disappointed.
“Alright.”
*
I finished preparing with the carefully selected items.
They fit neatly in my handbag, making it easy to carry.
After packing the catalyst, I entered the dressing room.
There were countless costumes I had collected during my player days.
Up until now, I had only worn my default outfit, the white ceremonial robes, but I thought it would be good to change for a change of pace.
“As much as possible, I should blend in with the atmosphere of the Holy Nation…”
I searched around.
I was in the mindset I had when I was an avid collector.
Eventually, I found a satisfying outfit.
“Messenger of the Fortune Deity”
The lucky deity, who was said to bring fortune and blessings.
The outfit was suitable for the image of a messenger, giving off a refreshing impression.
It was primarily white and blue, and the design was light and airy.
“Not bad.”
After all, the Fortune Deity didn’t actually exist.
I changed clothes and placed a fedora on my head.
I had bought it from Roblock ten years ago, and after using it so long, I had grown attached to it.
It had a vintage feel, and I could tolerate it.
Looking in the full-length mirror, my reflection was revealed.
“…This is Quellière.”
I couldn’t help but admire myself.
On the outside, I was flawless, worthy of being called perfect. I looked just like a character created by a veteran player with great care.
Snow Maiden Quellière.
More than ten years had passed since I had been possessed by her, but sometimes I still thought about what it would have been like if I had possessed a different character.
“What if I had possessed Jinjo or the Black Knight…”
In the “109 Set” of the Four Seasons War, aside from the Snow Maiden, there were two other secondary characters.
Jinjo, the True Ancestor Nell Sartilla, and the Black Knight Chandrafail.
The latter was sometimes called a one-man legion.
“Well, Jinjo would be a bit much.”
While her power was undeniable, the extreme penalties she carried were a huge drawback.
Chandrafail would have been better.
If I had possessed them, I could have eliminated all the obstacles in my way.
“…But it’s already too late for that.”
After ten years, you end up getting used to anything.
I was the Snow Maiden Quellière.
I shook my head and went outside.
If you can’t avoid it, enjoy it, they say.
I’m not sure who said it, but it’s quite a meaningful saying.
“Whether it turns out to be a mess or a feast…”
Let’s just go for it!
The northern part of the continent, the Astar Holy Nation.
At the northern edge of this theocratic state, where most of the population were believers, stood a sacred land surrounded by five satellite cities.
*
Among the satellite cities, the capital, Disdel.
A woman was fleeing.
“Huff… huff…”
Her crimson hair streamed behind her.
The Holy Knights pursued her.
“Catch the Crimson Calamity!”
“Don’t let her escape!”
The Holy Knights, renowned for their extraordinary divine power and piety, clattered in their silver armor.
The woman bit her lip hard.
Blood trickled down.
“…Don’t compare me to something like that.”
Why were they treating her like a calamity?
She might not be fully human, but she certainly wasn’t a disaster.
She hadn’t committed any acts of terrorism or indiscriminate harm—not even once.
She didn’t know what she was, nor did she have memories of her childhood, but she was certain about that much.
“Ha…”
A bitter laugh escaped her lips.
If she said she didn’t know what she was, anyone would dismiss it as nonsense.
But it was the truth.
She couldn’t remember who her parents were or how she had spent her childhood.
She simply existed from the moment her memories began.
She had once thought everyone was like that.
“Attack!”
“Aim for her legs!”
Swoosh—!
“Ugh…!”
The surging holy magic of the knights.
Barely dodging it, the woman retaliated with a ‘blood spray.’
“Ugh! Using sorcery again, are you?”
Though one group of knights faltered, another quickly replaced them.
The woman resumed running, spitting out her hatred.
“Goddamn gods.”
She didn’t know what she was, but at the very least, she was certain that the gods despised her.
Otherwise, they wouldn’t have laid this “curse” upon her.
A curse that made her loathed by everyone, incapable of forming any bonds.
Just then, the shout of a knight pierced her ears.
“Accept the judgment of the gods!”
“What? Those damn—”
The curses rose to her lips instinctively.
After all, it was because of them that she was suffering like this.
What right did they have to pass judgment on her?
Her crimson eyes gleamed as blood-red magic flared around her.
She had minimized the use of her blood power to avoid complications, but there was no other choice now.
The Holy Knights were no ordinary opponents.
Adventurers had been manageable, but this was different.
As her magic churned, her blood magic activated.
“Get lost, all of you!”
Though she felt a draining weakness in her body, the effect was undeniable.
The blood magic shredded through the knights’ spells and weapons, forcing them back.
Seizing the opening, the woman fled.
“She’s escaping! After her…!”
Angry shouts echoed from behind her.
Clenching her trembling legs, the woman reflected on the past.
How had it come to this?
Even with her curse, she had managed to live relatively well.
She had given up on human interaction, but this was the first time she had become a fugitive.
“I don’t know…”
She had done something noticeable recently… Could that have been the problem?
No, that couldn’t be it.
She had saved so many people.
If only ridiculous rumors about her being a calamity hadn’t spread.
“…All of this is God’s fault.”
If she ever met them, she’d slap them across the face.
Resolutely, the red-haired woman turned down an alley.
In places where there were fewer people, she was always adept at navigating.
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The World Exhibition.
The gathering hosted by the Imperial Family proceeded with great success.
A few days later, some of the most noble figures across the continent arrived.
“Ah···!”
The attendant gasped in surprise and deeply bowed her head.
Additional staff members were urgently dispatched to accommodate the esteemed guests.
“”We greet His Imperial Highness, the Crown Prince!””
At their respectful greetings, the Crown Prince, Artan Fricas, gave a slight nod.
Now that his immense talent had blossomed, his physique was solid, and his gaze resolute.
“”Lady Bulizé, welcome as well!””
Bulizé Grypheon, the flower of the Grypheon ducal family, offered a faint smile.
Her green hair, cascading to her shoulders, shone vividly.
She naturally linked arms with the Crown Prince, and Artan walked forward confidently.
“Is this piece expressing the resilience of a noble winter flower? The lines are excellent.”
“Indeed. It would not be out of place hanging in a noble house.”
The two, closely examining the exhibits, seemed to be in perfect harmony.
As they observed the pair, the attendees whispered amongst themselves.
“They truly are a stunning couple.”
“They match so well, it’s enviable. This engagement was undoubtedly the best.”
“I’m already looking forward to their married life. Surely, they will contribute greatly to the empire’s prosperity.”
Even though their engagement ceremony had taken place some time ago, it was still a frequent topic of conversation.
The entire continent was focused on the future emperor and empress.
“Oh, Your Highness, the dignified Crown Prince! It is truly astounding how every movement of yours exudes grace. Ah, I am from the Rozan family······”
Even the nobles who flaunted their status wherever they went had no choice but to bow their stiff backs before the pair.
The guests refrained from offending them and shamelessly flattered them in hopes of making their acquaintance.
“Is that so? I’ll remember you.”
“My, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”
The pair’s demeanor was gracious.
*
Encouraged, more people gathered around them. It was some time before they entered the inner chamber.
Outside, the buzz of admiration for them continued.
“Hmm.”
Once the attention began to wane, the expressions of the two individuals changed entirely.
Though their arms remained linked, the earlier affection had vanished without a trace.
The Crown Prince muttered in irritation.
“This is uncomfortable.”
His voice was so soft that only she could hear.
He glanced down at their linked arms as if they were cumbersome.
Bulizé, her smile gone, whispered back.
“I feel the same way.”
“It’s a relief we’re on the same page.”
Their engagement had been arranged by the Duke and the Emperor.
Since neither had opposed it, the process had gone smoothly.
“I just can’t get used to this. To think I would have to put up with such things.”
However, their decision was purely pragmatic, based on mutual benefit.
The two held no romantic feelings for each other.
Artan, in particular, detested wearing a façade in official settings.
“Why don’t you get used to it already? If you’re like this now, what will you do after marriage?”
“Marriage, huh···.”
At Bulizé’s sharp remark, Artan gazed into the air with a pained expression.
He pictured a figure—blurry, like smudged paint, yet paradoxically vivid.
Bulizé glanced at him.
Although they lacked romantic feelings for each other, their relationship was not bad.
They simply couldn’t see each other as a potential partner.
Objectively speaking, Artan was exceptional.
Gone was his youthful immaturity; now, there was no flaw in his appearance or character.
Yet, the reason Bulizé couldn’t see him as a man was simple.
She had known him for far too long.
“Hmm···.”
And why couldn’t Artan see her as a woman?
Bulizé thought it must be for the same reason.
At least, that’s what she had believed until a few years ago.
Compared to other nobles, their marriage was notably delayed.
Even their engagement, made just before coming of age, had been considered late.
The delay stemmed from the Crown Prince’s indifference.
He had silently dragged things out, almost as if avoiding the engagement altogether.
Bulizé understood it as a result of his focus on martial arts and academics, to the exclusion of women and politics.
Many still thought the same.
But Bulizé’s perspective had shifted, if only slightly.
“···Is this that famous music box?”
“Huh?”
At Artan’s words, she turned her gaze.
There, atop a luxurious table, was an exquisite item.
A gentle melody flowed from it.
“Ah··· is this an orchestrion? Its tone is as beautiful as I’ve heard.”
“Indeed. If we set aside its size and focus purely on its musicality, it might rival the imperial orchestra.”
For two individuals often called geniuses, their admiration was unusual.
The music box was that remarkable.
“Wasn’t this said to belong to a local lord in Yulistia?”
“Yes. It’s her creation. I wonder where she obtained it.”
Bulizé spoke with curiosity.
She wanted to meet the creator and inquire further, though she already knew the truth.
The local lord had advertised her creations far and wide.
Approaching her with force would bring more harm than good.
The two continued browsing the exhibits. Most were exceptional, including their own.
At one point, they stopped.
“······!”
Artan had frozen in place.
He stared ahead in shock.
“Huh?”
Puzzled, Bulizé followed his gaze.
It was a painting.
Its title was The Fallen God.
The theme depicted a giant serpent attacking a city.
Yet, it seemed merely a pretext to highlight a woman in the scene.
Bulizé tilted her head further.
“Why are you so startled?”
Though skillfully done, it was not among the most outstanding works in the exhibition.
Surely, the Crown Prince’s artistic sense wasn’t inferior to her own.
After a brief pause, Artan finally responded.
“······Oh, no. It’s nothing. Don’t mind me.”
His voice sounded distracted.
Even his eyes appeared unfocused.
Bulizé furrowed her eyebrows.
“Ah, is that so?”
If he didn’t want to tell her, that was fine. She could figure it out on her own.
She stared intently at the painting.
A snake.
She saw a snake.
There was also a woman.
The snake was pitch black and enormous.
By common sense, it seemed as though the woman would be swallowed in an instant.
After a moment, she nodded.
“I don’t understand.”
It seemed like the outcome was reversed, given that the focus was on the woman rather than the snake.
But beyond that, she couldn’t grasp it.
For some reason, the woman’s image gave her an odd sense of déjà vu, but she dismissed it as her imagination.
She glanced sideways.
“······.”
Artan was staring blankly at the painting.
He had the look of someone deep in thought.
“Hmm.”
Still like this, huh.
Bulizé decided to wait for a little while.
Everyone has things they’re reluctant to talk about.
Something they don’t want to say…
“Who could it be···.”
She was referring to the person Artan held feelings for.
Bulizé was certain he had someone in his heart.
She had vaguely sensed it before, a sort of intuition women tend to have.
It clicked perfectly into place.
That would explain his aversion to engagements and his various behaviors.
“···What?”
“Nothing, the song is nice.”
Having realized this, she moved swiftly.
She discreetly sent people to investigate Artan’s surroundings.
The results were inconclusive.
There wasn’t a single plausible woman candidate.
It was strange.
Surely he wouldn’t lean toward men.
“Well··· it doesn’t matter.”
Whoever he liked wasn’t of personal interest to Bulizé.
However, this marriage was crucial for the royal family, the Grypheon household, and the entire empire.
So, it did matter.
Artan, being perceptive, surely understood this.
Blinded by love, he wouldn’t make an irrational decision.
That was why she hadn’t made it an issue so far.
“···But still.”
She was curious.
Who had stolen the Crown Prince’s heart?
It wasn’t a fleeting passion.
Who was the person he had cherished unwaveringly for so long···?
Looking at the pale woman in the painting, Bulizé had such thoughts.
*
The small town of Glenver.
Having arrived at the city closest to the Ice Mountain Range, I paused to catch my breath.
How long had it been since I last came this far?
The villages near the mountain range were considered relatively safe, but small towns lacked post stations.
It was a distance too burdensome to walk, so a carriage was necessary.
-Quelli··· you’re going out again···?
I had informed the Frikes as well.
This time, it might take a while.
-Do you really have to go? Can’t you stay?
“No. Stay and guard the castle.”
-The castle’s fine!
“It might not be. Patrol as I instructed.”
I didn’t want to go either.
But adults must sometimes do what they don’t want to···
Unlike before, there were more of us now, so they wouldn’t be lonely.
“This place has a nice atmosphere.”
Glenver was small but warm.
The standard of living couldn’t have been high, yet the faces of passersby were cheerful.
It felt strange to see people after so long.
There wasn’t time to leisurely admire it.
I headed straight for the currency exchange.
“Welcome!”
A cheerful voice greeted me.
The currency exchange resembled a shop more than anything, and that’s what it was.
In this era, currency exchanges didn’t only handle money and promissory notes.
The exchanger, who had stiffened at the sight of me, asked cautiously.
“···What currency would you like?”
“Continental currency.”
Consisting of copper, silver, and gold coins, the continental currency was the most widely used.
The three main nations leading the Great Seasonal War were included, so no other currency was necessary.
“Continental currency! It’s very popular. Let’s see what you’ve brought—”
“Here.”
Ssshhh!
I lightly tipped my handbag.
Glistening jewels spilled out.
“Uh··· Uh······?”
The exchanger stared blankly at the sparkling sight.
What followed was predictable.
The transaction proceeded smoothly.
“Thank you!”
Jewels, which were valuable anywhere, were more welcome than rare currencies.
That’s why I had prepared them.
Although they were technically items, they weren’t much different from regular jewels.
“Take care!”
“Thanks.”
When I left the currency exchange, my bag was considerably heavier.
Not with copper or silver coins, but with gold coins.
“So, this is what it feels like to be rich?”
I couldn’t help but feel a sense of ease and abundance.
But the situation I faced wasn’t ideal.
Shaking my head, I walked to the post station.
With money in hand, I no longer needed to rely on bartering as I had before.
“We’re heading to Chelmbird! Anyone boarding?”
I arrived at the relay station and paused for a moment.
It seemed even coachmen were in a red ocean of competition, as there were quite a few of them.
However, judging by their attitudes, most of them seemed unprofessional.
Even the promotional content, which suggested they didn’t care whether you rode or not, reflected that.
“Excuse me.”
“Y-Yes?”
I couldn’t trust such people to take me to a distant destination.
Startled, the station master turned to me at the sound of my voice.
“Which is the fastest carriage here?”
“···Ah, in terms of speed, the one pulled by Chevran would be the fastest.”
“Chevran?”
“Over there, that way.”
Looking in the direction he pointed, I saw a scruffy man sitting alone.
The man seemed isolated, keeping apart from the other coachmen, and with no customers, he was merely tapping on a carriage window.
“He doesn’t seem to have any passengers.”
“He’s reliable in his work, but he’s a greedy man. His high rates make him unpopular.”
“Is that so?”
The word “reliable” stuck in my mind, and I didn’t pay much attention to the rest.
Ignoring any further hesitation, I headed in his direction.
“Wait a moment! Didn’t you hear me? He doesn’t charge a small sum!”
The station master’s concerned warning reached me, but I ignored it.
Money wasn’t the issue.
What mattered was how quickly and safely I could reach the Holy Kingdom.
“How much have you earned in the past two days?”
“Me? Enough to buy three pints of wit ale before it’s all gone.”
“Haha! Playing too much, huh? In my case, it’s—”
“Chevran.”
I stood before him and spoke.
The lively noise around us instantly turned into an unnatural silence.
Glancing around at the sudden stillness, I realized everyone’s eyes were on me.
Surprise and shock.
It was a reaction I was somewhat familiar with.
Chevran was the first to snap out of it.
“Could you be··· a customer?”
“Yes.”
That brief exchange was enough to shatter the silence.
The crowd murmured, their eyes darting back and forth between Chevran and me.
“···Do you know her?”
“No, never seen her before. I’d know if I’d seen someone like her around here······.”
“She’s wearing very unusual clothing. Is she a noble?”
Chevran ignored the muttering and fixed his gaze on me.
His eyes radiated confidence.
“Where are you headed?”
“The Holy Kingdom of Astar.”
My tone was firm, and he stroked his chin thoughtfully.
“That’s quite far. For a trip like that······ ten gold coins will do.”
“Ten coins?”
That was cheaper than I’d expected.
As I reached to pay, shouts of protest erupted from all directions.
“What? Ten, ten gold coins?! That scoundrel!”
“What a devilish man! He needs a good lesson to fix that attitude!”
“Who would ever pay that much for a carriage ride?!”
Jeers and complaints were directed at Chevran.
But he didn’t flinch, nor did he react to their words.
They also tried to direct their words at me.
“Miss, that’s daylight robbery.”
“That rascal is infamous around here. You seem like a noble lady—don’t waste your money.”
It was hard to tell if their reactions stemmed from genuine concern or petty jealousy.
Ignoring them, I asked Chevran a single question.
“Can you get me there much faster than those other coachmen?”
At my question, the surroundings fell silent again.
Everyone seemed to await Chevran’s reply.
Finally, he glanced around and grinned.
“At least twice as fast.”
“Here. Let’s leave immediately.”
“Oh-ho! You really are someone important, aren’t you? Got it!”
I handed over the payment without hesitation, and Chevran nodded before moving to the driver’s seat.
“I’ll get you there in comfort!”
The murmurs of the crowd behind us didn’t concern me.
People like him tended to have skills to match their audacity.
As the carriage began to sway like an engine starting, a voice pierced the air.
“Wait! Wait! I’m riding too···!”
Thud-thud-thud!
A woman sprinted toward us at remarkable speed, clad in leather armor with a rapier strapped to her waist.
Her braided hair swung wildly as she repeatedly called out to join the ride, closing the distance in no time and settling beside me.
“Phew···.”
She exhaled in relief, glanced my way, and let out a startled shriek.
“Eek! Ah!”
She screamed shrilly and banged her head on the carriage frame, clutching her head in pain.
As her teary eyes scanned the carriage interior, she mumbled to herself.
“It’s real··· This is the real world.”
She then let out a deep sigh of relief.
The fact that someone could cause such a commotion in mere seconds was quite a talent.
“Riding together?”
I asked curtly, and she nodded awkwardly.
“Yes! I have urgent business as well. You’re headed to the Holy Kingdom, right? That’s correct, isn’t it?”
“It is. But how?”
She must have run from quite a distance.
When I asked, she grinned and shrugged her shoulders.
“My ears are pretty good! It’s one of my few talents. Oh, my name’s Sigina. I’m a modest adventurer.”
“···Quellière.”
Her friendliness was extraordinary.
It felt like even my energy was being drained.
Whether she noticed or not, Sigina exclaimed brightly.
“I almost missed this ride! What a relief. All right, let’s get moving!”
“······.”
Her lively voice echoed a few times before fading away.
Chevran glanced at her curiously and asked.
“Do you have money?”
“Oh, right!”
Realizing she hadn’t paid, Sigina fumbled for her leather pouch.
Soon, ten gold coins were glinting in her palm.
Chevran’s eyes widened.
“···It seems you have some skills, contrary to appearances.”
However, the earlier silence wasn’t due to the amount of money.
The coachman looked at me hesitantly.
“No.”
“Well··· if you insist, there’s nothing I can do··· but, are you sure you won’t reconsider?”
Sharing a carriage required the consent of the existing passenger.
Chevran, proving his greed, expressed his lingering regret.
I glared at him.
Faced with my displeased gaze, he cleared his throat awkwardly.
“Oh my, are you saying I need to get off?”
Sigina, who had been observing the exchange, blinked in surprise.
I nodded.
“Get off.”
“Why? Why! I can pay too!”
“Because I said so.”
“That’s unfair! Too much! I have an urgent matter··· hiek!”
At that moment, she shrank and trembled as if overtaken by a sudden chill.
Her skin prickled with goosebumps as if she were freezing.
My gaze was colder than ever.
“What is this? Why is it so cold all of a sudden···?”
She frantically looked around for the source.
Soon, her pupils froze, locking onto me.
My icy glare was reflected in her irises.
Others wouldn’t be able to see it, but she seemed to sense something.
Sigina muttered.
“Could it be······?”
It was a minor trick.
Even with the limited potential of a Snow Maiden, given enough time, I could achieve this much.
It was an extreme utilization of the ‘winter’ attribute.
“See? She’s desperate enough to feel the cold. Perhaps you could let her stay··· hic!”
Chevran, oblivious to the situation and attempting to persuade me, gasped when my gaze landed on him.
His expression froze immediately, and he glared at Sigina.
“Still not getting off?”
“···Even you, coachman?! I said it’s urgent! I received a letter!”
“I don’t care about your letter or whatever. Get off.”
Sigina and Chevran argued, her face filled with indignation.
There was no reason to share a cramped seat with a complete stranger.
Desperately, Sigina made a proposal to me.
“Then, how about this! I’ll give you information.”
“···Information?”
My ears perked up.
Information was what I needed most.
“Yes, yes! As an adventurer, I know all sorts of things! I hear news quickly too. Ask me anything!”
I could feel my own ears twitch.
I needed knowledge about how the world had changed in the last decade.
Not just common information but details.
I doubted how much she knew, but as a seemingly competent adventurer······.
“If it’s useless, I’ll kick you out immediately.”
“Ah···! Of course, of course! Thank you!”
Sigina beamed with a radiant smile.
*
In the back alleys of Disdel.
A woman with disheveled red hair crouched alone, trying to stifle her breathing.
Her face was pale and haggard.
Biting her nails, she muttered.
“That damned Holy Knights’ Order.”
What is it with anything labeled “holy” always targeting me?
Why do they chase me with such fervor, as if they have a grudge against me?
I miss the days when I was just an adventurer.
Compared to those who only cared about money, the Holy Knights’ Order was obsessively relentless.
It was to be expected, given their congregation of the devout.
From their perspective, someone branded as a calamity like me was no different from a mortal enemy.
“Blood··· I need blood.”
She had overused her powers.
Even someone like her was exhausted.
She needed to replenish her blood, which meant······ she had to feed.
“Damn it.”
She hated doing it unless absolutely necessary.
But there was no other choice.
Using her abilities excessively had pushed her body beyond self-recovery.
Through her senses, she scouted for prey.
She usually targeted criminals or evil-doers whom no one would pity.
A self-deprecating chuckle escaped her lips.
“···Is that why everyone hates me?”
What kind of being drinks the blood of their own kind?
There couldn’t be another creature like her.
Who would ever like someone like that?
And yet, compared to her “curse,” this habit seemed trivial.
The thought left her with only bitterness and despair.
Her elongated fangs felt particularly bothersome today.
As she clenched her jaw, a voice called out.
“Nell Sartilla.”
Nell snapped her head up.
Two men stood before her.
They were dressed in black robes—one adorned with a whirlpool insignia, the other with flames.
“···Who are you?”
She quickly assumed a defensive stance and questioned them.
The two men replied simultaneously.
“Apostles.”
“Saviors.”
Question marks flickered in her eyes.
The man with the whirlpool insignia was the Apostle, and the one with flames was the Savior.
The Apostle raised a brow.
“Saviors? Can we claim such a title, given that we are not Him?”
“What does it matter? We are here to save a wandering lamb, aren’t we?”
“···That’s true.”
Their cryptic exchange made no sense to her.
Nell Sartilla furrowed her brow.
“Cut the crap! Who the hell are you two?!”
“I am Bringle,” said the man with the flame insignia, stepping closer.
“I’ve come to fetch you.”
“Fetch me? Speak clearly! Who the hell are you?”
“Followers of the Calamity.”
“···!”
Nell’s eyes widened in shock.
What did they just say?
As confusion overtook her, Bringle declared.
“Don’t you despise the one-sided hatred cast upon you?”
“···What? What nonsense—”
“Don’t you resent humans? Don’t you want to appear before them and twist their faces in torment?”
Their seemingly empathetic remarks left her speechless.
Bringle, now standing close, scrutinized her as if examining a specimen.
“Just as the rumors say. This revulsion··· doesn’t it feel like your blood is boiling in reverse?”
His words struck a nerve.
He was addressing Nell Sartilla’s greatest taboo: her curse.
“Shut up.”
“You can’t just run from it. If you could have fixed it, wouldn’t you have done so by now?”
“···Don’t talk as if you know anything.”
Despite her hostility, Bringle remained calm.
Removing his hood, he spoke with conviction.
“If you want salvation! Join us. With His power, even your curse can be undone!”
“!”
Nell was startled.
Bold.
But more than that, as desperate as she was, she couldn’t imagine following people like this.
Even though a small part of her wavered, she suppressed it and shouted.
“You crazy fanatics! Are you the opposite of the Holy Knights’ Order? Why is everyone in this country so extreme?!”
This damned nation was full of lunatics.
When she firmly refused, Bringle’s gaze turned sharp.
“Is that so? Then··· we’ll have to make you listen. Adein, let’s proceed.”
“I understand.”
Bringle summoned flames, and Adein conjured whirlpools.
It was clear they intended to use force.
Nell despised coercion and oppression above all else.
“···So this is how it’s going to be? This wretched world. These damned gods.”
She muttered bitterly, her crimson eyes brimming with rage.
“Do you really want me dead? Don’t make me laugh. I won’t die. I can’t die!”
Not until she understood what she was, why she was born.
Dying without knowing would be too unjust.
She resolved to resist.
Shaaah—!
Blood-red magic formed a powerful array.
In this battle, she would have to scrape the last remnants of her strength from the bottom of the barrel.
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Chapter 33: The Red Calamity
The carriage sped forward rapidly.
Even so, the ride was remarkably smooth.
Truly, it was worth the high price.
From beside me, I heard Sigina’s exclamation of admiration.
“Expensive things are always the best! Money is the greatest!”
Her point of admiration was a bit peculiar, but fair.
I tilted my head slightly to the side, gazing at her.
“Then, let’s hear the information.”
I needed to see if she was worth the ride.
At my casual comment, Sigina, who had been silent, began to fuss.
“…Wow! Even that pose looks like a painting! As expected, you have a natural elegance… You’re so cool. I envy you! The gods are so unfair….”
She laughed energetically, but her voice trailed off with a hint of despondency at the end.
How many words would she return for each one of mine? She was exhausting.
“Stop with the flattery.”
“What? It’s not flattery, it’s genuinely─”
“Do you want to get off?”
I interrupted her, invoking the magic words.
Sigina let out a strange squeak, then began waving her hands frantically.
“Wait! Wait, hold on! I’ll talk!”
“Go ahead.”
Leaning against the window, I rested my chin lightly in my hand.
She stared blankly at me for a moment before her eyes darted around.
I waited expectantly to hear what information she would share.
Sigina scratched the back of her neck, letting out an awkward laugh.
“Now that you ask me to talk, I’m not sure what to say…? I need a request!”
“….”
I’d have to know something to ask questions about it.
I’d been cut off from the world for ten years, after all.
I decided to reuse the magic words.
“Get off.”
“Whoa, whoaaa…!”
At my cold command, Sigina floundered, and I could almost see the exclamation mark flashing in her eyes.
It was just a feeling, of course.
“Agnatz!”
“What?”
“…His latest invention! Do you know about it?!”
It was Agnatz again.
He seemed as famous as ever.
At this point, I couldn’t deny he was an extraordinary figure.
I shook my head.
“He’s been progressing significantly in his research using Spirit Ruins as a medium, hasn’t he? He’s finally reaping the results of that!”
“…Hmm.”
Where should I start pointing out the flaws in her explanation?
Perhaps noticing my indifferent expression, she made a face that said, Oh no, that wasn’t the reaction I expected.
“Oh no, this wasn’t it….”
What an easy person to read.
“Spirit Ruins. Explain.”
“Huh?”
When I pointed out the ambiguity, Sigina flinched.
She planted her hands on her hips and pouted.
“Hey, no matter how much you may be annoyed, you can’t treat someone like a servant on our first meeting! Or can you? Even someone like me is a cherished child in my family….”
“Get off.”
“…Eek!”
As I infused magic into my gaze, Sigina trembled.
She leaned her upper body back as if to escape the full force of my “Winter’s Stare.”
“Please don’t look at me like that! I’ll talk!”
Frightened, she resumed her explanation, and I perked up my ears to listen.
After hearing her out, I felt a bit intrigued.
“Roblock’s Ruins….”
The Spirit Ruins she mentioned referred to the elemental ruins I had conquered ten years ago.
Though I had eradicated the relics and the abnormal climate, it seemed the remains of the Spirits were left behind.
“Spirits are incredibly rare, right? Even their remnants would be a monumental discovery! It’s all thanks to His Highness the Crown Prince!”
It seemed Artan had indeed visited the ruins as planned that day. And he must have confirmed what I’d left behind.
That was all there was to it. But since he was the Crown Prince, rumors had naturally been exaggerated.
“After the great discovery, research naturally followed! Scholars from all over gathered!”
The ruins, teeming with residual Spirit energy, had quickly become a hot topic.
However, since it was within the Empire’s autonomous region, access had been restricted.
Currently, only affiliated research institutes, including one led by Agnatz, were authorized.
And so far, Agnatz was the only one to achieve tangible results.
“Even though they were all accomplished scholars, they were nothing compared to Agnatz. Truly the continent’s greatest scholar!”
Considering how difficult the field of Spirit studies was, it made sense.
Agnatz was just an anomaly.
Though her admiration for him was evident, I needed to focus on the main point.
“So, what exactly is this invention?”
What could he have created by analyzing Spirits?
Curious, I asked, and Sigina answered brightly.
“I don’t know! It hasn’t been disclosed to the public yet. Maybe it’s some Spirit-related item?”
“….”
There was no substance.
I seriously contemplated kicking her out.
Perhaps sensing my thoughts, her expression grew solemn.
“You’re thinking dangerous thoughts, aren’t you? About me, specifically.”
“Yes.”
“Wait! Stop! Give me one more chance!”
She nervously fiddled with her braided hair, mumbling under her breath.
“Hmmm… If we’re talking about current hot topics… you know about the The World Exhibition, right…?”
“…?”
My ears perked up at the mention of a new keyword.
Noticing my interest, Sigina’s jaw dropped.
“Where on earth have you been living?! Are you some hidden master from the wilderness or something?!”
“Explain.”
“Uh, okay… Well, the The World Exhibition is a gathering of prominent figures hosted by the Imperial Family. It’s kind of like…”
Her explanation continued.
It wasn’t particularly impressive, and I was ready to let it drift past me until one phrase caught my attention.
“Apparently, all the important people are there. Even His Highness the Crown Prince and the Princess visited.”
“The Crown Prince?”
The only person I knew.
After I saved him that day, he went to the ruins and seems to have been living well since then… I wondered how he had grown.
In this twisted scenario, his growth was important.
“I haven’t seen them in person, but I heard both of them exuded incredible dignity and grace. They say birds of a feather flock together…”
“…Together?”
“Huh…? Don’t tell me you didn’t know they’re engaged? Even a backwoods recluse would know this!”
“!”
My eyes widened in shock.
But I soon understood.
Indeed, it was said that Empress Lysithea, the spouse of Artan Fricas, was also an extraordinary person.
I wasn’t sure if the current fiancée and the empress were the same person, but from Sigina’s words, she seemed like an exemplary woman on the surface.
“That’s good to know.”
It was a favorable development.
Two outstanding individuals supporting each other would foster the Empire’s growth.
Since there didn’t seem to be any scandalous rumors, Artan appeared to be walking a righteous path.
I hoped he would continue to grow and protect the continent well.
“Next.”
“Huh, huh? Already? That’s all I could come up with…”
“Out with it.”
“Wait a second…! I’ll try again!”
I listened to a bit more of her trivial chatter.
Though there was plenty of new information, most of it was useless. Honestly, her desperate attempts to survive were more entertaining.
“…Hmm.”
I half-listened while gazing out the carriage window.
Excluding his greed, Chevran was indeed an excellent coachman.
He maintained both speed and comfort.
Then, I suddenly recalled the reason for my journey across the continent.
“Ah.”
The Red Calamity.
Was I an idiot?
I hadn’t asked about the most important thing.
“Hey.”
“Ahhh…”
Hurriedly turning, I saw Sigina nodding off, her head bobbing with the carriage’s motions.
Her braided hair lightly slapped her face with each sway.
And yet, she didn’t wake up.
“…”
She must have been exhausted.
Well, she had talked quite a lot.
I quietly observed her.
“Hnnn… Hnnnn…”
She was sound asleep.
The act of sleeping.
It had been so long since I’d thought about it.
No, it had been ages since I’d even seen someone sleep.
It was deeply moving.
“I’ll ask next time.”
There was no need to wake her.
Only the rhythmic clattering of the carriage echoed faintly.
*
Capital, Disdel.
Disdel, one of the five satellite cities of the Holy Land La Fernia, was famous for its integrity and virtuous governance.
Separately, this place was also the origin of the news regarding the Red Calamity.
“See? There’s not a single beggar or homeless person around. It’s thanks to the virtuous governance!”
“That’s true.”
For reference, Sigina was the one who claimed Disdel’s fame for integrity and governance.
As she said, there was no one begging in the streets—a rarity in this era.
“Apparently, it wasn’t always like this, but it’s thanks to the Archdeacon’s grace.”
After parting ways with Chevran at a relay station, I found myself walking with Sigina.
I still hadn’t obtained all the information I needed.
She seemed to know a lot about the Holy Nation.
Given how she rushed here for an urgent matter, she might even have roots in this place.
“The Archdeacon?”
“Lady Clavia!”
La Fernia and its surrounding cities were under the governance of Archdeacon Clavia.
It was a name unfamiliar to me.
It didn’t seem particularly necessary to remember.
“Sounds like a good person.”
I let it slide and continued walking, glancing around as I went.
As expected of the Holy Nation, the architectural style was entirely different from what I’d seen so far.
Instead of dazzling gold, the buildings mainly featured sacred-looking silver and white.
There was even a temple visible in the distance.
Closer by, however, stood the Adventurer’s Guild.
As I adjusted my path towards it, Sigina followed alongside me.
“The Red Calamity, do you know about it?”
I finally asked the unresolved question.
Sigina blinked, as if surprised.
“Huh, so you know about that?”
“You know it?”
“I don’t know much about it myself. But someone who knows it well certainly exists.”
“Someone who knows it well?”
She smiled playfully.
“My younger sibling! I came to the Holy Nation because of them.”
“A younger sibling…”
They seemed to be quite close.
But her sibling knew about the Red Calamity, and it was the reason she came to the Holy Nation?
“Is the urgent matter you mentioned related to that…?”
“Curious? Then follow me for a bit! I need to hear the details myself, so let’s go together.”
Just as I was about to ask if it was disaster-related, she spoke quickly, smiling.
It was a decent suggestion.
I nodded and asked back.
“Where are we going?”
She didn’t answer, just grinned slyly.
Then, she kicked open the Adventurer’s Guild door and shouted.
“We’ve arrived!”
Bang!
The violently opened door made a loud noise.
All eyes inside turned toward us.
“What’s going on?!”
“Who’s the rude bastard…!”
The guild’s crowd was diverse.
The receptionist at the counter, the people setting up a drinking table in broad daylight, and those inspecting the request board.
All of them, armed as they were, were startled when they saw Sigina.
“Sigina of the Thousand-League Ears!”
“She’s a Gold Badge Adventurer! When did she return?!”
“Heh heh.”
Sigina puffed up proudly.
Was she famous? She suddenly seemed different to me.
I had thought she was just a clueless person.
“The one who came with Sigina is… huh!”
“Th-that woman… who is she?”
“…?”
The commotion subsided quickly.
Curious, I glanced around to see the room’s gaze focused on me.
As I tilted my head, Sigina smiled brightly.
“As expected, this happens! It’s convenient, isn’t it? Wait here; I’ll go bring him.”
“Bring him…?”
Before I could clear up my confusion, she disappeared upstairs in a flash.
I was abruptly left alone in unfamiliar territory.
A tense silence settled, followed by whispers rippling through the room.
“…Who is she? Do you know?”
“She was with Sigina, so… a Gold Badge Adventurer?”
They were whispering about me right in front of me. It was irritating.
My icy words slipped out without thinking.
“What are you staring at?”
“…….”
The room went silent again.
Under the weight of their quiet stares, I walked steadily to the request board.
The people gathered there quickly dispersed as I approached.
[Special Report! The Stirring of the Red Calamity!]
A special report was prominently displayed.
It contained the same details as the extras I had seen before.
Clearly, it was a hot topic.
As I eyed the massive bounty attached to it, I heard footsteps descending.
Tap tap tap!
“Sorry for the wait!”
The quick-footed arrival was Sigina.
Following her was a man with the same brown hair as hers.
Sigina introduced him.
“This is my younger brother, Kelly.”
“Hello.”
I greeted him casually.
I tried my best to make a good first impression. Kelly was startled when he saw me but eventually stammered out a reply.
“H-hello…”
He didn’t seem very confident.
His personality contrasted sharply with his sister’s.
I gestured to Sigina, and she nodded, pulling something from her pocket.
It was a letter.
“Could you explain this in detail?”
“Uh… sure.”
We moved to a secluded corner.
In a spot away from the noise, Kelly’s voice echoed clearly.
“The Red Calamity… isn’t an official adventurer, but they’ve done work similar to one.”
He began with a preface.
Since I had to understand the identity of this so-called Calamity, I listened carefully.
Even Sigina looked uncharacteristically serious.
“It seems they’ve been around for a long time, but we actually saw them a week ago.”
“A week?”
“Yes. During a monster flood, the adventurers stationed at the outpost were being overwhelmed, and… that person appeared.”
A monster flood.
An unexpected event where monsters appeared in large numbers.
In such situations, cheap adventurers were the first to be deployed.
It must have been a particularly strong flood.
“…With bright red hair and crimson eyes. They used magic—or maybe sorcery—so vivid it looked like a crimson storm of blood… It was especially ominous and filthy.”
“Ominous?”
I tilted my head.
What could make them ominous before they even acted?
Sensing my question, Kelly nodded.
“It just felt ominous. Strange, right? I thought so too… but if they’re a calamity, that makes sense.”
“And then?”
“…The Red Calamity resolved the flood alone. Their power was truly incredible.”
It didn’t seem like they were an ordinary being.
Completely crimson and exuding an aura of foreboding… I felt an odd sense of dissonance.
Before I could pin down what it was, Sigina interjected.
“If they solved the flood, doesn’t that mean they did a good thing?”
It was a valid point.
From what I’d heard so far, there was no reason to call them a calamity.
Kelly nodded as if he understood her reasoning.
“At first, I thought the same. Many lives were in danger back then. Even though they were repulsive, I was grateful. But… looking back, I doubt they had any intention of saving anyone.”
What did he mean by that?
Kelly’s words carried a strange certainty.
“They were probably just after the bounty. I almost fell for it. If I hadn’t seen that scene, I might have even thanked them…”
“That scene?”
I asked, my tone slightly urgent.
As if recalling something, Kelly’s expression darkened.
“…It was about a day after the flood ended. I happened to see them… and although I shouldn’t have, curiosity got the better of me, and I followed them.”
“And?”
The story was reaching its climax.
I could feel my heart pounding rapidly.
“The place it headed was the back alley. There, I witnessed a shocking scene. The Red Calamity, which had shown immense power during the flood, was sinking its fangs into a woman’s neck—”
“…Wait.”
What?
Before I could stop him, Kelly shouted as if in agony.
“It was drinking blood! A human was drinking another human’s blood! That’s a monster!”
“…!”
Thump, thump—!
I couldn’t recall the last time I had been so shocked.
My heart raced violently, and my forehead throbbed.
An excited Kelly passionately continued.
“That must be how it gains its strength! That power—it must have stolen it from others’ blood! I was lucky enough to escape unharmed, but… it’s no coincidence that the very next day, people began calling it the Red Calamity. There must be a reason the Holy Knights were deployed…”
His words fragmented like scattered pieces.
I mulled over them amid a dizzying headache.
It couldn’t be…
But if it wasn’t that, I had no other clues.
What was going on?
This world didn’t have any races capable of vampirism.
If such a race existed, then…
“Is that why you sent me the letter?”
“Yeah. The temple even issued an official notice to the guild. Many adventurers are after the bounty, but I was scared. After seeing that, I was terrified it might silence me…”
The shimmering round table and the two siblings wavered like a mirage.
I abruptly got up and headed outside.
“Quellière?”
Sigina’s voice followed me from behind, but I ignored it.
There was nothing more to hear.
The situation itself was critical.
“What the…?”
What in the world was happening?
Why was she here?
No—her very existence was a mystery.
Even if it was unclear why she was treated as a calamity, I couldn’t leave it as it was.
She might be more important to me than the scenario itself.
“…The back alley.”
By now, I could defend myself well enough.
As if drawn by some invisible force, I headed toward the deserted area.
I wandered aimlessly through the streets.
Before I knew it, I found myself at a remote outskirts.
In that time, I regained some composure.
I exhaled, chastising myself.
“There’s no way I’d meet her like this.”
She was likely on the run; there was no way she’d be wandering around.
I had acted too hastily.
I needed a plan before I moved forward.
Just as I turned around, I heard footsteps.
Step, step—
The sound pierced my ears.
I turned instinctively and froze in shock.
“…!”
A staggering woman was approaching.
Her blood-red hair fluttered like flames.
She swayed unsteadily, as if she couldn’t control her own body, but for a moment, her eyes locked directly onto mine.
Hypnotic, sinister crimson eyes.
From head to toe, she was someone I remembered.
Chapter 34 : The Red Calamity
Translator: Marctempest
Editor/Proofreader: TempWane
—
Chapter 34: The Red Calamity (2)
The battle with the adventurers and the pursuit by the Holy Knights.
On top of that, the fierce clashes with the two Apostles of Calamity.
Exhausted to her limits, Nell Sartilla collapsed into an alleyway.
“Ha… damn it…”
A damp, foul stench.
Filthy sewer rats scurried about, but she didn’t care. It wasn’t the first time she had seen such a sight.
However, she was unbearably hungry and out of strength.
It was familiar, yet unfamiliar.
“…If this keeps up, I might pass out.”
Her arms refused to move.
She forced her body to rise.
She couldn’t hold on any longer.
She needed blood.
“Where the hell did those bastards go…?”
The dregs of the underworld or the irredeemable scum.
Perhaps due to the Holy Knights, none of them were anywhere to be seen. Truly unhelpful.
It was a meaningless lament.
In her current state, such low-quality blood was useless. Ordinary blood wouldn’t suffice.
She needed the pure, rich blood of a maiden.
It had to be noble and immaculate.
But how could such a woman possibly be nearby…
“…Huh?”
She was.
That kind of presence, she could feel it.
What? How many women of that caliber even existed on this continent?
“Ugh.”
There was no time to think deeply.
Her head started to spin. If she collapsed here, it would truly be the end.
Nell stumbled toward her target.
*
Years of dedication poured into creating the masterpiece The Four Seasons War.
To wring every last drop of enjoyment, I had played it with numerous characters in countless ways.
The secondary character of 109 Set, with Snow Maiden Quellière as the main.
Excluding the overwhelmingly powerful Black Knight, the Primordial Vampire ranked among the strongest. But unlike the Black Knight, it had fatal flaws.
Nell, staggering like someone drunk, now stood close.
“…”
Crimson hair and eyes like carved rubies.
Her clothes weren’t her dedicated costume but were instead shabby, worn, and tattered.
My feelings were close to shock.
The integration with The Four Seasons War II.
I thought I alone had possessed Snow Maiden.
But my thoughts couldn’t continue.
“Hey.”
Nell spoke.
She barely held herself up on her trembling legs.
I silently looked at her.
“I have a favor to ask.”
It felt like a dream.
She was a character I had created from appearance to personality, to abilities.
And now she was alive and moving before me.
How could I even begin to describe that feeling?
“Could you give me some blood?”
Her sharp eyes and biting tone.
As per her character settings, she gave an awkward smile, as if even she found her words absurd.
“…Blood?”
I muttered softly.
How would a normal person have reacted?
A modern person might think of vampire legends.
But the inhabitants of this world?
In a world where neither Snow Maidens nor vampires existed, nor anything related to them.
The reaction would be fear or disgust.
The negative emotions she must have faced countless times.
Nell smiled awkwardly as if embarrassed.
“So… it’s weird, huh?”
My demeanor remained cold.
She was a vampire, while I was a Snow Maiden.
Nell’s face was etched with fatigue.
“It’s not weird.”
The words came out unconsciously.
Yet they were sincere.
For a vampire to seek blood was not strange at all.
…Though it might be different for the person being asked.
Perhaps surprised by my unexpected response, Nell’s eyes widened.
“…What?”
One of the penalties of a Primordial Vampire—blood-drinking.
To use their powers, they needed blood, and without it, their mind and body would crumble.
Cautiously, Nell asked.
“Are you saying you’ll give me your blood?”
A faint glimmer of hope flickered in her red eyes.
But I couldn’t grant her wish.
“No, I can’t.”
“What… what?”
Snow Maidens have no blood.
Disappointed, Nell’s expression hardened again.
“Hey! What’s your deal? Are you mocking me?”
She seemed to think I was toying with her.
Narrowing her eyes fiercely, she glared at me angrily. Then, as if deflating, she let out a hollow laugh.
“Yeah, you hate me too, huh? Because of this damn curse… I was stupid to expect otherwise. What an idiot.”
“…”
The second penalty of a Primordial Vampire—The Curse of Blood.
Any living creature that saw her felt an instinctive aversion.
Like prey fearing a predator that craved its blood.
Why did I include this setting?
Because when creating the Primordial Vampire, I focused on a dangerous aura and blood-red allure.
A lonely vampire who could belong nowhere, endlessly wandering… wasn’t it captivating?
No, I thought it was cool.
Until just a moment ago.
“You don’t understand my feelings, do you? The feelings of someone who’s only ever hated! Because you’re so amazing.”
Nell glared at me fiercely as she shouted.
Her long-held emotions spilled out.
But even as I looked at her, I felt nothing. Was it because no blood ran through me?
I didn’t know, so I responded.
“I don’t know.”
“…You bastard!”
I really didn’t know.
But I knew a little.
“But I understand.”
“…?!”
For a moment, Nell flinched, then gritted her teeth.
“I don’t need your pity!”
It seemed she took my words differently than I intended.
She ground her teeth and charged at me.
“Give me your blood!”
She didn’t know my body had no blood vessels.
She intended to forcibly take it for survival.
I casually sidestepped.
That alone made her attack miss miserably.
“Ugh…!”
On top of that, she stumbled and fell.
Her physical condition was hitting rock bottom.
“Stop.”
I spoke as if it were pointless.
Nell clenched her fists. She widened her eyes as if my condescending gaze annoyed her.
“I can’t stop. I can’t die like this!”
Struggling, she stood and charged again.
I had no choice. I grabbed her arm as she came at me.
I only intended to calm her down.
“Kyaa…!”
But something unexpected happened.
Nell let out a sharp scream, then lost her balance.
Just before she fell, her pupils filled with confusion and doubt.
Warmth spread across my chest.
Before I knew it, I was holding her unconscious body.
“…What?”
What just happened?
Before I could solve the mystery, I heard footsteps.
I turned my head.
“Hah, hah…”
“Quellière!”
It was Sigina and Kelly.
Had they followed me?
“Are you okay? Why all of a sudden… hic!”
Sigina’s voice, which was asking about my condition, suddenly rose.
Her gaze was fixed on Nell.
“That, that person, what is she? She feels ominous!”
“That’s… the Red Calamity?!”
“…The Red Calamity? Her?”
The two made a fuss.
There wasn’t a shred of positive emotion in their gazes toward Nell. I regretted it.
I shouldn’t have set her concept like that.
“Why is she called the Red Calamity?”
I asked Kelly.
My tone was slightly sharp, almost interrogative. Kelly stammered in response.
“The rumors about the calamity spread right after the overflow…”
“Why did the rumors spread?”
“That’s… I, I don’t really know. The townsfolk just called her that, and even the temple issued proclamations… so…”
I frowned.
Something about this didn’t sit right.
How could rumors spread so quickly just because she was spotted briefly?
Besides, the nickname “calamity” wasn’t something given lightly.
“Anyway, this is great! The Red Calamity is a top-level wanted person with a huge bounty on her. We should drag her to—”
“No.”
“…What?”
Kelly blinked.
He looked like he didn’t understand.
I explained.
“Nell isn’t a calamity.”
It was a cold declaration.
In the now-quiet atmosphere, only the sound of the wind filled the air.
Soon, Kelly asked hesitantly, as if doubting me.
“…How do you know that? I clearly saw her. That girl drinking someone’s blood.”
“She had no choice.”
“What? Are you saying there’s a reason for that atrocity? That woman drank the blood of innocent people—”
“You don’t need to worry. It wasn’t innocent people.”
If my settings were applied correctly.
Nell wouldn’t harm just anyone.
She’d have her own beliefs and principles.
She targeted me because she was cornered.
But it was too much to expect anyone to understand.
“What are you even talking about…”
Kelly muttered in disbelief.
The way he looked at me had completely changed.
From his perspective, I was now someone aiding a calamity.
At that moment, Sigina, who had been looking between us, raised her voice.
“Quelli! No, no. The Red Calamity… that person is being pursued by the Holy Order! If you help her, you’ll gain nothing!”
“…Quelli?”
Since when had I become “Quelli”?
Regardless, she was right.
As long as Nell was a target of the knights, I couldn’t be much help to her.
I had to restore Nell.
If she were captured under the false charge of being a calamity, who knew what would happen to her?
But I couldn’t give her blood.
I needed another way.
“Quelli, stop and—”
“Don’t come closer.”
Sigina approached, as if to persuade me.
But I noticed.
Her hand hovered near her waist, her gaze sharp.
She was a Gold Plate adventurer.
A level achieved only by those who crossed countless lines to pursue their desires.
I spread my hand and unleashed my magic.
Whoosh—!
A cold frost and a fierce wind swept through.
A snowstorm.
Unlike before, my control was effortless.
“High magic…!”
Sigina flinched and muttered blankly.
I warned her.
“Keep your hands off. Whether it’s Nell, me, or anything else.”
And I moved, carrying Nell.
*
I carried the unconscious Nell on my back and rented a room on the second floor.
The staff looked at me strangely, but it seemed they didn’t recognize Nell as the infamous calamity from the rumors.
“Heuuu…”
Soft breaths escaped her lips.
Nell, laid out on the bed, was sleeping peacefully.
There was no trace of her earlier sharpness.
It must have been her first proper rest in a long time.
“…Nell Sartilla.”
I muttered her name.
That name was something I had created.
Though I didn’t spend three sleepless days on it, I had carefully chosen it with that level of dedication.
The same went for her backstory.
There was nothing I made haphazardly.
That passion turned her life into a tragic one.
“…”
It was my fault.
It wasn’t entirely my fault, but still, it was.
In any case, I couldn’t just leave her like this.
While I was relieved she wasn’t turning into another calamity, at this rate, Nell would die.
That couldn’t happen.
To me, she was a character even more important than Artan.
“…Red Calamity.”
I muttered the words, and coincidentally, Nell stirred in her sleep.
The reason for her title, the Red Calamity, was unclear, but it was likely amplified by her curse.
The “Curse of Blood” was one of the main settings for a Primordial Vampire.
It wasn’t something that could be tampered with through ordinary means.
If she had been linked with me the day I came to this world, she might have tried various solutions, but they would have failed.
To sum up, there was a way to resolve it.
There was, but…
“Just wait a little longer.”
I shook my head and focused on the immediate situation.
Sleep was only a temporary fix.
A fundamental recovery required blood.
I turned and headed outside.
Before the Holy Knights arrived, I needed to procure some blood, and it would be helpful to find an ally.
Fortunately, someone came to mind.
They didn’t hold a personal grudge against Nell, so with a bit of persuasion, it might work…
“…”
Once Quellière had left, silence returned to the room.
Nell’s eyes slowly opened.
*
Adventurers’ Guild
As I entered, attention turned toward me again, but I ignored it and scanned the room.
I spotted my target and approached.
Sigina, standing in front of the quest board, flinched when she saw me.
“Looking for a quest?”
I spoke casually, as if I didn’t know anything about the previous incident.
“Uh… Yeah?”
Sigina replied, caught off guard.
Not only that, but she even continued the conversation herself.
“I ended up spending ten gold coins just getting here. That’s a fortune! I need to earn money while I can. Originally, I was after the bounty on the Red Calamity, but…”
She glanced at me.
I didn’t react, and she let out a nervous laugh.
“Guess that’s impossible, huh? I’m not confident I could even beat you, Quelli.”
“Smart choice.”
That’s why I liked my blizzard magic.
Most people saw it as great magic and automatically overestimated me.
Sigina’s expression turned serious again.
“But, the Red Calamity… Nell Sartilla. Is she okay? She won’t go around attacking someone like Kelly, will she? I’m asking because you seem to know her well.”
“If your younger sibling didn’t do anything wrong.”
She wasn’t the type to start a quarrel.
When I conveyed that nuance, she nodded resolutely.
Then, she immediately softened.
“That’s a relief, but… sigh. I don’t know what to do anymore. I got a letter saying she was in danger and asking me to get rid of the calamity, so I rushed here… but I can’t even find a suitable request to take on.”
“Do adventurers only take on requests?”
At my words, she pondered for a moment.
“Not necessarily, right? Sometimes we search for work without formal requests… or we get commissioned by name. The former is like treasure hunting, and the latter is closer to mercenary work.”
“A named commission?”
Curious, I asked, and Sigina raised her eyelids slightly.
“Are you interested? A named commission is literally when someone specifies an adventurer for a job… but you need a solid track record. At the very least, you have to be a Silver Plate adventurer to even qualify. Otherwise, you won’t get selected!”
She shrugged proudly.
As a Gold Plate adventurer, she likely had more than enough achievements.
I considered it.
A veteran adventurer with keen hearing and a friendly personality—she was quite the talent.
How much would it cost?
“You said you didn’t have work, right?”
“Yes? Yes, that’s right.”
“Then I’ll hire you.”
I declared, dumping my bag onto the round table.
Clink, clink, clink!
The sound of gold coins colliding rang out crisply.
Sigina’s eyes grew as wide as saucers, and astonished exclamations filled the room.
“Wh-what is that?! How much is it?!”
“That’s several times my annual salary… she must be a high-ranking adventurer!”
Living and dying by money, they were almost in a state of shock.
But something seemed to be stuck as the coins stopped pouring out. I paused to check the bag.
“W-weren’t you the one who told me not to touch it?”
Was it her veteran poise?
Sigina tried to maintain her dignity.
I cleared the obstruction and poured out more money.
Clink, clink—
About half of what I had was now on the table.
“…!”
At that, she could no longer hide her shock.
I tidied up the bag and made my offer again.
“I’ve changed my mind. I’ll make a named commission, in the form of employment.”
Sigina stared at the gold coins with trembling eyes.
It was obvious she was doing calculations in her head.
From her perspective, I must have seemed highly suspicious.
Not only my appearance but also the fact that I had helped Nell.
On top of that, Nell was being pursued by the Holy Order.
It meant there could be significant risks involved.
But…
“I’ll do it! I’ll do it!”
It was far too much money to refuse.
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Chapter 35: The Red Calamity (3)
The enemy of the world, the Black Calamity.
There had always been cancerous organizations following it, but most of them had been eradicated and vanished.
As a result, when it came to mentioning humanity’s traitors, only one organization currently surfaced.
The Dark Holy Society.
Judging by their scale and influence, they couldn’t be underestimated, and their decentralized cell-like structure made it impossible to grasp their full extent.
Surprisingly, their headquarters were located nowhere else but within the Papal State.
“…Truly a monster beyond ordinary means.”
“I concur.”
A wide cavern.
In the gloomy, pitch-dark space, Adein and Bringle exchanged words.
“The title ‘Red Calamity’ is indeed fitting. I thought it was too grand a nickname, but I see it now.”
“Praise be to the chapter master who coined it.”
Adein recalled the first day he saw Nell Sartilla.
The flood of hundreds of monsters that descended upon them.
Amid the battlefield filled with screams and explosions, a Red specter stood.
A mysterious being drenched in the blood of monsters.
Though she wore the guise of a human, she exuded fear greater than the monsters themselves.
Thanks to her, the task became easy.
“Could she actually be a real calamity?”
“That’s impossible. Surely, she must’ve lost her temper and trespassed into some sanctuary. Whether she’d actually invoke a curse is questionable, though.”
Bringle responded seriously to Adein’s jest, rubbing his bald head as he twisted his lips.
“Yet, even after all that, she refuses to take our hand. What a foolish woman. It’s laughable how she clings to her love for the humans who abandoned her.”
She and they were fundamentally the same.
Both were enemies of humanity. Beings that humans could not accept.
“I agree. In any case, she must be utterly exhausted by now. We can subdue her easily.”
Though Nell had already fought many fierce battles, she was still formidable.
However, even she had her limits.
After reporting to the Sacred Order, two of the Seven Apostles moved into action.
“Anger and resentment are written in one’s eyes. I’ve seen the distinct mark of it in her gaze myself.”
With a little more pressure, she would crumble.
*
The Adventurer’s Guild.
At a secluded table, I asked Sigina, who had accepted a commission.
“Are you sure about this?”
I was referring to her willingness to help the Red Calamity.
It was something that needed to be clarified.
Sigina smiled brightly.
“Of course! Adventurers aren’t affiliated with any country. Money is our true master!”
“Master…?”
“Yes! Do you know how many people set out to hunt great monsters for wealth but never return? Even if their heads come back, it’s considered lucky!”
“…”
What a terrifying world this was.
I decided never to become an adventurer.
Despite my concerns, Sigina remained cheerful.
“Sure, it’s a tricky job, but the pay is great. I’m just worried about running into the Holy Knights… but I’ll trust my ears!”
She had mentioned being clairaudient.
I wasn’t sure how developed her hearing was, but it would surely help with sensing danger.
“And if I think I’m going to die, I’ll just run away!”
“That won’t happen. We’re not fighting the Holy Knights.”
Probably not.
It was too dangerous and inefficient.
“But I will be helping Nell.”
I didn’t know how things would unfold, but that was my current stance.
Sigina’s face lit up, seemingly pleased with my response.
“Really? Really? That’s even better!”
Her face blossomed into a full smile.
She seemed happy, likely imagining she’d made easy money.
Well, we’d see about that.
“Follow me.”
The most important task came first.
With Sigina in tow, I headed to the inn.
The inn’s second-floor room.
Nell was curled up on the bed like a child unaware of the world.
Her soft, rhythmic breaths quietly filled the air.
She looked innocent and harmless, yet Sigina wrinkled her nose in discomfort.
“…I’m sorry to say this about Nell, but I just can’t get used to her. It feels like… standing before a great monster or something…”
“That’s understandable.”
I nodded, understanding.
The curse of blood was like that.
Anyone with blood in their veins would naturally feel unease and dread.
“…Hmmm.”
Suddenly, guilt crept up on me.
I kept regretting that I had shaped her this way.
I approached and looked down at Nell.
Her complexion had improved slightly.
I reached out to check her temperature, but Nell shot up abruptly.
“Ah!”
She tumbled out of bed and scrambled to her feet in a flash.
“…?”
What just happened?
Before I could even process, Nell shouted.
“D-Don’t touch me!”
She covered herself with both hands and stared at me in alarm.
It made me look like the bad guy.
Well, it wasn’t unreasonable to dislike unfamiliar touches.
I decided to focus on another question instead.
“Were you awake?”
I thought she’d been sleeping.
Nell flinched as though startled.
“…N-No. I just woke up now.”
“…Is that so.”
It wasn’t easy to believe.
Still, I could understand this to some extent.
From her perspective, it would be hard to trust someone she met for the first time today.
“Uh… Nell? Hello! Hi, hi!”
Sigina cheerfully greeted her from the side.
Nell finally seemed to notice her, narrowing her eyes.
“And who are you?”
“I’m an ally~! I came to help~! Let’s get along!”
Sigina displayed her characteristic friendliness.
But even her bold demeanor had no effect on Nell, who snorted derisively.
“What? Ally? Get along?”
Her sharp tone carried a hint of disdain.
She reached out her hand and spat out her words.
“Then grab it.”
“…Huh?”
Sigina was flustered.
Nell stared directly at her, as if measuring her up.
“You said you’re an ally. Can’t even hold my hand?”
Sigina averted her gaze briefly, took a deep breath, and spoke.
“I-I’ll try.”
Slowly approaching Nell, she stood for a moment, merely staring at her hand.
Then, cautiously, she extended her trembling hand.
As Sigina’s hand got closer to Nell’s, uneasiness darkened her eyes.
“…Ha.”
Nell’s expression grew darker.
That darkness twisted into a bitter sneer as Nell swatted Sigina’s hand away.
Smack-!
“Kyaah!”
“See? You can’t do it. Stop spouting nonsense you don’t mean.”
Her piercing gaze flickered with anger.
Watching the series of events, I felt uneasy.
What was the point of hiring someone who couldn’t even hold a hand?
I had no choice but to step in.
“I’ll do it.”
I stepped forward and reached out toward Nell.
I intended to show a confident handshake. But an unexpected situation arose.
“Eek!”
At my approach, Nell let out a shriek and backed away hastily.
My hand was left pathetically slicing through the air.
“…Huh?”
“You, you stay back!”
It was an outright rejection.
I wanted to soothe her wounds, but instead, I ended up being hurt myself.
Why was she avoiding me?
Was it some trait of the Snow Maiden I didn’t know about?
A curse of the snow, perhaps.
While I was quietly brooding, Nell, her face stern, spoke up.
“So, what’s your goal? Why are you helping me?”
Her question was laced with deep suspicion.
It was clear she believed there had to be some ulterior motive behind my assistance.
“Goal?”
I pondered deeply at her words.
Nell shouldn’t be related to the progression of the scenario.
She was a character who wasn’t supposed to exist in this world in the first place.
The reason I was helping her was purely personal.
She was a very special being to me. And if guided well, she could be a great asset to the world.
I knew her strength very well.
But I couldn’t say any of that.
So, I planned to tell her, “I’ll explain later.”
However, what I ended up saying was entirely different.
“You don’t need to know.”
“…W-what?”
Nell raised her eyebrows, clearly taken aback by my unexpected answer.
“What are you talking about? State your purpose!”
“Don’t throw a tantrum.”
“What? You—”
“Do you have a problem with someone offering help?”
Familiar with my tone, I responded coldly.
I was simply pressing her.
Nell looked astonished, as if she had never encountered someone so brazen.
She twitched her eyes and pointed a finger at Sigina.
“Then who’s she? Why is she suddenly spouting nonsense about being an ally?”
“Huh? Me?”
Sigina, who had been awkwardly keeping her distance, quickly responded.
Both of their gazes instantly focused on me.
“A temporary companion.”
I replied.
Nell clicked her tongue, and Sigina chuckled sheepishly.
However, I wasn’t finished speaking.
“…And a human serum.”
The coldly muttered words left their expressions frozen in sync.
To clarify her doubts, I offered Nell some advice.
“You need to drink blood.”
“Blood… huh?”
She looked at me with an expression of disbelief.
The only vampire.
No one had likely welcomed her vampirism before.
Much less had anyone urged her to drink blood of their own accord.
“You… you! Do you even know what you’re saying?!”
“Red Calamity?”
“Yes! That’s how I’m being treated right now! Drinking blood is my means of recovery. If you help me do that, you’ll also be marked by the Papal State!”
In truth, a progenitor-level vampire didn’t need to drink blood to sustain life.
But if they used a lot of power, they had to replenish it.
The preferred targets were women rather than men.
Young over old, and if they were strong and beautiful, even better.
Nell shouted desperately, as if venting her frustrations.
“So what I’m saying is—”
“Are the rumors true?”
I cut her off like a blade.
Nell’s lips moved soundlessly.
“What…?”
“You’re a calamity, and you’re going to act just like the Black Calamity?”
“That’s…”
She was at a loss for words.
But soon, she answered with certainty.
“…No. That’s not it. Why would I do that? There’s nothing to gain from it.”
“Exactly. So recover quickly. I’m not running a charity here.”
Nell looked at me with a gaze different from before.
She muttered softly.
“Not a charity…”
Then she nodded, as if resolving herself.
“Fine. I’ll do it.”
She seemed to have made up her mind.
I gave a small nod in response.
For a brief moment, it felt like we understood each other.
At that moment, a voice interrupted and broke the mood.
“Excuse me… You two seem to be having a really serious conversation, and I’m sorry to butt in, but… I feel like I might be misunderstanding something here… but I just have to say this…”
It was Sigina.
Her face was ashen as she hesitantly spoke.
“In the end… isn’t the subject of this conversation me?”
“That’s right.”
I acknowledged it cleanly.
Since I didn’t have blood, she’d have to take on the burden.
Sigina’s complexion turned even paler at my confirmation, and she yelled out.
“Why, why! Why me! Why does my pure, clean, and precious blood have to go to her! What did I do wrong in a past life?!”
“The commissioned request.”
“…W-What?”
“You were paid, weren’t you?”
There was a reason I gave her such a large sum.
Though it wasn’t much of a fortune to me.
Sigina looked like a gambler cornered by a loan shark.
“I can’t believe such a cruel scheme was lurking behind this…! I-I’ll return the money! I’m canceling the request!”
“It’s too late.”
“W-What?”
“Canceling requires mutual agreement.”
There was no such clause.
But I’d already paid her, and since she was here, it was a moot point.
I gave Nell a look.
She caught on instantly.
“Hey, excuse me for a moment.”
Nell approached Sigina nonchalantly.
Sigina recoiled in horror.
“Don’t come near me! Stay away! Why would a human drink another person’s blood?!”
“I guess I’m not a human, then.”
“No! That makes it worse! You’re planning to suck me dry until I turn into a mummy, aren’t you?!”
“Just one sip.”
Sigina was young.
As a gold-tier adventurer, her skills were proven.
And objectively, she was quite pretty.
All in all, she was excellent prey.
“If you’re going to insist on this—Eek!”
The moment Sigina reached for her rapier, a light frost wrapped around her feet.
Nell easily caught her as she lost balance.
Then she sank her fangs into Sigina’s pale neck.
“Ack…!”
Sigina opened and closed her mouth like a goldfish, unable to make a sound.
Nell, seemingly famished, drank greedily.
Her eyes glimmered with a menacing light.
Though Sigina tried to resist, her strength seemed to leave her body.
She went limp, her moans the only sound in the room.
“Ah…ngh…”
Oddly enough, her voice sounded a little… peculiar.
I awkwardly averted my gaze.
Immediately, there was a noise outside, followed by a knock on the door.
“What kind of scoundrels are playing around in broad daylight!”
“It’s so noisy! Don’t you know the soundproofing here is terrible?!”
“…”
So, the soundproofing is bad.
I learned something new.
Having drunk her fill, Nell pushed Sigina aside and stood up. Her clear red eyes locked onto mine.
“Now I feel alive.”
The fatigue on her face had vanished before I knew it.
She hadn’t fully recovered, but it seemed like she had regained a significant amount of strength.
Her gaze, as she looked at me, was complicated.
“You—”
“…Run.”
As she opened her mouth, Sigina’s voice interrupted.
Sigina was sprawled out, her hand pressed to her ear.
“I hear multiple footsteps… Regular, armored… It’s the Holy Knights… They’re coming this way…”
“What? I don’t hear anything—”
“Nell.”
If her hearing truly bordered on supernatural, it defied common sense.
Assuming her words were true, I spoke.
“See you later.”
“…”
Nell didn’t respond.
However, as if understanding the situation, she nodded and quickly escaped through the window.
“They’re saying, ‘Chase her… It’s the Red Calamity…'”
“…Got it.”
Sigina helpfully continued to relay information.
I felt relieved for the moment.
She had recovered enough that she shouldn’t get caught.
At that moment, the noise outside the door grew louder.
“Is it true? In broad daylight?”
“I’m telling you! I heard it clearly!”
The atmosphere was chaotic.
Misunderstandings were free to have, but getting caught in them seemed like it would be a major hassle.
I used my transformation magic to turn into mist.
Then I slipped out through the window.
“Huh, huh? Hey…!”
Sigina’s bewildered voice reached me just before I left.
I was sorry, but it was a necessary sacrifice.
“Chase her!”
“She went that way!”
The Holy Knights disappeared across to the other side.
Hiding in an alley, Nell finally slumped down as they completely disappeared.
“Ha.”
It was a success.
She had successfully shaken them off.
She sighed and reflected on recent events.
No matter how she thought about it, it was a miraculous escape.
Adventurers, the Holy Knights, and even those lunatics in black robes—probably members of the Dark Holy Society—had attacked her.
There was no way her blood could have lasted.
When she was on the verge of collapse, she was certain it was the end.
“What the hell is she…?”
The image of a woman with pale blue hair came to mind.
She had worn luxurious clothes, a far cry from Nell’s tattered ones.
At the brink of death, she had been drawn to the noble maiden’s aura.
Though she hadn’t been able to drink her blood, the woman’s cold expression and words made her think she hated her like everyone else.
But what came afterward was incomprehensible.
“Why is she helping me?”
Though their interaction was brief, the woman had remained distant and cold.
She treated everyone the same, whether it was Nell or others.
That was… astonishing.
She had never been treated like that before.
Everyone always looked at her with contempt and disdain…
“No, no.”
She shook her head, trying to break away from her thoughts.
She couldn’t let herself be deceived.
There had to be a purpose behind it.
Otherwise, it didn’t make sense.
There must be something she wanted from Nell.
Though she didn’t know what it was.
Shaken, she fiercely denied it.
How many times had she been betrayed by expectations and hopes?
As she steadied her mind, she recalled the moment the woman had touched her.
“That time…”
The sensation was unforgettable.
She remembered the vivid, radiant shock.
It was just a touch of the hand.
But the effect was far from simple.
When that cold, white hand touched her, a shiver ran through her.
A tremor.
An indescribable chill and dizziness.
If she were to put it into words—it felt as though she had touched the “world” itself.
“…That can’t be.”
She let out a hollow laugh at the absurd thought.
She must have been mistaken.
At the time, her body and mind were pushed to the limit, so it might have been a hallucination.
More importantly, she was feeling a little better now.
Having regained some strength, she needed to figure things out.
“If I find them, I won’t let them off.”
Who had spread that ridiculous rumor about her being the Red Calamity?
In the darkness, her blood-red eyes flickered.
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Chapter 36: The Red Calamity (4)
Near the inn where Nell had left.
I thought about the second character.
“Nell is here, so Chandrafail must be here too…”
The Black Knight and the Progenitor.
They were relatively recent characters I had played just before creating the Snow Maiden.
Perhaps they had fallen onto the continent eleven years ago when I was linked.
I had no idea how they had lived since then.
While Nell seemed to have struggled, I wondered how Chandrafail had fared.
“What on earth could the scenario progression mean?”
It was unlikely to be related to those two.
The system message had appeared after killing the Serpent God.
That’s why I came out of hiding when I heard about the commotion of the Red Calamity.
I never imagined it was a character I had created.
“If it’s according to the setting, the Curse of Blood should be solvable.”
It wasn’t something particularly difficult.
I just needed to go to the Snow Castle and retrieve a specific item.
However, was it the right choice to lift her penalties and let her act freely?
The scenario could be twisted at any time due to the existence of those two who were never part of the original plan.
The Red Calamity incident was an example of this.
I was deeply troubled.
“I can’t exactly do anything about them…”
No, I didn’t even have the ability to.
In any case, I needed to make some kind of decision.
While I was deliberating, someone stepped out of the inn.
It was Sigina.
“…”
Her cheeks flushed as if she were swallowing humiliation.
She looked around nervously before running toward me.
“Excuse me! Miss Quellière!”
The moment she arrived, she voiced her dissatisfaction.
“What is it?”
“What is it? What is it—?!”
Sigina mimicked me with a mischievous expression before puffing her cheeks again.
“What do you mean ‘what is it’?! Do you know what kind of situation I went through?!”
“What kind of situation did you go through?”
“It was humiliating! It was disgraceful! I almost died of shame!”
“Is that so?”
Internally, I felt relieved.
It was fortunate that she had gotten out of it.
More importantly, I needed to think about my next move.
“If at least there had been an opponent, it would have been better! What do you think those people thought when they saw me sprawled out?!”
“Let’s go back to the guild.”
“If you had seen those cold stares… Excuse me! Please listen to me!”
If someone had deliberately interfered, resolving the curse wouldn’t be the end of it.
I first needed to uncover their identity.
As I moved on without concern, Sigina hurried to catch up with me.
“You’re so cold! So aloof! Why don’t you just go live in the Ice Mountains?”
“Hmph.”
Sigina pouted, her remark strangely sharp.
I glanced at her neck.
There were clear marks left by fangs.
“How’s your neck?”
When I pointed to the area, she touched it and gave an awkward smile.
“Um… Well, how should I put this…”
“Does it hurt?”
“If you ask if it hurts, it surprisingly doesn’t, but it feels… strange? Oddly thrilling…?”
Even she seemed unsure.
A surge of intense curiosity arose within me.
What kind of sensation could it be?
Even though I had meticulously crafted every detail of the setting, I had no way of knowing what it felt like to be bitten by a vampire.
“If you’re curious, why don’t you try getting bitten yourself?”
“I’m not that curious.”
I quickly dismissed the curiosity sparked by Sigina’s innocent teasing.
After all, curiosity kills the cat.
We were on the road to the guild.
It was when we passed through a deserted clearing.
“Well, I wasn’t particularly curious ei—huh?!”
Sigina, who had been mumbling, suddenly jerked her head up and looked at me urgently.
“Miss Quellière!”
There was no explanation.
However, knowing her abilities, I judged she didn’t have the chance to provide one.
Whatever it was, we were in danger.
“…!”
Deciding as much, I took action.
Since I couldn’t determine the enemy’s location or the direction of the threat.
The first move had to be defense.
KWAHHHH!
Ice particles surged like a fountain, enveloping Sigina and me.
It was a makeshift barrier—or rather, a type of protective magic.
I called it the Ice Wall.
BOOM!
Simultaneously, fireballs rained down from all directions.
They struck like the stones of a catapult hitting castle walls, with fierce impacts.
“Ah! Wow! Oh no…!”
Sigina’s tense voice wavered.
Despite her anxiety, the barrier didn’t budge.
A fleeting smile crossed my lips as I felt like the heavens were on my side.
Fire element.
An advantageous matchup.
“…Impressive.”
When the assault stopped, a bald man stepped out of the shadows.
He wore a black robe emblazoned with fiery insignias.
A symbol I could never forget.
I frowned.
“The Dark Cathedral.”
“Oh, you know of us?”
The man smiled a rotten grin.
“Yet, you dare to interfere with our work. Are you so desperate to die?”
It was an impressive confidence.
It was justified.
Judging by the power displayed earlier, he was clearly no ordinary follower.
Looking at the emblem engraved on his robe, he was likely one of the Seven Apostles.
Clang!
“Do you know him? That man?”
Sigina drew her rapier and made a fuss. Her demeanor was clumsy, but she was trustworthy.
She was a gold-rank adventurer, a considerable force to reckon with.
“No.”
I shook my head and glared at the man.
Seven Apostle or not, there was no need to be intimidated.
We were two, and we had the advantage in compatibility.
This was actually convenient.
The Seven Apostles were nothing but harmful; it would be better to eliminate one.
“He’s someone you don’t need to know.”
Looking down at him with disdain, I activated the magic in my retina.
The ‘Winter’s Gaze’ disrupted the man’s balance.
“What the…!”
A sudden ambush.
Before the Apostle could recover his stance, a cold breath surged forward.
Hiss—
Even in his confusion, the Apostle narrowly avoided it.
However, the hem of his robe froze solid.
Feeling the rising chill, he trembled.
“Could a human wield such elemental power…?”
His tone was laden with astonishment and confusion.
“This cannot be!”
I continued to draw upon my magic without pause.
I needed to press him before he regained his composure.
A swelling snowball rotated and lifted into the air.
This technique, which I called ‘Snowball,’ was not powerful but was easy to control and quick to deploy.
Whoosh!
Snowballs surged forward.
The man hastily summoned fireballs to counter.
The fire and snow clashed midair, dissolving into vapor.
Moments like this revealed why great figures emphasized the importance of composure in critical situations.
“Damn it…!”
Although the snowballs were all destroyed, the delayed counterattack left the Apostle vulnerable to successive strikes.
Before he realized, a cold breath was already before his nose. His eyes widened in frozen shock.
“Wow. Whoa…”
Sigina, who had been watching the entire flow of events, expressed her admiration.
She even clapped her hands.
Feeling oddly proud, I strutted forward confidently and leisurely.
“Now, let’s hear it.”
The freezing effect wouldn’t last long.
I needed to extract information within that time.
The man, whose upper body was still functional, stared blankly at me.
“Why did you attack me?”
He had shouted earlier that I interfered with “our work.”
Had I inadvertently meddled with the Dark Holy Society?
The bald man chuckled dryly.
“As expected of the one who saved the Red Calamity. What was your purpose in helping it?”
“Red Calamity?”
“Strong beyond imagination, but do you think you’ll be safe after turning both the Holy Nation and the Dark Holy Society against you?”
The man mumbled like a madman.
So it was Nell.
What a tragic fate.
To be targeted by two giant forces.
“So it was you.”
His words confirmed my suspicions.
The ones who branded Nell as a calamity and orchestrated such malicious schemes—the Dark Holy Society.
I hadn’t saved Nell with any grand purpose.
“Nell is not a calamity.”
Still, there were things that needed to be said.
I glared coldly at the vile lieutenant of malice and spoke sharply.
“Don’t attach such baseless labels. You, mere shadows of a calamity.”
Perhaps stirred by my rising emotions, my vision turned icy blue.
The Apostle’s face hardened into a stiff expression.
“How dare…! The Black Calamity! The true savior will not let you—”
“Be quiet. You worthless thing.”
Spreading my hand, I activated ‘Ice Spear.’
Unlike other magic, this skill was on an entirely different level of power.
After expending a significant amount of magic, the spear was completed.
“Disappear.”
I aimed it at the man’s heart, intending to end him.
As the Apostle, sensing his end, clamped his mouth shut, Sigina suddenly shouted.
“Quelli! To your left!”
“!”
Reacting instinctively, I turned and immediately dodged.
The spot I had been standing on was swept away by a black vortex.
Squinting, I shifted my gaze.
A new figure had appeared beside the bald man.
A black robe adorned with a whirlpool symbol.
Adein, one of the Seven Apostles.
“Bringle…”
He waved his hand, releasing the restraints.
Bringle, now recovered, stood confidently beside him.
“You’ve arrived, Adein. Perfect timing.”
“……”
I grew tense.
Two of the Seven Apostles.
Already strong individually, but now there were two.
I had tried to strike swiftly, taking advantage of their lack of preparation, but now that option was gone.
“A woman who interferes with the grand task of the Holy Society. She’s no ordinary fighter, but if you and I join forces—”
“No.”
It’s no longer possible to handle this alone.
As I was about to ask Sigina for help, Adein shook his head mechanically.
“No, Bringle. This is not an opponent we can face…”
His complexion was dark and sallow.
He stared at me with a pale face and cold sweat trickling down.
“When did you return, Apostle of God? Or perhaps…”
As he was about to continue, he shook his head again.
For a moment, silence fell over the area.
Sigina, Bringle, and I all blinked in confusion.
“What are you talking about?”
“…Come to think of it, I never told you. There’s no time to explain. Look at that! Look at that composure!”
Adein pointed a trembling hand at me.
I was indeed outwardly calm, though inwardly, I was unraveling.
Adein swallowed hard, his voice trembling as he spoke.
“We’re outmatched. We have to retreat.”
“What? Retreat, you say? After the humiliation I endured, I must repay it—ugh!”
Ignoring Bringle’s protests, Adein quickly slung him over his shoulder and started to flee.
Worried I might chase after them, he even went so far as to scatter black mist to cover his tracks.
Thud-thud-thud!
Their footsteps soon grew faint.
It was a desperate pace, as if they had encountered a final boss.
“…?”
I could only tilt my head in confusion.
What was that?
I vaguely remembered the day I met Adein.
Had he been traumatized back then?
“Quill… Quillie… no, Miss Quellière…?”
Sigina’s tone sounded strangely distant.
She smiled awkwardly.
“Did I do something wrong…?”
“…”
It seemed she misunderstood something.
The situation had been far from favorable, but she hadn’t done anything wrong.
“You earned your pay.”
Although I had fought most of the battle alone, her keen ears had been a great help.
I curtly muttered and took the lead.
“The Dark Cathedral…”
Those fiends were the root of all evil and disaster.
They were trying to manipulate my second character, whom I had crafted with such care.
They were pests that needed to be eradicated for the sake of the correct scenario.
Whoosh—
As I swung my hand, icy air spread outward.
The thick, black mist dissipated, and clear sunlight poured through.
*
The City-State of Yulistia.
What had once been a remote city had grown spectacularly in just ten years.
While this was due to the talents of its local lord, the Celestial Music Box and the remnants of a minor deity also played their part.
In the grand mansion of the local lord.
In the reception room, Lysithea Krase sat elegantly dressed.
Despite her position as the head of the household, she sat facing her guest as an equal.
“…”
This was not due to her goodwill.
Surprisingly, this was the consideration of her guest, not hers.
The Crown Prince of the Empire, Artan Fricas.
He took a sip of tea indifferently.
-This is unacceptable, Your Highness! A private meeting? Who knows what might happen…
-The local lord of Yulistia is no fool. Would she dare harm me openly?
Near the royal carriage outside the mansion, the Imperial Guard stood on alert.
Their captain, Hiloze, had tried to dissuade the meeting, but Artan hadn’t listened.
-And courtesy must come first.
It was his principle.
As he was here to gather information, he believed in showing respect first.
Only if that goodwill was betrayed would he bare his fangs.
“What brings Your Highness here?”
Lysithea smiled faintly.
Her smile seemed natural but wasn’t born of sincerity.
Having spent long years in the palace, Artan could tell.
Thus, he made no effort to disguise himself either.
“I saw a painting.”
“A painting?”
“It was titled ‘The Fallen God.’”
Artan recalled the event from not long ago.
At an international exhibition, he had been unable to hide his astonishment upon seeing her work.
The painting depicted a woman whose gaze confronted a black serpent.
…Quellière.
His salvation and longing from his younger days had been right there.
“The Fallen God…”
The Crown Prince watched as Lysithea repeated the title to herself.
Over the years, he had investigated the enigmatic woman, but his search had yielded nothing.
So, when he finally stumbled upon a lead, he had abandoned formalities and rushed over.
“It’s the same title as my piece.”
Meanwhile, Lysithea quickly grasped the meaning behind his words.
Unless it was something significant, the Crown Prince himself would never travel to such a distant place.
If he was focused on the fallen god, there could only be one reason.
It was enough to justify such a pursuit.
This was actually convenient.
There was no need for me to go to him.
I had been wondering how to arrange a meeting with someone as exalted as the Crown Prince.
“Did you like the piece?”
The silence of the music box enveloped the room.
It was something that had been returned to me after the exhibition ended.
In response to her playful question, Artan replied bluntly.
“You’ve seen her, haven’t you?”
“Yes, I suppose so.”
It was, if you thought about it, a slightly peculiar situation.
We had both seen each other’s works and drawn the same conclusion.
Clues about a single woman.
The key was who knew more.
At Lysithea’s affirmation, the Crown Prince pressed further.
“The serpent in the painting… Is it the incident from ten years ago?”
“I didn’t expect Your Highness to know. But yes, you’re correct.”
The Serpent God that had overtaken Yulistia, and its subjugation.
The details were often exaggerated, but the general story was widely known.
A national beauty had slain the Serpent God…
“Is it her?”
“Excuse me?”
“I mean, the one who killed the Serpent God.”
It was merely a confirmation.
Lysithea nodded without hesitation.
She believed that this conversation was to her advantage.
The fact that the Crown Prince, who had likely seen the piece later than her, had rushed to her so quickly was evidence of his urgency.
There was a hint of fervor in Artan’s eyes.
Leaning slightly forward, he began bombarding her with questions.
“Do you know her identity?”
“…Pardon?”
“If not, any small detail will do. For instance…”
But the nature of his questions was odd.
It wasn’t as though he had no clue about her.
Realizing this, Lysithea understood she had more information than he did.
“Ah… Yes. She relinquished the Serpent God’s corpse to me. She stayed in the city for less than a week.”
It was both disappointing and a little satisfying.
Perhaps this, too, was an act of kindness from a higher-dimensional being.
“…?”
Thinking this way, Lysithea found the Crown Prince’s behavior increasingly peculiar.
He didn’t know her identity.
He had no clue.
Far from assuming she was an absolute existence, he had only managed to find a single clue after over a decade.
Even so, the fact that the Crown Prince of an empire was so obsessed—it was more than mere interest.
It was almost as if…
“Ha.”
Lysithea laughed.
It was a different smile from before.
She tried to suppress it but ultimately failed.
“…Why are you laughing?”
Sensing the shift in atmosphere, Artan furrowed his brow.
Lysithea, her shoulders trembling, managed to regain her composure.
“Ah… My apologies. Please understand.”
She even shed a tear.
It wasn’t a proper demeanor, and she knew that.
But it was simply too amusing.
Wiping her tears, she displayed the brightest smile she’d worn in ages.
“Your Highness knows absolutely nothing about her.”
How could she not laugh?
When such a foolish man stood before her.
To think a mere human could harbor affection for a god…
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Chapter 37: Fate Begins to Stir
“···You’re saying you don’t know about her? Her?”
Artan tilted his head in confusion at Lysithea’s words.
For a person of such prominence to be referred to with such an honorific.
Moreover, in front of him, the crown prince, she seemed to elevate that woman even further.
“I saw Your Highness’s piece, ‘The Landscape of Regret.’ Did you receive her help during a time of crisis?”
The painting of a man and woman portraying Quellière.
Though some might not know, it was based entirely on a true story.
That was why Lysithea asked as she did.
“That’s correct. I was reckless. That day ten years ago··· I left the palace on a whim, fell from the carriage······.”
The crown prince’s words drew the full attention of the lord.
A broken carriage and a fall. It was an indignity unfitting of someone of his rank. Yet, there was one question that lingered.
“Assassins dressed in black? Were they targeting Your Highness?”
“No. They were after her.”
“······What?”
Lysithea was utterly shocked.
Could there truly exist such heinous villains who dared to target a goddess?
Flustered, she asked again.
“Did you uncover their identities?”
“···No. Regrettably, we are still in the dark. We had no leads to pursue them.”
Artan bowed his head in frustration.
He felt powerless.
On the other hand, Lysithea pondered the identity of the villains.
But soon, she shook her head.
If even the empire’s intelligence network couldn’t reach them, there was no way to discover their identities now.
A moment of silence.
The crown prince, regaining his composure, asked with a hint of curiosity.
“Now, would you tell me? Why do you refer to her as ‘her’ with such reverence?”
Lysithea thought for a moment before responding.
“Your Highness.”
“Yes.”
“Don’t people need to meet others?”
“···What?”
Her words were somewhat vague.
But Artan felt as if she had pierced through to his inner thoughts, and it made him self-conscious.
Because of that, he realized something peculiar only belatedly.
“Are you saying she’s not human?”
“Probably not.”
“That’s···!”
Artan was taken aback, and the lord closely observed him.
She refrained from making definitive statements.
It was inadvisable to make any absolute claims about a higher being.
Instead, she tried to draw him in.
“Didn’t Your Highness sense it, even faintly?”
“That’s, well, certainly······.”
The crown prince swallowed his words.
Her unparalleled beauty, which transcended human standards, and the way her body transformed into mist—until now, he had thought it was some wondrous magic. But was it not?
Lysithea, watching him, pointed something out.
“Could a human kill a god?”
Quellière had slain the Serpent God.
Artan countered her assertion.
“But it wasn’t a real god. It was a false god, incomparable to the majesty of the gods recorded in ancient texts.”
His tone suggested disbelief.
Lysithea simply smiled.
“Even that false god brought Yulistia to her knees. Including veteran mages and the ducal knights.”
“······.”
That much was true.
A real god was beyond all measure and should be excluded from comparison.
Though Artan hadn’t seen the Serpent God himself, even a false god’s power would have been tremendous.
Even as he came to terms with it, the crown prince’s longing remained unwavering.
Lysithea suddenly felt an urge to test him.
“You likely don’t know the details, do you, Your Highness? Then let me explain······.”
How she had killed the Serpent God.
The tale of that great battle echoed through the tranquil room.
The vile Serpent God.
The woman who boldly stood against it, almost arrogant in her composure.
She summoned a snowstorm, transforming the streets into her domain, and single-handedly delivered divine retribution.
The sheer awe of it was indescribable.
Lysithea’s body trembled slightly, and Artan was left utterly dumbfounded.
The lord exhaled and asked.
“What do you think? Do you still feel the same?”
It was a sharp question.
Without a moment’s hesitation, Artan nodded.
The shocking story, while impactful, was not enough to shake his resolve.
“I still do.”
“···It must have been quite an unforgettable encounter for you. But does she feel the same?”
Lysithea thought it was because he didn’t truly understand her.
She felt a hint of defiance and pointed to one side.
There sat a music box.
“It’s hers.”
“···!”
The crown prince’s eyes widened.
The strange artifact that was always mentioned when discussing the lord. Its origin was surrounded by speculation, and now, it turned out to be her belonging?
“I received this treasure, the music box, from her. Surely, it must have been a gesture of goodwill.”
It must have been.
She had made significant contributions to the city’s development.
Someone so absolute would express their goodwill in such ways. Lysithea imbued her voice with strength.
“But what did Your Highness receive? If it’s nothing, then I’d advise you to abandon your futile dreams.”
Her words were half-serious.
Finally, she lowered her gaze and offered her respects.
Artan closed his eyes.
“······.”
He wasn’t angry.
He simply contemplated.
He faced the agony he had carried with him for so long.
Silence filled the room, accompanied by the music box. Melody and emptiness intermingled to form a harmony.
Eventually, he opened his tightly shut eyes.
Resolute words escaped his lips.
“I was saved.”
“······!?”
At the suddenness and weight of his statement, Lysithea was rendered speechless.
She looked at the man before her once more.
She had thought it was just the feverish passion or immature psyche of a young man in his prime.
The boy’s steadfast will flickered within him.
He was no longer a child, but an adult.
“Do you… do you know where she… that person went? Even just a hint would suffice.”
Artan made the request politely.
His demeanor, which seemed to reverse the hierarchy between them, made Lysithea furrow her brows in discomfort.
The crown prince was by no means politically or diplomatically incompetent.
And yet, here he was, behaving like this.
“I… I truly am desperate.”
How strong could that desire possibly be?
Lysithea realized she had to adjust her attitude. She clasped her hands together in thought.
A recent clue.
The realization of a plausible lead.
It suggested an intriguing hypothesis—Quellière heading eastward.
If, as suspected, she was a higher being—a “Goddess of Winter”—then there was only one place that came to mind.
Lysithea spoke carefully.
“East.”
“…East?”
“The two most famous cursed lands are there.”
That was enough.
Artan shot to his feet and expressed his gratitude.
“I will remember this.”
Was this truly the right course?
Feeling a pang of concern, Lysithea offered further advice.
“Many heroes… have sought to embrace the gods beyond their reach, only to meet their ruin. Legends and myths serve as proof of that.”
“I understand.”
The crown prince remained unwavering.
Instead, he revealed his raw determination.
“I will bear it alone.”
With that, he turned his back.
Perhaps because he was finally nearing the goal he had longed for.
A crisp wind swept through, as if in blessing.
Passing through the garden to the mansion’s entrance.
The commander of the imperial guards, Hiloze, came running toward him.
“Your Highness! Are you safe?”
Artan gave a faint, bitter smile.
Though Hiloze was an excellent swordsman, he worried excessively as a subordinate.
Artan was no longer a child.
“I’m fine.”
With that, he casually threw the words out and was about to step into the carriage.
Then, he noticed two individuals kneeling before him.
“Who are they?”
He muttered instinctively, caught off guard.
One of the two immediately responded.
“I am Sorab, commander of the ‘Hidden Blade’ tasked with guarding Krase.”
“I am Sigila, captain of the Shadow Unit under the Hidden Blade. I assist Commander Sorab.”
Their answers came from a man and a woman, respectively.
Artan merely nodded.
Judging by their auras, they were no ordinary individuals. However, it did not matter much to him.
As he prepared to leave without further thought, he suddenly glanced at Sigila. Her long violet hair.
“…”
There was a peculiar sense of discord.
Artan tilted his head slightly but soon dismissed it as his imagination.
“Let’s get going!”
“Understood.”
The carriage began to move with a clatter.
By then, the woman from earlier was already forgotten.
Ten years had passed, turning the once-reckless boy into an adult.
His hair had grown longer, and his features had changed.
Neither of them recognized the other.
Artan’s eyes, staring out the carriage window, held a deep heaviness.
“…It has been a long time.”
His heart pounded fiercely.
Ten years of waiting.
Longing and pursuit.
Finally, he had caught hold of a lead.
“The Ice Mountain Range.”
The cursed land of the East, known to all on the continent.
Beyond it lay the Snowfield, famous for the “Trial of Winter” in ages past.
A place only the greatest of heroes had ever reached.
“It’s still too much for me…”
Despite honing his god-given talents relentlessly, he was not yet ready.
His potential was so vast that the abilities he had unlocked thus far amounted to less than a fraction.
At his current level, it would be suicidal to venture there.
But with her so close, dedicating himself solely to training was not an option.
“Ah.”
At that moment, something came to mind.
One of Sir Agnatz’s latest inventions.
It had not yet been revealed to the public, but the crown prince existed beyond such restrictions.
If he used that invention, it would be a significant help.
His destination was now clear.
*
Adventurer’s Guild.
I took a deep breath and controlled my mana circuits.
The wavering energy flowed and circulated.
“Hoo.”
During my seclusion in the Snow Castle, I hadn’t simply been idling around.
I trained in mana control and leadership, which had been horrifically difficult by modern standards.
As a result, my mana capacity and control had increased.
“This is a bit better.”
Not only that, I had also learned several skills.
As a Snow Maiden, I couldn’t learn just any magic, so I focused on ones I found useful and trained with them.
One such trick I had learned was to circulate mana like this to enhance my recovery rate.
“Hey, um, Quelli······.”
A sagging voice came from behind me.
It was Sigina, who seemed unusually dispirited.
“I’ve always believed that money was everything···.”
“Really?”
“Yes. ···But that conviction is starting to waver today.”
Her face looked weary.
It must have been the result of the ordeals she had recently gone through.
With innocent eyes, Sigina asked me.
“I did accept a designated request··· and I was paid a hefty sum··· but how long do I have to keep doing this?”
Come to think of it, I hadn’t even set a deadline.
She had been so dazzled by the large sum of gold coins that she had practically fallen for it.
This was something that needed to be addressed.
When I turned to look at her, Sigina flinched.
“Well, uh, I mean. It’s just that things turned out a bit different from what I expected. I had only factored in the Holy Knights, but then the Dark Cathedral got involved too. It seems more dangerous than I thought···.”
“That’s true.”
I nodded.
I understood what she meant, so I spoke calmly.
“One week.”
“Huh?”
“The deadline. You’ve got one week.”
That should be enough to wrap things up.
She muttered under her breath, almost to herself.
“One week···.”
“It’s certainly a dangerous task. If you’re not confident, you should quit now.”
It would only harm both sides if I kept someone who wanted to leave.
Sigina seemed tempted by the idea of quitting.
“I’m not very confident··· Uh, so, should I? Um··· but then what about the money?”
“You’d have to return it.”
Even a gold-ranked adventurer seemed to feel a strong sense of danger.
To be fair, I hadn’t expected the Dark Cathedral to get involved either. I gave her a firm response.
She hesitated for a moment before letting out a sigh.
“Well, I guess there’s no helping it~ No helping it~.”
And then she pulled out her purse and opened it.
It was roughly the same amount as what I had given her.
She was about to hand it back to me when she suddenly stopped.
“···Wait a minute.”
Her face turned deadly serious, as if she had seen the end of the world.
“If I return this just like that··· after being bled dry and marked by the Dark Cathedral······ all the suffering I went through···?”
Her expression was full of confusion.
I chuckled softly and entered the Adventurer’s Guild. Inside, adventurers were gathered, seemingly discussing something.
When they saw me, they went silent.
I signaled to one of them. Kelly caught my signal and approached a corner.
I looked down at him and asked.
“I want to ask about Nell Sartilla.”
“Uh··· the Red Calamity?”
“Nell Sartilla.”
It was just a simple correction.
But as usual, my tone was cold.
Perhaps because of that, Kelly couldn’t meet my eyes.
“They say the rumors about Nell being a calamity started right after the Overflow, right?”
The Curse of Blood.
I had assumed that the label of calamity was due to that, but I had confirmed that the Dark Cathedral was involved.
“Yes. That’s right. Back then, many adventurers saw her as a calamity··· Nell Sartilla. I think everyone felt a sense of foreboding.”
So the Dark Cathedral’s agents were present at the scene?
It was too late to determine that now.
“You said you were there too.”
He had mentioned that before.
Kelly nodded and muttered.
“The foreboding seems stronger the closer you are to Sartilla and the more power she’s exerting······.”
It was true.
Knowing that meant he must have been near Nell at the time.
But more importantly, I recalled another question.
“If she resolved the Overflow by herself, she must have saved a lot of people.”
Even with the Curse of Blood, people should still have recognized that they had been saved by her.
Despite her significant accomplishments, she had been branded a calamity overnight—this was suspicious.
Could the Dark Cathedral, lurking in the shadows, wield such political power?
What kind of methods had they used?
Just as I was about to ask further, the main door burst open.
“Quelli! Quelli!”
It was Sigina.
“What’s going on—”
“The Holy Knights are coming! This isn’t because of us, is it!?”
She pointed outside in a panic.
Before I could say anything, the sound of heavy armor echoed, and a group of more than ten knights entered.
Clang, clang, clang—!
The appearance of the Holy Knights made the adventurers scatter like the tide receding.
It was a stormy development.
If Sigina had heard the commotion from this far, she must have been quite far away. While I was still reeling, a man stepped forward.
“I am Blefer, the Commander of the Holy Knights.”
He was someone whose sharp aura was evident at a glance.
His gaze scanned the room before locking onto me.
“Outsider. You said Quellière, didn’t you?”
“…What?”
“Where did you hide the Red Calamity?”
“!”
The words struck me like a hammer, a massive shock reverberating through me.
How did they find their way here?
Could it have been at the inn…? No, the knights hadn’t seen me there.
And yet, they seemed to already understand the situation to some extent.
It was at that moment.
“…”
Kelly quietly stepped away from me.
Suddenly, I recalled that the only ones who had seen me helping Nell were him and Sigina.
The way he had avoided meeting my eyes the entire time now felt different.
I glared at him.
“Was it you?”
“…Uh.”
“I asked if it was you.”
At my reproach, he closed his eyes and shouted.
“Y-Yes! It was me! I told them! Because that thing is a calamity!”
It was essentially a confession.
My brows furrowed even deeper.
“You saw it up close too, didn’t you? You should know!”
“I don’t.”
“I do! When I looked up at that thing, scattering blood everywhere, I felt fear. Its red eyes, its long fangs, its thirst for human blood… That was not human!”
Once he started talking, his words spilled out like a flood.
I could see fear flickering in his eyes.
I had thought of him as a timid person, but it seemed his very nature was fragile.
Had that fragility collided with the Curse of Blood to create this explosion?
Whatever the case, I couldn’t understand him, and I bit my lip.
“Wh-What?! Kelly, what the hell are you saying?!”
“Sis…”
“How could you just go and do something like that on your own?!”
Sigina, who had been looking back and forth between me and Kelly in a daze, finally shouted.
She seemed just as flustered as I was.
Kelly shook his head, his face blurred with guilt.
“…It would’ve ended up like this even if it wasn’t me. But more importantly, Sis, why are you standing over there? Come here now.”
“You… You really…”
It seemed he didn’t know about the deal between me and Sigina.
As she fidgeted restlessly, Kelly drove in the final nail.
“You came back to Disdel in the first place because of my letter, right? The one asking you to get rid of the calamity? So why are you siding with it? Don’t you see the knights of the Holy Order over there? If you stay there, you’ll be dragged away too!”
“Ugh…!”
His desperate words made Sigina’s eyes tremble.
She looked between Kelly, the adventurers, the knights, and finally at me.
Then she lowered her head.
“…I’ll return the money.”
“…Alright.”
There was no point in prolonging the conversation.
I quietly accepted the pouch of money, and Sigina left the area.
Now, I had no allies left.
Having watched the entire exchange, Blepher spoke again with a triumphant tone.
“I’ll ask once more. Where is the Red Calamity?”
My irritation surged.
I spat out my response with a biting tone.
“I don’t know.”
“Where did you hide it?”
“I didn’t hide it.”
The commander of the knights furrowed his brows into a deep V.
“I find that hard to believe. That someone would protect a calamity.”
“Nell isn’t a calamity.”
“!”
At my reply, Blepher’s pupils flashed with surprise.
His expression twisted.
“…Not a calamity? Are you saying the Church’s declaration and the High Priest’s recognition were false?”
“The High Priest?”
I didn’t have time to think.
Blepher, enraged, drew his sword.
“You heretic! I will reveal every part of your scheme!”
Following him, the knights prepared for battle.
With a metallic clang, their silver swords reflected the light.
Forced action.
I clicked my tongue and reached into my bag, but at that moment, something rolled in through the shattered window.
“Stop it!”
A flash of fiery red hair swayed before my eyes.
That unmistakable, dangerous aura.
It was Nell.
Her crimson eyes locked onto me.
Caught off guard, I greeted her.
“…Hi.”
I hadn’t expected to see her again so soon after saying we’d meet later.
I was secretly glad to see her.
But Nell frowned deeply.
“Hi? Hi, my ass! Hey, what are you doing here all by yourself?! Why the hell am I shielding you like some impenetrable wall?!”
“…”
She seemed genuinely furious.
“Didn’t you say this wasn’t charity work?!”
“It’s not.”
“Then what is it?!”
Nell was my secondary character, an overwhelmingly potent True Ancestor.
Yet she probably didn’t even know what her species was.
I needed to explain it to her.
Just not right now.
“I’ll tell you later.”
For once, communication went smoothly.
Nell opened her mouth, her expression a mix of disbelief.
“Wow, I seriously—”
“It’s the Red Calamity!”
The knights, who had been frozen in place, finally snapped back to their senses.
All their swords simultaneously pointed at Nell.
Whether from the tension of facing a top-ranked fugitive or her overwhelming presence, their nervousness was palpable.
“To show up of your own accord, you must have lost your mind!”
“Bullshit.”
“W-What?!”
“What the hell did I do to make you talk shit, you bastards?!”
Nell unleashed her pent-up resentment.
“Don’t compare me to some calamity! I actually helped people. That ungrateful bastard over there? I saved his life!”
“W-What?!”
The one she pointed at, Kelly, started trembling.
The adventurers scattered away from him like flies, and Sigina’s eyes widened in shock.
“Wait, is that true? Kelly!”
“Uh… Well, y-yeah, but it’s more complicated than that—”
“Complicated, my ass!”
The moment Nell’s figure flickered, Kelly’s scream pierced the air. Her movements were almost impossibly swift.
Grabbing him by the collar, she swung her fist.
“Leaving them alone would have meant they’d die, so I saved them—is that a problem!? You ungrateful bastard!”
“Argh! Aagh! Aaagh!”
The physical abilities of a progenitor far surpass those of humans.
With each punch, blood spattered, and teeth shattered.
The adventurers retreated further, and Blefer charged in.
“The calamity is rampaging! Seize them!”
“Save the adventurers!”
The situation was on the verge of explosion.
At this rate, it would escalate into a bloody conflict, which was bad for both sides.
I needed to cool the tension first.
I pulled out my “Catalyst” and unleashed my magic.
The attribute amplifier intensified the snowstorm.
Kwaaaa—!
“······Ugh!”
A fierce blizzard and shards of ice whipped through the air.
The warm afternoon guild hall instantly transformed into a harsh winter scene.
The knights froze in place as if their legs were nailed down, and the fist slicing through the wind stopped mid-air.
“······!”
The entire room froze in shock.
The blue crystal in my upraised right hand shimmered.
I scanned the room with eyes glowing an icy blue.
“Stop.”
A cold voice escaped my lips.
No one dared to speak, so I continued.
“Quiet. Stop it.”
“···Who the hell are you······.”
The first to speak was Nell.
I glanced at her and then fixed my gaze on Blefer.
“···Hup!”
The gaze of winter.
Feeling the chill, he swallowed hard.
“Let me correct something. Nell isn’t human.”
I flipped the board with a single statement, but I didn’t have enough mana to maintain the act for long.
I needed to settle this quickly.
My brain worked rapidly.
Helping Nell was the right thing to do.
Even setting aside my personal motives, her power would be a great asset.
Since it was clear that the Dark Cathedral had framed her, simply revealing that fact would make it easy to turn her into an ally.
“You’re finally admitting it! If that’s true—”
“But she’s not a calamity either.”
“What···?”
However, in order to do that, I had to clear her of the false charges against her.
Since I was already involved, it was unavoidable.
I chose my words carefully to ensure they were understood.
All eyes in the room were on me.
Then I dropped the bombshell.
“Nell··· isn’t human but a demi-human.”
“···!”
A cold declaration.
Naturally, the person most shocked and quickest to react was Nell.
“You, you··· what are you talking about···?”
Her voice was a complex mix of shock, astonishment, and confusion.
She shrieked.
“Tell me! What do you know? How can you know something I don’t······!”
“Nonsense!”
Blefer cut her off with a sharp retort.
Distrust was evident in his eyes.
“No demi-human with such traits has ever been discovered! There’s no mention in any text, legend, or historical record of a race that manipulates blood!”
“Of course not.”
His doubts were reasonable.
There were no vampires in this world’s setting.
Whatever I said here, he wouldn’t believe me.
So, I had to use another approach.
Something that even the Holy Knights, who refused to listen to reason, wouldn’t doubt.
Fortunately, we were in the Theocracy.
And Astarte’s Theocracy had a tradition passed down since its founding.
I made a bold move.
“Open the Seat of Proof.”
—That’s where I’ll prove everything.
“······.”
When I invoked the divine ritual, the Knight Commander could no longer argue.
Chapter 38 : Fate Begins to Stir
Translator: Marctempest
Editor/Proofreader: TempWane
—
Chapter 38: Fate Begins to Stir (2)
The central temple of Disdel.
In a private chamber prepared solely for an individual, a woman dressed in holy vestments stood.
Her name, exuding an aura of elegance, was Clavia Wel Deira.
She was the High Priestess who governed the sacred city of La Phernia and its surrounding regions.
Before her, the leader of the Holy Knights, Blefer, was making a report.
“We pursued the Red Calamity as instructed. However…”
The Red Calamity, the subject of recent fervent discussions within the Church Nation.
Hearing his words, Clavia showed a faint, ambiguous smile.
“You lost track of it?”
“Y-Yes! I apologize deeply! But please hear me out. We lost it near an inn, but we continued our investigations from multiple angles.”
The High Priestess was one of only three supreme authorities in the Church Nation.
Faced with her solemn pressure, Blefer stammered nervously.
The knights’ investigation covered both overt and covert means, targeting even mercenaries and adventurers sensitive to rumors.
“That’s when we received testimony from an adventurer. Someone named Kelly.”
This hapless adventurer provided information about a recently appeared stranger.
A shocking revelation: that person had aided the Red Calamity.
Clavia rested her chin on her hand.
“So, did you capture this person and the Red Calamity? Judging by the flow of this conversation, I suppose not.”
“Ah, well, that’s…”
Blefer recalled Quellière.
A woman who had aided and defended the Red Calamity.
They had deemed her a heretic and intended to confront her.
“She was an extraordinary mage.”
However, she was not an easy opponent.
He had encountered many mages, but never magic as formidable as hers.
Summoning a blizzard and freezing bodies stiff with just her gaze…
They had anticipated a difficult battle.
But.
“···A proving ground? Are you saying she proposed a ‘Seat of Proof’?”
“Yes, astonishingly so. That is why I came to seek your approval, High Priestess.”
Clavia raised her eyebrows.
A Seat of Proof.
It was a symbolic tradition of the Church Nation, using the national treasure, the Orb of Truth, to distinguish truth from falsehood.
It was never conducted lightly.
The issue at stake had to be critical, and the one seeking proof had to risk their life.
This was an appeal to the gods.
“How intriguing.”
Deploying the national treasure required the High Priestess’s approval.
Clavia’s eyes gleamed with interest.
“Do you suggest we allow it?”
“Yes. The Red Calamity’s resistance is fierce, and the proposer’s skill is exceptional. However, they declared that they would accept the consequences if the proof failed. It’s an easy path to take.”
Convinced by the Knight Commander’s passionate argument, Clavia nodded.
Indeed, that was the case.
If the proof failed, it would all be over, and if it succeeded, it would mean the person was not a calamity.
…Although it shouldn’t succeed.
“I grant permission. Let the Seat of Proof commence.”
Rejecting the ceremony was not a wise choice either.
The title “Calamity” carried such weight that it had already ignited an uncontrollable wildfire.
The High Priestess’s approval.
Blefer expressed his gratitude with utmost courtesy.
“I shall take my leave.”
“Yes, Knight Commander. Have a peaceful day.”
The quiet room.
The spacious, antique chamber felt lonely and desolate for one person.
But for Clavia, loneliness was a remnant of the past.
Her expression suddenly twisted.
“To disrupt my plans like this…”
The serene atmosphere shifted drastically.
The once-dignified woman disappeared, revealing a side consumed by obsession.
At that moment, a voice emerged from somewhere.
“High Priestess.”
“···Adein.”
The source of the voice remained hidden in the shadows.
Even so, Clavia responded calmly.
“Is the proposer the same person you mentioned?”
Her greatest secret as the leader of the Holy Order.
She had received a report from Adein, one of the Seven Apostles, long ago.
The grave content of that report had been deeply etched into her mind but was forgotten amidst a long period of quiet.
However, she had just been informed of the person’s reappearance.
Right before Blefer arrived.
“Most likely. A woman with such characteristics can only be her.”
There could be no one else.
If there were, Adein would be utterly shocked.
“You called her an Apostle of God.”
“She might be, or perhaps even more than that.”
“That is impossible, Adein.”
Clavia narrowed her eyes in disbelief.
Adein bowed his head in embarrassment.
The High Priestess sighed.
“In any case… she’s not an easy opponent.”
The Seven Apostles were her personally chosen elite force.
If someone from that group feared her, then she was a serious threat.
Clavia pondered deeply.
“What could she be?”
No gods remained in this world.
This was a fact unknown to most, but Clavia knew.
Hence, the term “Apostle of God” was a contradiction.
To follow gods that no longer existed…
It was unlike any real calamity.
“Why is she hindering me…”
Clavia clenched her fist.
Whatever her identity, she was an enemy of Clavia and the Holy Order.
She had saved the Red Calamity, who had been nearly captured.
“Even the Red Calamity is truly persistent.”
Nell Sartilla.
Clavia had first encountered her during the demon overflow.
She had been overwhelmed by awe and fascination.
To think such a beautiful yet ominous creature existed in this world.
Her strength was also extraordinary.
If she became an ally… or, failing that, even as a “corpse,” she would be a formidable force.
Thus, Clavia had given her the title “Red Calamity” as an homage.
While everyone else saw it as a derogatory term, Clavia had meant it as praise.
“To trample on such goodwill like this…”
She had believed Nell had the potential to become a true calamity, but it had been a misjudgment.
Did she not realize that harsher measures would now have to be taken?
As Clavia ruminated on her anger, she stared into the void.
“For now, we’ll await the Seat of Proof.”
This woman claiming to be an Apostle of God…
Her confident demand for proof was commendable.
However, whether she could excel as a proponent of proof would be revealed on the appointed day…
*
Meanwhile, at that moment, the Adventurer’s Guild.
The hall, usually noisy with chatter, was now dead silent.
Once the Seat of Proof was mentioned, the Holy Knights had temporarily withdrawn.
As a result, the adventurers were left to deal with the “bomb.”
They stood, unmoving, as if being punished.
“Hey.”
At a corner table.
The only place where voices could be heard was where Nell and I were seated, with a man kneeling before us.
It was Kelly.
“Are you going to answer or not? Damn it-”
“Hiik…! I-I’m sorry!”
His appearance was pitiful.
His lips were torn and swollen, and his face was bruised.
It was all due to the True Ancestor’s retribution.
Crossing her arms, Nell scoffed.
“Did I wrong you in any way?”
Nell, who had regained her composure, was prodding gently rather than making blunt remarks.
She looked down at Kelly with contempt in her gaze.
Kelly’s complexion turned pale.
“No, no! Not at all!”
“Then why did you report it to the knights? Do you perhaps have a condition where you want to eliminate anyone you owe a debt to?”
Kelly was one of the lives Nell had saved during the flood.
Thinking about it made her blood boil, and veins popped on her temple as she raised her voice.
“I understood, even without a word of thanks. I know my curse, too. Gratitude is too much to expect, right?”
“No… that’s not…”
“But you know.”
Nell’s foot shot out suddenly.
“Gasp!”
Her sleek, bare leg.
The tip of her foot lightly tapped Kelly’s cheek.
“You can’t backstab someone like this. Right? Isn’t that right?”
“Y-yes… it is.”
“Is it?”
It was practically treating him like a beast.
This seemed to be Nell’s way of openly displaying mockery and scorn, but didn’t the situation feel oddly familiar?
Her gaze was sharp enough to pierce, and Kelly trembled uncontrollably.
“I’m sorry! I was wrong! Please… just this once… please forgive me…”
He pleaded earnestly for mercy, but Nell merely smirked.
Brimming with pent-up resentment, she toyed with him.
“What did you do wrong?”
“Wh-what? That’s… reporting you to the knights without permission…”
“Why did you report me?”
“Because… I was afraid of you… terrified…”
“I saved your life. Why would you be scared of me?”
“Uh… uh… s-sister!”
Unable to endure anymore, Kelly turned to Sigina for help.
She glanced between him and Nell before finally looking at me.
A subtle and complicated smile appeared on her lips.
“…You’re going to let him live, right?”
“S-sister!?”
Kelly was despairing.
Nell nodded, revealing her fangs, and licked her lips a little more.
By the time Kelly’s face turned as white as a sheet, Nell kicked him aside and spun around to sit down again.
Her eyes sparkled as she looked at me.
“Now, shall we hear it?”
Her tone, as she casually tossed out the words, lacked malice.
But there was a distinct curiosity flickering within.
“Who are you?”
“Quellière.”
I responded thoughtlessly.
The anger she showed as one of my creations clashed with the distaste I felt toward the annoying characters.
It was such an amusing situation.
“I know your name.”
Nell furrowed her brows.
“Why are you helping me? No, before that, how do you… know about me, about what I am?”
A question about her identity.
It was likely the fundamental enigma she’d carried since the moment she gained awareness.
I understood, and frankly, the answer was simple.
This is a game world, and I created you.
One sentence could explain it all.
But it was unbelievable, and it wasn’t something she should believe.
“Your species is a vampire.”
“A… vampire?”
“Yes. If you don’t like how it sounds, you can call it a vampyr.”
“Vampyr…”
Whether it was the first time she’d heard either term, she rolled her eyes.
Her puzzlement was plain to see.
Since this was something I would reveal later in a moment of proof, it was fine if she, the subject herself, learned early.
The venom in Nell’s gaze was gone.
She cautiously, very cautiously, asked.
“What… is that? What do they do?”
“They drink blood, favor red, and have pale skin.”
I looked at her as she swallowed hard.
Details about a race no one knew spilled from my lips.
“They dislike garlic, are weak to silver, and are fatally vulnerable to sunlight.”
“…Huh?”
Nell, who had been quietly listening, blinked in confusion.
“I’m fine in sunlight, silver does nothing to me… though I do dislike garlic.”
Of course.
I nodded.
“That’s because you’re a progenitor.”
“A progenitor?”
“Yes. The highest among vampires.”
The progenitors, often described as the originals or the prime, were an overpowered race that ignored nearly all the weaknesses of vampires while further amplifying their strengths.
“I’m… the highest?”
Nell’s mouth fell slightly open.
Her eyes widened greatly.
“The progenitor is the leader of the clan. You could say they’re the ruler of vampires.”
“A… ruler.”
Her cheeks turned red.
Judging by her labored breathing, she seemed quite excited.
She repeatedly muttered phrases like “I’m the best… the leader…” under her breath and raised the corners of her lips.
“Hmm. Hmm. Naturally. I always thought I wasn’t ordinary. Even when I wandered the back alleys, there was a certain… dignity? Allure? Something like that.”
Though she boasted as if it were a given, the trembling corners of her mouth betrayed her.
I looked at her with pity.
This must be the first time she’d received such treatment.
She must have endured so much hardship.
While muttering to herself, Nell seemed to remember something and quickly turned her head.
“If I’m the leader of the clan, where is my clan? I’ve never seen another of my kind.”
“That’s…”
I hesitated.
A clan? Of course, there wasn’t one.
I created a race that didn’t exist, so Nell was the only vampire.
However, a progenitor could create their kind through vampirism.
If she wished to, that is.
But she had likely been targeting irredeemable trash out of her convictions and beliefs.
She wouldn’t have wanted such scum as her allies.
“I don’t know.”
I decided not to tell her.
If more vampires were created, it would only lead to chaos.
I played dumb with confidence.
“…What?”
“They might exist, or they might not. Find out for yourself.”
“Huh… hmm…?”
Nell, who had been darting her eyes around, leaned back in her chair and sighed in frustration.
“What is that supposed to mean?”
“You’re trying to take it all and then some, no wonder you’re in trouble.”
“Ha… Pfft. You’re right about that.”
Her face lit up with a mix of relief and joy.
It seemed my words had given her a great deal of strength.
I found myself smiling as well.
It didn’t feel bad to shine a ray of hope on someone you care about.
As Nell savored the moment, I broke the silence.
“The proof will succeed.”
“Ah… Proof. I was so surprised earlier. I didn’t expect to see the person proposing that ceremony in front of me.”
The weight of a ceremony using a divine artifact within the Church Nation was enormous.
Who would dare propose it lightly?
“It will succeed.”
I repeated myself.
Nell searched my gaze and then gave a bitter smile.
“I really appreciate that… but it won’t mean much. Even if the proof succeeds, the curse remains. People hating me won’t change.”
“The curse has a solution.”
A calm denial.
Nell tilted her head as if mulling over my words, then froze.
“…What?”
The single word she managed to utter carried a multitude of emotions.
It was time for her suffering to come to an end.
I declared it firmly.
“Once the proof is over, I’ll bring it back.”
*
The Spirit Ruins of Roblock, a metropolis.
The site, conquered not long ago by a certain woman, was now home to numerous subsidiary research labs.
In front of the largest lab stood an imperial carriage.
“His Highness, the Crown Prince! Everyone, show proper courtesy!”
Escorted by the royal guard, Captain Hiloze bellowed loudly.
This included not only the lab’s servants and attendants but also senior researchers.
Representing them, a man kneeling at the forefront was questioned by Artan.
“Is Sir Agnatz inside?”
“Y-Yes, Your Highness! Shall I summon him?”
The man was Petras, a senior researcher and a disciple of Agnatz.
As he hurried to act, the main door of the lab creaked open.
All eyes turned toward it.
A dignified man with a beard stood in the doorway.
Adjusting his monocle, he was revealed to be the theologian, Agnatz.
“Has His Highness the Crown Prince arrived?”
There was no sign of fluster.
He gave a light nod of acknowledgment.
That was all.
He didn’t bow, kneel like his disciple, or even offer a word of praise.
Yet, no one reproached him.
“…Sir Agnatz.”
“Please, come inside.”
The Crown Prince followed the elderly scholar leading the way.
He thought about Agnatz.
Formalities were meaningless.
This old scholar had contributed immensely to the empire since the previous emperor’s era.
The royal guard remained on standby, leaving only Captain Hiloze to follow Artan.
“This place has a vintage charm, Your Highness.”
“Indeed, it does.”
Compared to other labs, this one had a retro feel.
Despite its size, the interior was sparsely staffed and filled with drawers and workstations.
All of it carried the scent of the old.
The group stopped before the great door leading to the depths of the lab.
Instead of opening the door, Agnatz turned to the Crown Prince.
“Fascinating research requires as much time and effort as needed.”
His words seemed somewhat abstract.
“However, researchers are creatures who prioritize efficiency in everything.”
It was a statement cutting off unnecessary small talk.
Understanding this at once, Artan got straight to the point.
“I want the Spirit Armor.”
“…I see. Even His Highness has taken an interest.”
There was no sign of agitation.
The masterpiece of Agnatz, the “Spirit Armor.”
It was the result of a decade of relentless research and exploration.
Thanks to intriguing individuals and clues about spirits, those days had been challenging but joyous.
“Do you wish to borrow it? Or claim ownership?”
“I don’t ask for it to be transferred permanently.”
“Hmm…”
Agnatz fiddled with his monocle.
A storm of thoughts swirled in his mind.
A Crown Prince wasn’t just any position.
With many responsibilities and countless people seeking him, his time was invaluable.
And yet, he had come here suddenly, suggesting the matter was highly significant.
But a new invention?
Agnatz posed a reasonable question.
“Where do you intend to go?”
“…!”
At the sharp question, Artan flinched.
Agnatz nodded inwardly.
The Spirit Armor’s effect was “strong elemental resistance.”
It was an incredible ability, and immense resources had been poured into it.
However, if it were merely for court displays or ornamental use, the Crown Prince would not have come in person.
Unless he intended to use it himself.
“…As expected, you figured it out. I’m impressed.”
Artan gave a bitter smile laced with admiration.
He decided it was useless to hide the truth and revealed his intentions.
“I plan to cross the Ice Mountain Range.”
“…What!?”
Even Agnatz, usually composed, was visibly startled by the shocking declaration.
His eyes, as large as saucers, blinked rapidly before he returned to his dignified demeanor.
“…That will surely cause an uproar.”
For the Crown Prince to venture into the Demon Realm.
The entire empire would be thrown into turmoil.
Artan’s meaningful smile deepened.
“It would, if you were to reveal it.”
“…”
A subtle barb.
Instead of reacting, Agnatz stroked his beard.
“I don’t engage in such inefficient actions.”
“I expected nothing less from you.”
Artan’s expression stiffened as he posed a question.
“Is it possible?”
“As your vassal, I should refuse. But I doubt you’ll abandon this plan just because I oppose it.”
Agnatz had a broader perspective.
He narrowed his eyes, full of wrinkles.
“Your Highness is determined to reach the Demon Realm by any means necessary, isn’t he?”
“…You’re truly different from those other pedantic scholars. You’re absolutely correct.”
Artan laughed freely.
Pretending ignorance after having his intentions so accurately discerned would have been disgraceful.
He considered what further arguments he could make.
But it wasn’t necessary.
“I will grant it.”
Agnatz agreed without hesitation.
As Artan began to speak, a faint rumbling echoed through the hallway.
The grand doors slid open.
The core of the laboratory. Its innermost chamber.
There, a gleaming suit of armor was displayed.
Artan and Hiloze stared at it in awe.
“I plan to produce additional units, so consider this one a contribution to the royal family.”
“…I will remember this.”
Before anyone realized, the armor was in the Crown Prince’s hands.
He felt indebted.
The Spirit Armor was spotless, not a speck of dust upon it, and exuded a mysterious aura.
As Artan stared blankly, Agnatz offered a warning.
“The Ice Mountain Range is a Demon Realm that even legendary heroes could not conquer. Even the Four Heroes of Winter, renowned for their trials, merely avoided it and reached the Snowfield.”
From the perspective of the Demon Realm, humans were not conquerors but unwelcome intruders.
Agnatz pondered another question.
His words, when spoken, were as sharp as a blade.
“Are you intending to meet someone there?”
“…!”
A question that struck at the core.
Artan was more shocked than ever before.
His reaction was answer enough.
If conquest were the goal, he wouldn’t need to travel so discreetly.
Even if it were for hunting, the eastern edge was too far.
So, it must be a meeting.
Of course, the Demon Realm was hardly a suitable place for such an encounter.
But add one more clue.
For example, if connected to the Crown Prince’s painting “Landscape of Regret.”
If Agnatz included that piece from the exhibition he was invited to, a pattern emerged.
“If someone lives there, they’re likely not human.”
His tone was as casual as if discussing the weather.
The old man’s eyes glinted coldly.
“Perhaps… we should call them ‘Winter.'”
“──!”
Artan gasped.
This time, he was more shaken than ever, unable to find the words to respond.
In desperation, he exclaimed.
“Do you know something?!”
“No. As a mere scholar of the physical sciences, I am ignorant.”
Agnatz shook his head.
But faint memories from ten years ago surfaced.
The desperate words of a disciple who had rushed to him, the deciphering of ancient texts.
And the painting “Landscape of Regret” by the Crown Prince.
The disappearance of “that woman” ten years ago.
Ten cycles of the sun and the boy’s growth.
The Crown Prince sought a figure buried in the recesses of memory.
“It might be… a certain bond or fate.”
A hoarse voice escaped him without realizing it.
Like winding a spring within a clockwork mechanism, vitality returned to his body.
A desire to see where this machinery led surged.
“Agnatz!”
On the other hand, the young Crown Prince’s gaze blazed.
It was a flame that wouldn’t extinguish easily.
The old scholar offered no response, only genuine advice.
“Do be careful. The seasons are never kind to humans.”
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Chapter 39: Fate Begins to Stir (3)
Disdel was the most developed city among the nearby satellite cities.
The temple where the High Priestess resided was always a sanctuary visited by many believers and pilgrims, but today, it was particularly crowded.
—The proof ritual is being held for the first time in fifteen years!
It was due to widespread publicity.
The activation of a divine artifact—an event enticing enough to captivate even seasoned priests and clergy.
Moreover, the subject was none other than the hottest topic of recent times: the Red Calamity.
The temple’s hall was abuzz with the citizens’ fervent curiosity.
I quietly observed my surroundings.
“……”
Past the towering columns supporting the ceiling and onto the platform, a woman dressed in ceremonial attire stood.
With her long hair draped forward over her shoulders beneath a veil, she exuded an elegant presence.
From the murmurs around me, I could discern her identity.
The High Priestess, Clavia.
“…Hmmm.”
Her name was unfamiliar to me.
Yet, seeing her face triggered an unsettling memory from the depths of my mind.
Why is she here?
“To witness a proof ritual in one’s lifetime…”
The whispers of the citizens reached my ears.
“The High Priestess is as noble as ever today.”
“That’s the Red Calamity… Just as ominous as the rumors say.”
“But who is that person undergoing the proof ritual?”
The chatter was chaotic, a mixture of gossip and speculation.
I glanced toward the outskirts of the hall.
“……”
A woman stood apart from the crowd, arms crossed and one leg casually crossed over the other.
It was Nell, isolated from everyone.
Was she hearing the whispers directed at her? Her expression wasn’t pleasant.
“Please, be silent.”
At that moment, a voice as clear as a bell echoed through the hall.
The High Priestess’s single utterance silenced the room.
She looked at me with a smile.
“I am High Priestess Clavia Wel Deira. I hold a position that is perhaps too great for me.”
“Quellière.”
We exchanged brief introductions.
Clavia naturally continued the conversation.
“Could you tell us where you are from?”
There was no hint of malice in her tone.
Yet, knowing her true nature, I couldn’t respond kindly.
“You don’t need to know.”
“How dare you speak so rudely to the High Priestess…!”
“Such ill manners!”
My curt response caused a stir among the believers.
In that fleeting moment, I saw it—the fleeting shadow of Clavia’s scorched expression.
She quickly recomposed herself, her smile returning almost immediately.
“Is that so… Well, it’s not an essential detail. Before we proceed with the ritual, I will explain the context.”
Her composed gaze swept over the audience.
Silence returned once more. Clavia’s lips moved with careful enunciation.
“The Red Calamity, Nell Sartilla. She possesses an unusual appearance—red hair, red eyes, and beast-like long fangs. Surely, you understand why such a nickname was given to her.”
She rested her cheeks on her hands as if expressing pity.
Nell clenched her teeth.
“Not only that, but she also wields overwhelming power. You all must remember the Overflow incident. Those who were present that day would understand.”
Some citizens nodded solemnly.
Observing them, the High Priestess added weight to her voice.
“The issue is… this isn’t the end. Surprisingly, the most crucial factors remain. These are the true reasons she is deemed a calamity.”
Everyone focused solely on her words.
Clavia articulated every syllable with meticulous precision.
“The curse that evokes fear in people and her habit of drinking the blood of others. You are all aware of the former, and eyewitness accounts exist of the latter. It’s truly terrifying. It’s difficult to consider her human.”
As she concluded, her gaze settled on me.
Her lips curled ever so slightly.
No one else noticed, as they were too busy murmuring amongst themselves.
“Now I understand.”
“How could such a monster have come to exist…?”
The audience’s anxiety was palpable.
Nell’s expression darkened further. She briefly glanced in my direction.
Our eyes met.
“……”
I simply nodded, and Nell blinked.
Clavia had succeeded in fostering negative sentiment.
But once the proof ritual was complete, the truth would overturn everything.
“Speak accurately.”
A cold, sharp voice emerged from my lips.
“Accurately?”
“The Overflow incident was resolved thanks to Nell. She practically handled it alone.”
She conveniently omitted the inconvenient truths.
Clavia briefly froze before conceding.
“…That’s true. The result was indeed commendable. But morally speaking, was her intent truly to help others? Could she really have had that kind of heart?”
“──Hey!”
All heads turned.
Nell bit her lip, barely containing her anger.
“This… woman! Of course, I meant to help! Do you think I saved lives with the intent to kill them? Use your brain—”
“Enough.”
Clavia cut off Nell’s outburst.
Her tone was firm.
“No one but the ritual candidate may participate in the proof ritual. Please remain silent.”
“What? But I’m the one involved—”
“There are no exceptions.”
Only the proposer of the ritual may challenge the proof.
Such were the Church’s ceremonious laws.
From Nell’s perspective, this was absurd.
She could have proposed proving her own innocence. But even if she had, who would have heeded the words of someone labeled a fugitive?
Ultimately, the authority to conduct the ritual lay with the High Priestess.
“Nell.”
“…What?”
“Leave it to me.”
Nell’s complex eyes trembled.
She had countless things she wanted to say, but this task was better suited to me.
No one knew her better than I did.
“……You.”
Nell barely uttered a single syllable before closing her mouth.
I turned back to the High Priestess.
“Nell acted out of her own will to save people.”
“Is that so?”
Clavia remained composed as she gestured toward a certain item.
“Then let’s begin. Place your hand on the orb.”
The Orb of Truth rested atop the altar.
A sacred relic of the Church, it radiated a resplendent light.
I gazed at it steadily before laying my hand upon it.
───!
A peculiar sensation welled up.
It felt as though my chest was being torn open.
“Do you know how to prove it?”
“I do.”
It wasn’t difficult.
All I had to do was speak.
I swallowed hard and took a deep breath.
What mattered here wasn’t Nell’s ideology or actions.
It was something more fundamental, a setting that could resolve the misunderstanding.
As I infused magic, the orb began to hum.
“Nell isn’t a calamity.”
I dropped a bombshell right away.
The orb rippled and turned golden.
Gold signified truth, black denoted falsehood.
The area fell into astonished silence.
“!”
“She’s not a calamity but a subspecies called a vampire. Similar to dwarves or desert sprites.”
Fundamentally, that’s what it was.
If a humanoid had unique characteristics, weren’t they classified as a subspecies?
“What…?”
“The unease and fear you feel when you see her are nothing more than a curse. It’s not her fault.”
The orb remained consistently golden.
Not a single lie.
That fact was endorsed by the divine.
Silence spread throughout the chamber.
No one dared to object, not even the high priestess.
“And as for the bloodsucking…”
My explanation continued for a while.
Using my knowledge and conviction, I covered Nell’s flaws and weaknesses.
Everyone listened with astonished expressions.
The orb’s color stayed uniform, and even after I stopped speaking, the temple was enveloped in stillness.
Clavia forced a smile and broke the silence.
“…I understand. There seems to have been some kind of misunderstanding. But the problem still remains unresolved.”
“Why?”
“Because the curse can’t be undone. As one who governs this archdiocese, I can’t let such a person roam free—”
“It’s possible.”
The momentum had already shifted.
Once the rite was permitted, it was a game I couldn’t lose. Clavia’s brows furrowed.
“What… did you say?”
“The curse can be lifted.”
“That’s impossible…”
Her tone betrayed disbelief.
There was no need to add more.
The sacred artifact unequivocally affirmed the “truth.”
I made my case.
“…!”
“Only I can accomplish it. You can judge after I’ve tried.”
It was a plausible suggestion.
Even the citizens murmured, seemingly swayed.
I noticed a gaze fixed on me and looked at the high priestess.
“…”
She glared at me coldly.
Was she no longer hiding her intentions?
I returned her gaze without flinching.
She was someone who could never be an ally.
For a moment, a thought crossed my mind.
What if I revealed her true identity here?
With the sacred artifact as a witness in this place…
“I’ll give you four days.”
“Four days.”
“If the curse isn’t lifted by then, I’ll have no choice but to act—for the city and its people.”
It would undoubtedly be effective, but I pushed the thought aside.
Doing so would mean I wouldn’t leave here alive. I’d deal with her later.
“Understood.”
That was enough.
With this, the rite concluded.
I removed my hand from the orb and stepped down from the platform.
The gazes piercing me from all directions were hot and intense.
I savored them as I thought.
Who could be the true culprit behind the Red Calamity’s false charges? I felt like I was starting to understand.
Outside the temple.
As the rite ended, the citizens and devotees poured out like the ebbing tide.
They glanced at me furtively but didn’t dare approach.
“Quellière! Quellière!”
Correction.
Some did approach.
It was Sigina and Nell.
I had expected Nell, but Sigina too?
“What’s this! What’s this! That was amazing!”
She swung her braided hair around excitedly, her eyes sparkling.
It was a bit overwhelming.
Whether she noticed my discomfort or not, she kept babbling enthusiastically.
“To witness a proof rite after fifteen years! It’s an honor. And the famous High Priestess Clavia was so dignified… though not as much as you, Quellière!”
She seemed incredibly excited, likely due to the rarity of the situation.
I stared at the chattering Sigina impassively before shifting my gaze.
Nell stood behind her.
“Nell.”
Gone was her usual sharpness; instead, she was fidgeting as she looked at me.
At my call, she flinched.
“Ah, uh?!”
“What are you doing, standing there like a dog needing to relieve itself?”
“No, I just…”
Her words trailed off vaguely.
I tried to infer her thoughts.
She must feel a complicated mix of emotions. It was clear she was standing at a turning point in her life.
But that was only natural.
Her past life, marred by rejection and persecution, had been wrong all along.
“What will you do if the curse is lifted?”
Suddenly, I asked her.
What would she do if she gained an ordinary life?
“Huh?”
“If you’re no longer hated unilaterally.”
True vampires’ bloodsucking isn’t compulsory.
With proper control, it wouldn’t be necessary for a lifetime.
Even their fangs were easy to conceal.
Once the curse, the biggest issue, was removed, there would be no need for her to flee.
Nell blinked, her eyes rolling in thought.
“I don’t know…”
Her vacant gaze wandered in the air.
She seemed to have no particular plans in mind. That was actually a good thing for me.
I decided to instill a sense of purpose in her.
“You stood out during the Overflow.”
“Huh… the Overflow?”
“Yes.”
Preferably in a way that would benefit me.
“The Dark Cathedral must have noticed you then too.”
“The Dark Cathedral?”
“Yes. They’re likely the ones who turned you into the Red Calamity.”
“…What?”
Nell’s pupils ignited with light. She urgently questioned me.
“What do you mean by that? Is it true? Why would they do such a thing?”
“They must have coveted her power. Maybe they also wanted to study the curse.”
Or perhaps… they planned to turn her into an undead.
I didn’t voice the latter thought.
In any case, manipulating public opinion would have been difficult with only the original strength of the Dark Holy Society. However, leveraging the authority of the High Priestess would have made it simple.
Nell suddenly lifted her head as if something occurred to her.
“…Come to think of it, I was ambushed by them once. The ones with robes marked with whirlwinds and fireballs.”
“The Seven Apostles.”
They had already made their move.
This would simplify matters.
“They are the Seven Apostles, the executives of the Holy Order.”
“Seven Apostles…”
Nell repeated the name, her expression shifting rapidly. Then, like a demon, her face twisted in rage.
“Those bastards… I’ll tear them apart.”
“……”
That was enough.
I had imparted the truth.
The grudge she harbored would resolve itself.
For now, I had other matters to attend to.
“I need an item to resolve the curse.”
“Huh?”
“It will take a few days to retrieve it.”
It was a bothersome task, but necessary.
While at it, I could check on the condition of the Snow Castle.
“Ah…”
I didn’t think much of it.
But Nell seemed to feel differently.
She hesitated, glancing at me nervously.
Her mouth opened and closed.
It seemed like she wanted to say something but was torn between reason and emotion.
After a brief pause, Nell muttered softly.
“…Thank you.”
Her shyly spoken words were so faint that I barely caught them. Her face, along with her ears, turned Red.
I chuckled internally.
“Why say something you don’t normally say?”
“Ugh…”
Her expression said it all—So embarrassing.
She grumbled under her breath, spilling out words like regret and mistake.
Perhaps expressing gratitude itself was a first for her.
“Save your thanks for later.”
It was still too early.
Peace and safety wouldn’t be assured just because we overcame one ritual.
“And there’s something I need you to do.”
I spoke sharply, my gaze piercing.
Nell, holding her head, tilted it slightly.
“…What?”
*
On the road to the courier station, I brushed my long hair aside and contemplated.
I could feel my mana circuits circulating and supplying magic throughout my body.
“Hmmm.”
This strange sensation didn’t exist in the modern world.
Yet, I couldn’t imagine life without magic anymore.
Magic was an incredibly convenient power.
“…There’s no one around.”
The streets were unusually deserted.
It was as though dusk had fallen and emptied the place of life.
It wasn’t like this initially, but I felt something pulling me forward…
I pretended not to notice and continued walking.
Eventually, when the sparse presence of others disappeared completely, shadows filled the ground.
“What an unpleasant reunion.”
I muttered coldly.
In front of me, the path was crowded with figures clad in black robes.
“You’re as arrogant as ever.”
At the forefront stood two men.
Bringle and Adein.
The bald one, Bringle, clearly hadn’t forgotten the humiliation I had previously dealt him.
“But this is where it ends.”
“…Don’t underestimate her. She’s far stronger than you think.”
Despite Adein’s tense expression, his determination to fight was evident.
It was a real threat.
Had I been alone, it might have been.
───!
Suddenly, a bloodstorm erupted.
Blood-red magic burst forth like a fountain, accompanied by a deluge of Red blades and thorns.
“Ahhh! Aaargh!”
“It’s an ambush!”
“Where is it? Find the source!”
The Dark Cathedral’s black-path followers were swept away helplessly.
Those who turned their backs on humanity amounted to little more than small fry. They stood no chance against the blood magic of a true progenitor.
“This sorcery… could it be…!”
Of course, there were those who resisted.
The most prominent were Adein and Bringle of the Seven Blades.
They neutralized the Red blades and evaded the bloodstorm.
“…It’s really here.”
Tap—
Nell landed lightly beside me and whispered softly. She must have been uncertain until now.
But I had realized Clavia’s true nature—
That she was the “Master of the Cathedral”—and immediately anticipated this outcome.
“Should I lend a hand?”
Facing them directly, I realized their numbers were greater than expected, so I asked.
Nell raised her eyebrows, seemingly offended.
“I don’t need help. Don’t worry about me and just go. …And hurry back.”
If we delayed, reinforcements would come for them.
I didn’t bother saying as much and leapt forward as she wished.
In her full condition, she wouldn’t falter at such a trivial crisis.
“You cockroach-like bastards—!”
An arrogant voice rang out from behind.
Savoring it, I kept running.
*
On the other side of Disdel, at the relay station.
This was where Sigina and Quellière had arrived, and numerous carriages were lined up.
The coachmen were either enthusiastically soliciting passengers or engrossed in conversations with their peers.
“Ahem.”
Amid the groupings, which resembled merchandise on display, an unusual carriage stood apart.
The design of the carriage differed from the others, and a man leaned against it.
Chevran.
Scratching his unkempt hair, he glanced at a passerby who approached him.
“Are you heading to Chelmbird?”
“I am.”
“Wow…! How much would it cost?”
“Five gold coins.”
The passerby’s delighted expression twisted grotesquely.
“What? Are you some kind of thief?!”
“Don’t take it if you don’t like it.”
The passerby, furious at the absurd price, turned and left.
Chevran simply adjusted his messy bangs.
He didn’t think his demand was unreasonable.
The value of money wasn’t fixed; it depended on its worth.
As a coachman, he believed he deserved such compensation. No, he thought it only natural.
“The world’s going to ruin…”
Of course, most people didn’t recognize his value.
Still, meeting someone who did every once in a while felt gratifying. Just as he sniffled and turned his head—
The noise of the station quieted.
A woman had appeared.
“…”
A stunning beauty with pale blue and white hair streaming behind her.
The area, previously teeming with rowdy, sweaty men, suddenly changed its mood.
The raucous chatter ceased, and all eyes focused on her. It was as if snow had fallen and purified the dusty ground.
In that moment, everyone’s thoughts aligned.
—Who is she? Where is she headed?
The woman didn’t stop.
With confident, resolute strides, she moved toward the corner, where the shunned coachman waited.
“That woman…”
Chevran, sensing something, straightened his posture.
He greeted her with utmost courtesy as she stopped in front of him.
“To Glenver. How much?”
“Heh. The same as always.”
The woman nodded and immediately produced the payment.
Ten gold coins were placed in Chevran’s palm.
A capitalist smile spread across his face.
“I’ll ensure your comfort, my lady.”
Without a word, he dashed to the driver’s seat and took the reins.
Quellière sat comfortably, gazing out the window, as the carriage sped off swiftly.
“…”
The remaining coachmen and passengers stood dazed, watching the carriage disappear into the distance.
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Chapter 40: Fate Begins to Stir (4)
At the eastern edge, the Ice Mountain Range.
A place that had always been deserted was now filled with numerous figures.
Among them, one figure stood out, clad in pristine armor, and spoke.
“I will go alone from here.”
On the boundary dividing the frozen fields and the wooded terrain, Artan’s words caused a stir among the guards.
The vice-captain, Hiloze, objected.
“That is not acceptable! This place is a demonic realm!”
His eyes were filled with concern and unease.
“Even guarding you closely every second wouldn’t be enough, and you’re saying you’ll go alone?”
“Guarding closely every second, huh…”
Despite Hiloze’s earnest plea, the crown prince remained composed.
He stared into the void, as if recalling something.
“The royal guards must stay close to the royalty. Unless I’m retiring to my chambers or attending to private matters, they are usually always around.”
That was the custom of the royal guard.
Hiloze wore a puzzled expression at the seemingly irrelevant statement, as Artan continued in a low voice.
“…There was one time when my life hung by a thread. It was my first humiliation.”
A shattered carriage surfaced in his memory.
An indelible recollection engraved deeply within.
The sensation of plunging off a cliff still loomed vividly in his mind.
It was an ordeal unbecoming of noble royalty, but… thanks to it, he met a certain woman.
“Even then, I didn’t bring the royal guard. I was naive. That was about ten years ago.”
His voice carried a tinge of regret.
Artan finished his words with a bitter smile.
“So, I will go alone this time as well.”
“What…?”
Hiloze blinked blankly.
The flow and conclusion seemed entirely mismatched.
“Why does it end like that? Didn’t you just say you suffered and learned your lesson when you went alone?”
Although he hastily blurted out his objection, Artan only chuckled.
“I did learn. That’s why I’ve kept you all close ever since.”
“Then why…?”
“Because today, for the first time in ten years, I will stand as Artan Fricas, not the Crown Prince.”
For a moment, his gaze hardened with resolve.
Standing on the boundary, he turned to look at the royal guard.
“Bringing you along was an act of consideration. I’ve learned enough to not stop you from following me this far. But…”
The young prince, no longer accurately described as immature, gazed at the mountain range with awe.
“The being above this mountain… is my wish. However, it may also be a presence we dare not disturb. Humanity has already committed far too many sins.”
In ages long past, ignorant humans had committed a grave sin in the west.
A “calamity” was born, becoming the worst disaster in recorded history.
Many gods departed, and now it was uncertain if any gods still remained. But one thing was clear.
The “Winter’s Chief God” had long since departed.
“Whether it remembers me is doubtful, but one uninvited guest is enough.”
Thus, he was still uncertain.
Was Quellière truly a goddess?
If so, it meant she had returned.
Many questions arose, but he shook his head to dispel idle thoughts.
Ultimately, he would learn upon meeting her.
“But, Your Highness…”
Just as the unconvinced Hiloze was about to exclaim something, the prince made a proclamation.
“It is an imperial decree.”
“…!”
An imperial decree.
At those words, the atmosphere among the guards grew solemn.
The royal guards stiffened their expressions, standing at attention, while Hiloze widened his eyes.
Artan spoke.
“You are of no use anyway. Without the armor of spirits, humans cannot survive in a demonic realm. To do so, you’d need to become a hero from legend.”
“Y-Your Highness…!”
“The only way would have been to block my path entirely. Now that I’ve reached the Ice Mountain Range, it’s already too late.”
“Such…!”
Although Hiloze raised his voice, he internally conceded.
The prince’s words were true.
Indeed, His Highness had given them the opportunity to fulfill their duty as royal guards.
The failure lay in their inability to grasp his intent.
We have missed our chance.
“We should have acted sooner…”
There must have been signs long ago.
He regretted it deeply.
The royal guards stood frozen in indecision, while Artan lightly stepped across the boundary.
Into a land of unlivable, bitter cold.
An icy chill enveloped him.
“…Even with the armor of spirits, it’s this harsh.”
The enduring majesty of the unconquered mountain range was no illusion.
He didn’t even need to consider the possibility of the guards pursuing him.
“Phew…”
Even the armor wasn’t perfect.
Wearing it alone didn’t turn an ordinary human into a spirit or a hero.
Naturally, the wearer’s skills mattered, and Artan summoned his magic.
“Training was worth it.”
The armor of spirits gleamed under the magic, enhancing its elemental resistance.
It also stimulated his circulation, spreading warmth through his body.
He nodded in satisfaction.
The sturdier the equipment, the better.
While enduring the cold and frostbite, he climbed the mountain range for some time.
A deafening roar sounded as a boulder flew his way.
“!”
Thud!
He dodged just in time and narrowed his eyes.
Standing amidst a grove of withered trees was a monstrous being with the form of a monkey.
Its body was covered in thick fur, and its gaze burned with murderous intent. It looked entirely hostile.
There was no way it would let him pass peacefully, so he raised his sword.
“I never thought this would be easy.”
Muttering to himself, Artan charged forward.
A single leap.
It was swift, but the monster evaded it.
───!
However, Artan released his mana, disregarding inertia.
In an unrelenting charge, the monkey’s tail was caught.
Soon, an incredibly efficient swordsmanship devoid of unnecessary movements unfolded.
The monster’s head fell to the ground.
“Hmm.”
Artan, in his youth, once called a prodigy.
Despite his vast talents, he never neglected his training. It was to honor the teachings of a certain woman.
“I won’t wither as a greenhouse flower.”
Though it was uncertain whether he had escaped the realm of weeds to become a proper flower, his determination was unwavering.
As he brushed off the blood and prepared to ascend, he flinched.
“······.”
The same kind of monsters that he had just defeated were now glaring at him.
Their numbers reached dozens, and their fury was evident.
Artan silently gripped his sword.
He had prepared for this, but it would not be easy.
─Kyaaaak!
He swung his sword toward the rushing monsters.
.
.
Even after subduing them, he did not stop moving.
The snowfield of the snowy mountains was like a quagmire, pulling at his feet with every step.
Crimson droplets of blood dotted the white snow.
“Hah··· hah···.”
The Ice Mountain Range was truly a labyrinth.
It was home to monsters of all shapes and sizes, creatures he had never heard of before, most of which were far stronger than those found in the Empire.
Each one was fiercely aggressive.
They seemed determined to prevent anyone from climbing this place, as if their sole purpose was to cut off his breath.
He slashed, clawed, and pierced through them.
Though wounded and in pain, Artan did not stop.
He could not afford to stop.
Having come this far, there was no turning back, and his retreat had already been cut off.
“Hah··· huu······.”
His lips trembled.
A white breath escaped between them.
At this point, he could no longer deny it.
He was in danger.
He was standing at the threshold of death.
Fear surged within him, but he bit his lips to suppress it.
“···Nothing changes.”
Hadn’t he already resolved himself?
Despite knowing the risks, he had pressed forward with the sole desire to meet her.
The woman he hadn’t forgotten for a single day over the past ten years.
“My salvation···.”
The clatter of armor echoed.
The thunderous roars of the monsters surrounding him shook the heavens.
─────!
Cold blood sprayed into the air.
His teeth chattered from the cold, and the collisions of his blades were coarse.
All of it repeated in vain, like a pointless cycle.
“······.”
At some point, his vision became blurry.
It felt as though a fog had settled over his eyes.
Perhaps it was due to the ringing in his ears, but he could no longer hear the frantic beating of his heart.
Suddenly, he murmured to himself.
“···Was I lacking?”
Was this the limit of the talent he thought had been bestowed upon him by the heavens?
Had he been too hasty? Should he have spent more years honing his swordsmanship?
Or perhaps···.
“···Was my very desire itself wrong?”
The master of this uninhabitable land.
Was it arrogance for a mere human to admire her?
Artan gritted his teeth.
“No···.”
He could not collapse here.
This wasn’t the sight he had wanted to show her.
He had long abandoned his weak self.
That day, in front of the shattered carriage.
When he thought of the woman who had followed the dark path for his sake.
“I was certain then···.”
The slushy snow clung to his ankles.
He forced his heavy legs to move forward.
Through the dizziness in his mind, images of a boy, a woman, and the sensation of falling ceaselessly swirled.
How much time had passed?
When it became impossible to tell whether this was a dream or reality, his vision suddenly cleared.
“······!”
When he opened his eyes, squinting against the howling snowstorm.
For a moment, Artan forgot his pain and his words.
The Snowfield.
A boundless world of pure white.
He had arrived at the true labyrinth of the Far East.
A place where only four heroes in history had reached after enduring the trial of winter.
Perhaps due to the relief of having arrived.
His knees suddenly buckled with a thud.
“Where is she··· where is she···?”
Once his strength failed, he could no longer rise.
This was his limit.
As the last bit of warmth left his body, Artan’s dilating pupils scanned his surroundings.
Then, a noise reached his ears.
─────!
A deafening rumble that seemed to flip the ground over.
The tremendous impact shook his entire fallen body.
Something was approaching.
He thought with a frozen mind.
“Not human…”
Then, is it a monster?
But I have never seen a monster with such enormous footsteps to make this sound.
I strained to lift my head and peer through the snowstorm.
Eventually, a blurry silhouette came into view.
“…!”
Artan was once again rendered speechless.
His eyes widened in shock.
Goooooo—
A giant with pale skin, surpassing even a blue hue.
It was massive, to the point where its end was invisible.
Even with all his effort to look up, the snowstorm obscured its entirety.
An existence that overwhelmed even the greatest of monsters—truly a creature of legend.
Artan muttered in a daze.
“The goddess’s confidant…”
It was an understandable assumption.
And not entirely incorrect.
That frost giant was a masterpiece created by a Snow Maiden who poured years of magical energy into its making.
…An advanced ice spirit—Sasquatch.
*
The Snow Castle was tranquil.
As always, the atmosphere was serene, and even in Quellière’s absence, the Yeti and Frike entertained themselves well.
Today, it was livelier because Mishra had also stopped by.
“Shoo! Shoo! Do that thing! That thing!”
Actually, these visits weren’t so rare anymore.
Mishra’s appearances had significantly increased in recent years.
And by her dragon’s measure, “recent” meant several years.
A fearless Frike waved his hands in front of her.
“What are you talking about?”
“That! Breath… Brett? You know, the thing where you blow out ice!”
“Hmmm…”
She rested her chin on her hand, thought for a moment, then opened her mouth.
Kwa-da-da-da—White dragon breath burst forth.
“Kya-ha-ha-hat!”
The Frike was tossed around like a piece of paper caught in a hurricane.
Being an ice spirit immune to all cold elements, it seemed to be thoroughly enjoying itself.
“Hmmm…”
She looked at the creature with a sullen expression and wiped her mouth.
For someone like her—a Dragon King—a casual breath attack could be released even in human form.
She stared at her pale hand before lifting her gaze.
The towering—though just “tall” by her standards—ceiling of the lower level of the Snow Castle came into view.
“When will she return?”
Mishra refrained from venturing upstairs during Quellière’s absence.
The upper floors were primarily Quellière’s domain.
It was a space that should not be trespassed without permission.
“The continent…”
She had ventured to the continent again for some unknown reason.
Come to think of it, it had been a very long time since Mishra herself had left the Snowfield.
For thousands of years, she had remained here, upholding the command to guard the Snowfield.
Unless Quellière rescinded that order or issued a new one, it seemed she would continue to do so.
“…For what purpose?”
Why had she gone to the continent?
If her guess was correct, Quellière’s condition likely wasn’t normal.
Just as she was lost in thought, her sensory perception reacted.
“This is…!”
The Snowfield was under her jurisdiction.
To respond promptly, she had dispersed her energy throughout the area.
That energy transmitted a sensation to her.
Someone had reached the Snowfield.
An uninvited guest.
Mishra’s brow furrowed.
“No… wait a moment.”
Then she was surprised.
The intruder was human.
A frail species had ventured into the Snowfield?
How long had it been since such an occurrence?
As she jumped to her feet, something flew toward her.
“Shoo! One more time! Do it again!”
“…”
The impudent snowflake.
It seemed to have taken a liking to her breath attack and was now gleaming with excitement, as though it had found a new toy.
Looking at the Frike, Mishra opened her mouth.
She thought about showing it a proper breath attack—but just before release, she reduced its power.
“Kya-ha-hat!”
She was careful not to harm it.
After seeing the Frike land safely, she wasted no time and leapt toward the window.
It was time to carry out her duty.
“…There shouldn’t be any issue, though.”
From what she could sense, the Sasquatch was already heading in that direction.
How many humans could stand against a frost giant?
Still, there was always the possibility of the unexpected.
The sooner she acted, the better.
She was about to revert to her true form and rush forward when she thought of Quellière.
“She always preferred using a human form for some reason…”
She didn’t know the exact reason, but as a devoted subordinate, she felt it was her duty to honor such a dignified preference.
…At least, that’s how she justified it to herself, though truthfully, she just wanted to imitate her actions.
“There’s no issue.”
Being the White Silver Dragon King, she wouldn’t be late regardless.
With her silver hair billowing behind her, Mishra ran like an ordinary person.
Though her speed was far from ordinary.
*
Meanwhile, at the entrance to the Ice Mountain Range.
The atmosphere was grim where the Crown Prince had departed, with the royal guards troubled, and Hiloze biting his lip.
“…Should we go after him now?”
His eyes, weary from endless internal conflict, showed his turmoil.
No matter how much he thought about it, letting their lord cross the demonic realm alone was madness.
He was consumed by unease.
This could lead to an incident—no, a disaster.
The surrounding guards vehemently agreed.
“The Vice-Captain is right! We can’t just leave His Highness like this!”
“That’s correct. This is the demonic realm!”
“The demonic realm…”
He repeated the words.
That was the problem.
Even if they went, could they actually accomplish anything?
In this land, which was essentially humanity’s nemesis, ordinary humans without the armor of spirits were no better than mere insects.
That realization struck them painfully when they tried to pursue the Crown Prince after his departure.
“We should have stopped him back then…”
The best course of action was to stop it before it began.
Even if it was the emperor’s command, as a loyal servant, I should have sacrificed myself to restrain him.
Hiloze lamented.
If something were to happen to His Highness, who would take responsibility? No, it would be fortunate if it only ended in a minor mishap.
“What in the world should I do······.”
Was there really no way?
As he stood there, unable to act, the sound of footsteps echoed.
Step, step─
The regular rhythm of the footsteps.
A sound that seemed completely unperturbed caught Hiloze’s attention. He turned around, his eyes widening in shock.
“···?!”
A breathtakingly beautiful woman stood before him.
Her hair flowed like the glacial peaks of an icy mountain range.
It was such an unexpected encounter that the entire royal guard stood slack-jawed.
The first to regain his composure was Hiloze.
He felt a delayed sense of embarrassment.
How could he be so distracted by something so trivial when his master was in danger?
Cutting off his inner turmoil, he addressed the approaching woman.
“Who are you?”
“······.”
The woman halted.
Without answering, she gazed intently at him and the guards. Hiloze stepped forward, his tone growing firm.
“···Leave. This is a cursed land. It is not a place for a woman like you.”
“What are you?”
Ignoring his words, the woman asked.
Her tone was arrogant, yet somehow it felt natural to Hiloze.
Caught off guard, he answered.
“We are the Royal Guard.”
“···Royal Guard?”
“That’s right. We serve His Highness the Crown Prince.”
The woman, who had been silent for a moment, glanced around once more. Her expression shifted noticeably.
Her small lips parted.
“Did Artan go up there?”
“That’s right···.”
Hiloze found himself answering again, almost involuntarily.
Her tone was irresistible somehow······. Wait, what did she just say?
“How do you know His Highness’s name······?”
This was an isolated region far from the empire.
Deep in thought, the woman did not reply.
Instead, she muttered to herself.
“···Fool.”
“What? Are you talking about me?”
“No.”
Leaving the stunned Hiloze behind, Quellière proceeded toward the mountain range.
Her nonchalant demeanor left Hiloze slow to react.
“Wait. Stop! Don’t you know where this is? You’ll die if you go that way!”
The woman paid no heed to his shouts from behind.
With no other choice, Hiloze adjusted his armor and gave chase.
The guards followed their captain’s lead.
“Ugh, aagh! My hands···.”
“Cough, cough! I can’t breathe······.”
But the extreme climate was an insurmountable barrier.
The royal guards, unwelcome visitors to this land, were mercilessly driven back.
*
“···Damn it.”
Realizing his mistake, Artan shook his head.
The term “goddess” should not be invoked carelessly.
It was a taboo to speak of such transcendent beings, central to the myths of the continent, before they revealed themselves.
He gripped his arm tightly and slowly lifted himself up.
In that position, Artan cautiously looked up at the frost giant.
“Why··· why are you before me, loyal servant···?”
-······.
Despite the Crown Prince’s words, the frost giant remained silent.
As Artan, tense with anticipation, tried to question further, a voice descended from above.
-What a curious creature!
“···!”
No, it wasn’t a voice.
The sound resonated not in his ears but directly in his mind.
“Is this··· telepathy?”
It was his first time experiencing it, though he had read about it often in texts.
Wasn’t it something spirits were known to use······?
As he pondered, something caught his eye.
Floating gently down from the giant’s shoulder was a snowflake-like figure with a slender body.
“A spirit···?”
Though he had seen spirit fragments, this was his first time witnessing a full-fledged spirit.
To see such a rare entity up close.
As Artan stared blankly, the spirit, Frike, began to chatter.
-What is this? It looks kind of like Quelli, but it’s not wintry at all··· it doesn’t even sparkle······.
A spirit’s perspective was vastly different from that of a human.
Their aesthetic sense did not align with human standards, and they could see things invisible to human eyes.
After some consideration, Frike struck a pose of realization.
-Aha, aha! You’re a human!
Raising both hands triumphantly, Frike seemed delighted.
Artan, caught off guard, reacted to one particular name.
“Quelli?··· Quellière?”
-Yeah···? You know Quelli!?”
Both were surprised by the other’s words.
Frike flailed about, while Artan shouted urgently.
“I do! Not well, but··· I came here to meet her.”
-Mm-hm, mm-hm! You like Quelli, don’t you!
“···What?”
Frike’s sparkling eyes and comment left Artan visibly flustered.
He had never received such a direct remark.
As he tried to muster a response with resolve, Frike cut him off.
-Me too! Quelli is lovely! Everyone loves Quelli!
“······.”
Artan averted his gaze slightly.
The spirit’s emotions were refreshingly pure.
He knew he could never express himself like that.
More importantly, this spirit seemed to know her very well.
Swallowing hard, Artan asked.
“Quellière··· do you know who she really is··· or rather, what she truly is?”
A fundamental question.
It was the crux of the matter, and Artan felt tense.
Frike, in her innocence, delivered a bombshell response.
-Quelli is winter!··· No, maybe snow?
The spirit tilted her head innocently.
A spirit’s perception was different from a human’s, and in truth, it wasn’t entirely wrong.
The species known as “Snow Maiden” had never existed in this world.
Yet with her emergence, even her ornamental backstory had become reality, turning her into an unknowable being.
Even so, the most fitting term to describe Quellière was “Snow Maiden,” though even that was less known than vampires.
Only one person knew her existence.
“Winter···!”
Taking Frike’s words at face value, Artan was astonished yet convinced.
So, it was true.
“···At last.”
It felt as if the fog had lifted.
Understanding her identity brought him a sense of relief.
Then, a fierce snowstorm swept in.
Whoooosh─!
“Argh···!”
The biting cold stung like blades.
The forgotten pain resurfaced, making his skin crawl.
Yes, there was something he needed to do right now.
Hadn’t he been on the verge of death just moments ago?
Even the spirit armor could no longer protect him.
If this continues, he would undoubtedly become a corpse.
Fortunately, salvation arrived.
Just as Artan was about to ask Frike for help, the frost giant stirred.
─────!
Even that slight movement caused the ground to tremble.
Frike, observing the giant, spoke.
“Ah, it seems bored. Sasquatch is about to leave.”
It appeared spirits could even understand the psyche of giants.
As Artan processed this thought, Frike nonchalantly declared.
“Well then, goodbye, human! I’ll be off.”
“…What?”
A shocking statement.
While Artan questioned his ears, Frike floated lightly and disappeared into the snowstorm.
He didn’t even have time to stop it.
─────!
The giant, matching its colossal size, retreated with the speed of a raging storm.
There was no catching it.
The hope that had suddenly appeared vanished just as quickly.
“How could you just leave like that…”
At least help before leaving…
His despondent muttering echoed in the air.
His limbs, frozen like ice, were sluggish.
The Crown Prince collapsed again as strength left his body.
Was he always this pathetic?
He had thought such feelings were long forgotten.
While he was lost in despair, like so many times before, a clear, beautiful voice rang out.
“Idiot.”
“!”
A familiar voice.
It had been so long, but the sound of it was unmistakably familiar, chasing away his pain and making him turn sharply.
In that moment, the world stopped.
“…Ah.”
She was there.
A peerless beauty, someone who once saved him in his youth and guided him.
She, who was both his fire and ice, and an existence of a higher dimension.
…Quellière.
Artan felt as if he might cry.
“Finally, I’ve met you…”
It was a reunion nearly ten years in the making.
*
I frowned.
The problem lay entirely with the man collapsed in front of me.
Pressing a throbbing temple, I searched my memory.
“…”
Was there such an event in the original story?
What kind of sequence of streams led to this mess?
Artan Fricas.
Crown Prince of the Empire.
Known as the “New Star” and destined to become a legendary ruler in the scenario.
He was a key figure who was supposed to ensure the safety of the world.
Why was he here, dying?
And alone, at that.
Was he desperate to die?
“…Hah.”
There was a limit to foolishness.
It was ridiculous and infuriating.
Without hiding my emotions, I looked down at him.
A cold voice naturally slipped out.
“Stupid weed.”
Why not live comfortably in a greenhouse?
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Chapter 41: Human or Monster
The journey on the Chevran Line express carriage from Glenborough, a small town, back to the Ice Mountain Range was uneventful.
The problem arose when we arrived at the mountain range.
An armed force was occupying the entrance.
When they introduced themselves as the Imperial Guard, I was quite surprised.
But I wasn’t as surprised as I would soon be.
“······.”
The Crown Prince was collapsed right in front of me.
I had no idea what was going on, and as I rushed over in confusion, this was the sight that greeted me.
It was a development I had neither seen nor heard of before.
Hadn’t he grown up and been living well?
Why on earth was the Crown Prince, who should have been resting peacefully in his palace, here in the Demonic Realm?
“Stupid weed.”
I couldn’t hold back my instinctive scorn.
Artan was wearing some intricate armor, seemingly prepared, but it clearly hadn’t been enough.
Or was it his own skills that were the problem?
Could he have ignored my advice and just idled around?
As if he had sensed my suspicions, Artan stammered out some words.
“Quill…ière…”
It wasn’t so much speech as it was a mumble.
His frostbitten face had no vitality, but his eyes staring up at me were alive.
Thankfully, it seemed communication was still possible.
Suppressing the rising wave of nausea, I muttered coldly.
“Why are you here?”
It was a question laced with genuine curiosity.
As far as I knew, he had no reason to come to the Snowfield.
Artan’s lips trembled slightly before he managed to answer.
“I… came to meet you.”
“Me? Why?”
“That is….”
The claim that I was the reason surprised me, but I quickly understood.
I had once mentioned heading east.
The question was why.
However, Artan trailed off, hesitating as if reluctant to continue.
My eyebrows twitched in annoyance.
“Speak.”
“······.”
“Speak!”
Artan opened and closed his mouth a few times before clamping his lips shut again.
The frustration gave way to resignation that filled me.
“How pathetic.”
What could he possibly be hesitating about when he was at death’s door?
I continued, my tone cold as I gazed at his trembling form.
“I explained the two paths for a greenhouse flower to you before, didn’t I?”
“…I remember.”
“Remember? You ignored my advice, recklessly ran out of the greenhouse, and now you’re here, standing at death’s door, and you still….”
I stopped mid-sentence, startled.
Death’s door?
I looked at him again.
He was undeniably on the brink of death.
But even now, he couldn’t clearly state his motivation.
How could that make sense?
The anger subsided, replaced by suspicion.
He said he came to meet me.
Could the reason he couldn’t state his purpose have something to do with me?
He had risked his life to come here, yet he couldn’t say the reason in front of me—could it be?
I awkwardly asked him.
“What am I to you?”
Perhaps because I had phrased it abstractly to make it easier to answer, Artan suddenly lifted his head.
From his lips, absurd words spilled forth.
“You are my flame, my hope… my salvation from childhood….”
“What—”
I opened my mouth, then shut it again.
The muscles in my face twitched slightly, and confusion and wild speculations swirled in my head.
What on earth was he saying?
Why would I be his flame?
I’m the Snow Maiden.
“······.”
I tried to escape from reality, but it didn’t work.
No matter how I looked at it, it was exactly what it sounded like.
But how on earth had it come to this?
My connection with him had only ever been brief.
All I had done was to ensure he owed me a debt when he was younger.
“···Is it because of me?”
Was it because I was Quellière?
Was it this face?
Whatever the reason, I couldn’t leave things as they were.
When I glanced at Artan, his gaze was intense.
Thinking about how we were in the Snowfield made me feel terribly gloomy.
“I’m not.”
“Pardon?”
“You mean nothing to me.”
I crushed his feelings as coldly as I could.
I had no need for a man’s love.
If anything, if he had been mediocre, he wouldn’t have climbed the Demonic Realm alone.
Whether he understood my resolute mindset or not, Artan bit his lip.
“I see… I expected this.”
His gaze, which had dropped to the ground, suddenly lifted as if he had recalled something.
“Then why did you save me ten years ago?”
“Ten years…?”
The carriage had been destroyed, and he had fallen off a cliff.
It was a disgrace for the young prince, and though he would have been rescued soon enough, I had known his potential and intervened for my own selfish reasons.
I couldn’t explain that, so I answered simply.
“I thought you’d die if I didn’t.”
“Just…?”
“You were suffering at the bottom of the cliff. I pitied you.”
I looked down at him with icy eyes.
I made it clear there had been no personal feelings or fondness involved.
Surely, he would understand now, or so I thought. Yet Artan, who had been silent, suddenly spoke.
“That’s not what I meant.”
“…Huh?”
“You saved me from assassins.”
His eyes were unwavering.
Startled by his unexpected words, I flinched.
“Ah.”
“I don’t know their identities, but considering they were after you, they couldn’t have been ordinary people. Yet, you pursued them to save me.”
I felt a wave of discomfort.
He had hit a blind spot.
Looking back, it did seem like a misunderstanding, but at the time, I too had believed they were assassins.
I just thought Artan would die if I left him.
A major figure of the continent’s main story dying was no small matter.
So, I had taken a certain level of risk to help him—but how could I explain this?
After pondering for a moment, I shook my head.
In situations like this, shamelessness was the answer.
“You needed to survive.”
“Excuse me? That means…?”
“I had expectations for you.”
Artan’s eyes widened in shock.
But whatever hope he had was shattered by my next words.
“But I was disappointed. You’re just another useless weed.”
“Ah….”
As if reminded of his pitiful state, he looked around.
Himself, a prince who had left the greenhouse on a whim, now lying wretchedly.
His head drooped in despair.
I inwardly smirked. Good, let’s leave it at that.
Just as I was about to continue speaking, he declared in a serious voice.
“I will do better.”
His low voice was filled with desperation, perhaps even anguish.
“I will work harder than ever. So that I can stand as Artan Fricas, worthy to face you—”
“Don’t bother.”
I cut through his resolve with sharp finality.
At that moment, a biting gust of wind blew, scattering my hair in all directions.
I felt a certain clarity and spoke each word clearly.
“Don’t try to face me. I don’t have time to waste on you.”
“…What?”
Just dealing with the affairs of the Holy Kingdom gave me enough of a headache, but now you’ve made it even worse.
If the protagonist strays too far from the political stage or dies, things will become harder for me.
I stared straight into the Crown Prince’s resolute eyes.
“By saying I don’t have time….”
Without answering his question, I grabbed his arm.
Artan flinched in surprise.
“…!”
“Go back. You have no business here.”
Then I moved his arm over my shoulder and supported him.
I could hear his shallow breaths nearby.
I didn’t like being this close to a man either, so I immediately activated my magic.
Fwoosh—
Without a sound or trace, our feet lifted off the ground.
“My body…!?”
Artan exclaimed in shock as his body also floated alongside mine.
Snow Walk.
This skill, which means “walking through snow,” was faster than shapeshifting and made it easy to carry others.
However, it could only be used in suitable conditions, so moments like this were ideal.
“Hold on tight.”
After shouting boldly, I drew on my magic to cross the mountain range.
Although I didn’t have to move my legs, the skill required precise control.
“Uh, uh…!”
The Crown Prince, surprisingly clumsy, had a heartbeat loud enough for me to hear clearly.
He probably wouldn’t hear anything from me.
Screeeeeech!
The mountains, true to their status as part of a demonic realm, were teeming with monsters.
However, even for them, the sky was a challenging adversary.
I deftly avoided the monsters as I traversed the mountain ridges.
“…….”
During the journey, I remained silent, and he stayed quiet, cautiously observing me.
Only the sound of wind cutting through the air accompanied us.
Before long, we arrived at the edge of the mountain range, where upright figures came into view.
The Imperial Guards.
As they glared in our direction, I tossed Artan toward them.
“Take care.”
“Your Highness!”
The startled guards caught him, and the Crown Prince hastily turned to look back at me.
But I spoke first, cutting him off.
“Fortify yourself.”
“…Fortify?”
“I mean, take care of your surroundings. Instead of wasting time like this.”
“What exactly do you… Ah, wait! Please wait a moment!”
Artan clung to me persistently.
I sighed, lamenting how things had turned out, and turned my back on him.
“I came all this way to meet you—”
As I sped away, his voice quickly faded into the distance.
Finally, some peace.
Returning the way I came was easy.
Before I knew it, I had reached the snowy field where Artan had collapsed earlier.
His traces were already buried under layers of snow.
Thud, thud— The ground trembled.
Looking toward the source of the sound, I saw a Frost Giant approaching.
─────!
It was obvious he was glad to see me.
Even if others couldn’t tell, I, his creator, could recognize it.
I looked up at the still towering figure.
“Sasquatch.”
I noticed his slight flinch.
That alone was reassuring.
Buoyed by the confidence I gained from creating the Yeti, I had spent years challenging myself to summon a higher-ranking spirit.
It had been an arduous journey, but I finally succeeded.
He was my strongest ally and my absolute supporter.
Frike climbed down from Sasquatch’s shoulder.
—Quelli! Quelli! I saw something amazing.
The playful spirit wobbled cheerfully.
His lively voice echoed in my mind.
—A human! A human! The animal you told me about, Quelli!
“A human…?”
I immediately had a hunch about who it was.
Listening to his continued story only confirmed it further.
I let out a sigh.
“Why didn’t you help him?”
—Huh? Help him?
Frike tilted his head innocently.
Well, spirits weren’t the same as humans.
It wasn’t his fault; it was simply that human common sense didn’t apply to him.
My Frikes, who had all grown up in the Snow Castle, likely didn’t even know what death was.
“Next time, at least absorb some of the cold around him.”
—Huh? Oh! Okay!
He was always quick to answer.
I shook my head and was about to head back to the castle when I saw a silver-haired beauty.
Of course, she wasn’t human.
“Mishra.”
It felt odd to simply pass by, so I spoke to her.
Had she been nearby all this time?
Mishra flinched and stiffened her shoulders.
“Why… why are you here?”
“What are you doing here?”
“Just… nothing.”
She trailed off vaguely.
Was she out for a stroll?
I tilted my head slightly, and Mishra cautiously asked.
“Have you returned now?”
“No. Just stopping by for a moment.”
I needed to grab a costume and leave immediately.
There was still plenty left to do in the Holy Kingdom.
“I see…”
“Yes.”
After a brief nod to the downcast Mishra, I resumed walking.
The snowstorm swirled around me as if welcoming my presence, and Sasquatch followed, shaking the ground with each step.
*
In the distance, the Snow Castle came into view.
Feather-light snowflakes drifted down like the plumage of a celestial horse, sliding along Mishra’s silver hair.
Brushing off the bothersome snow, Mishra gazed at the pale gray mountains and thought.
“…A human man.”
She didn’t know who he was.
But judging by his aura, he was no ordinary creation.
Recalling their conversation, she muttered.
“Does he yearn for her…?”
It wasn’t just his words; his every action radiated the energy of a man captivated by her.
Thinking about it made her feel a twinge of irritation.
“How dare a mere human…”
“No, even if he weren’t human…”
She was a being too exalted for anything that roamed the earth.
Despite her furrowed brows, Mishra realized she felt a faint hint of delight.
Knowing that someone else admired her as much as she did.
For a man to risk his life and reach the snowy fields, his feelings couldn’t have been ordinary.
“…Well, for a mere creation to even graze her presence, that much is only natural.”
Suddenly, she remembered an event from the past.
The Trial of Winter, held before her departure.
Four human heroes had made it to this place.
They had failed to sway their master’s heart.
Her master, as cold and impartial as winter—no, she had once been merciful, but in that instance, she was unyielding.
“Even I couldn’t persuade her.”
As a mere subordinate, she had no power to melt her master’s heart.
Could that human man succeed?
Mishra sighed deeply and shook her head.
“Of course not.”
Though his desire for her seemed strong, her disapproval was clear.
If he came again, it would be to his detriment.
Surely he wouldn’t return after enduring the hellish cold of this land.
He seemed to have some standing, so he’d likely live well in the warm continents.
“Continents…”
That thought reminded her of a certain presence.
The Black Calamity.
Since her master left for the continents, it hadn’t appeared.
Before then, it had often lurked within her domain.
A strange sense of unease pricked at her spine.
“…It’ll be fine.”
After all, there had been no word from her master.
Casting a glance toward the mountains, Mishra turned and headed back to the castle.
She was still in her human form.
*
-Quelliiiaaahh!
-Waaahhh!
It felt almost like the atmosphere of a kindergarten talent show.
As soon as I arrived at the castle, I was immediately surrounded by numerous Frikes.
-Quelli! You’ve returned?!
“Move.”
-It’s Quelli! Not a Yeti, Sasquatch, or some fake—it’s really Quelli!
“Step aside.”
-Quelli! Quelli! Quelli!
Their voices didn’t just ring in my ears but resonated in my brain, leaving me feeling dizzy.
Should I just release a few of them into the wild?
I shot them a cold glare.
“Move. Don’t block the way.”
Although it hadn’t been that long, I had to fend off the clingy Frikes and ascend the stairs.
Perhaps because my body was light, my footsteps echoed softly.
Taking a brief glance around the snow-white inner walls, I soon reached my destination.
The dressing room.
It was still a breathtakingly refined space.
All my grand time and effort had accumulated here.
“…Alright.”
Let’s look for it.
I rolled up my sleeves and braced myself, then began rummaging through every corner.
…There were certainly a lot of costumes.
So many that I didn’t know where everything was, which took quite some time.
But eventually, I succeeded.
I gazed intently at the outfit in my hand.
A deep Red hue, exuding an air of antique elegance.
The exclusive costume of the progenitor.
“…The Vampire Suit.”
Some costumes came with additional abilities.
They were categorized into those requiring specific conditions and those that didn’t.
This one belonged to the former.
The wearing condition was being the progenitor itself.
With this, Nell’s chronic affliction, the Curse of Blood, could be resolved.
Though it had the drawback of needing to be worn consistently, she’d understand that much.
“Ah.”
Just as I was about to take it out, a thought struck me, and I paused.
Returning to the piled-up clothes, I rummaged through them again and pulled out another item.
A primarily white outfit with an overall cute design.
The Snow Rabbit Coat.
“Just in case.”
I decided to take it too.
It was useless to me, but others might find it helpful.
After packing the coat, I opened the door to the dressing room.
Now, all I had to do was head to Glenborough, board the carriage, and return to Disdel… but the road ahead seemed bleak.
Once again, I’d have to overcome the barrier known as the Frikes.
“It can’t be helped….”
I let out a deep sigh and began to move.
*
Main city, Disdel.
Known for its virtue and integrity, an unusual gloom hung over its entrance.
Passersby whispered among themselves as the steady clatter of hoofbeats echoed dully.
The source of the heavy, solid noise was a jet-black warhorse.
Twice the size of an average horse, the massive black steed carried two riders.
“Uncle, Urbos seems tense.”
It was the voice of a young girl seated at the rear.
She patted Urbos’ sleek black coat, feeling the warmth beneath her hand.
The famous horse’s body trembled slightly, unlike its usual composed state.
“Faile.”
A chilling voice came from the front.
The girl, Faile, was startled.
She hadn’t expected a response.
“…It’s excitement.”
The man corrected himself and fell silent again.
Blinking, the girl broke the quiet.
“Excited?”
She frowned, but soon decided it made sense.
The unnaturally robust black horse had a disposition that mirrored its master’s.
The stronger the opponent, the more welcome it might feel.
It was a world of men she couldn’t comprehend.
Faile let out a soft hum and changed the subject.
“We’re almost there now. …Will it be alright?”
Worry tinged the girl’s tone.
She gazed absentmindedly at the back in front of her.
…Rather than a back, it felt more like iron.
Enclosed in black armor and a matching helmet, nothing of the man’s form was visible.
Perhaps because the armor concealed even his strength, the girl couldn’t help but voice her concern.
She knew this man wouldn’t lose.
She was almost certain of it.
But her worries were about something else entirely.
“Faile.”
“Yes.”
The eerie voice came again.
The girl’s eyes widened at his next words.
“You have a bias.”
“…!”
Faile, who prided herself on being a “girl without bias,” shrieked as if in protest.
“What did you say?! I don’t have biases!”
She swung her head back and forth in defiance.
The man’s deep voice continued calmly.
“If you’ve witnessed the same phenomenon countless times, don’t doubt it.”
“….”
It was true.
The man had never once been defeated in her presence.
No, not since she could remember.
Faile had a rough understanding of this.
But it still bothered her.
More than anything, not worrying at all seemed cold and indifferent.
So she stood firm and said,
“No! I will doubt! I’m a girl without biases, so make it so I can’t doubt you!”
“…I see.”
The man fell silent again.
He thought the girl had grown bolder over time.
She was vastly different from when they first met.
“….”
He tried to continue his thoughts, but they soon blurred like spreading ink.
The void was filled with a burning desire for battle.
“…The Red Calamity.”
What kind of opponent would it be?
He hoped this time he could truly enjoy himself.
It seemed a particularly intriguing monster had appeared recently.
He was late to the scene, having dealt with the great demon beast of Chelmburd.
That creature had failed to stir him in any way.
Hiiing─!
As they neared their destination, Urbos neighed sharply.
The man clad in black also felt a rising thrill.
“If it’s a monster, I’ll slay it….”
The man, known as the Sword Demon, was feared across the land.
…He was a monster hunter seeking the Red Calamity.
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Upper floors of the temple.
In the solitude of her private chamber, High Priestess Clavia seethed with rage.
Just thinking about the Seat of Proof made her fists tremble violently.
“Quellière…”
She muttered the name, her face contorted in disgust.
That cursed name.
A woman who displeased her from head to toe.
Nonchalantly and decisively, she had ruined Clavia’s plans.
“…Suddenly appearing out of nowhere.”
She had salvaged the Red Calamity, which Clavia had painstakingly orchestrated.
Nell Sartilla was an excellent test subject and had the potential to become a member of the Holy Assembly.
But now, all of that had fallen apart.
To be precise, the chance for a peaceful and moderate resolution had vanished.
“…Should I just turn her into a revenant?”
A woman with those eyes.
Whether it was her godlike beauty or her serene demeanor, could her face remain intact if her skin was peeled off?
It was an impulsive thought, but it tempted her.
“That woman… and the Red Calamity…”
Couldn’t she just turn them both into puppets?
Lately, Clavia’s position had become a bit unstable.
The crisis of the Red Calamity, which she had officially declared as the High Priestess, had been revealed as a hoax.
So, why not flip everything at once?
If she resolved a fabricated crisis, trust would return quickly. And if she unleashed the revenants she had gathered…
“…!?”
At that moment, Clavia’s eyes widened as she sensed something.
She leapt to her feet and approached the window.
The Black Calamity.
He was not far away.
“Why… all of a sudden?”
The Calamity was an absolute being beyond her control.
Since awakening in the landfill long ago, he had remained elusive.
But now, he was approaching the Holy State.
“…Could he be angry?”
Yet, his aura was exceedingly violent.
Like an uncontrollable explosion of rage, it surged with relentless destruction.
For the Calamity to display such emotions.
Clavia found it puzzling.
“This is no time for this.”
If he was coming, she had to go greet him.
Hurriedly, she set out to awaken the revenants.
*
On the road to Disdel.
The carriage rattled noisily, moving with unusual ferocity.
Yet, the comfort of the seat suggested the skill of the coachman.
“How’s the ride, my lady?”
A voice called from the front.
It was Chevran, the tousle-haired, quick-witted coachman.
When I came to Glenber, I thought he might have moved on, but he was still here.
The price was steep, after all.
At this point, I wondered if he was my personal coachman.
“My lady?”
I rested my chin on my hand, puzzled by his question, and he laughed heartily.
“Haha. Anyone’s a lady or noblewoman if they pay.”
“You really do love money.”
“Of course. Isn’t money the solution to everything? Even just hoarding it feels good.”
Chevran smiled brightly, praising capitalism. I agreed, albeit mildly.
If it were the old me, I might have nodded vigorously, but now it was different.
“Hm.”
Was it because the banknotes of Earth and the currency of this continent were so different?
After pondering, I casually responded.
“I’m not sure.”
“Oh, that’s because you’re a wealthy lady, my lady.”
“Is that so.”
I didn’t think I was that wealthy.
Just capable of getting most things done and scattering funds moderately when needed.
“…”
If someone overheard, they might call me a fraud.
I swept my forehead and looked out the carriage window.
The radiant sunlight bathed the greenery in a sentimental glow.
The sunlight sparkled in my blue eyes.
For some reason, my chest tingled, and I gazed idly at the scene for a while.
A cough shattered the tranquil moment.
“We’re almost at Disdel.”
It was Chevran’s gruff voice.
I lowered my hand and blinked.
“Really?”
What should I do first when I arrive?
I should meet Nell and give her the costume.
After that…
I was rubbing my temples, deep in thought, when the carriage jolted violently.
Thud!
“Damn…!”
Chevran cursed under his breath as he grabbed the reins.
I held my forehead, which had been knocked by the jolt, and looked around.
“Ugh…”
I assumed the wheel must have hit a stone, but it was too dark to see properly.
Dark?
Recalling the sunlight I had just been enjoying, I turned my head.
And froze.
The surroundings had suddenly been engulfed in deep shadow.
“It seems the wheel is stuck on something! My apologies, my lady. I’ll get us moving again!”
“Wait, hold on…”
Something felt off.
The carriage rumbled forward again, leaving no time to think.
The ground shook, and vibrations stronger than before rattled the interior.
Crash!
“Urgh…!”
The carriage didn’t collapse.
Thanks to Chevran’s quick wit, he skillfully maneuvered to avoid a disaster.
As I steadied myself, I noticed a surging black aura.
The aura spread all around.
Just as I widened my eyes, a massive, tentacle-like appendage flew toward us.
A black tentacle, seemingly formed from condensed energy.
It was undoubtedly malicious, and I immediately reacted.
A chilling breath shot out in a straight line, deflecting the tentacle’s trajectory.
“…This is…”
It was an abnormal and grotesque phenomenon.
Even the most dangerous magical creatures weren’t this vast or sinister.
Unfortunately, I had a guess about who it could be.
“Argh! It’s coming again, coming again!”
“Tch…”
As Chevran cried out in alarm, I extended my hand.
Unable to fend off the barrage with just my breath, I raised an ice wall.
The icy surface, infused with extreme elemental power, withstood the blows from the tentacles and cursed blades.
The malice shifted its path, searching for gaps, but new walls were erected and destroyed just in time.
“Haah… Haah…”
It wasn’t easy.
Rapidly drawing upon my mana without a moment to relax was quickly exhausting me.
Meanwhile, the darkness only grew denser.
The battle was clearly disadvantageous.
Having made up my mind, I shouted to Chevran.
“Faster!”
It was an unusually loud command for me.
Perhaps due to the urgency, he didn’t seem to notice and replied immediately.
“I’m already going as fast as I can!”
“Push it to the limit!”
“Ugh… I-I’ll try!”
The carriage raced forward at near-breaking speed.
Chevran groaned repeatedly, squeezing out every ounce of his strength.
Meanwhile, I desperately fought off the malice, racking my brain for a solution.
“Could it… really have awakened?”
The spirit’s will was supposed to remain dormant in the landfill.
If that’s the case, was this a “scenario progression”?
Unconsciously, I bit my lip.
It was the worst possible opponent.
“…It’s too late to avoid it now.”
I didn’t know why it was targeting me, but it had appeared in the Holy State.
If it had resolved to act, avoiding a fight was impossible.
I needed to reach a more advantageous location.
The Calamity was the Holy State’s archenemy.
The Holy Knight Order and others would surely rally to face it.
“And Nell is there…”
She was a second-in-command character, one of the strongest in combat.
She would be a huge help.
The problem was whether I could make it there alive.
Gritting my teeth, I unleashed my mana.
*
The Adventurer’s Guild also served as a restaurant and inn.
On the second floor, in her private room, Nell was swallowing her anger.
“Those damn Dark Holy Society bastards…”
Fighting them at Quellière’s request had been fine, but in the end, she’d let them slip away.
Even though she had defeated two of their Seven Apostles and over a dozen followers, she was still dissatisfied.
This wasn’t how it was supposed to go.
She wanted to deal with them all and proudly boast to her first friend—or so Nell considered her—Quellière.
“Argh, it’s infuriating.”
Of course, she had a personal grudge too.
They had carelessly labeled her the Red Calamity, and she intended to make them pay.
Even so, she had foolishly let them escape.
Irritated, she snapped at the man standing stiffly beside her.
“Hey.”
“Y-Yes!”
Kelly, standing at attention, responded immediately.
His pupils darted around nervously, like a bird in distress.
This only irritated Nell further as she raised an eyebrow.
“What? Am I making you uncomfortable?”
“…No, I’m fine! Very fine!”
“Fine, huh? You’ve got weird taste.”
Despite her one-sided grumbling, Kelly didn’t dare move.
It wasn’t so much scolding as it was venting her frustration, and it wasn’t unjustified.
Incidentally, Kelly was also covering her lodging expenses.
“Go fetch some water.”
After challenging Nell once, he had been reduced to waiting on her like a slave.
As a low-rank adventurer, Kelly couldn’t dream of resisting her true ancestor-level power.
“Ah… R-Right away! I’ll be back shortly!”
“Hurry up.”
“Yes, ma’am!”
Kelly, overjoyed at the brief reprieve, hurriedly turned to leave.
Left alone in the room, Nell continued her thoughts.
“What is she, really…”
The topic was, of course, Quellière.
She had been occupying a corner of Nell’s mind lately.
Her train of thought inevitably brought up Quellière’s feats—summoning a blizzard and overwhelming the Holy Knight Order.
Not to mention her unshaken composure in every moment.
She was a mysterious woman in many ways.
“How does she know about me?”
After all, she was a vampire.
From the moment I had memories, there was always a question I couldn’t resolve, until recently.
The divine relic bore witness, leaving no room for doubt.
Yet, no one knew such a race even existed.
Not even herself, yet Quellière was—just what on earth?
“Mmhm…”
The more I dwelled on it, the more it felt like sinking into a swamp.
She would never tell me herself, so I had to figure it out.
Scratching my cheek as I pondered, a thought suddenly came to mind.
“What was that sensation?”
The shiver I felt when Quellière’s hand touched me.
I had dismissed it as my imagination, but the more I thought about it, the more real it felt.
It was still vividly etched in my mind.
“Was it magic…?”
No.
There wasn’t even a speck of magical energy left behind.
Besides, there couldn’t be magic like that.
Nell hugged her knees and racked her brain.
No matter how much she thought and agonized, there was no answer.
“Hm… Mmm…”
…In truth, this was a natural occurrence for her.
The sensation of touching the world itself.
Though Nell didn’t know, for Quellière, it was no exaggeration to say she was the world itself.
After all, without her, it wouldn’t exist.
But there was no way for Nell to discover this fact on her own.
Her thoughts naturally began to wander in another direction.
“A being who knows everything about my unknown race… Always so composed… And when touched, it feels like standing at the center of the world… Could it be…?”
For a moment, Nell held her breath.
No way. It couldn’t be.
But if not, then what?
Once her thoughts started forming, they spread uncontrollably.
She had hated the gods her whole life.
“I always said I’d slap them if I ever met one…”
Suddenly, an old saying came to mind.
When you speak of a dragon—
Bang!
A thunderous roar echoed in the distance.
The deafening noise nearly ruptured her eardrums, and Nell shot to her feet.
“What the hell is that?!”
Right when she was getting to something important, an uproar interrupted her.
Frowning, she stretched her hands and left the room.
Shortly before Nell stormed out.
*
On the first floor of the guild, in front of the request board, Sigina stood.
She was currently engaging in what she considered a high-level discussion on the state of the adventurer market and its future prospects.
“Really? There was an Overflow in Chelmbard too?”
“Yeah. It was absolute chaos.”
Though she had a scatterbrained streak, Sigina hadn’t earned her gold badge by sheer luck.
Her conversational partner was Glekt.
A fellow gold-ranked adventurer and a greatsword user, he had a prominent scar on his cheek, likely from a recent injury.
“But to think a similar incident occurred in Disdel… Could it really be the work of a calamity?”
As someone who operated near the theocracy and hailed from Disdel, Glekt had a connection to Sigina.
He had been active around the holy city of Chelmbard and had returned only today.
“Oh, you mean the Red Calamity?”
Sigina blinked innocently.
Glekt shook his head resolutely.
“No, not that. That case is already over.”
“Ah, right. That’s true! In that case…”
The Red Calamity was infamous across the theocracy, thanks to its grotesque moniker.
However, the truth about the false charges had yet to spread widely.
Glekt himself had only recently learned that the accused was a demi-human.
He confirmed Sigina’s guess.
“The real calamity. The Black Calamity, I mean.”
“Oh wow.”
She uttered a subtle expression of amazement.
To think he would boldly bring up such a dreaded name.
Sigina whispered under her breath.
“Why?”
“There’ve been many incidents recently that seem like its doing. It’s a reasonable deduction. People just don’t talk about it openly.”
Lowering his voice, Glekt followed suit.
He spoke with an emotional undertone, as if recalling past events.
“It’s not just the Overflow. There were even bigger commotions in Chelmbard. Things like several high-level monsters suddenly appearing.”
“Multiple high-level monsters?! I haven’t heard any rumors about that!”
Sigina was visibly shocked.
If what he said was true, it wasn’t just an ordinary occurrence but an unprecedented disaster.
Surely, such a commotion would have reached her ears.
Glekt nodded, as if to say he understood.
“There wasn’t enough time for rumors to spread. It was resolved too quickly.”
“…Wait, how could they resolve that quickly?”
“Since it was an urgent matter, the High Bishops themselves intervened. Even the Paladins were mobilized. That says it all.”
Except for Clavia, the other two High Bishops were currently stationed in Chelmbard.
Sigina’s eyes widened.
“Even the Paladins…!”
To think even they had been dispatched.
The situation must have been dire.
Glekt grinned.
“And to top it off, even the famous Sword Demon joined the fray. With that, it’s safe to say the high-level monsters were done for.”
“The Sword Demon too…”
She had heard the name.
A mysterious warrior who relentlessly hunted down monsters.
Glekt gestured to his scar, shaking his head slightly.
“In any case, someone like me, stuck in the middle, should have backed off while I had the chance. I got greedy and… Well, I was lucky to make it out alive.”
He shrugged as he finished his account.
“That’s why you shouldn’t obsess over money too much. People think adventurers are all about getting rich quick by diving headfirst into danger, but the ones with common sense avoid risky jobs. It’s always better to steer clear of trouble.”
“That’s true, that’s true! You’re absolutely right. But my dream is to sit on a mountain of money!”
“…Is that so.”
The conversation came to an end.
As the talking ceased, the various noises from the first floor became distinctly audible.
Glekt stretched his stiff neck and glanced toward the second floor.
“Is Kelly upstairs? If he is, tell him to come down. It’s been a while, so I ought to give him some discipline.”
“Wait here for a moment!”
Thud-thud-thud— Sigina hurried up the stairs but suddenly paused.
Her abrupt halt made Glekt raise a questioning brow.
“What is it?”
“Quiet.”
She put a finger to her lips and cupped her ear.
Her unusually sharp hearing picked up signals as her ears twitched slightly.
She murmured to herself.
“I hear hoofbeats.”
“Hm? Hoofbeats?”
“They’re coming this way… Someone dismounted?”
“…Hmm.”
As Glekt instinctively turned his gaze, the main entrance burst open.
A thunderous noise drew everyone’s attention.
The sight made everyone flinch.
It was inevitable.
It was as if they were facing pure darkness.
A bizarre figure clad in black armor with a dark helmet and carrying a jet-black sword sheath stood there.
Their entire body was obscured, making it impossible to discern even their gender.
Just as Glekt’s expression hardened, a cheerful voice shattered the tense atmosphere.
“I have a question!”
The speaker was a young girl.
There was no way anyone would believe she had arrived with the ominous figure next to her.
She boldly declared.
“I came because I heard there was a Red Calamity in Disdel.”
“…The Red Calamity? If you mean that one, she’s on the second floor…”
“Wait!”
Sigina protested against the clueless adventurer who had inadvertently replied.
“Why are you telling them that? Just look at how suspicious they are!”
“Ahaha… Thank you!”
But it was already too late.
The polite girl bowed her head and glanced around the room.
Adopting an oddly heavy voice, as though imitating someone, she continued.
“Everyone except her, please leave. It’s dangerous.”
Her confident demand created an uproar in the guild.
Adventurers, as a rule, did not take kindly to being dismissed.
Amid the peculiar tension, an adventurer slammed the table and stood.
“Hey, kid. Don’t mess around. We don’t go easy on brats. Do you even know how scary adventurers can be…?”
Perhaps he was the boastful type, as he kept cracking his knuckles threateningly.
The girl widened her eyes, as if frightened, and shook her hands.
“Don’t come any closer!”
“Finally coming to your senses—”
“You’ll get hurt! It’ll be bad!”
“What? This brat…!”
As the adventurer flared up and approached her, the Black Knight’s hand moved to their sword sheath.
The girl shouted.
“I don’t have any prejudices, but I hate it when people get hurt!”
To her, it was the ultimate warning, but the fearless adventurer didn’t heed it.
The moment he crossed the invisible line, a dazzling blade flashed.
Swoosh—!
A single swing.
Rarely did the wielder fail to cut their target.
The towering adventurer found himself frozen as Chandrafail stared coldly at him.
“… …”
Gold-ranked adventurer Glekt.
He poured all his strength into dragging the reckless novice out of range.
All eyes fell on him.
He spoke.
“The Sword Demon… Why are you here…?”
Glekt’s face was pale, and cold sweat drenched him.
The shocking statement caused an uproar in the guild.
“The Sword Demon? That person?!”
“They’re at least as skilled as a hero…!”
Adventurers revered power above all.
To them, the Sword Demon, who had no ties or background but was famed solely for overwhelming skill, was an idol and an aspiration.
“I heard they were in Chelmbard…”
The frantic commotion soon died down.
Without uttering a single word, the Sword Demon dominated the room with their mere presence.
In a chilling tone, they murmured.
“I will slay the Red Calamity.”
“Wait. Wait!”
Sigina hastily intervened, arguing.
“The Red Calamity doesn’t exist anymore! Nell is just an ordinary person! No, an ordinary demi-human. This would be a crime!”
“… …”
The Black Knight fell silent again.
Instead, they began walking forward.
The sword, unsheathed, emitted a sinister hum as it exuded murderous intent.
The Sword Demon believed nothing without seeing it for themselves.
Sigina muttered, “If that’s how it’s going to be—” and drew her rapier.
After all, when words failed, force was the only option.
“Glekt! Help me! No matter how strong they are, two gold-ranked adventurers together—”
“…No.”
“What?”
To Sigina’s surprise, Glekt rejected her in an unusually grim voice.
His gaze was filled with fear.
“He already spared me once. If I challenge him again, I’m finished…”
“…! Don’t tell me, that scar was from the Sword Demon?”
Her exclamation fell on deaf ears.
Glekt muttered a series of negatives before pleading with the Sword Demon.
“I have nothing to do with this! I have no intention of fighting you. I’m leaving this place.”
“Glekt!”
And with that, he hastily fled the guild.
Sigina had no time to intervene.
His departure caused a massive ripple.
“Damn it, what’s going on here?”
“I don’t know what’s happening, but if Glekt says so…”
As a seasoned adventurer who took care of his juniors, Glekt was highly respected.
The adventurers scattered like the tide, and even the receptionist slipped away.
In the middle of the day, the guild faced an unprecedented lull.
“Terrible people…”
Sigina let out a hollow sigh, overcome with despondency.
At that moment, a sharp voice came from above.
“What’s all the commotion?”
A red-haired vampire.
Nell Sartilla scratched her head irritably, grumbling, before locking eyes with a black knight.
The two spoke simultaneously.
“Unlucky.”
“Unlucky indeed.”
The black knight readied his sword.
The Ghostblade.
A sinister weapon that seemed to carry a soul, it pointed directly at the True Ancestor. Nell frowned.
“…What’s this now? Hey, are you with the Dark Holy Society too?”
“Red Calamity…”
“What?”
When he uttered the discarded moniker, veins bulged on Nell’s temple.
“There are still people who say that. Do you live with your ears shut? I’m not a calamity.”
“You’re not human.”
The black knight bluntly stated.
He immediately knew.
As a monster hunter, his eyes were trained to identify non-humans.
…And this foreboding aura.
Having encountered her, it no longer mattered whether she was a calamity or not.
“You’re a monster.”
A monster must be slain.
That was all.
He lunged swiftly.
“…Tch.”
Clicking her tongue, Nell swung her blood blade to meet his attack.
The two clashed as they passed each other, landing blows.
Immediately after, blood spurted.
“Urgh…!”
Nell clutched her side, groaning.
Meanwhile, the black knight’s armor bore only a minor scratch.
Both combatants, creations carefully designed for battle, quickly gauged each other’s strength.
Before Nell could even curse, the next attack came.
“You bastard…”
Ghostblade Technique, First Form.
Demon Cleave.
Swoosh!
Though the blood spray scattered in time, the black knight pressed through and struck.
Hot blood gushed from Nell’s chest.
She clenched her teeth, suppressing the searing pain.
“…What kind of freak is this?”
He’s a monster himself, yet he calls me one?
For a True Ancestor like her to be at such a disadvantage—it was absurd.
Where did this lunatic even come from?
It was her first time encountering someone who could cut through her blood techniques so easily.
Her gaze darkened, and her blood-colored mana went berserk.
“Looks like I have no choice…”
She hadn’t intended to use this, at least not yet.
Draining her blood rapidly, she enhanced her entire body.
It was a True Ancestor skill that burned blood as fuel.
A menacing aura surrounded her as three blood formations appeared.
Red weapons emerged from the ground, her hands, and thin air, surging toward the black knight.
“…!”
Finally, he paused for a split second.
Seizing the opportunity, Nell quickly retreated.
She was already at a disadvantage, and now injured.
The odds of victory were slim. She needed another solution.
Just as she was about to escape, Sigina shouted.
“Nell!”
Looking into Sigina’s trembling eyes, Nell weighed her options. Would she be any help?
No, her sharp ears wouldn’t matter; her sword wouldn’t stand a chance against him.
“Stay out of this!”
Deliberately speaking harshly, Nell pushed off the ground.
She didn’t know why he wanted to kill her, but she absolutely couldn’t let him.
She needed a way to turn the tide.
When she thought about it, only one person came to mind.
“Quellière…”
A powerful mage whose true abilities were immeasurable.
Could she handle this?
Nell dared to hope, but then shook her head.
Just from their brief skirmish, it was clear.
That black knight’s skills and intuition were beyond the norm.
He was an unimaginable monster from who-knows-where.
Someone who had clearly surpassed the limits of humanity…
“…Human.”
In that moment, her doubts about Quellière resurfaced.
For a fleeting moment, she wondered if Quellière might also be something extraordinary.
But that had to be a mistake.
What kind of being would walk the earth in the guise of a human?
But if it were true…
…No, if she faced this black knight, wouldn’t it prove if she was real or not?
“No… that’s not it.”
Quellière was her benefactor and her first friend.
She couldn’t allow anything to put her in danger.
With a labored breath, Nell darted away.
For now, she had to get as far from him as possible.
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Chapter 43: Humans or Monsters (3)
······The calamity pursues.
The aura of the one who killed the god serpent was connected to the Snowfield.
The Snowfield, a demonic realm that crushes the spirits of earthly beings.
Yet the birthplace of the calamity, the hell in the west, rivaled or surpassed it.
Soon, it encountered the protector of the far eastern land.
The White Silver Dragon King.
That pitiful being, who had unknowingly transcended its boundaries, always stood in its way.
【Servant of a mere god, how long will you continue dreaming such vain dreams······.】
Your master, and even the lord of your gods, will never return.
Do you think those who have once been disappointed would cling to this small world······?
[···Be gone.]
The Dragon King did not waver.
As if it possessed some unshakable conviction.
Leaving only a fragment of itself to torment the creature further, the calamity roamed the continent.
Resentment and sorrow became its power.
It destroyed southern desert villages, tore through the empire, and assaulted sanctuaries.
Then, it sensed something.
【······!】
A very ominous and unsettling sensation.
Feeling the need to confirm it, it rushed forward at breakneck speed.
A rattling carriage.
Inside lay the source of its unease.
The moment it saw the long-haired figure, it realized this was the culprit who killed the serpent.
But such facts were irrelevant.
Something existed there.
What it harbored, so detestable that every organ in its body creaked with hatred.
【It must be destroyed······.】
It extended black tendrils and shook the ground.
The target calmly deflected its attacks and advanced toward the repugnant Holy State.
The Holy State—its eternal enemy.
······The calamity grows furious.
Soon, it saw a human city teeming with swarming pests.
The insects opened their mouths wide and screamed.
All the better.
In its current state, with considerable power accumulated, it would sweep away its target and those vermin in one fell swoop.
After all, its ultimate desire was to plunge the continent into eternal chaos······.
【───!】
Releasing its pent-up resentment, it manifested a world of confusion and despair.
Chaos erupted.
Thus, the Holy State faced an unprecedented crisis.
*
The emergence of its sworn nemesis, the Black Calamity.
The Holy State descended into chaos.
Informants and carrier pigeons flew frantically, while priests and knights deployed in droves.
From the lowest to the highest ranks, it was a state of emergency.
The heart of the Holy State Astar, the holy land Chelmburd.
The meeting room of the grand temple was abuzz, filled with heated debate.
Amidst it all, two seats occupied the highest positions.
Following a report from a priest, High Priest Sariel rubbed her forehead.
“···Are you saying waves of monsters have occurred repeatedly?”
“That’s a way to put it. They’re mutated monsters born from resentment, to be precise.”
At that, murmurs spread throughout the chamber.
Mutated monsters, more powerful and ferocious than ordinary ones, were overflowing simultaneously.
The monsters that poured onto the main streets mercilessly attacked the citizens.
Sariel bit her lip.
“The Black Calamity··· that dreadful mass of resentment, why now······.”
Even though the gods had left, the believers remained.
To atone, to make amends, to serve a god who might still linger.
And the ultimate mission of all believers unified into one.
To eradicate the Black Calamity, the source of all evil in this godless era.
As she agonized, High Priest Netah asked.
“Have we identified the calamity’s movements?”
“Not yet. For whatever purpose, it does not reveal its true form.”
“Hmm···.”
He stroked his chin.
No matter its purpose, what had already occurred could not be undone.
Furthermore, the calamity had always been eyeing the Holy State, so it was no great surprise.
······But contrary to rational judgment, the situation was dire.
Suddenly, all eyes turned to the High Priests.
Their gazes were solemn, and the oppressive atmosphere weighed down the chamber.
Netah immediately grasped why.
The priests’ unspoken request flickered in their eyes.
“The Radiant Knights have deployed, but the foe is the Black Calamity itself. Their strength will likely be insufficient. Thus······.”
“I understand. I agree.”
Their request was reasonable.
Glancing sideways, Netah saw Sariel nod in agreement.
A secret weapon only mobilized in emergencies.
“······.”
A being imbued with immense divine power, shrouded in secrecy.
Requiring the approval of at least two High Priests to activate—the Holy State’s strongest force.
The Paladin.
It would be sent.
*
The capital, Disdel.
Screams and wails echoed throughout the city, which could no longer be called a symbol of virtue and purity.
Dull and sticky energy enveloped the buildings and tainted the streets.
“Stop the monsters!”
Not only that, but frenzied monsters rampaged with unstoppable momentum.
Their bodies shimmered with black mirages, as if corrupted.
Blefer, commander of the Holy Knights, was the first to deploy as the city’s defender.
“This is resentment······.”
A calamity born of condensed resentment consumed it and wielded it as a weapon.
Though he’d heard tales, this was his first time witnessing it.
Truly, it was the root of all evil.
When resentment spreads, such catastrophes unfold.
Blefer wiped the cold sweat from his face and forced himself to command the unit.
“Establish a defensive line! Protect the citizens!”
“Yes!”
It was bound to be a difficult and desperate battle.
However, that was precisely why the Holy Knights Order existed.
As the unit responded with enthusiastic shouts, a cheer resounded.
─Waaaah!
It was the citizens’ cheers.
A strangely positive noise, out of place in such a dire situation.
Blefer turned his head, his eyes widening in astonishment.
“That’s…”
Reinforcements were arriving from the distance.
Judging by the flag, it was the Radiant Knights Order from the Chelmberd Cathedral.
Swoosh—!
The veteran leading the charge fiercely decimated the monsters as they approached. Overwhelmed with relief, Blefer called out.
“Sir Targal! You’ve arrived!”
“…Oh, Blefer.”
Though Targal, the Radiant Knights Commander, was a senior of great standing, formalities were dispensed with in the midst of war.
Targal, not being one to insist on ceremony, readily shared information.
“Do you know what’s causing this commotion?”
“I have no idea. All I know is that the black calamity has inexplicably set its sights on Disdel.”
Targal furrowed his brows thoughtfully and continued.
“There have been unsettling incidents lately, likely caused by the calamity. Even so, to cause devastation on such a massive scale…”
“It seems the cathedral’s assumption that it was merely recovering its strength was incorrect.”
“Indeed. But why—”
─────!
At that moment, a deafening explosion announced the arrival of an entity filled with malice.
Fragments of dark energy rained down like a carpet bombardment, obliterating towers and outposts.
On the boiling remnants, grotesque shapes twisted and turned.
Bubbles formed and quickly transformed into monsters, prompting citizens to cry out in terror.
In the face of such despair, Blefer muttered under his breath.
“A holy sanctuary turning into a hellscape overnight…”
This was not a normal situation, and conventional methods would be ineffective.
There was someone meant to be deployed in such unprecedented circumstances. Blefer cautiously asked.
“…Is she not coming?”
“She? …Ah.”
Targal, catching on quickly, sighed heavily.
“I don’t know. I left as soon as the incident occurred.”
“Did the High Priests say nothing at all?”
The authority to summon the Paladins rested with the High Priests.
Targal frowned, lost in thought, and rubbed his chin.
“Not particularly. Still, they are wise individuals…”
His words were abruptly cut off by a commotion in the distance.
The two knights instinctively turned their heads toward the source, where a figure emerged.
A woman with red hair.
Unlike Blefer, who widened his eyes in shock, Targal narrowed his gaze.
There was an unsettling aura that tingled at his senses.
However, that unease was insignificant compared to what happened next.
The woman waved her hand and shouted.
“Out of the way, don’t block my path—!”
Her act of charging directly into the monsters might have seemed reckless.
Yet anyone who witnessed what followed would immediately reconsider.
A violent torrent of blood erupted like a storm, literally annihilating the monsters.
Despite her astounding feat, the woman clicked her tongue, her expression irritated.
“What kind of mess is this?! I’m already being hunted as a calamity, and now a real calamity shows up? Seriously, it’s him!”
She vanished at a terrifying speed, but the figure following her was even stranger.
An enigmatic individual clad entirely in black armor.
With one arm carrying a girl, he exuded a mighty presence and swung a massive blade.
“What kind of chaos is this?! I may be open-minded, but this is too much!”
“Be quiet.”
Chiding the girl as if she were a nuisance, the Black Knight adjusted his grip on the sword.
At the peak of the ominous energy surging from the blade, he struck.
Specter Sword Technique: Second Form – Specter’s Wail.
The resulting slaughter left both knights speechless.
Hundreds of monsters disintegrated without a trace.
“That way.”
Yet, the Black Knight didn’t even glance back, continuing to pursue the woman as though it were the natural course of events.
The two knights, still unable to comprehend, blankly watched the direction she disappeared.
“…”
The only sound was the crackling of embers in the desolate aftermath.
*
The streets were in utter chaos.
No, the entire city was a battleground, a scene of carnage and destruction.
There was no room for doubt or denial.
“The black calamity…”
It was an assault by that entity.
Judging by the sheer amount of malice released, it seemed the calamity had awakened some time ago.
This made it even more likely that this was a crucial moment in its plan.
Just then, a piercing scream erupted nearby.
“Aaaaah!”
Adventurers were struggling in battle.
They seemed to be fighting a horde of monsters, and among them was Kelly.
Falling onto his backside, he scrambled away as a wolf-like monster opened its jaws in front of him.
“Help me! Somebody save me!”
He shrieked, flailing in terror.
Clicking my tongue, I muttered.
“I don’t like him, but…”
I gathered my magic skillfully.
The snowball I created spun rapidly and shot forward.
Thud-thud-thud—!
The wolf, struck hard in the side, whipped around angrily.
I struck not only it but also every other monster nearby.
“······.”
All attention focused on me.
The wolves panted heavily, while the adventurers stared at me in a daze.
A moment of imminent tension.
I exhaled shallowly and spoke.
“What are you looking at?”
That was the switch.
The monsters let out shrieks and charged all at once.
I did not dodge but swung my hand horizontally.
-Screeeeech!
A wall of ice shot up, and the wolves slammed into it with their charging momentum.
I finished off the collapsed creatures with a frosty breath.
It was as clean as if a janitor had swept through, and the adventurers were in awe.
“That woman… during the proving ceremony…!”
“So she really was an incredible adventurer!”
Their certainty of survival naturally turned into praise for me.
Ignoring them, I approached Kelly.
He, his eyes brimming with tears, recognized me and bowed his head.
“Lady Quellière··· no, Sister! Thank you, thank you so much!”
He bowed repeatedly in relief, his trembling back betraying his fear.
He must have been truly terrified.
Well, he’s always been a frail guy.
“After slaving away, taking a short break only for the guild to get destroyed, barely escaping outside only to find chaos everywhere··· I thought I was done for, but of course, it had to be you, Sister!”
It seemed he had gone through considerable suffering.
He babbled nonsensically, venting his frustration, and I couldn’t quite follow.
Looking at him pitifully, I suddenly remembered my purpose.
I scanned the area but couldn’t see her, so I asked Kelly.
“Where’s Nell?”
“···W-What?!”
But his reaction was strange.
When I glared at him, his trembling pupils avoided my gaze.
Sensing something ominous, I pressed him firmly.
“Talk.”
The surrounding air chilled in response to my emotions.
The adventurers quickly backed away, and Kelly, his face pale, stammered.
“I-I was with Sister Nell in a room on the guild’s second floor··· no, I was the one getting scolded when··· someone strange arrived.”
“Someone strange?”
If that was all, it wouldn’t have been much of an issue.
Suspicious figures were a dime a dozen in a fantasy world.
But then he continued.
“The strange person was completely clad in jet-black armor··· judging by their voice, he was a man.”
“Jet-black armor···.”
Familiar characteristics struck my mind like a hammer, and suspicion began to creep in.
······It couldn’t be, could it?
It’s not like there’s only one set of black armor in the world.
I tried to deny it, but it was no use.
Kelly, seemingly overwhelmed by fear, shouted.
“They was unbelievably strong! Even the gold-ranked adventurer, Mr. Glect, fled in a panic, and Sister Nell couldn’t do anything against them······.”
“···!”
My chest tightened painfully.
Nell had been overpowered.
That was more convincing than anything.
What kind of knight could corner Nell, especially after she had recovered?
And even if such a person existed, why would they suddenly appear now?
“Why is that guy···.”
I thought she might be around, but why would she target Nell?
Anyone else is fine, but you two shouldn’t be fighting.
There was no time to think.
If things continued as they were, Nell would die.
“Where did she go?”
“W-What?”
“Nell. Where did she go?”
A hard voice escaped me involuntarily.
Kelly hesitated, then pointed in a direction.
“Over there─”
At that moment, the ground shook violently.
Startled, I saw black tendrils rising through the pavement.
Boom!
They immediately aimed for me.
Since I’d expected this, I calmly grabbed Kelly and dodged to the side.
“Ahhh!”
Crash!
The ground shattered as resentment surged up like bamboo shoots.
The target was solely me.
That part still puzzled me.
I knew the calamity had awakened, but why was it fixated on me?
“···Because I’m a Player?”
I wasn’t hoping for an explanation.
The so-called god or whatever had dropped me here and was too lofty to even be sure of their existence.
“Ugh! It’s an attack from the calamity!”
“Run away!”
The adventurers tried to respond, but it was futile.
Even a fragment of the calamity was different from ordinary monsters.
I dashed toward the direction Kelly had pointed.
It would be safer if I lured it away.
“Sister-!”
Perhaps he had grown attached, as Kelly cried out desperately.
Without answering, I moved through an empty alley.
Thud-thud-thud!
The tendrils relentlessly pursued me.
Boom!
With a massive blow, a stone wall crumbled, and debris scattered.
A sharp fragment grazed my shoulder.
The searing pain made me bite my lower lip.
“Tch···.”
It wasn’t called a calamity for nothing.
But how was I supposed to deal with this?
As the Snow Maiden, what could I possibly do against a final boss······?
My brain felt like it was overheating when I noticed a trail of blood.
Judging by the fact that it hadn’t dried, it was fresh.
“Nell.”
It was clearly her doing.
This wasn’t a natural phenomenon but an artificial effect, something like a ‘bloodstorm.’
The sheer volume of blood, with no corpses in sight, was evidence enough.
She had passed through here recently.
After confirming it, I pushed off the ground and hurried forward.
Before long, the view opened up, revealing the urban district.
“…!”
And that’s when I saw it.
Nell, covered in blood.
The Black Knight in black armor was targeting her.
Although they was carrying a girl in one arm, I couldn’t afford to pay her any attention.
Nell was being pushed into a corner, and the Black Knight’s Specter Sword was about to strike.
“…No.”
I clenched my catalyst tightly, feeling my heart pounding violently.
As if answering my desperation, it radiated a brilliant blue light.
I drew out the latent energy of the artifact.
Though it had been depleted during the Serpent God’s subjugation, it had recharged over the past decade.
I didn’t stop there, pouring additional mana into it to enhance its power.
The magic condensed into a cylindrical form, shifting and changing shape.
And then—
Fwooooosh!
An enormous ice spear, at least several meters long, was formed.
Without hesitation, I hurled the massive spear at my target.
The target was the Black Knight.
They stopped mid-swing and turned their head toward the projectile.
“!”
In that fleeting moment, they showed a faint reaction of hesitation.
They placed the girl they were holding to the side, almost as if discarding her.
Or rather, they simply threw her.
“Kyaaah…!”
The Black Knight’s stance shifted.
Fixing their gaze on the spear, they gripped their sword with both hands and raised it high.
The sword hummed ominously, as if infused with a spirit, and swung down at the perfect moment.
I immediately recognized the technique.
The Specter Sword Technique’s First Form, Specter Slash.
Crackkk—!
The ice spear shattered instantly.
The secret technique I had imbued with my full strength was destroyed in a single blow.
But I wasn’t surprised.
This was Chandrafail.
In the time I had bought, I managed to reach Nell’s side.
Nell turned to me, her eyes widening in shock.
“Quellière…!”
Her gaze held a mix of surprise, bewilderment, and relief.
Blood seeped from her clenched forearm, but it didn’t appear to be a serious injury for her.
“When did you—”
“You.”
Nell’s exclamation was interrupted by a chilling voice.
The Black Knight, now steady, fixed his eyes on me.
“You’re not human.”
“…”
Their words hit directly at the core of the matter.
I let out a faint, wry smile.
So, he recognized me.
I had expected as much.
It was one of their abilities, after all.
The Black Knight’s eyes had the power to distinguish between humans and non-humans, and I was not human.
I was a Snow Maiden.
I heard a sharp intake of breath beside me.
“…What?”
Her crimson eyes, tinged with confusion, blinked rapidly.
She must not have known.
I was less conspicuous as a non-human than even a vampire.
But there was a bigger problem at hand.
While Nell was alive, the situation was dire.
The Black Knight silently raised their sword toward me.
“Are you a monster?”
As if being hunted by a calamity wasn’t enough, now this guy had appeared out of nowhere.
It was a major crisis.
I needed to find a way.
“I am…”
I racked my brain desperately, trying to buy time.
The power gap between us was overwhelming, but no one understood Chandrafail better than I did.
If I could exploit that knowledge, I might find a way…
The Black Knight twisted their sword, and my heart pounded violently.
Rumble—!
The ground trembled fiercely.
At the same time, malice surged from all directions, forming a mass.
Nell, nearly losing her balance, glared at the source with fierce eyes.
“He’s seriously pissed off!”
Meanwhile, I felt a mix of weariness and frustration.
How relentlessly persistent this guy was.
As if the chaos wasn’t bad enough, their arrival could only spell utter calamity.
“…Huh?”
But this time, it was different.
Rather than simply summoning tentacles or monsters, darkness engulfed the area.
The air grew suffocating with an overwhelming density of malice.
This wasn’t a simple fragment or monster.
“This is…!”
At that moment, a thunderous roar struck the area.
A massive black current tore through high-rise buildings as if they were made of styrofoam.
What could I even call this?
It was what one would describe as the Black Calamity.
The tar-like, sticky black current radiated such intense malice that it made me feel dizzy.
“…”
Even the Black Knight let out a faint groan.
Such was the overwhelming presence of the entity.
The Black Calamity Mahabharata.
Not a fragment or a mere imitation, but the true body.
The enemy of the world, the final boss, had descended upon the city.
─────!
Its roar plunged the area into despair and grief.
Even my mind felt on the verge of breaking.
A solution. Was there no solution?
…Was there truly no way to overcome this?
As I frowned in anguish, something emerged from the calamity’s mass.
A grotesque, blood-red eyeball.
The moment I locked eyes with its gaze—
Flash!
A brilliant light filled my vision, and something came to mind.
“…A book?”
The first thing I saw was the spine of a hardcover book.
Its dark, familiar color stood out to me.
It looked like an old, worn-out tome, but there was no need to wonder about its identity.
A message kindly appeared before me.
〈The Calamity’s Apocalypse〉
A distant memory resurfaced.
It was the mysterious item I had used just before I became linked to Four Seasons War II.
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Chapter 44: Human or Monster (4)
······Chandrafail thought.
The Red Calamity was an opponent beyond expectations.
It wasn’t enough to make him nervous, but compared to the Greater Magic Beast ‘Hydra’ he had faced before, it was a worthy adversary.
There was even a thrilling sense of danger, like a wild cat that might claw at you if you let your guard down.
But the brief moment of amusement was now over.
He swung his sword toward the Red Calamity’s neck, which was filled with resentment.
-······!
There was no sympathy or pity.
He was called a Sword Demon or a Monster Hunter in the religious states and elsewhere.
The latter, at least, captured his essence well.
He craved battle.
Human opponents were not enough.
Only beasts, monsters, and anomalies that transcended the limits of species could truly stimulate him and sharpen his skills.
The Red Calamity would be no exception.
However, just as the Black Knight was about to strike, he sensed a faint signal prickling at him.
-Magic···.
Something was approaching.
It was a threat that couldn’t be blocked with ease.
He glanced briefly at the girl in his arm.
Paile.
In a fleeting moment, old memories resurfaced.
-Who are you, mister···?
She had been an orphan of the world.
He had felt a sense of kinship with her, but that wasn’t why he had saved her.
It was because she had dared to covet his weapons, and he had cut down the thugs for that.
Paile, who had neither lingering attachments nor a place to rely on, had arbitrarily followed him.
-You’re too prejudiced, mister! You need to see things other than monsters!
Sometimes he regretted it.
He had threatened her, but she didn’t back off, so he ignored her and moved on. Yet, she was surprisingly persistent.
The girl was a symbol of weak humanity, far removed from monsters.
An existence neither remarkable nor significant.
He truly thought so, but like a small animal, he saw no reason to let her die.
-Kyaah···!
He threw her far away and shifted his stance.
A devastating slash unfolded, shattering the icy boulders.
It wasn’t easy. Both the size and the power were extraordinary.
-You.
A woman had appeared beside the Red Calamity before he realized it.
She was a striking beauty with bluish-white hair. However, the Black Knight focused on something other than her beauty.
-You’re not human.
His keen eyes immediately discerned the truth.
The woman didn’t reply, and he observed her.
-······.
Something was odd.
He felt nothing.
His sixth sense, which reacted to strength, was unusually quiet.
A trait that had never failed him before.
Chandrafail was disappointed.
He had been somewhat anticipating something, but perhaps she wasn’t much after all.
If so, there was no need to pay her any mind.
He could just eliminate her along with the Red Calamity.
─────!
The ground trembled, and malice surged at that moment.
He had already sensed another uninvited guest during the pursuit. He hadn’t cared, but the situation changed when it came to him directly.
Malice swirled and gathered in clusters.
The Black Knight’s eyes widened more than ever as he beheld the Black Calamity.
-······!
The most dreadful and formidable adversary of all calamities.
Indeed, it was so.
The trembling of his flesh, the overwhelming pressure that crushed his body······ He had never experienced such agitation in his sixth sense.
The grip on his sword tightened.
Thrill and exhilaration consumed the Black Knight.
-You are a monster.
He might die.
No, judging by this chill, he would likely die.
But it didn’t matter.
It would be the most enjoyable moment of his life.
By then, even the Red Calamity was no longer in his thoughts.
*
〈The Calamity’s Apocalypse〉
· Rank: ?
· Ability: Offer something that cannot be replaced by anything, and the calamity will meet its end.
· Description: Equivalent exchange, the first principle of all magic. Truth does not distinguish between righteousness and heresy.
I stared intently at the Black Codex.
An item obtained after defeating the Black Calamity in the final game.
I had applied it to Quellière out of frustration since I didn’t know its use.
Nothing had happened, so I had forgotten about it.
“···Facing a calamity must have been the trigger.”
No wonder I hadn’t known the conditions.
The Black Apocalypse floated ominously, asserting its presence.
But judging from the atmosphere, it seemed invisible to others.
【······!】
I stand corrected.
There was one more who could see it.
The cluster of malice clearly fixated its gaze on the codex.
Was it because this was the ‘Apocalypse’ of calamities?
“···Equivalent exchange.”
I looked at the item’s description.
Difficult words to comprehend. But that was fine.
I instinctively knew how to use it.
“That’s the calamity······.”
Hearing Nell’s muttering beside me, I lifted my head.
The calamity’s true form.
The majesty of the final boss was indeed extraordinary.
“A calamity has arrived···!”
“God, please watch over us······.”
The oppressive fear and dread, which couldn’t be felt in the game, now dominated the scene, leaving the citizens trembling.
They must not have imagined it either.
To have the enemy of the world right in front of them.
At that moment, the calamity writhed and roared.
─────!
With a deafening sound, malice burst forth.
Screams erupted as citizens fled.
The clusters of malice corroded buildings and summoned corrupted beasts.
I immediately responded to the approaching beasts.
“Move.”
I coldly muttered, erecting an ice barrier and exhaling frosty breath.
As the creatures collapsed helplessly, a crimson blade interrupted.
“Forget being my mentor; why the hell did that thing suddenly appear!”
Nell, using blood magic, vented her frustration.
Her hands were trembling faintly, contrary to her expression.
“What do you mean, a red calamity… The real calamity is something like that…”
“…”
At that moment, as I looked at her with complicated eyes, I heard a horse’s whinny.
When I turned to see, there was an enormous black horse that overshadowed even a top-class steed.
“Urbos…”
I recognized it immediately.
The black warhorse, Urbos.
It was the exclusive mount of the Black Knight, and it was charging fiercely towards its master.
“Run.”
Chandrafail, who had leapt forward in an instant, commanded his steed.
He was watching the disaster unfold, and the horse galloped on.
The girl who was with him shouted.
“Be careful, mister!”
“…Who is that?”
She was a character unrelated to my settings.
While smashing through the charging monsters, I observed the other side. A swarm of crimson malice.
Nell spoke urgently.
“That socially inept bastard…! Is he out of his mind?”
“Nell.”
When I called her name, she turned back to me.
As if just realizing something, she exclaimed.
“Right, you! When did you come back?!”
“Just now.”
“Just now…? Wait a second. You mean you’re back?”
Nell’s pupils seemed to swim as if lost.
I could see through her thoughts clearly.
She was probably wondering if I had brought something to resolve the curse.
But now wasn’t the time for leisurely gifting costumes or presents.
I asked naturally.
“What’s going on?”
“What… what do you mean?”
“Chandrafail. Why were you fighting him?”
“Chandra…?”
Her evasive reaction made me realize something.
The Black Knight would rarely reveal his name, according to the settings.
As expected, Nell squinted her eyes and asked back.
“That’s his name? How do you know that?”
“You don’t need to know. Anyway, so why?”
“Uh… I don’t know either. He just came at me trying to kill me. It was unavoidable.”
I was at a loss for words.
Kelly had mentioned that a monster had suddenly attacked, but I had hoped for additional context.
That was all?
“…I see.”
Somehow, he seemed even more self-righteous than my settings described.
That would make him harder to use.
I gazed at the other side, where the sound of hooves reverberated.
Hiiiiiing─!
The Black Knight, astride the black steed, charged unimpeded through the blazing nightmare realm.
His figure was the epitome of a hero from a tale, and his subsequent feats did not fall short.
He rampaged through the rising tentacles, unfazed even by earthquakes.
Each terrifying strike was met with a composed response as he aimed his sword at the disaster.
“I will cut down the monster.”
The legendary weapon, Demonblade.
As it howled, an awe-inspiring slash was unleashed.
Swaaash─!
The blade, said to sever supernatural monstrosities, cleaved through the black currents.
A bizarre noise, indistinguishable between a scream and a groan, erupted from the swarm.
─────!
The heavens and earth shook, and people collapsed to the ground.
Even Nell groaned and covered her ears.
“Ah, damn it…!”
The ghastly sound was nerve-wracking, but I forced myself to focus.
The Black Knight, perhaps thinking he had gained the upper hand, prepared to disengage with a spin.
“…No.”
I muttered without realizing.
He didn’t know the reason behind this phenomenon.
But as someone who had played countless characters and seen various endings, I knew immediately.
This was part of the Calamity’s battle pattern.
The noise wasn’t a scream or cry—it was a roar of fury.
Attacking in this heightened state of sensitivity would result in…
“Stop!”
I shouted uncharacteristically, but the Black Knight didn’t seem to hear.
At the critical moment, the Demonblade slashed through the swarm again.
However, the result was entirely different.
Fwoooosh─!
Like a burst gas tank, the malice exploded wildly.
It filled the ground and billowed ominously.
The black horse reared up, and the Black Knight showed visible dismay.
“…!”
The pervasive malice surrounded the black rider as if to encircle him.
The sticky hatred restricted his movements.
Although he seemed to resist fiercely, flashes of dazzling light occasionally bursting through the black currents, the malice only grew thicker.
Soon, it became so intense that nothing could be seen.
And then, it exploded.
Hiiiiiiiing─!
This was the disaster’s counterattack pattern, dealing catastrophic damage to enemies.
The black warhorse tumbled, and Chandrafail was thrown to the ground.
“Ahh! Mister!”
The girl screamed, covering her mouth.
As she tried to rush into the danger, the citizens nearby stopped her.
“Let go! Let me go! Mister is…!”
The fallen Black Knight was assaulted by numerous tentacles.
Although he continued to cut them down as before, his unstable strikes revealed his peril.
Witnessing the expected outcome, I closed my eyes.
“As I thought.”
Chandrafail couldn’t overcome the Mahabharata.
To be honest, it didn’t make sense for him to lose, considering his potential.
I had held a small hope, but… as expected.
Because his potential was vast, the Black Knight was considered one of the hardest characters to develop.
To become the overwhelming one-man army he was meant to be, one needed to follow the so-called ‘veteran route.’
There was no way someone suddenly dropped into an unfamiliar place could know that.
“…How have you been living?”
Anyway, time passed meaninglessly.
The Black Knight had wasted his chance to become the strongest.
Watching him fall into a defensive position, Nell scoffed.
“That crazy idiot. Talking about cutting down the monster like that, serves him right.
He wouldn’t listen to anyone and just acted on his self-righteousness.
That’s what he gets…”
“Nell.”
I understood her anger.
It was resentment borne of acknowledging the gravity of the situation, and I felt sorry for her.
But I didn’t want the two of them snarling at each other.
Both of them were like children to me.
“Don’t hate him too much.”
“…What?”
My curt words.
She widened her eyes and looked at me.
“What are you talking about?”
“Because that’s just how he is.”
The Black Knight’s nature, in some ways, resembled the curse of the True Ancestor’s blood.
If resentment was to be directed, shouldn’t it be aimed at me instead of him?
Deficiency makes characters noble.
That’s why I always left something out.
So······.
“The fault is mine.”
“What? No···.”
Nell furrowed her brows as if she couldn’t understand.
But I wasn’t finished speaking.
“That’s why I’ll resolve it.”
“······?!”
She blinked, and the moment I grabbed the Codex, a lively voice interrupted.
“Quelli!”
A lively woman with braided hair.
Sigina’s appearance was marked with soot, likely from an intense fight.
I looked past her bloodstained rapier to see the rear.
Dozens of knights had lined up, seemingly accompanying her.
One of them pointed at me in surprise.
“You’re the one from back then! The woman who defended the Red Calamity··· no, Nell Sartilla!”
“······.”
Holy Knight Commander Blefer.
It wasn’t a pleasant connection, so I ignored him and walked on.
He stammered as he continued speaking.
“Wait, what’s going on here? What is that Black Knight? Explain the situationㅡ”
“Shut up.”
At this point, adding a few knights wouldn’t make much difference.
The religious state had far less capacity to handle calamities than I imagined.
Having decided on a course of action, I approached a girl.
The girl who had been with the Black Knight.
She was sniffling, and I spoke to her calmly.
“Hello.”
······A greeting was the start.
I kept to the basics of conversation, but she seemed more desperate than I thought.
Recognizing me, her eyes widened, and she hurriedly grabbed my sleeve.
“You’re the one who launched that giant spear earlier, right? You’re an amazing magician, right? Please help him!”
Her tear-filled eyes and trembling voice were brimming with desperation.
The Black Knight was still locked in combat with the calamity.
He wouldn’t hold out much longer.
“I amㅡ”
“And the Red Calamity too!”
“···?”
Following her gaze, I turned to see Nell standing there.
She raised an eyebrow as if she had followed me.
“What’s she saying? That guy tried to kill me, you know?! Without any explanation!”
Her voice was full of indignation.
The girl’s face turned pale.
“That’s because he’s a monster hunter··· He has to hunt monsters··· Otherwise, he becomes lethargic like a living corpse······.”
Her voice, trailing off, was filled with various emotions.
But one word seemed to provoke Nell further.
“Why am I a monster?! I’m a vampire, okay?!”
“V-Vampire···.”
“Yeah. Got it? A noble species!”
The wrath of the True Ancestor naturally exuded an intimidating aura.
The girl, who had been barely holding on, began to cry with wet eyes.
“I’m sorry··· I’m so sorry. But still, still···!”
Watching her closely, I asked a question.
There was something I hadn’t yet asked.
“What’s your name?”
“···Paile.”
The girl wiped her tears as she answered.
I absentmindedly repeated it.
“Paile···.”
Chandrafail······ Paile.
Could he have given her that name?
Regardless, that wasn’t the priority right now.
Shaking my head, I spoke to Paile.
“I’ll help.”
“A···! Really, really?!”
She lit up with joy, and I nodded.
But there was a condition.
“In return, you’ll help me too.”
“···Huh?”
The girl blinked innocently.
Her puzzled expression prompted a clarification.
“Me? But I’m just a powerless girl. ···Not that I’m prejudiced.”
Then, clenching her fist energetically, she continued.
“What do I need to do?”
“Convince him, for starters.”
No matter how I looked at it, she was the only clue to controlling the Black Knight.
As I stared at her, she lowered her head dejectedly.
“···Convince him? But he doesn’t listen to me······.”
“It’s okay.”
If she truly meant nothing, there’s no way he would have kept her around.
Meeting my gaze, Paile nodded resolutely.
“Alright then! Whatever it is, I’ll do my best!”
I smiled faintly and patted her head.
Then, I turned and moved forward.
Nell quickly followed.
“What are you planning to do? If you’re thinking of something dangerous, stop it. You might not realize it, but that black thing is absurdly strong. Even that guyㅡ”
“Nell.”
I placed a finger on Nell’s forehead, halting her barrage of worries.
Blue light shimmered in my eyes.
I cared deeply for her, but she couldn’t intervene right now.
“Be quiet.”
“···!”
Nell, for some reason, clutched her forehead and shuddered.
She seemed to be suppressing something······ What was it?
Tilting my head in confusion, my attention shifted to the raging noise.
─────!
The battlefield was a storm of relentless strikes and explosions.
The Black Knight, his armor damaged and cracked, still burned with fighting spirit.
But he was much weaker than at the start and had little time left.
〈The Calamity’s Apocalypse〉
I glanced at the Codex in my hand.
Its description was cryptic.
Yet the method of use was incredibly simple.
“Equivalent exchange.”
That single term summarized it.
All it took was offering “something precious to me” in exchange for “inflicting damage on the calamity.”
It was a unique item, designed solely to target the final boss.
Considering it was first obtained in the last game, it was likely intended to be added to “The Four Seasons War II.”
Its subtitle, The Awakening of Calamity, perfectly matched the prequel’s concept.
I must have obtained it by chance because I had played the game up until the very last moment before saying goodbye.
I pondered deeply.
“Something precious…”
What could it be?
It could only be something wholly mine—no people or someone else’s belongings.
I instinctively lowered my gaze.
I saw my pale, slender hands and the blue crystal held within them.
As I opened my mouth to speak, something flew in and rolled across the ground.
“Urgh…”
The deep voice belonged to Chandrafail.
His entire body was battered and bruised, and blood dripped from his mouth.
However, his eyes, visible through his broken helmet, remained sharp and clear.
“Step aside… This is not your place…”
He propped himself up slowly using his sword against the ground, but the enemy wasn’t about to wait.
The disaster roared and rushed forward.
─────!
I raised my hand calmly and opened the Apocalypse.
The gray pages flipped rapidly.
“I have no choice.”
Comforting myself, I gripped the catalyst tightly.
The highest-grade amplifying relic, the Catalyst.
It was a treasured artifact equipped with both elemental enhancement and amplification abilities.
For over ten years, I had used it not only in battles but also in mana training without fail.
Though I had obtained it by chance, it was perhaps the most precious thing to me now.
【Put it… down…!】
Then, with a horrifying voice like scraping metal, the disaster’s target changed.
Its grotesque eyes burned brightly as it glared at me.
More precisely, it stared at the Apocalypse.
Only then did I realize.
The reason it had been so desperately trying to kill me was because of this.
“What right do you have to be here?”
A voice colder than ever escaped my lips.
It was the sum of my anger, fear, and various other emotions.
The prelude to retaliation began with my words.
“Filthy like a rotten well, lawless like a night parade of demons.”
I wasn’t without spite or resentment myself.
All my pent-up emotions were reflected upon that creature.
It’s a disaster, after all.
With such an awe-inspiring name, it should be able to bear it.
【······.】
An unusual silence fell over the area.
The disaster, the citizens, and the Black Knight all stared at me in astonishment.
I remained calm.
I could, because I was the Snow Maiden.
As I offered the relic as a sacrifice, it disintegrated into powder and flowed into the Apocalypse.
The pages flipped fiercely.
I let out a cold voice to conclude.
“Return to the landfill. That cursed land is your home.”
Immediately, the disaster went berserk.
It raged and flailed as it charged at me.
I extended the hand holding the Apocalypse.
【───!】
The surrounding people gasped and took defensive stances.
But I, maintaining a composed demeanor, stared directly at the disaster.
Equivalent exchange.
The more precious the sacrifice I offered, the greater its power.
I whispered softly, almost inaudibly.
“Mahabharata.”
Its true name, known only to itself.
The disaster flinched, and at that moment, the pages of the Apocalypse ignited.
A flash exploded shortly after.
─────!
Intense light filled the area, and a chilling wail echoed.
Unlike its roar of fury, this was undoubtedly a scream of pain.
Everyone covered their ears and shielded their eyes.
“What, what’s happening…!”
“Ugh…”
The sheer brightness and destructive force were overwhelming.
However, perhaps because I was the caster, I remained unharmed.
Thanks to that, I could see it clearly with my unclouded eyes.
“Just disappear already.”
Even in its agony, the creature glared at me.
The disaster, burning with hatred, groaned and collapsed to the ground.
I had defeated it.
But it wasn’t dead.
As long as the landfill existed, it was immortal.
“Ugh, I can finally see again…”
“The malice is gone! What about the disaster?!”
As the light subsided, people slowly opened their eyes and regained their composure.
They quickly scanned their surroundings in caution, then blinked with dumbfounded expressions.
It was understandable.
“······.”
As silence returned, I closed my eyes.
I instinctively felt that things were about to become very troublesome.
Their gazes, filled with astonishment and confusion, slowly shifted.
And inevitably, they converged on one point.
Unfortunately, that point was me.
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Chapter 45: Snow and the Savior
When the Mahabharata vanished, the floating Apocalypse of Calamity also disappeared.
A special item designed solely to target calamities.
Perhaps it would appear again if I were to face that thing once more.
“······.”
I fidgeted with my now-empty hands.
The catalyst that had been consumed as an offering.
Losing a weapon I had used for so long left me with a bitter feeling.
There would be no other relic like it.
I stopped escaping into such thoughts and raised my head.
“The Black Calamity, it’s gone···?”
“No way······.”
The silence broke, and murmurs gradually arose among the people.
Confusion and astonishment.
It was a natural reaction.
Even if it wasn’t its full power, I had defeated the ‘main body’ of a calamity, after all.
Amid the stares fixated on me, a voice of surprise struck me.
“Quellière, you, you···!”
The red-haired woman whose body was covered in blood spatters.
Nell, who was so shocked her fangs were showing, soon suppressed her voice as if she had realized something.
“You’re not··· human either.”
“···Huh?”
I thought her words were sharp, but then I remembered Chandrafail had already pointed this out.
She hadn’t forgotten and kept it in mind.
Despite my calm demeanor, she continued speaking.
“I vaguely thought so. Knowing about my race, even when I didn’t, and··· knowing about a race no one else knows about.”
There was a certain conviction in Nell’s gaze.
At this point, I couldn’t deny being human any longer.
I pondered over what I should say.
Should I reveal that I’m the Snow Maiden?
But then, how would I explain defeating the calamity?
I couldn’t reveal the Apocalypse.
Whether she knew about my dilemma or not, Nell carefully opened her mouth.
“Quellière. Don’t tell me you’re······.”
“—You are!”
Her words were interrupted.
It was because the Holy Knight Commander, Blefer, intervened.
He cried out in shock as he looked at me.
“Are you perhaps an Apostle?!”
“······.”
My eyebrows twitched involuntarily.
It was a misunderstanding I had encountered before, mostly from those black-robed fanatics.
It seemed they thought the same, as religion had some overlap.
I swallowed a sigh and shook my head.
“No.”
“If not, then who are you······.”
His eyes swept over the chaotic surroundings.
The ruins and the chaotic street.
The dark knights were recovering their stances in front of buildings smashed by the calamity.
Their scorched armor was quite the sight.
I shot Blefer a glare and casually threw out my words.
“You called me a heretic.”
When the Adventurer’s Guild interrogated me before, that’s what they had said.
Holding a grudge, I had remembered it.
And now, they were flipping their stance in an instant.
“Pardon?!”
“You said it. To me.”
“······Huh!”
It seemed Blefer had just recalled it, his jaw dropping.
Adding to my chilly gaze, he hastily began to excuse himself.
“I-I apologize! Back then, I was distracted by the Red Calamity··· no, by Nell Sartilla! It was a mistake, Lady Quellière. Please forgive me!”
“Quellière··· ‘Lady?’”
At his repeated bows, Nell mocked him with a sneer.
“Wow, quick to change your tune, aren’t you?”
“Ugh··· Urgh···.”
A disdainful sneer that looked down on him.
Blefer glanced between me and her before shouting at Nell.
“Be quiet, vampire!”
“What’s it to you, human?”
“Enough.”
It seemed their argument would escalate, so I intervened.
Of course, I sided with Nell and gave him a scolding to shut him up.
“Watch your words. Nell only recently cleared her name. Don’t treat her lightly.”
“Huh!”
Chastised, Blefer quickly stood at attention and bowed his head respectfully.
“I apologize, Lady Quellière. I’ll keep it in mind!”
Toward me.
The openly ignored Nell bristled even more.
“Hey, who are you apologizing to!”
“Old man!”
At that moment, Paile’s voice rang out.
As the heated noise caught our attention, we turned to see a black knight slowly approaching.
Though his entire body was a wreck, he still exuded hostility as he pointed his ghostly blade.
The monster hunter’s battle wasn’t over yet.
The peaceful atmosphere following the calamity’s retreat suddenly shifted.
“···I slay monsters. Only I can slay them······.”
His condition was far from normal.
Through his broken helmet, only his eyes and mouth were barely visible, muttering in a chilling tone.
In his blurry pupils resided obsession and arrogance.
The trembling tip of his sword was aimed directly at me.
“···The strongest monster.”
“Ha···.”
I let out a bitter smile laced with tension.
To see him seek endless combat, disregarding even his own body.
He truly was exactly as I had created him.
I had barely overcome the calamity, only to face another life-threatening situation.
Before I could even decide what to do, something blocked my view.
The girl spread her arms as if to protect me.
Sensing the dangerous atmosphere, Paile stepped forward to block the Black Knight.
“Sir! I understand what you’re thinking… I even get why you’re doing it… but she helped us. She’s not a monster!”
The desperation in her voice carried something that could stir one’s heart. However, it wasn’t enough to move the Black Knight.
His resolve remained unshaken and firm.
“Step aside.”
“…Sir!”
Paile shouted in frustration.
His behavior was indeed incomprehensible, but in a way, I understood.
Slaying monsters, challenging the strong—
That was the nature I had bestowed upon him.
He could only live within that thrill.
Thus, a Black Knight with no splendor or admiration.
Or, the solitary army known as a one-man legion.
As a creator, I understood you.
But I couldn’t let you kill me.
At that moment, Sigina, who had been silently standing by, raised her rapier and stepped forward.
“Stop it! Stop it!”
“For once, you’re doing something commendable.”
Nell, who stood beside her, muttered as if in approval, bloodlust rising in her voice.
They both took defensive stances in front of me.
Nell scowled and spewed her accumulated hatred.
“Hey! Put down that sword! We saved your life, and this is how you repay us? Are you with the Dark Holy Soceity or something?”
“…”
It was a dangerous accusation that could label him a heretic.
Yet, the Black Knight remained unbothered, his words dripping out coldly.
“Not human, but something that repels calamity…”
His voice was blunt and eerie.
The words that followed were nonsensical.
“…Are you the White Calamity or something?”
Even he seemed confused as his gaze wavered.
I quietly rubbed my forehead.
There were far too few clues for him to guess my identity, and yet, this was the conclusion he arrived at?
I’ve truly ruined someone…
How should I even refute this?
I pondered, but once again, I didn’t have to step forward.
“That’s ridiculous!”
Blefer drew his sword in a single motion, rebuking the statement.
Fury radiated from his entire being.
“Did you not witness the recent battle? Instead of suspecting her, she should be hailed as a saint! How dare you spout such blasphemy!”
“…”
It was my turn to tilt my head.
Until recently, he had been itching to take me down, but now he was suddenly a staunch ally.
Is this what it means to live and die by faith, like the leader of the Holy Knights?
But stepping aside would have been wiser.
As if reading my thoughts, the Black Knight uttered a single word.
“Move.”
“You bastard…!”
Perhaps feeling belittled, a vein bulged on Blefer’s temple.
He clearly underestimated Chandrafail’s capabilities.
Likely because he saw him faltering against the calamity.
But that’s not how it works.
The reason he struggled was because the calamity was essentially the final boss.
Even so, the Black Knight’s base combat skills were…
Blefer limbered up and confidently advanced.
“Fine, let’s do this.”
“I won’t warn you twice.”
“Hah, I don’t give second chances either. I’ll make you repent for your sins.”
The Black Knight’s voice, ominous as the abyss, clashed with the captain’s pompous bravado.
It was as if he was trying to show off to someone.
“…Oh, to me?”
The moment I murmured, the Black Knight unleashed his first strike.
It was swift beyond compare.
There was no time for reactions.
In a flash, my hand reached out, pulling Blefer back as the ghostly blade sliced through the air.
Swaak-!
His sword split into two.
Blefer trembled as if paralyzed by the chill.
“W-What, what the hell?!”
He wore a dumbfounded expression, unable to comprehend what had happened.
The overwhelming skill disparity stunned the onlookers.
Nell bared her teeth and sneered at the Black Knight.
“You bastard! How are you any different from the calamity?”
“…Nell Sartilla, was it.”
For the first time, he called a name correctly.
The Black Knight and the progenitor glared at each other.
This wasn’t good.
If left unchecked, another chaos would surely ensue.
It was all because of one person, and stopping him would solve everything.
Taking a deep breath, I spoke.
“Return.”
The sharpness in my voice drew a reaction from the Black Knight.
The winter’s gaze pierced directly into his glowing eyes.
Standing frozen without a word, he raised his sword.
Anticipating this, I delivered the decisive blow.
“Chandrafail.”
“…!”
The ever-unyielding figure faltered.
A clear sign of agitation.
The reaction was more than I expected, and I realized something.
The setting of him being reluctant to reveal his true name—
Had he never shared it with anyone?
“…Chandrafail?”
Paile tilted her head innocently.
A flustered Chandrafail asked hurriedly.
“How do you know that?”
“There are no eternal secrets.”
I brushed it off, offering no explanation, and urged him again.
“Return.”
I ended sharply, making it clear it was my final warning.
No matter his true strength, at least I could bluff.
And he wasn’t someone who would listen to kind words anyway.
“······.”
The black knight hesitated, glanced at someone, and furrowed his brow in thought.
Then, with a brief remark, he turned away.
“Quellière.”
Srrk—he sheathed his ghostly blade and strode off without hesitation.
Paile, waving his arms frantically, chased after him.
“Mister! Wait for me!”
As he left, the tense atmosphere in the area relaxed.
I recalled his parting words.
Quellière. My name.
Was he repaying me in kind for calling his true name earlier?
I chuckled at the thought, amused by how childish his refusal to lose was.
Thump-thump-thump—
Paile, who was chasing after him, suddenly turned around and gave a polite bow.
“Thank you, big sister! And sorry. You too, vampire sister!”
“Uh··· well, okay.”
Nell, who had set aside her hostility, replied awkwardly.
At that moment, the black horse, Urbos, who had survived even amidst the fierce battle, came galloping over with its characteristic neigh.
The black knight picked up Paile, leaped into the air, and mounted the horse.
“Run.”
With that brief command, they quickly disappeared from sight.
A shallow sigh escaped through my lips.
From the Black Calamity to the black knight—at least the immediate danger had passed.
But it wasn’t over yet.
“···Hmm.”
I looked around.
From the knights to the civilians, everyone stared at me blankly.
Staying here would become a hassle.
If reinforcements arrived, I wouldn’t even be able to escape.
“Blefer.”
So, I acted.
At my call, the knight commander respectfully saluted.
“Y-yes!”
“Why are you just standing there?”
“Y-yes···?”
He blinked in confusion.
I fired back in a calm tone.
“The streets are a mess. People are injured.”
“Y-yes. That’s true.”
“The Calamity appeared, so the Dark Holy Soceity might also be active.”
“That too··· makes sense.”
I delivered my conclusion to the dazed Blefer.
“Move quickly.”
“Yes, ma’am!”
Stiffening with discipline, he gave orders to the knights and rallied the citizens.
The streets bustled into activity in an instant.
“Clear away the dangerous debris first! Report immediately if you see traces of monsters!”
“Nell.”
It would take quite some time to clean up this chaos.
Using the commotion as a shield, I signaled Nell with my eyes.
“Follow me.”
“Huh? Oh, okay.”
She meekly followed me as I took the lead.
First, we needed to find a quiet place—like an inn—and resolve her curse.
As I was leaving the area, I felt a piercing gaze.
“······?”
When I turned back, there was someone standing there.
Clad in full armor, much like Chandrafail.
However, unlike the black knight, this person was dressed in white.
That strange figure silently looked at us before bowing their head.
“What is that about?”
A gust of wind blew then.
It seeped between my eyelids, forcing me to close them tightly for a moment.
The gale passed in an instant.
When I opened my eyes again, the mysterious figure was already gone.
*
Not long after the Calamity retreated.
The news of victory spread like wildfire, comforting the hearts of the terrified faithful.
The Great Temple of Chelmberd.
Paladin Dewade came to see the two High Priests to deliver a detailed report.
“The Black Calamity has been repelled.”
Just one sentence.
That brief statement carried immense significance and wonder.
Of course, it was repelled, not annihilated.
But in such a long history, who else had accomplished such a feat?
High Priests Sariel and Netah smiled broadly, praising him.
“It’s such a relief. As expected of the Paladin of the Holy Nation.”
“You’ve done a tremendous deed. Truly, the title of the nation’s strongest warrior is not an empty one.”
Even they, who were usually fearless, had been frantic during this crisis.
Thus, they found genuine solace and expressed their gratitude through praise.
“I wasn’t even involved.”
However, the Paladin himself shook his head.
The High Priests looked at him in confusion, bewildered by his incomprehensible statement.
“Are you joking right now?”
Netah asked, but he knew well that the Paladin wasn’t one to make jokes.
Wasn’t he a man who devoted himself solely to God and remained steadfast?
Thus, the question had to be rephrased.
“If not you, then who resolved this matter?”
It was an important point.
Dewade clanked in his white armor as he firmly answered.
“A woman with silver-blue hair.”
“What?”
“She handled it alone.”
“···!”
Though the Paladin knew her name was Quellière, he dared not speak it aloud.
Netah was astonished, and Sariel widened her eyes.
“Explain it in detail. Every detail.”
“Understood.”
For a while, the Paladin’s explanation continued.
He conveyed the facts as plainly as possible, without any embellishment or personal bias.
Those facts were utterly shocking.
“That can’t be…!”
The High Priests swallowed their doubts, their expressions shifting with the narrative.
Who in the world was this figure?
However, there was something even more pressing, and as the story ended, Netah spoke up.
“This is no time to delay. We cannot leave the Saint who repelled the calamity unattended. Proper reverence must be shown.”
“That is not our decision to make.”
At that moment, Sariel expressed her refusal.
Still shaken, she continued with a solemn expression.
“Disdel falls under High Priest Clavia’s jurisdiction. There’s no need for us to intervene. She will handle it appropriately.”
“Hmm… That’s true, but…”
The two then began discussing something more seriously.
Meanwhile, Duweyde stood firm, reflecting on Quellière and the person of interest.
“The Sword Demon… was that his name?”
Even after the calamity had passed, the Black Knight had caused havoc.
Known as the Sword Demon, he was infamous across the Holy State and beyond.
The Paladin had once briefly crossed paths with him.
From that moment on, he had been on constant alert, unable to let his guard down.
The Sword Demon was the only person in the Holy State capable of slaying a High Priest single-handedly.
Well, until now—there was a second.
“Chandrafail.”
He rolled the name mentioned by Quellière around in his mouth.
Whether it was his real name or not, the man’s reaction suggested it was true.
It was information that could not be uncovered no matter how far and wide they searched.
Even the girl traveling with him likely didn’t know.
Could it be that she knew someone who did?
“…”
Caught in his thoughts, he suddenly fell silent.
He hesitated.
Was it appropriate to utter such a foul and dreadful name?
But soon, Quellière’s calm demeanor came to mind, and he bit out the words as if spitting venom.
“…Mahabharata.”
It was clearly aimed at the calamity.
Though the whisper was faint, he heard it.
The calamity had no name—or so he thought.
That’s what everyone must have believed.
Since its birth, it had been nothing but the Black Calamity.
“A Saint… is that really the case?”
The praise uttered by Blefer and Netah came to mind.
If she had truly defeated the calamity, she deserved to be called a Saint, if not more.
After all, some of the saints buried in the sanctuaries were revered as Saints of their time.
But no Saint or Apostle had ever spoken the calamity’s true name before.
It was natural they hadn’t known.
The calamity was a being far more transcendent than any Saint or Apostle.
“This must be investigated.”
Could she truly be a Saint?
Was driving out the calamity with a resplendent light something that could merely be achieved by a Saint?
But if she was not a Saint…
That would be even more terrifying.
The roots of sin had not yet been completely eradicated.
The dishonor of humanity had not been cleansed.
They hadn’t even properly atoned for the sins of their forebears, and yet they would have forced her to clean up their mess…
The Paladin, whose life revolved around faith, felt a chill run down his spine.
“No… She must be protected.”
The Paladin’s foremost duty was to safeguard the High Priests, the pinnacle of the Holy State.
This was because the High Priests were the most sacred beings on the continent.
But what if that wasn’t the case?
What if someone closer to divinity existed?
If the hierarchy of the Holy State were to be overturned…
…a new challenge would undoubtedly arise.
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Chapter 46: Snow and the Savior (2)
The winter in the Holy State bloomed a little late.
Fine snow embroidered the sky and froze the ground, yet it could not suppress the joy of the believers who had regained their peaceful lives.
A place unusually detached from that joy.
In the innermost chambers of the temple, Clavia slammed the table in fury.
Crash!
The table, shattered by an inhuman force, collapsed into pieces.
For a brief moment, the white bones of her hand, marked with bulging veins, were exposed.
Normally, this would have unsettled her deeply, but she had no time to care now.
“Quellière…!”
She repeated that hateful name.
The onslaught of calamity—this was something she had welcomed with open arms.
Why would she refuse salvation, delivered directly by the divine?
But salvation had been thwarted.
And it was entirely the fault of one individual.
“Even during the Seat of Proof… you obstructed me at every turn!”
She let out a thunderous scream.
The existence of a soundproof barrier had never felt as comforting as it did today.
After venting her rage, Clavia regained a semblance of composure.
She began to think with a calmer, sharper mind.
“To defeat Him, even when He wasn’t in His perfect form…”
Just how powerful was that entity?
She recalled her conversation with the Seventh Apostle, Adein.
“Did you say she’s an Apostle of God?”
“She might be… or perhaps even more than that.”
She had dismissed it as absurd exaggeration.
She had believed it to be a misunderstanding.
But what if it wasn’t?
Crash!
Another burst of noise.
The table had completely lost its function.
Clavia bit her nails nervously, her face twisted in anxiety.
“After finally taking a step closer to my deepest wish…”
She had to repay the sins of humanity.
If Quellière was truly that entity, then shouldn’t she, of all people, despise humanity the most?
Why, then, would she protect those lowly creatures?
“She must be eliminated… absolutely…”
Calamity was everything to her.
No matter who or what her opponent was, she couldn’t let a hindrance survive.
She pondered a method.
Ordinary means held no hope.
Her opponent had defeated Him, after all. Yet, precisely for that reason, now was the opportune moment.
She must have expended considerable power to achieve such a feat.
Now was the time to pour everything into the effort.
“The undead.”
The thought came to her—her divine authority.
The time of the full moon was approaching.
And numerous pawns were already gathered.
A long time ago, preparations had been made to awaken calamity, only for the grand plan to be rendered futile.
It was an unused force, lying dormant, waiting patiently.
Finally, it was time to unleash it.
She had no affection for this pitiful Holy State anyway.
Creating pandemonium would amplify the profane grudges, aiding His recovery.
“…Before that.”
Nodding to herself, Clavia began to move busily.
She retrieved her most crucial possession.
Though she had kept it in her inner sanctum, thinking it the safest place, this location would also be at risk should something go awry.
She moved it to the “safe location” she had planned next.
*
At a luxurious inn on the outskirts of the capital, Striven.
We discreetly arrived here, thanks to Sigina’s recommendation of a place where confidentiality was assured.
Her boastful claims seemed to hold true, as no one had come looking for us yet.
In the spacious and pristine room, the sound of Sigina and Nell’s conversation rang vividly.
“Ugh… I can’t just let this happen! It doesn’t hurt, but it drains all my strength!”
Sigina had hurried after me and Nell as we departed from the streets.
Before she knew it, she had followed us all the way into the inn’s room.
Unlike her, clutching her fists tightly, Nell crossed her arms confidently.
“How much?”
Straight to the point.
Sigina flinched, her eyelids twitching.
“H-how much…?”
“For one session.”
“…”
The conversation had an odd nuance.
I glanced toward the door.
Surely no one was eavesdropping.
“D-don’t think you can buy everything with money! How much are you offering?”
“Your price first.”
“Price first…!”
Sigina’s pupils trembled violently.
Her braided hair quivered as if carrying the weight of a life-altering decision.
Finally, she spread both hands wide and shouted.
“Ten gold coins!”
“Are you insane?”
Nell glared and dismissed the suggestion outright.
Sigina drooped her head in dejection.
“So that’s not acceptable either…”
But as if expecting this, she raised her head again and boldly folded one hand.
“Alright, five gold coins then! How about that? I’m cutting it in half for you!”
Offering an initially high price before dramatically reducing it to sway the other party—an effective negotiation tactic through the ages.
But her greed was too obvious.
Nell countered without hesitation.
“Are you kidding? Do you even have business ethics? Did you earn your gold rank through shady deals?”
“Ugh…!”
Sigina bit her lip in frustration.
“You’re so harsh! I’m just trying to make a living here!”
Tears welled up in her eyes, evoking pity in some.
But to me, it felt far too contrived.
Nell seemed to pick up on it too, her gaze steady, and Sigina turned to me.
“Don’t just watch—help me out! Quelli, what do you think is a fair price?”
“Hmm…”
I thought about her words.
The continent’s currency hierarchy was copper, silver, then gold.
Since I had earned a fortune by selling gems, my sense of money had dulled, but gold coins were a significant sum.
If the service only drained energy without causing physical harm…
“Two gold coins at most. Honestly, one should suffice.”
“Ugh…”
Sigina was disheartened by my firm statement, while Nell muttered as she stared into space.
“That still feels like too much… but fine.”
The two finally reached a compromise.
The stage was set; all that remained was the execution.
Sigina, no longer dodging, shut her eyes tightly as Nell approached with purposeful strides.
And then…
“Hngh…!”
The process unfolded.
Peering through my fingers, I watched the scene, strangely intrigued as if something deep within me was stirred.
“Hahh…”
Having used more power than usual while evading Chandrafail, Nell needed to recover.
For a progenitor, recovery was direct—through blood-sucking.
With Sigina having tagged along, she was the perfect prey.
Well, it should be fine.
Unlike before, the soundproofing here was excellent.
After drinking her fill, Nell exhaled deeply and wiped her lips.
“Hah… I feel better now.”
I glanced at the floor.
Sigina was sprawled there limply.
She looked as lifeless as a corpse, completely still.
“······”
Could it really drain all her energy like that?
There was no way to test it, either.
With the noisy presence gone, the room quickly turned quiet.
Nell mumbled to herself hesitantly.
“···The blood’s a bit thick.”
She kept sneaking glances at me.
Her demeanor had grown oddly cautious.
“Really?”
“Uh··· yeah. It seems like it’s bad blood. Ha-ha··· ha.”
It sounded like a mechanical laugh for some reason.
Instead, a question that surfaced in my mind escaped my lips.
“What’s good blood like?”
“···Huh?”
Pure curiosity.
Nell rubbed her lips and contemplated seriously.
“Hmm. There are various kinds, but generally, it’s smooth, fragrant, easy to swallow, stuff like that.”
“I see.”
“Yeah··· People like that, you can tell just by looking.”
Like a sommelier engrossed in her craft, Nell pondered deeply and then suddenly looked at me.
She stared blankly—not at my face, but somewhere lower.
What’s this about?
“······.”
She gulped audibly, and I fiddled with my bag, leaving her behind.
I took out the costume I had prepared.
An item meant to break the curse that had tormented Nell her whole life.
Before handing it over, there was something I wanted to ask.
Taking a deep breath, I opened my mouth.
“···Nell. Didn’t you ever miss your parents?”
Like me, she must have been thrown into this world without knowing anything.
I asked because I could understand that feeling.
Was it such an unexpected question? Nell flinched in surprise.
“What?! What kind of question is that?”
I tilted my head.
Was it that shocking to ask?
“Why are you asking?”
“Just curious.”
I answered her question honestly.
I was genuinely curious and wanted to know.
How did she, the character I created, feel about the people who brought her into this world?
“Ugh······.”
Nell let out a groan and touched her collarbone.
As her initial surprise subsided, her expression grew serious.
“···I don’t think I ever did.”
A small voice escaped her lips.
She looked me in the eye.
“Rather than missing them, I resented them··· But my resentment wasn’t directed at my parents. It was toward God.”
“God?”
“···Yeah. I blamed God for everything—the wandering without any connections, the wretched curse that shackled me.”
Her eyes glimmered with a complex light.
For some reason, I felt like her gaze was aimed at me.
Though that couldn’t be, my heart still skipped a beat.
I wasn’t a god, but I was the one who created her.
Feeling guilty, I whispered softly.
“I see. Do you still feel that way?”
It was a thoughtless question.
But Nell bit her lip as if memories resurfaced, then responded after a moment of consideration.
“···No.”
Her answer was unexpected.
“You don’t resent anymore?”
“Yeah. When I had no room to breathe, all I could do was hate. But these days, I think··· Maybe God had their reasons too.”
“···I see.”
I smiled bitterly to myself.
Well, I did have the very significant excuse of following a concept.
When I stayed silent, Nell also kept quiet.
The tranquil atmosphere of the room felt rather peaceful.
As if to break the stillness, Nell spoke again.
“···But I’m a progenitor, right? The vampire lord? Then my parents must’ve······.”
She grinned broadly, baring her fangs.
“Had enormous fangs too, don’t you think?”
“···Ha.”
Her face was brimming with mischief.
I let out a faint chuckle and pulled out the clothes from my bag.
A specialized costume in deep crimson hues.
A vampire suit.
Nell blinked as she stared at it.
“If you wear this, the curse’s effects will vanish.”
“Really?”
Her blinking eyes sparkled with excitement at my words.
I continued calmly.
“Yes. But there’s a catch. You have to keep wearing it for it to work. It might be inconvenient.”
“That’s no problem at all!”
She reached out eagerly, and I handed over the garment without a word.
As it landed in her hands, our fingers brushed for a moment.
“Hiyaak-!”
The costume fell, and Nell shivered, letting out a strange noise.
“···?”
A question mark popped up above my head.
What was that about?
Before I could ask, Nell quickly moved.
“No··· No, it’s nothing.”
Panting slightly, she retrieved the costume and stared at it.
Her face was hidden behind the fabric, so I couldn’t see her expression.
Tilting my head, I resumed speaking.
“Try it on, then.”
“···Okay.”
She nodded resolutely and reached for her worn-out clothes.
It looked like she was about to undress, and I instinctively raised a hand.
“Wait.”
Nell froze in place.
Her wide eyes turned toward me.
“Why?”
A genuine question.
Ah.
I realized something.
I was currently Quellière.
It wasn’t unusual for people of the same gender to change clothes in front of each other, was it?
“Quellière.”
Nell’s beauty was strikingly apparent as she said my name.
Of course, I had crafted her to be stunning, but I still felt cold sweat trickling down my back.
Feeling too guilty to stay, I stood up abruptly and spoke.
“I’ll step outside.”
“Huh? ···Oh.”
Leaving behind a puzzled Nell, I exited the room.
The first floor of the inn, befitting its luxurious reputation, was spacious and ornate.
Unlike other establishments, the areas were neatly divided.
I hadn’t had time to look around when I arrived in a rush.
Now that I had the chance, I thought I’d take a leisurely look around—but I had no choice but to hide behind a partition.
“Someone’s looking for a person. Please cooperate.”
An unwelcome guest had arrived.
A knight in light armor was speaking to an employee, the woman named Lune who had greeted us earlier.
“Appearance is…”
The knight continued his explanation.
It was clear he was searching for me.
Considering my recent exploits, it was only natural, and this was precisely why I had come to this place.
Lune, holding her cheek as if deep in thought, shook her head decisively.
“I don’t know. No one like that has ever come to our inn.”
“Ah… I see. Thank you for your cooperation.”
The knight was completely fooled by her top-tier performance.
Muttering something like, “Not here either, huh,” he left the inn.
“…Phew.”
I sighed and leaned back against the chair.
I didn’t want to be caught.
Of course, I hated all the attention, but more importantly, this was the Holy State, where even the mention of calamity made people shudder.
If I was unlucky enough to be recognized as a true saint, I might end up being buried alive somewhere.
Lune, who had just sprinkled salt at the front door, approached my table with light steps.
“I sent him away, Saintess!”
“…”
I was already being treated as a saint.
I was genuinely relieved that I hadn’t been caught.
“This place keeps secrets well.”
“Hehe. Don’t mention it.”
“But is it okay? Lying to the knights might bring you trouble later.”
The confidentiality of Striven was something known only to a select few.
Both staff and guests here were said to protect each other’s privacy.
But would the knights recognize that?
Although I expressed my concern, Lune merely smiled brightly.
“You defeated the calamity, didn’t you, Saintess?”
“…For now.”
“The calamity is everyone’s enemy! You’ve done something so incredible, so if you want your secrets kept, it’s only natural we protect them. You’ve done nothing wrong, after all.”
“That’s true.”
Her words made perfect sense, so I nodded.
Then, on a whim, I asked her a question.
“Then, does this place keep anyone’s secrets? What if it were someone who served the calamity?”
“Serving the calamity… that’s like the opposite of you, Saintess.”
I asked this because the Dark Holy Society came to mind.
Lune, processing my words, smiled brightly again.
But then, her face twisted grotesquely.
“We have our faith too, you know! Do you think we’d let that happen? Don’t worry, we’d catch such trash, tear them limb from limb, and toss them to the dogs before they could even confess!”
After spitting out her words like a machine gun, she resumed her smile.
I felt as though I had glimpsed her true colors, and once again, I was reminded of how terrifying the Holy State could be.
Was this the average theocrat?
I could only respond awkwardly.
“…Impressive.”
“Isn’t it?”
The conversation ended.
Wanting to quench my thirst, I ordered a few glasses of wheat ale.
Lune cheerfully took my order and turned away.
“Please wait a moment!”
“How much?”
I needed to know the price, at least.
But instead of answering, she simply turned her head slightly and murmured softly.
“It’s free. How could I charge the Saintess?”
Then she left.
I stared blankly at the empty air and muttered to myself.
“The service here is really something…”
Bringing a few glasses of ale was no big deal.
Soon, the order was fulfilled, and the wheat ale was placed on my table.
I looked at it for a moment before taking a sip.
“…”
As time passed, several empty glasses piled up.
Yet, I didn’t feel even the slightest trace of intoxication.
Maybe because I was the Snow Maiden, all of it was just dissolved…
What a shame.
As I was bitterly smacking my lips, a voice came from across the room.
“I’m glad the Black Calamity incident ended well.”
I turned to see two men who looked like adventurers.
The large man with a scarred face spoke as he sat at a table laden with alcohol and meat.
“When the malice surged and monsters went wild, I thought for sure we were goners.”
“Glect, you’re a gold-rank adventurer. Giving up so easily?”
“Giving up? Nah. It was just a conclusion I came to, based on my experience and insight.”
The man called Glect laughed heartily.
The other man shrugged, while Glect continued speaking boisterously.
“In any case, the heavens didn’t abandon me.”
He then downed his drink in one go, slamming the glass down with a loud bang!
“Now, as long as I don’t run into the Sword Demon, I’ll be fine!”
The Sword Demon.
What was that supposed to be?
Glect, seemingly already drunk, kept talking nonstop.
“I came here to hide, but I wonder if it’s safe to go back to Chelmberd now.”
“Haha, is it safe there?”
“It wasn’t, which is why I came here, but they say it’s better now. Makes sense, since the calamity has fled with its tail between its legs.”
The place name he mentioned tickled my ears.
“…Chelmberd.”
The Holy Land, Chelmberd, was essentially the capital of the Holy State.
It housed the Grand Temple, which managed the nation’s affairs, as well as sanctuaries where saints were buried.
Numerous holy artifacts and relics were also stored there.
As I twirled a strand of hair, lost in thought, their conversation continued.
“Well, the Holy State will be chaotic for a while. Whether it’s Disdel, who drove away the calamity, or holy sites like Chelmberd, it’ll all be pandemonium.”
“Still, I think we should be cautious during times like these. So many people are acting like they’ve forgotten the calamity’s infamy. If it comes back enraged, we’ll be in big trouble.”
“Ha! Worrying too much can be just as bad. And even if that thing comes back…”
After a brief pause, Glect bit into a large piece of meat and shouted.
“So what? The Holy State has a savior who defeated the calamity!”
“…”
I instinctively covered my face with my bangs.
The silky texture of my hair was pleasant to the touch, though it didn’t really help with blocking my view.
“People call her a saint because savior sounds too grand and holy, but as a gold-rank adventurer, I see it differently! No saint could have defeated the calamity.”
I shook my head to clear my bangs away and moved to a more secluded corner.
Even though they probably understood the inn’s rules, there was no benefit to drawing unnecessary attention.
Feigning nonchalance, I lifted my glass, while Glect, for some reason, laughed noisily.
“Even though she’s disappeared, the fire inside me whispers… When the continent faces danger again, she’ll return…”
“Ugh.”
The raspy noise grated on my nerves.
I decided to ignore it.
To cool my head, I summoned cold energy and added it to my drink.
The ale instantly froze, with small ice crystals floating on its surface.
I nodded.
“This is nice.”
Truly, a Snow Maiden’s power had its uses.
I let out a shallow sigh and took a sip.
But then I stopped, suddenly recalling something I had forgotten.
“…”
While the cold drink was nice, I couldn’t actually feel the chill.
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Chapter 47: Snow and the Savior (3)
A winter where powdery snow gently settled on the ground.
Though the empire was warm compared to the northern regions, its citizens were unaccustomed to the chill.
People wrapped themselves tightly in their clothes, exhaled white breaths, and sought the warmth of fires.
Yet, there was one who swung his sword in nothing but a single shirt.
The noble and dignified Crown Prince, Artan Fricas.
He was devoting himself to training in the practice yard of the Crown Prince’s palace.
Slash! Swoosh!
The sound of a sword slicing through the air.
The precision of each strike, unwavering, seemed to defy the weather itself.
And in truth, it wasn’t entirely incorrect to think so.
“This is nothing…”
To someone who had experienced the Snowfield, the central continent’s climate was inconsequential.
It was, if anything, insufficient.
That was why he had deliberately chosen the outdoor training grounds.
Though cold snowflakes fell steadily, he swung his sword, sweating.
And as he moved, he thought of a woman.
“…Strengthen your foundation.”
Her words were embedded in his heart like thorns.
Every word she had spoken was precious and unforgettable.
The advice she had given him after saving his dying self in the Snowfield.
It must have meant that he needed to grow even stronger.
She was right.
“To face her again…”
At his current level, he was far from enough.
That much, he had painfully realized during the trials of that day.
She was a being who lived in the Snowfield.
How could he hope to remain by her side if he couldn’t endure even this paltry cold?
It would be arrogance, selfishness, and stubbornness.
Because of emotions he had harbored for so long, he had lost control and committed shameful acts.
Grinding his teeth, he recalled her cold, indifferent expression and her chastising attitude.
How pathetic must she have thought him to be?
He despised the person he had been that day.
“…You pathetic fool!”
He cursed himself, gritting his teeth, and delivered the final strike.
The wooden training dummy split cleanly in two and toppled over.
It was a flawless cut.
“I must become stronger.”
Lowering his sword, he reaffirmed his resolve.
And then, he recalled her beauty and the name as beautiful as her appearance.
“Quellière…”
In the past, he had thought of her only as a mysterious person.
When he was young, her appearance, demeanor, voice, and magic all seemed otherworldly to him.
So, at some point, he had come to hold her in his heart.
But she was not human.
No, she was far beyond that—a being of a much higher dimension.
Yet, it was already too late.
He had come too far to give up now.
Thus, he had to chisel away at himself even more mercilessly.
For even she had once said she held expectations for him.
“As expected of Your Highness!”
Hearing applause and cheers, he turned his head.
Amidst the exclamations of the royal guards, Captain Hiloze approached him, speaking with admiration.
“Truly extraordinary talent, Your Highness. Though I’ve known this for a long time, I’m astonished yet again today.”
“Spare me the flattery.”
If he had been younger, such compliments might have moved him, but now they barely left an impression.
Hiloze, gazing at him with a look of approval, suddenly expressed concern.
“However, isn’t this too much, Your Highness? You’ve been training without a single day’s rest lately.”
“Don’t concern yourself with it.”
Indeed, since his return from the Demonic Realm, he had been undergoing relentless training, but it was necessary.
It was something he wanted to do himself.
Yet, as Hiloze continued his scolding, Artan interrupted him.
“That’s enough. Instead, pick up a sword.”
“Pardon?”
At the sudden command, Hiloze blinked in confusion.
“Do you mean swordsmanship instruction?”
“Not instruction. A spar.”
Artan shrugged and flexed his hands.
His thirst for improvement had not yet been quenched.
A mere wooden dummy was no match—he needed a skilled opponent.
But Hiloze hesitated, looking troubled.
“A spar, Your Highness? As one tasked with protecting you, I cannot risk harming you.”
“Do you think I’m asking because you can’t harm me? Stop hesitating and do as I say.”
“If you insist, I have no choice, but…”
Reluctantly, Hiloze grabbed his sword and took his place in the training yard.
Artan clicked his tongue in dissatisfaction at his awkward stance.
“…Forget it. It’s canceled.”
In hindsight, it was foolish to expect the royal guard to take a spar seriously.
They were dedicated to serving him, and their habits had been ingrained over time.
As sparring partners, they were unsuitable.
Artan frowned and thought of Quellière’s loyal subordinate.
“The Frost Giant.”
Even now, the thought of that being sent shivers down his spine.
With such a formidable protector by her side, how could someone like him ever meet her expectations?
An average opponent wouldn’t suffice.
He needed someone far stronger than his current self, someone who wouldn’t hold back.
Such a person was essential for his training.
Normally, one wouldn’t find such an individual nearby.
But after thinking deeply, surprisingly, one person came to mind.
“The Sword Master.”
A true hero of the empire.
He decided to ask for that man’s help.
*
After savoring the lukewarm, hard-to-describe taste of ale for several minutes, two adventurers left, and I headed upstairs.
Having resolved to keep a low profile for the time being, it had been a relatively quiet day.
Knock knock
When I knocked on the door of the guest room, a response came immediately.
“Come in.”
It was Nell’s voice.
Receiving permission, I opened the door without hesitation.
The sight that greeted me inside the room made my eyes widen slightly.
“…!”
Nell stood in the middle of the room.
But her appearance was different from usual.
She wore a dark red outfit that resembled something out of a classic vampire film.
The elegant yet regal attire matched perfectly with her crimson hair, like pieces of a puzzle.
Examining the ‘vampire suit,’ Nell asked me hesitantly,
“So, how is it…?”
Her question held a hint of fear.
She had likely faced nothing but criticism no matter how she had dressed in the past.
Without hesitation, I gave her an honest answer.
“It suits you well.”
“!”
Both Nell and I flinched at my words.
A compliment, of all things.
It was unlike me, but it wasn’t a bad thing.
“R-Really?… Thank you.”
Nell’s expression brightened with joy.
That was enough for me.
Crossing my arms, I asked,
“How does it feel?”
“Hmm…”
Since discomfort would be an issue, I inquired about her thoughts.
She examined the outfit, looked it over thoroughly, and even waved the sleeves before smiling.
“It’s nice. Surprisingly breezy, and not uncomfortable at all.”
“I see.”
Perhaps it was a costume designed with user comfort in mind.
Nodding slightly, I gestured toward the door.
“Then let’s head out.”
“Huh?”
“Let’s check. Has the curse been lifted?”
“···Ah!”
Nell tilted her head and then nodded in understanding.
“Right. That makes sense… huh? Wait a moment.”
But then, she tilted her head again, as if puzzled.
She glanced at Sigina, who was sprawled on the floor.
“You’re immune to curses from the start, so it won’t work on you, but can’t we just test it on her?”
“She’s asleep.”
“Then wake her up.”
“···Hmm.”
If the purpose was only to confirm the results, it wouldn’t be an issue. However, I hoped for her to take a step into the world.
With the responses around her having changed, perhaps the walls she had built up could start to crumble.
So, let’s send her out.
I grabbed my bag and took out my coin pouch, shaking it.
“While you’re at it, meet lots of people and buy whatever you want.”
“The sound… the sound of money…!”
Unexpectedly, Sigina reacted before Nell.
The woman, who had been lying there like a corpse, suddenly sprang up and stared at the coin pouch with half-lidded eyes.
“Did… Did you just say I could buy whatever I want? Did I hear that right? I didn’t mishear, did I?”
“······.”
She had been completely drained just moments ago, but now her entire body seemed brimming with energy.
Is this the power of capitalism?
I nodded coolly and gestured toward the door with my chin.
“Follow me.”
*
Thus, we confidently ventured outside, gathering in a corner of the main street shortly after.
I looked up at the sky and pulled at the hood of my robe. It was a robe Nell had bought for me at my request.
Right now, I stood out too much.
Delicate snowflakes settled on my eyelashes. I brushed them off with my fingers and asked Nell.
“So, how was it?”
How did she feel about her first shopping trip after the curse had been lifted?
She remained silent for a moment, as if choosing her words, before replying.
“It wasn’t a big deal. Not as much as I thought.”
Her tone carried a mix of emptiness and relief, or perhaps both.
“I see.”
“Yeah… In the past, no matter where I went or who I met, they’d always frown at me first. But now, that doesn’t happen at all. In fact, people were kind. It surprised me a little.”
Of course, they were kind. A paying customer, especially one carrying a pouch full of gold coins, would naturally be treated well.
Her eyes, tinged with regret, shimmered faintly.
“Just because the curse is gone, the way I’m treated changes this much…”
“This will become normal for you from now on.”
At my words, Nell’s pupils focused on me.
Her gaze softened into a faint curve.
“Will it?”
“It will.”
The atmosphere had relaxed considerably.
Then, a cheerful voice pierced through.
“This is the blessing of the Saintess…! I’ve wanted to buy this and that for so long… I’m rich now!”
It was Sigina’s joyous exclamation.
With multiple outfits clutched in both hands, she wore a bright smile.
It seemed she’d grabbed whatever she wanted, thrilled by the idea of it being free.
I subtly opened the coin pouch to check.
Though I had been worried, surprisingly, it hadn’t decreased much.
Is this the power of gold coins?
“Next, let’s go to the general store!”
Sigina shouted.
Her gaze sparkled with excitement, as if there were still many things she wanted to buy.
I didn’t mind, as long as Nell gained more diverse experiences.
“Shall we?”
Surprisingly, Nell agreed readily.
We started walking again, blending into the bustling crowd.
The streets were peaceful.
Perhaps that sense of ease was the problem.
A sudden strong wind swept through, pulling at the hem of my hood.
“Ugh…!”
My signature blue-and-white hair fluttered free, revealing my face.
I reacted immediately.
I quickly adjusted my hood and nervously held my breath.
Hopefully, no one saw me.
They probably didn’t.
I had fixed it almost instantly…
“···You!”
But apparently, someone did.
A man carrying a large load on his back stared at me in shock.
“The Saintess who defeated the calamity back then…!”
“Oh no.”
Of all people, he had to be someone who was at the scene back then.
My heart pounded heavily.
What should I do? If I just let him go, what if he reports me…
“···Huh?”
I blinked blankly.
He was gone.
The man who had been there just a moment ago had disappeared.
In the brief moment I looked away, he had vanished without a trace.
“What…?”
Did I imagine it?
Maybe I had.
A normal person couldn’t move that fast, after all.
“Quellière.”
“Quillie!”
Ahead, Nell and Sigina were calling for me.
They waved their hands as if nothing had happened.
I walked toward them, my emotions a jumble.
“Welcome!”
We soon arrived at the general store, and I subtly hung back.
When Nell confidently took out her gold coins, the shopkeeper’s words flowed as smoothly as if he’d been oiled.
“Three beautiful ladies! My, my, the store feels like a blooming garden now…”
“······.”
I glared at him flatly.
He couldn’t even see my face properly, so what nonsense was he spouting?
The two—mainly Sigina—enthusiastically browsed every corner of the store.
I, having nothing in particular to buy, stood toward the back, watching.
It was then that I felt a sharp gaze.
Could it be…
“···You!”
As expected, misfortune was rarely wrong. An exclamation of surprise erupted nearby.
Startled, I turned, my eyes widening.
It was someone I recognized.
“Saintess! Is that truly you?”
It was Blefer, the captain of the Holy Knights.
His eyes were wide open, and his jaw dropped in disbelief.
“Where have you been all this time? We’ve been searching high and low for—”
“Shh.”
I pressed a finger to my lips.
Why not just announce to the whole world that I was here?
At my chilly glare, his mouth clamped shut.
“Forget about me. Stop looking for me.”
“But the Saintess is essential to our nation—”
“Shh. If you’re not buying anything, leave.”
My cold tone left him flustered as he reluctantly backed away.
This misunderstanding was oddly convenient.
It would’ve been nice if it came with no strings attached.
“Quillie! Sorry to keep you waiting. We’re done shopping.”
“But I don’t see any items.”
“Oh, they’re all in here!”
Sigina patted the bag slung over her shoulder.
She had clearly intended to hoard everything.
I reclaimed the coin pouch from her, and now, I truly began to feel tense.
And so.
“…There are so many.”
As expected, gold coins are truly remarkable.
Soon after, Nell approached, and we left the shop.
As soon as we exited, I looked around, but there was no sign of Blefer.
Would he truly keep the secret?
Honestly, I was half doubtful, but there wasn’t much I could do.
I casually remarked,
“Let’s make the next location our last stop.”
Money wasn’t the issue, but wandering around until dusk wouldn’t do us any good.
The two of them nodded without hesitation.
“Let’s go to a restaurant for the last stop!”
Suddenly, Sigina spoke up.
“A restaurant?”
“Yes, yes. I know a great place. It’s wonderful in many ways despite its fame! The cost-effectiveness is amazing, too.”
There was an odd emphasis on her last words.
A restaurant, huh.
It might take a while, but it wasn’t a bad way to wrap things up.
Even as a Snow Maiden who didn’t need sustenance, I wasn’t incapable of eating.
It might even be a pleasant change of pace.
“Lead the way.”
“Yes!”
She enthusiastically took the lead.
Perhaps due to her experience as a veteran adventurer, she seemed quite familiar with the city’s layout.
I walked, observing my surroundings, intending to get a rough idea of where everything was.
“Quellière.”
“Yes?”
At some point, Nell called out to me, and I turned around.
She had her head tilted and was looking the other way.
“Thank you… If you ever need a favor, just let me know.”
Though I couldn’t see her face, her voice was serious.
I gave a small chuckle just as Sigina pointed ahead.
“We’re here! It’s over there.”
I looked at the signboard she was pointing to.
‘Wandering Peach Blossom.’
It was a restaurant with a unique name.
Hurrying to catch up with her eager steps, I quickened my pace.
Then, as we passed an alley, I suddenly felt killing intent and immediately activated my magic.
I turned, raising my hand, cold energy flickering at my fingertips, and then stopped.
“…Huh.”
The alley was dark.
There was only darkness.
I couldn’t sense any sign of life anywhere.
Was it just my imagination?
“Am I starting to feel weak…”
I exhaled a sigh of relief.
Perhaps even a Snow Maiden needed to eat properly from time to time.
If that were the case, then this might be for the best.
Following Sigina’s lead, I entered the Wandering Peach Blossom.
The clean interior was filled with a fragrant aroma and gleamed with polished surfaces.
I thought to myself that the place deserved its positive reputation when a staff member greeted us.
“Welcome!”
With the practiced gaze of a professional, she quickly scanned the three of us and smiled.
“Three people, correct? Please follow me.”
It didn’t seem like the kind of place where you could choose your own seat.
Following her lead, we were guided to a secluded corner.
The moment I thought we were lucky to get an inconspicuous spot, I heard a voice.
“Uncle, a friend of mine told me this place is really good.”
“Is that so.”
The voice was strangely familiar.
A creeping sense of foreboding climbed up my spine.
“Take off your helmet, will you? Who keeps their face covered in a restaurant?”
“The food hasn’t arrived yet.”
The unease grew into a concrete shape.
Sitting down, I took a deep breath and turned my head with a squeak.
Across from us were a man and a young girl.
A youthful girl… and a man in black armor.
Sensing my gaze, the man abruptly turned his head, and the girl followed suit.
“…”
One second was all it took for us to recognize each other.
Silence fell over the five of us.
*
A dark cavern.
A wretched porter begged and groveled before the figure standing in front of him.
“Y-Yes, yes! That’s right! I didn’t see anything. I swear, I won’t tell anyone. I’d be crazy to speak of it—absolutely insane!”
The porter was doing his utmost to emphasize how tightly sealed his lips were, as if they were made of steel.
Perhaps feeling a shred of pity for his pitiful state, the figure nodded.
“Is that so.”
The next victim was none other than the commander of the Holy Knights, Blefer.
He was astonished to find himself suddenly dragged to this place, and even more so when he saw who was responsible.
“A Paladin has been deployed to protect the Saintess?!”
“Yes.”
In truth, it was a completely unauthorized decision.
Even the High Priests, his superiors, were unaware of it.
Yet Dewade answered calmly.
“The Great Temple’s decision… Of course, considering the Saintess’s deeds, it’s only natural. Very well, I will comply. Our Holy Knights will not intervene.”
“You’ve made a wise choice.”
Blefer saluted and withdrew unharmed.
As a man of faith, he could count himself fortunate.
But then, the next victims arrived.
Thud! Crunch!
…There was some commotion, but the cavern soon fell silent again.
In the darkness, a thick liquid pooled on the ground.
“You… Why are you…!”
The man in a black robe gasped for breath, clutching his chest as if his lungs might burst.
Around him, his comrades, dressed in identical robes, lay lifeless.
“How dare you target her in my presence.”
The Paladin’s voice was chilling.
Blood dripped from the mace that had shattered five or six skulls.
The man’s face turned pale as a sheet.
“She… That woman who drove away calamity… even commands someone like you?!”
“That woman? Watch your tongue.”
Unfortunately, the man’s luck had run out.
When he first spotted Quellière, he thought himself fortunate, but in truth, it had been the opposite.
As a member of the Dark Holy Society, the moment he laid eyes on her, there was no escape.
“How long do you plan to keep those revolting eyes open?”
“P-Please… Spare me—”
Crunch!
The man’s neck twisted, and his body slumped lifelessly.
Dewade, wiping his mace, was illuminated by the eerie glow of the lingering light.
He gazed at the snowflakes drifting even into this pitch-dark place with awe.
“…Are you watching over me?”
He muttered softly, then abruptly knelt as if realizing something.
The broad back, clad in white armor, was gently tapped by falling snowflakes.
“Oh goddess… Today, I have sent six souls to you…”
A maddened gleam shimmered in his eyes.
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Chapter 48: Snow and the Savior (4)
An awkward silence.
Ha-ha-ho-ho—only the sound of other guests clinking their utensils and laughing echoed around.
The two tables in the corner were like an isolated underground space, detached from that bright world.
“Quellière.”
As I was dwelling on the suffocating atmosphere, Nell poked my arm repeatedly.
“That guy’s staring at you.”
At her words, I glanced sideways.
The Black Knight, Chandrafail.
His armor, now fully repaired, gleamed impeccably as though brand new.
The helmeted head was tilted in my direction.
His motionless, fixed gaze was unsettling to the core.
Without revealing any agitation, I replied quietly.
“Don’t pay attention.”
“Will that be okay? That guy always goes berserk whenever he sees you.”
Nell voiced her concern and muttered irritably as she glared at him.
“Ugh. What kind of socially inept person acts like that?”
Her voice was low, almost a whisper, as if worried he might hear.
It was wise criticism, possibly based on her experience from their prior encounter.
Though, honestly, you’re not in a position to criticize someone’s social skills, Nell.
“······.”
······No, I’m not one to talk either.
At that moment, as if to break the heavy mood, a server approached us.
“I’ll take your order! What would you like?”
Looking around at us, the server asked.
Sigina, who had been humming thoughtfully, made the first choice.
“I’ll have the ‘Smoked Dragon Tuna Roast,’ please!”
“What’s good here?”
Unlike her cheerful tone, Nell asked with a somewhat arrogant air.
The server, clearly accustomed to such behavior, smiled politely.
“Personally, I’d recommend the ‘Celestial Cliff Blossom Pancake’ or the ‘Moonlit Tree Bamboo Sprout Stir-Fry with Perilla Seeds.’”
“Why those?”
“Both are made with rare ingredients, so they’re not often available. It’s been a while since we’ve had them today.”
“···Oh.”
Nell’s mouth slightly opened.
Her ears twitched slightly, fluttering as if intrigued.
“Celestial Cliff something-or-other······ No, just bring me both!”
“Understood.”
The smiling server finally turned to look at me.
I quickly scanned the menu.
It seemed this place offered everything from regular dishes to desserts and even alcohol.
A rare, progressive type of restaurant for this era.
My cold lips parted slightly.
“Birdberry Sorbet.”
“Got it~!”
Since I didn’t really need to fill my stomach, I avoided heavier foods.
After ordering dessert, the server checked their notes and moved to the next table.
“Sorry for the delay. Let me confirm your order. This young lady here has······.”
“Apple pie!”
“Got it. And for this gentleman······ um, excuse me, could you remove your helmet?”
“······.”
Chandrafail remained silent as usual.
The server, locked in a silent staring contest with him, groaned softly before retreating.
Still, things were unfolding more peacefully than expected.
“Well, that’s true.”
Even the infamous Black Knight wouldn’t cause a scene in a restaurant.
As I sighed in relief, my bangs annoyingly fell over my eyes.
I frowned and raised my hand to brush them aside.
“!”
The Black Knight flinched and abruptly stood up.
His heavy armor clanked loudly, drawing everyone’s attention to him.
“···Huh?”
Did he think I was attacking him?
A different kind of silence descended over the room.
Standing awkwardly, he seemed to seize the opportunity and boldly declared:
“Come outside.”
“What?”
“Let’s duel. Woman of mystery.”
Though his eyes were hidden behind the helmet, it was clear he was staring directly at me.
What audacious behavior.
But, at the same time, it was exactly like Chandrafail.
So much for hoping this encounter would pass peacefully.
Of course, I had no reason to entertain him, so I replied coldly.
“No.”
“What?”
“What kind of nonsense is this? We’re in a restaurant.”
Even with his twisted personality, he was still my dear creation······ someone like a child to me.
Without meaning to, I ended up giving him a heartfelt scolding.
Chandrafail stood motionless, like a doll.
It seemed as though he was reflecting on my words, but an ominous aura seeped out nonetheless.
His eerie voice proved it wasn’t just my imagination.
“···Is that so. Then, there’s no choice.”
His hand moved to his sword hilt.
A red hostility began to rise.
Oh, no.
As I prepared a barrier and Nell got ready to intervene, Paile shouted.
“Stop! Stop it, mister!”
Standing in the middle like a mediator, she frantically tried to persuade him.
“Big sis is right. You can’t act like this in a restaurant!”
“···Move.”
“Misteeer!”
To this day, I still didn’t know who she was or why she was traveling with Chandrafail.
But since he kept her around, she must have been someone precious to him.
Even so, his obstinate refusal to listen was beyond frustrating.
I couldn’t help but feel a rising irritation.
And I let that cold annoyance seep into my tone as I spoke.
“Do you have no sense of gratitude?”
His gaze, which briefly shifted to Paile, snapped back to me.
I didn’t look away and continued.
“The Black Calamity. If it weren’t for me, you would’ve died to it. And yet, you point your sword at me.”
My sharp glare turned my vision frosty blue.
Winter’s Gaze.
Perhaps because I was halfway angry, my magic stirred naturally.
“······.”
The chilling atmosphere froze the room like a glacial era.
The Black Knight, standing tall under my icy glare, casually remarked:
“And what of it?”
“···What?”
It was a rather shocking response.
Yet it carried a clear determination.
“To die by the Calamity. Do you think I wasn’t aware of the outcome when I pointed my sword at it? That thing was a monster. The second strongest I’ve ever known.”
His chin tilted slightly upward.
It was as though he was combing through his memories.
“I could have died in ecstasy. Chasing monsters all my life, that was what I desired.”
His somber voice quieted as he turned his sharp gaze back to me.
“And you ruined that. You defeated the Calamity before me and claimed the title of ‘strongest monster,’ Quellière. You, and you alone.”
“······!”
The grim voice of the Black Knight resounded indifferently across the room.
Nell and Sigina stiffened their expressions, unable to believe what they were hearing.
He finished his statement.
“Won’t you take responsibility for that?”
“Responsibility.”
“Take responsibility and kill me.”
Yet another silence descended.
Paile, who had been holding her breath, finally shouted in a shaky voice.
“What on earth are you talking about?!”
Her teary eyes quivered.
“Why do you want to die?! What meaning could that possibly have?!”
“Don’t interfere.”
Chandrafail didn’t even glance at her desperate outcry.
He simply stared at me, as though demanding an answer.
He was, in a word, stubborn.
Or perhaps foolish, a lone wolf to the extreme.
I understood his nature to some extent.
Only a little, though.
I was the one who created you that way, so, as you said, I might have to bear some responsibility.
However… I couldn’t help but feel a surge of anger for no reason.
“Chandrafail.”
I pursed my lips and glared at him.
Anyone else might be different, but I shouldn’t avoid you. However, if something could change, I wished it would be you.
I forced my lips into a cold sneer.
With ruthless emotion, I aimed to pierce through his core.
“You were chasing a monster, only to become a monster yourself.”
“······.”
Our gazes collided midair.
The coldness, reacting to my fury, spread violently around us.
The guests flinched, while Paile and Sigina trembled as they alternately looked at the two of us.
“Uh, uh, Quellière······.”
Even Nell, tense, seemed to want to stop me.
It was understandable if it were her.
She probably knew better than anyone the strength of the Black Knight, judging that I was in danger.
“···Ha.”
That, too, annoyed me for no reason.
Because, at best, this was all I could say.
I, who created you, am barely living on as the Snow Maiden, clinging to existence.
Yet you, with all that immense power, are floundering in your own self-contradictions.
Unintentionally, a sharp tone escaped through my lips.
“Chandrafail.”
The second time I called his name.
“Answer me.”
“Who gave you that power?”
“···What?”
His helmet twitched slightly as if tilting.
Did he even know the source of the vast power he possessed?
“Do you know, by any chance?”
A chilly sneer.
No one seemed to care about the pervasive cold surrounding us.
They glanced instead at my lips, which muttered coldly as though witnessing something even more unsettling.
“······Quellière.”
For the first time, a note of doubt entered the voice of the Black Knight.
It was the moment he was about to speak again.
A lively voice swept across the atmosphere like a wave, breaking the tension.
“Thank you for waiting! The dishes you ordered are ready······ huh······?”
The previously clear voice trailed off awkwardly, then subsided entirely.
As the employee blinked in confusion, we turned our gazes away, and the tense atmosphere unraveled.
The sides had been perfectly divided.
I rubbed my eyes, scolding myself for losing my temper so uncharacteristically.
Then, with a puzzled expression, I looked around.
“What’s wrong with everyone?”
The table was shaking.
Sigina’s whole body trembled so violently that the table practically vibrated, and Nell stood frozen, her fangs bared.
Despite my question, the two seemed as though they had fallen into another world, giving no response.
“······?”
Blinking, I turned to look out the window.
Thin snowflakes fluttered down.
*
It seemed it had taken longer than expected.
When we stepped outside, the sun had already set. We strolled along the dark and desolate streets.
“He’s not following us?”
“Yeah, it seems so.”
At Nell’s words, I glanced back.
There was no sign of Chandrafail anywhere. I had thought he’d immediately give chase, but it was strange.
“That bastard······ I thought he was just a lunatic, but maybe he has some fear after all.”
“Fear?”
“Yeah, why else would he tuck his tail and back off?”
For a moment, I thought about the man named Chandrafail.
The image of him harboring fear was unimaginable.
Sigina, who had been cautiously watching her back like a paranoid person, whispered quietly.
“We can’t let our guard down. You never know when he might pounce···!”
“That’s not it.”
As she stroked the rapier at her waist, I spoke as if to soothe her.
“He’s not the kind to stage an ambush.”
“R-Really?”
“Yeah. I’m sure of it.”
Because he’s someone who lives and dies by his twisted convictions.
Sigina seemed relieved by my confident assurance, letting out a small sigh.
Then, she began fiddling with the stuffed bag that contained today’s shopping spoils.
“That’s a relief, then······ Are we heading to Striven now?! If so, let’s hurry. I can’t wait to see the kids we brought home today.”
“Go to your house.”
“I’m getting a room too, though!”
Sigina giggled and darted forward ahead of us.
To be able to find such joy in something so small—it was a talent I envied.
“···Haah.”
I sighed and walked alongside Nell.
Having nothing particular to say, I looked up at the sky and was slightly surprised. The moon was out.
It was nearly full, soon to become a complete circle.
“Have you heard the rumor?”
At that moment, I heard a murmuring voice and turned to look.
At the end of an alley, two men were having a hushed conversation.
“The disturbing rumors about Chelmberd.”
“······Chelmberd?”
I perked up my ears.
“They say strange wailing sounds are heard at night from the cemetery where the faithful are buried. Or that suspicious figures have been spotted wandering in the dead of night.”
“Suspicious figures? What do you mean?”
“The dead.”
The man with the serious expression continued.
“It has to be that, doesn’t it? The dead, which only stir in the demonic realms of the West······ are said to be wandering the sacred grounds.”
“What?! I-Is that true?”
When the other man cried out in fear, the first man smirked, seemingly satisfied.
“Come on! You’re too gullible. How could you survive like that? Of course, it’s just the usual ghost stories.”
“Oh··· oh, I see. I thought it was something else.”
“With the mass starting soon, I suppose some mischief-makers with nothing better to do decided to spin such tales. But with such overused material, even a child wouldn’t believe it.”
The man laughed heartily, and the chill of the night swallowed the sound.
Furrowing my brows, I pondered deeply.
“The dead.”
And the full moon.
It could be nothing more than baseless nonsense, but a reasonable suspicion came to mind.
The subject of this suspicion was one particular woman······ no, a revenant.
“···High Priestess Clavia.”
I knew of her authority.
The abilities of the Saint Doctrine’s leader, clad in black robes adorned with the moon, were deeply tied to the dead.
If she had held the position of High Priestess for so long, she wouldn’t have spent her time idly.
Her aspirations were no different from the Mahabharata.
Yet I had banished the calamity, so how anxious and restless must she be feeling?
“If she has decided to act, then······ the location must be.”
It would undoubtedly be the holy grounds of Chelmberd.
That place was lined with sanctuaries and tombs.
She must have been preparing for quite some time, and it might already be too late to fully stop her.
But if left alone, it would cause great turmoil.
The screams and resentment of the people would become grudges, restoring the calamity.
“That can’t happen.”
I might need to head to Chelmberd.
Resolving myself, I stared at the swollen moon.
*
Meanwhile, shortly after Quellière left the Wandering Peach Blossom.
Using the excuse of the restroom, Chandrafail, who had slipped away, stopped in his tracks when he encountered an unexpected figure.
If it had been any other excuse, the suspicious Paile would have followed, so he specifically chose the restroom.
“Sword Demon.”
The opponent’s voice was thick and gloomy, like the murky depths of a swamp.
Yet the Black Knight faced it nonchalantly.
“Paladin.”
Clank—black and white armor created a noisy clash.
The Black Knight asked in a chilling tone.
“Why are you here?”
“Wait… was it Chandrafail?”
Dewade recited his name, his tone carrying a dark heat.
Chandrafail’s eyes twitched.
“······.”
Not long ago, when the Paladin had seen him, Chandrafail had also seen Dewade.
The memory was still vivid.
His strength and nature—though human, he was like a monster.
The aura of power clearly marked him as a formidable force.
“Do not lay a hand on them.”
“Them? …Ah.”
The Black Knight understood.
Given the circumstances, there could only be one suspect.
“You’re talking about Quellière, aren’t you?”
It was purely a question for confirmation.
However, it seemed to hit a nerve, as Dewade shouted angrily.
“Do not speak their name so carelessly!”
The fierce cry was like a raging storm.
Leaking divine energy kicked up dust and shook the leaves on the trees.
But the Black Knight didn’t flinch.
Instead, he twisted his lips into an eerie smirk.
“Don’t force your faith on me. I don’t care what you think of that woman.”
“···Do you not know who they are?”
“Likewise, their true identity doesn’t matter to me. What matters is whether I can cut down the strongest monster.”
‘Forcing faith,’ ‘that woman,’ ‘monster,’ ‘cut down’······.
The remarks were deeply irritating—four offenses in total.
The enraged Paladin felt his mind begin to reel.
The divine energy that had been pouring out subsided.
Chandrafail’s presence grew sharper, and Dewade muttered in a low tone.
“······Sword Demon, do you know why the Celestial Gods vanished?”
It was a rather abrupt question.
The Black Knight answered plainly.
“I don’t.”
“Then do you know why Quellière returned?”
“I don’t. Did she leave as well?”
“In that case, do you know why the returned Quellière does not reveal their identity?”
By the time he asked his final question, his tangled emotions had taken on a definite form.
Though surrounded by an ominous atmosphere, the Black Knight remained unfazed.
And so—
“I don’t.”
He responded without hesitation.
It was a remark that lit the fuse and severed Dewade’s last thread of reason.
“─Because of you!”
The Paladin exploded with rage.
“It’s because of filth like you! Because garbage no better than waste continues to commit atrocities, they left! And yet, as their wretched creations, they returned!”
“······.”
“But the world remains unchanged. Calamities stir, brigands rampage, and tumors run rampant! Can you even begin to understand their feelings? Do you see the despair and sorrowful contempt they must feel?!”
It was a transcendental interpretation filled with lamentation.
If Quellière had been present, they might have been appalled at such nonsense.
But Quellière was not here, and Dewade’s tirade finally reached its end.
“Only they, only Quellière returned! Surely because they are the most merciful and care for their creations! And yet, you dare to point your sword at them instead of being grateful?!”
The thundering storm of divine power raged.
Dewade gripped his mace, his hostility pouring forth.
But he didn’t know the kind of man Chandrafail was.
“···Hmm.”
The Paladin shielded them.
Whatever the case, Dewade was certain that the being in question was extraordinary, and his fighting spirit surged.
Of course, his interest was not in Dewade but in Quellière.
Realizing this, Dewade raised his mace.
There was no longer any doubt.
Amidst the suffocating sensation of murderous intent, a chilling voice emerged.
“Paladin.”
Clank—at the sound, the Black Knight’s dark helmet moved slightly.
As if unable to understand, or as if feigning ignorance, the Black Knight murmured.
“Do you think you can defeat me?”
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Chapter 49: Holy Land Chelmberd
Out of season, heavy snow blanketed the continent.
However, the White Silver Dragon King was unaware.
As always, yesterday and today, blizzards raged in this place.
“······.”
Amidst the ruins of the snowfield.
In front of the obelisk, Mishra was lost in thought.
Even as her long silver hair fluttered and brushed her cheeks, she remained in deep contemplation for a long time.
A recent event came to mind.
The fragments of disaster had lingered in the snowfield, tormenting her, and that day had been no exception.
-Disgusting thing. Have you come again?
The writhing black calamity spread its contamination.
No matter how many times she saw it, its grotesqueness was intolerable.
As usual, it mocked her, and the battle began.
─────!
But amidst the fierce battle, an unusual phenomenon occurred.
The fragment of the disaster twisted grotesquely and let out a cry of pain.
【How······!】
Its desperate scream was filled with deep confusion.
【Though I destroyed everything······ how can the Revelation of the Holy War still exist······!】
-···What nonsense is this?
Remaining vigilant, Mishra tilted her head in confusion.
It was behavior and speech she had never seen before.
【Wasn’t everything obliterated······ did some pity arise for a mere creation······ but how can my true name······.】
-What in the world.
What nonsense was it spouting?
Mishra glared at the rambling disaster.
When its next words spilled out, her eyes widened in shock.
【Your faith was not in vain! O white dragon of the Supreme God.】
-······!
She was not adept at wearing a mask.
Startled, her reaction was too obvious.
But how could it possibly know?
She had kept silent about her master’s return to the end.
The disaster spewed vile curses, reeking like a rotten sewer.
【But soon, all that hope will turn to despair. It is simple to break the wings of a fallen god······.】
-···Shut that mouth of yours.
The disaster, pouring out hatred as if to promise another meeting, vanished without a trace.
It disappeared like a mirage.
Mishra immediately realized whose work this phenomenon was.
“Master······.”
Quellière.
It was her master’s achievement.
She surmised that her master had likely encountered the disaster on the continent······ and claimed victory.
Mishra’s eyes sparkled.
“So there was indeed a reason for heading to the continent.”
It might have been to subjugate the enemy of the world.
Even from her master’s perspective, the disaster would be a detestable existence.
Furthermore, judging by its reaction, it seemed to have suffered a significant blow.
As expected, it was the power befitting her master.
While Mishra was wearing a broad smile, her expression soon dimmed slightly.
“Will you be all right···.”
If her assumption was correct, her master’s body would not be in perfect condition.
Above all, even if she had won, the opponent had been that formidable disaster.
Perhaps her master had been injured······.
“─This is no time to be standing idle!”
It was a critical moment as her master’s confidant to assist and protect her.
Preparing to fly immediately by releasing her polymorph, Mishra hesitated.
The command had not been updated.
Her duty was still to guard the snowfield.
Leaving arbitrarily now would mean disobeying her master’s orders.
“······.”
The thought sent chills down her spine, and she broke out in a cold sweat.
She stood rooted to the spot, agonizing for a long time.
Her master’s command and her loyalty to her.
Which should she prioritize?
Then, memories of the past surfaced.
She had spent millennia alone in this place.
The reason was that her master had left after giving her a command. And her master had left because she had failed to serve her properly.
“···That’s right.”
Even if she were to bear the sin of disobedience, it was her duty as a confidant to dedicate herself to her master.
Her complicated thoughts cleared in an instant.
“I must not repeat the same mistake.”
Finally, with a crackling sound, her entire body twisted as the White Silver Dragon King ascended into the sky.
A relic of the past, long since become legend and accessible only through records.
The Lord of the White Dragons departed for the continent.
* * *
The guest room in Striven.
Outside, snow fell incessantly, and the gloomy sky withheld sunlight.
Sitting in a corner, I hugged my knees in contemplation.
“···Hmm.”
I thought and thought again.
Yet no clear answer came to mind, and I muttered aloud.
“What does it mean for something to be precious?”
“Huh?”
Nell, who was busy polishing her vampire suit, blinked.
She paused her actions and asked back.
“Something precious?”
“Yeah.”
I recalled an item.
The Apocalypse of Disaster.
To wield this weapon, the only one capable of countering the disaster, something precious was required.
Though it had suffered considerable damage, the disaster was inherently malicious and cunning, and I couldn’t predict what tricks it might employ.
As the Snow Maiden, I lacked the power to confront the final boss.
Thus, securing a “sacrifice” was essential.
Nell tilted her head curiously.
“What are you suddenly talking about?”
“Just curious.”
However, nothing came to mind.
I had considered the Snow Castle, but that was ruled out.
The items in the storage or dressing room were abundant, but anything useful had already been utilized.
Day by day, I felt more and more anxious.
I was likely a marked target for the disaster at this point.
If it came for me in anger, that would be the end.
“If it’s something precious······ are you talking about an object? A concept? Or······.”
“···Huh?”
The voice that interrupted my thoughts came from close by.
At some point, Nell had come right up to me.
Her gaze, fixed on me, felt strangely warm.
“······A person?”
It seemed to carry a sense of expectation.
What was this?
I rolled my eyes and answered honestly.
“An object.”
“···Ah.”
She looked momentarily disappointed.
But as if it were my imagination, she quickly lifted her head again.
“Ah, an object. An object, huh······.”
She murmured seriously with a thoughtful look.
I had begun tilting my head, but her next words brought me upright again.
“To say something is precious means you like it··· and for an object to feel precious, it must be connected to something you want to do, don’t you think?”
“Something I want to do.”
It was a fresh perspective.
Repeating the phrase, I saw Nell shrug her shoulders.
“Blacksmiths must’ve started because they wanted to make their own weapons. Writers must’ve wanted to write their own books. There’s no way they’d hate the weapons or books they made. Everyone has something they desire.”
“···Something I desire.”
I gave it some thought.
There wasn’t anything I particularly wanted to do.
What I wanted most was to clear away my worries and live peacefully.
To eliminate the calamity, I must remove it.
But to do so, I need a precious item…
Caught in an endless cycle, I frowned.
“How frustrating.”
“Uh…”
I voiced my honest frustration.
It was merely an expression of suffocating helplessness.
But somehow, Nell, who had been hesitating, spoke as if she had made a mistake.
“…Well. It’s not like those kinds of professions would satisfy you.”
“Huh…?”
Suddenly, she started belittling perfectly fine professions.
That wasn’t my intention.
Whether she knew my thoughts or not, Nell clutched her head and grumbled.
“Then, there’s not much worth trying… Nothing around here, really. Disdel isn’t culturally advanced. It’s such a dull, outdated place.”
“……”
And then, she even started criticizing the city.
As I stood there, watching her silently, an idea seemed to strike her, and her head shot up.
“What about going to Chelmberd?”
She continued after that.
My eyes widened.
Right, Chelmberd.
That place existed.
“The holy site of Chelmberd is the heart of the Holy State, so it has everything—great temples, cathedrals, sanctuaries, halls, hot springs, and more… Plus, it’s close by.”
The more she spoke, the more exclamation marks seemed to pop up over my head.
I had overlooked something so simple.
“…Chelmberd.”
The most significant stronghold in Astar held many relics and sacred objects.
Though their divine nature varied, at their core, they were no different from artifacts.
A catalyst was also an artifact.
If so, couldn’t I find something compatible with me?
Obtaining it and turning it into a precious item was another question, but it was better than doing nothing.
“Well… I guess you wouldn’t want to, would you? You must have a reason for staying here. I was just making a suggestion. If you’re not interested, just forget─”
“That’s it.”
Ignoring Nell’s awkwardly trailing voice, I suddenly stood up.
Nell looked startled.
“Wh-what?! What is?”
As I grabbed my bag, I responded briefly.
“Chelmberd.”
“Huh?”
“I need to go there.”
It wasn’t just because of an artifact.
There were unsavory rumors circulating about the place.
I suspected they were connected to High Priestess Clavia’s schemes.
I had been mulling over how to respond, but if I needed to stop it anyway, it was better to get there in advance.
This was a strategy to kill two birds with one stone.
She looked flustered and stood up with me.
“Right now?! So suddenly?”
“I’ve made up my mind. Delaying is wasting time.”
“Well… That’s true, but still.”
Faced with my rapid decision-making, Nell fidgeted and clasped her hands.
I gazed out the window.
An opaque midday sky.
The weather being what it was, darkness would fall quickly.
Heading to the door, I spoke coldly.
“You don’t have to follow me. I’ll go alone.”
“……!”
It was a statement half-meant in earnest.
Now that the curse was resolved, she didn’t have to suffer alongside me anymore. She could live as she pleased.
If she didn’t want to go, I had no reason to drag her along.
But, startled, Nell hurriedly chased after me.
“I’ll come, I’ll come! It’s not that I don’t want to; I was just surprised.”
With that, she quickly packed her belongings and stood by my side.
Feeling a mix of relief and guilt, I nodded.
“…Alright.”
Had we grown closer during our travels together?
I didn’t mind it, so I left the inn with her in tow.
*
Not long after the two had departed, the door to Quellière’s room burst open.
“The adorable me has arrived!”
The intruder was Sigina, her braided hair swaying behind her.
Having grown quite close—at least in her own mind—Sigina had taken to visiting Quellière’s room daily.
For someone who loved money, Quellière, who always seemed to exude its scent, was irresistible, and Nell Sartilla was fascinating in her own right.
Now that the curse was resolved, and she had apologized for past events, she had no more qualms about showing up.
But there was no response.
“…Huh?”
Sigina blinked and looked around the room.
An empty space.
No sign of life.
“Did they go out?”
She tapped her lips with a finger, pondering.
The town was still abuzz with talk about Quellière.
A savior who had driven away a calamity—a saint, some even called her.
The feat was impressive, and the fervor it inspired wasn’t going to subside quickly.
Even her absence only added to her mystique.
Rumors swirled of her transcending the mundane and achieving enlightenment, elevating her to near-mythical status.
As such, she rarely went out, and if she did, she always wore a hood.
“Hmmm…”
Looking around, Sigina noted that even the robes were gone.
There was no sign of luggage either.
It seemed something important had come up.
After gazing out at the gray snow through the window, Sigina grinned.
And promptly sprawled out on the floor.
“I’ll just wait!”
After all, if she waited, they’d return.
It wasn’t her room, but she didn’t care.
They weren’t strangers, after all.
Humming to herself, she rolled around on the floor.
Her eyelids grew heavy, and she closed her eyes.
“I’ll wake up when they return!”
Until then, she decided to nap.
Her cheerful face gradually relaxed into serenity.
Perhaps due to accumulated fatigue, Sigina soon drifted off to sleep.
No one came to wake her until the day changed, and the sun rose.
* * *
Throughout the continent, the Arundel Empire stretched its reach.
The noble houses that were its roots held immense power.
Among them, one family was always mentioned when discussing the Empire’s great houses.
The Grypheon Duke’s estate in Roblok.
Lady Bulizé of the Grypheon family was meeting with a man in her room.
The golden-haired man spoke with resolute eyes.
“Can I enlist your brother’s help?”
The man, Artan FrikusFricas, the Empire’s crown prince and her fiancé, had grown hungry for progress after meeting a certain woman.
Bulizé’s brother referred to Harold Grypheon, the eldest son of the Grypheon family.
Also known as the Sword Master.
He was an ideal sparring partner.
Having listened to his request, Bulizé swept her long green hair and replied.
“Do you plan to appoint my brother as Grand Tutor?”
“That’s one way to put it.”
She leaned back in her chair, carefully weighing the pros and cons.
“…Hmm.”
The proposal wasn’t bad.
In fact, it was advantageous.
Being the Grand Tutor to the crown prince was an honor for the family, and it offered significant political leverage.
She knew that if she asked, Harold wouldn’t refuse.
However, one thing puzzled her.
“Why all of a sudden? You’ve seemed focused on training recently. Is this a continuation of that?”
Indeed, even for the crown prince, who was always disciplined, his recent efforts seemed excessive.
Rumors had reached her ears about him training almost bare-chested in the snow.
“······.”
Artan fell silent for a moment as if choosing his words carefully.
Looking at her with a serious gaze, he finally spoke.
“Yes. I’ve realized my shortcomings. I thought I couldn’t go on like this. I need training.”
“What made you feel lacking?”
“That’s······.”
When no clear answer came, Bulizé furrowed her brows.
A bad feeling began to creep in.
The thread of conversation that had been stretching suddenly snapped.
“It’s nothing serious. I was just disappointed in myself. I had a rough time sparring with the knights.”
“When was this sparring?”
“A few days ago.”
“Hmm.”
There was something more to this.
Her sharp intuition whispered it to her.
Still, whatever it was didn’t seem to matter too much.
The growth of the crown prince, along with the benefits it brought to her family, was welcome in her eyes.
Therefore, she agreed without much hesitation.
“All right. I’ll talk to my brother about it.”
“···Thank you.”
“Anything else?”
When she asked casually, Artan nodded and stood up.
“That’s all.”
He coolly turned his back, and Bulizé saw him off with a glance.
There was no need for lengthy conversations.
As childhood friends, their relationship didn’t require such formalities.
“Oh.”
Just before leaving, Artan stopped as if he had remembered something.
He slipped his hand into his inner pocket and retrieved a rustling object.
It was a single green rose wrapped in paper.
The conversation with Quellière resurfaced in his mind.
-Strengthen your foundation.
-···Foundation?
-I mean, take care of your surroundings. Instead of wasting time on trivial things.
Her words had been piercingly cold.
He thought that when Quellière mentioned “surroundings,” Bulizé was included.
Someone of her stature surely wouldn’t be unaware of their relationship.
“···All this time.”
He had kept his distance from Bulizé.
Having harbored feelings for an unattainable woman, he had unconsciously avoided her.
But there was no need to continue being so harsh.
Turning around, he handed the rose to his childhood friend.
“Take it.”
“···Huh?”
Bulizé’s eyes widened in surprise.
Her slightly parted lips reflected her astonishment.
It was understandable, as such a thing had never happened before.
“What is this? A gift···?”
“It’s a gesture. Please speak well to your brother for me.”
“Oh? Uh, okay.”
She accepted the flower.
It was a deep green rose, the exact color of her hair.
“Well then.”
Having completed what he came to do, Artan left.
Left alone, she stared blankly before mumbling.
“This is unexpected.”
The crown prince, of all people, giving a gift.
Though it was nothing but a common flower, and just one at that.
She twirled the radiant rose in her hand.
“They say when someone changes suddenly, they’re going to die.”
It was such a peculiar event that even she was spouting nonsense out of character.
Though, of course, he hadn’t given it out of pure goodwill.
Whatever the reason, it wasn’t a bad direction.
Even without love, he would one day become her husband, and it wouldn’t do for there to be a wall between them.
After examining it this way and that, she finally spun the rose one last time and placed it in a vase.
“It is pretty.”
Especially the color, which she particularly liked.
Chapter 50 : Holy Land Chelmberd
Translator: Marctempest
Editor/Proofreader: TempWane
—
Chapter 50: Holy Land Chelmberd (2)
The Holy State was immersed in a festive atmosphere.
This was entirely due to the defeat of the calamity.
The overwhelming majority of the Holy State’s citizens, being devout believers, harbored immense hostility toward the calamity, and the exhilaration of driving it away was indescribable.
Among them, the capital city, Disdel.
A place that had become the birthplace of a new Saint, attracting pilgrims from across the continent.
A knight spoke up in the midst of this excitement.
“Ha-ha, it’s truly a joyous occasion!”
He was engrossed in a conversation with a gentleman who had approached him during his patrol.
“The Black Calamity, that fiend underestimated us humans. So, of course, it got what was coming to it. It’s probably too scared to set foot here ever again.”
His voice brimmed with confidence.
An elderly gentleman adjusted his monocle with a serene expression.
Behind him stood a clumsy-looking young man.
“This is all thanks to the Saint’s grace─”
“Complacency is dangerous. It will exploit our weaknesses and prey on the gaps in our hearts.”
The voice of Agnatz, a theologian, was firm and resolute.
The knight, who had fallen silent, glanced at him awkwardly before mumbling.
“Ah… yes. That’s true, of course.”
An awkward silence ensued.
Agnatz, however, was entirely unfazed and continued.
“The emergence of the calamity… It’s undoubtedly intriguing, but my interest lies elsewhere. Likely, most would agree with me.”
The calamity’s notoriety and infamy were too vast to recount.
The major event in the Holy State had eventually reached the Empire as well, prompting Agnatz to rush there in haste.
He had entrusted his ongoing research, including the spirit armor, to his disciples.
With the designs completed, he was confident that his absence wouldn’t pose an issue.
“The Saint who defeated that calamity…”
Just as he was about to ask further, the sound of heavy footsteps echoed.
Hearing the creak of armor, he turned to see a stout man approaching.
The patrolling knight saluted upon seeing him.
“Captain! You’ve arrived!”
“Yes. Keep up the good work.”
“Understood!”
The commander of the Holy Knights, Blefer, glanced at him before looking at Agnatz.
With a composed demeanor, Blefer spoke.
“To think the continent’s greatest scholar would visit us—your reputation must indeed be widespread.”
“!”
The knight commander’s formal tone and behavior startled the nearby knight.
“Are you… Sir Agnatz? I thought I sensed an air of brilliance…”
“Dispense with the pleasantries.”
The unparalleled reputation of the eminent scholar was well-known even within the Holy State of Astar.
Agnatz stroked his chin thoughtfully before asking.
“I’ve only revealed my identity once, you know.”
“Your arrival was promptly reported, starting with our informants and reaching the Knight Order. Do not underestimate the Holy State’s intelligence network.”
“Hoho.”
Though Blefer had intended to assert himself firmly, the theologian’s sly grin left him flustered.
Agnatz nonchalantly replied.
“I figured as much. That’s why I only revealed it once. You came sooner than I expected.”
“······!”
His unwavering tone suggested that everything had gone according to plan.
Blefer’s brows furrowed in a mix of confusion and slight annoyance.
“You should hear the details from someone well-informed. Thank you for coming; time is more precious than gold, after all.”
Agnatz’s remarks were entirely true.
If one possessed status and renown, it was only natural to use them to their advantage.
By leveraging his identity, he anticipated that someone influential would come to him.
“······You could have come to us directly. There was no need for such roundabout measures.”
“Roundabout? Thanks to this, I was able to chat leisurely while you came to find me yourself.”
“Ugh…”
Blefer scratched the back of his neck in mild embarrassment.
Agnatz maintained his composed demeanor as he pressed on.
“The emergence of the calamity—I’d like to hear the details. And about the so-called ‘Saint with silver and blue hair’—who exactly is she… Petras.”
“Yes, sir!”
The disciple, Petras, who had been lingering in the back, hastily took out a notebook.
With pen poised, he appeared ready to record everything.
However, Blefer quickly shattered the mood.
“I cannot disclose that information.”
“What?”
Agnatz blinked in surprise, clearly not expecting this response.
This was problematic.
Had his arrogant attitude caused him to fall out of favor?
Fortunately, the knight commander soon changed his stance.
“…That is my initial response, but considering it is you, Sir Agnatz, you’d uncover it easily enough. I’ll share the information.”
“Haha. I see. You startled me for a moment there.”
“It’s not something to discuss here. Please follow me.”
The knight commander led the way, followed by the theologian and his disciple.
The two had nearly pieced together the identity of the rumored Saint.
What they needed now was confirmation.
And the intricate details of the incident.
*
On the road to Chelmbird.
Despite the rattling carriage moving unusually fast, the ride was remarkably smooth.
The familiarity of the situation, including the coachman, was unmistakable.
The skilled coachman, Chevran.
Unsurprisingly unpopular, he was alone again, making it easy to secure a ride.
“Whew, I thought I was going to die back then. Black tendrils rose up, aiming for the carriage… I couldn’t believe it was the Black Calamity!”
Chevran’s vivid voice carried the tension of the moment.
His resonant words caught both my and Nell’s attention.
“Not knowing what it was at the time saved me. If I had realized, my hands would’ve frozen in fear! At any rate, I thought we were doomed… That day, I cursed my stupidity for thinking the noblewoman was just wealthy.”
He was referring to the ambush we faced while returning to Disdel after retrieving costumes.
Growing impatient, Nell pressed him.
“And? What happened next? What did Quellière do?”
“Curious, are you? Well, then, that’ll be five silver coins for the extra details!”
“Uh… wait. Here, take it.”
Frantically searching her pocket, she handed over the payment.
Chevran, who had likely been joking, blinked in surprise before quietly pocketing the money.
“Chevran.”
My cold voice made him freeze in place.
“Return it.”
“······Ha-ha-ha! Of course, I intended to! Just a joke, a joke!”
Letting out an awkward laugh, he returned the money.
Then he composed himself again and continued.
“At the moment when the calamity’s claws reached for the carriage… the noblewoman unleashed the power of ice with a sharp snap! She raised a frigid wall and summoned a pure white breath, her majesty was truly······!”
“······.”
Whether he had secretly rehearsed or not, his delivery was exceptionally smooth.
Feeling embarrassed, I lowered my head slightly.
He was exaggerating too much.
All I remembered was running helplessly since I didn’t even have the Apocalypse back then.
But it seemed the other listener had a different impression.
“Wow. Woooow. Amazing······.”
“With such power, not even a calamity could stand a chance! It must have been utterly terrified!”
“Y-you’re incredible, Quellière···!”
Nell, her mouth agape, kept exclaiming in admiration.
She looked like a follower entranced by a cult leader, devoid of reason in her shining eyes.
Surely, she didn’t actually believe this, did she?
As Chevran’s dramatic tale concluded and Nell basked in its afterglow, he shifted his target.
“By the way······ the noblewoman’s companion is quite elegant as well.”
His radar had locked onto her, and there was no escaping the shower of compliments.
“The harmony of that vintage attire with her crimson hair reminds me of a certain phrase.”
“Wh-what phrase?”
“‘The flower of society,’ of course─”
“······!”
Nell shrieked and waved her hands frantically.
She wasn’t used to such direct compliments, visibly breaking into goosebumps.
“Like a lioness, fierce and intense, yet her noble allure draws men to line up─”
“···Ack! Stop it, stop it already!”
Her blushing cheeks were somehow endearing, and watching her reaction made the time pass quickly.
Before long, the rattling carriage arrived at a dusty yellow street.
The driver’s voice confirmed what we had already guessed from looking outside.
“We’ve arrived! This is the Holy Land Chelmbird!”
We promptly disembarked, and the carriage rattled away.
With my hood drawn tightly, I looked around.
I blinked softly.
“···This is the heart of the Holy State.”
It truly lived up to its reputation.
Taller and more pristine buildings than those in Disdel lined the streets, and landmarks that were rare in the capital appeared here and there.
Most notably, there were the Grand Temple and several cathedrals.
Turning to Nell, who was gaping at the sight, I asked.
“Is this your first time in Chelmbird?”
“Huh? Oh, yeah.”
“You acted like you knew all about it earlier.”
Her cheeks seemed to twitch nervously.
“Ah··· no. It’s not that. I wasn’t pretending. I just shared what I’d heard.”
“I see.”
“I wasn’t trying to sound knowledgeable; I just thought you’d be curious─”
“Okay.”
Leaving her flustered, I turned my gaze back to the streets of the Holy Land.
Indeed, the citizens seemed to be of higher standing than those in the capital.
Priests and clerics bustled about······.
“······Hmm?”
I tilted my head.
This was unusual.
It wasn’t normal to see so many people resembling high-ranking clerics.
Curious, I decided to approach them, with Nell clinging closely behind me.
Pulling my hood further down, I stopped a passing priestess and asked.
“What’s going on?”
“Pardon?”
The priestess, her expression bright, held a wand in her hand.
Instead of pointing out my informal tone, she asked back.
“What do you mean?”
“Everyone seems busy. Is there a festival?”
“Festival······.”
She mulled over the word before breaking into a radiant smile.
“Yes! You could call it a festival. You’re from out of town, I presume.”
“That’s right.”
“Where are you from?”
“Disdel.”
“Ah, I see.”
I had deliberately chosen someone who seemed approachable, and it had paid off.
The priestess readily shared information.
“Did you know that a new holy day has been established? In commemoration of it, a grand mass will soon take place. That’s why so many pilgrims and travelers like you are visiting.”
“···Ah.”
With this brief conversation, my questions were answered.
To summarize, it was all because of me.
The Grand Temple had declared the day of the calamity’s defeat a holy day and announced a mass with the slogan “Humanity’s Counterattack.”
It was likely a move to bolster faith and morale.
“The mass will proceed with ‘Street Purification,’ ‘Cathedral Challenge Rites,’ and finally ‘Sanctuary Opening’ in that order.”
“So, what’s happening now is the Street Purification?”
“Yes. Even though the calamity was defeated, the Black Calamity did descend upon us. Its essence must have seeped into various places.”
In preparation for this holy day, they needed to purify every corner, which explained the presence of priests and clerics.
I had a rough understanding now.
“···The mass.”
It was one of the Holy State’s significant events.
While the details and titles differed, it was likely similar in essence.
Not a bad thing, really.
It provided an opportunity to naturally get involved and gather something useful.
Such events often came with some commotion.
“Thank you.”
Forcing out a rare expression of gratitude, I was about to leave when a murmured thought reached me.
“But why hasn’t the Saint who defeated the calamity appeared yet?”
“···!”
I flinched in surprise but kept my expression neutral and glanced sideways.
The priest, who had covered her cheek, spoke as if genuinely puzzled.
“Why, I wonder. The knights have been mobilized to find her, haven’t they?”
“Who knows.”
“It’s a shame. I want to meet her quickly. Will she show up before the mass begins…?”
I calmed myself, suppressing my pounding heart.
Fortunately, it seemed to be pure curiosity without any suspicion directed at me.
“I’m heading off. Take care.”
“Oh? Yes, goodbye!”
Feigning composure, I turned my back to her.
The most notable trait of the rumored Saintess was her pale blue hair. For now, I was safe with my hood on.
Once the tension eased, a sullen feeling took over me.
“Why wouldn’t I show up?”
The problem was their fanatical obsession.
I had no saintly powers, and even if I did, I would refuse to be treated as a Saintess.
That path would only lead to being burdened with enormous responsibilities in the name of faith.
The lives of believers who had been revered as saints spoke for themselves.
“Wow. That scared me,” Nell suddenly exclaimed after being silent for a while.
“Did she notice something? Or was it just a random remark?”
“Of course, it was just random.”
Otherwise, why would I have left so easily?
A thought crossed my mind, so I asked her, “Aren’t you curious?”
“Curious about what?”
“Why I don’t reveal my identity.”
Now that I thought about it, she had never asked me that before. What had she been thinking all this time?
“!”
It was a trivial question, but she flinched visibly.
Soon after, Nell began to fidget nervously and murmured softly, “Well… not really. I have a vague idea. You don’t like… I mean, you don’t particularly care for humans, do you?”
“…What?”
“So, I figured it was something like that.”
I tilted my head slightly.
She seemed to have misunderstood something.
I opened my mouth to correct her. “That’s not it.”
“…What?!”
“I don’t dislike them.”
Even though I wasn’t human anymore… I had been one, so there was no reason for me to dislike them.
There might be specific individuals I disliked, but as a whole, I leaned more toward liking them.
“…!”
Leaving behind Nell, who seemed to gasp for breath for no reason, I looked around Chelmbird.
While the highlight of this mass event was undoubtedly the ‘Sanctuary Opening,’ considering the ‘Challenge Spirit’ was also worthwhile.
If things went as I knew, I could acquire a relic.
“But before that.”
I needed to scout the city thoroughly.
Knowing what was where would allow me to prepare. It was fine—I had plenty of funds.
Clink—
The still-bulging coin pouch reassured me.
*
Clatter—Clatter—
Through a dim alleyway.
The black steed Urbos advanced with caution.
As always, the horse carrying two riders moved slowly, yet its hoofbeats were heavy and resonant.
Puff—!
Perhaps feeling grumpy, Urbos snorted loudly, only to be patted by Paile.
Then, as if dissatisfied, she grumbled, “Do we really have to go this far?”
Her companion was not the black horse but a man clad in dark armor.
Chandrafail remained silent.
He was pursuing someone.
Quellière… or rather, someone connected to her.
“I’ve thought about it, but you really are too biased, aren’t you? You should look at things besides monsters—”
“A monster hunter doesn’t let go of prey once it’s been marked.”
As her repeated nagging started again, he cut her off.
His chilling voice carried a firm conviction.
Once he marked his target, there was no abandoning it unless he lost in battle.
Not fighting properly and giving up? That was unthinkable.
Though he was earnest, Paile shot back, pouting, “Sure, that sounds cool, but are you in a position to call someone else ‘prey’?”
“What?”
“You lost to a disaster, so how do you expect to beat my sister?”
“…”
The Dark Knight fell silent.
He seemed at a loss for words, likely because she was right.
Still, he didn’t see that as a humiliation.
“Come on, answer me~!”
If anything, wasn’t it exciting?
The stronger the enemy, the greater the thrill.
He didn’t know who his parents were.
He didn’t know and didn’t need to; he had thought of himself as parentless.
From the moment he gained consciousness, he had been a Dark Knight and a monster hunter.
That was all there was to him.
He had lived all this time to see where this drive for battle and thrill would lead him.
“Hey~ Hey~ You always clam up when things don’t go your way. Is this just me, or—”
“Once.”
Suddenly, he murmured.
A woman’s icy face surfaced in his mind.
Just once.
If only he could clash with her with everything on the line, he would be satisfied no matter the outcome.
The Black Calamity was a fearsome adversary.
Even the Holy Knights had fled in terror, and it had been far beyond his own ability to handle.
A foe worthy of the title “Enemy of the World.”
When faced with that creature, what had Quellière said?
─What right do you have to be here?
─Filthy like a rotten well, lawless like a night parade of demons.
Her words were arrogant and condescending, as if looking down from above.
However, no one who heard them would have considered them mere arrogance. She exuded composure.
She had a strong conviction in herself.
And in the end, she proved herself with a power that transcended limits.
─Return to the landfill. That cursed land is your home.
Chandrafail still remembered the frost-laden venom in her words.
What if the enemy in that battle had not been the calamity, but himself?
The calamity had survived.
But he might have died.
It was something he had already accepted.
“So, Quellière… you will not be able to avoid this fight.”
In his life, had he ever faced an opponent of this magnitude?
Until this was resolved, no other monster could catch his attention.
“But, hey, mister.”
Paile, who had been puffing out her cheeks, suddenly spoke up.
“If we keep following him like this, won’t the Paladin get upset?”
She was right.
Chandrafail was currently tracking the Paladin’s trail.
The malicious energy he had planted was guiding the way.
He responded curtly.
“What does that matter?”
“It does matter! I was taught to respect the will of people, not just monsters!”
Her bold proclamation, made with her back straight, soon faltered.
“…Maybe. I don’t remember my mom and dad, but I think they would have taught me that.”
An orphan with no memory of her parents.
She had no sorrowful memories, but there were moments when loneliness crept in.
The recent battle with the Paladin had eventually been revealed to her. The impact of the fight had been impossible to conceal, so it was only natural.
“It doesn’t matter.”
The Dark Knight’s response was as indifferent as ever.
But the meaning behind his words was different.
“That’s why I spared him.”
Whatever the Paladin thought of Quellière, it was far from ordinary.
That man would likely hover around, guarding her endlessly.
In his own way, he had ensured things went as intended.
And now, like this, he was following closely behind.
There was no need to keep watch over Quellière’s every move. She would lead him to the destination on her own.
“Wow…”
Paile let out an exclamation, unsure whether it was out of incredulity or admiration.
As she fell silent, the room once again returned to stillness.
Puff—!
Only the quiet snorts of the black horse echoed through the tranquil streets.
Chapter 51 : Holy Land Chelmberd
Translator: Marctempest
Editor/Proofreader: TempWane
—
Chapter 51: Holy Land Chelmberd (3)
Sword Master Harold Grypheon.
If one were to name the most famous hero of the empire, seven out of ten would mention him.
This was because his skill and his sustained presence over a long period were undeniable.
Swordsmen from all across the continent lined up for the chance to face his blade even once.
Thus, his assistance was undoubtedly a significant asset.
Clang! Clang─!
The sporadic sound of clashing metal.
The sound of piercing air relentlessly echoed throughout the training grounds of the Crown Prince’s palace.
“Ugh······!”
The ferocity of the Sword Master’s relentless strikes mercilessly cornered the Crown Prince.
Though it was a training session with Harold and Artan, it was more akin to a sparring match.
This was due to Harold proceeding with high-intensity training as requested.
“Huff··· Huff······.”
Grinding his teeth, Artan desperately sought a way to counter even as he was driven into a corner.
Harold, effortlessly breaking through his defenses, observed him with interest.
“Are you not struggling?”
Though Harold’s training was extraordinary, for Artan, it wasn’t such a great honor.
After all, he possessed the tremendous potential of someone called a prodigy.
It was certain he would one day reach the realm of heroes.
But he was unsatisfied with that, wanting to progress faster and go farther.
“···I am fine. If anything, it feels insufficient.”
“Oh? If that’s the case.”
Artan’s defiant remark brimming with determination.
Harold, smiling faintly, displayed a little more of his skill.
······Approximately five minutes later.
Swish─!
Harold’s sword stopped right in front of Artan’s throat, marking the end of their bout.
A clear and decisive result.
Denying it would be a disgrace.
“I’ve lost.”
“You’ve worked hard. I can see you’ve improved since last time.”
During his tenure as the Crown Prince’s teacher, Harold was his mentor.
Offering respect calmly, Artan soon gave a bitter smile.
“That’s a relief, at least.”
“I’m not joking. At this pace, the day you surpass me isn’t far off.”
Harold smiled warmly, as if pleased with Artan’s growth.
As a Sword Master, his loyalty to the empire was genuine, and the Crown Prince’s advancement was gratifying.
Smiling brightly, Harold suddenly spoke as though something had come to mind.
“Bulizé delivered the message at just the right time. She’s always a sharp child.”
The topic was once again about his younger sister.
Although he often brought her up, it wasn’t a particularly welcome subject.
Artan was troubled.
“She’s wise and capable······ She wouldn’t lack anything as the empire’s queen, don’t you agree?”
“Ah··· Yes, indeed.”
Lost in praising his sister, Harold seemed oblivious to Artan’s feelings.
Harold wasn’t fully aware of the relationship between Artan and Bulizé.
More precisely, the details of their situation.
There was no way Bulizé would have mentioned it, and Harold was far too busy to notice.
“······.”
Perhaps Bulizé thought it didn’t matter what their relationship was as long as the marriage proceeded as planned.
She wasn’t wrong.
······As long as the marriage happened, that is.
“You did splendidly today, Your Highness.”
After the day’s training ended and Harold departed, Deputy Commander Hiloze approached.
A smile of pride adorned his face.
“At such a young age, you even managed to handle the Sword Master’s strikes with composure─”
“Hiloze.”
Though his words were nothing but genuine admiration, Artan paid them no mind.
If anything, the sincerity only made them more insufferable.
“How’s the task I entrusted to you?”
“···Ah.”
Hiloze quickly collected himself.
His lips parted slowly.
“Regarding the matter of the heroes, we’ve dispatched special envoys across the continent······.”
“And?”
The Crown Prince’s order to search for heroes who could aid him.
This was a result of his experiences in the Demon Realm.
One strong individual was far more useful than ten weak ones.
If he could gain the support of a renowned hero, it would be invaluable······.
“Unfortunately, there’s no news yet. My apologies.”
“···I see. That’s fine.”
Artan nodded bitterly.
It was to be expected.
Heroes weren’t exactly abundant.
He decided not to dwell on it for now and focused on the next matter.
“What about the Spirit Armor?”
“If it’s that, it’s been repaired and upgraded. We retrieved it today.”
The Spirit Armor, a masterpiece imbued with elemental resistance.
It had sustained some damage from overuse in the Snowfield, so it had been sent to Agnatz’s laboratory for repairs.
It had been a short while since then, yet the work was already complete.
The words Agnatz had spoken when Artan first went to retrieve the armor came to mind.
─Take care. The seasons are never kind to humans.
Cryptic remarks.
It seemed he knew more about Quellière than he let on.
“Prepare to depart. We’ll visit Agnatz’s lab.”
“Pardon?”
As the thought crossed his mind, Artan decided he needed to meet Agnatz.
But for some reason, Hiloze looked surprised.
Blinking in confusion, Hiloze spoke.
“Didn’t you know?”
“Know what?”
“Lord Agnatz has gone to the Holy Nation.”
“···The Holy Nation?”
Artan was dumbfounded.
What on earth was this about?
“Why suddenly go there?”
“Uh… it’s a bit long to explain, but it seems the purpose is to investigate a major incident that occurred in the Holy Nation.”
“A major incident?”
I tilted my head, mulling over the term.
I had been holed up in the Crown Prince’s palace, focused solely on training for a while.
As a result, I hadn’t caught up on the latest hot topics.
“They say the Black Calamity descended right in the middle of the Holy Nation.”
“······What?”
“And then a saint stepped forward and······.”
As more details of the rumor spilled from Hiloze’s mouth, Artan’s expression grew increasingly twisted.
His jaw gradually dropped until the story reached its climax.
“The characteristics of the saint are─”
“······!”
A look of shock spread across Artan’s face.
*
Chelmburd was a prosperous city.
Accompanied by Nell, I visited various places in the sacred ground to use their services.
Though I couldn’t enter the grand temple or cathedral since they weren’t open to everyone, I gathered useful information at the library and noted some renowned restaurants and quality inns.
Nell, unusually proactive, recommended a hot spring, but it was closed, so we couldn’t go.
“Ahhh······.”
“Don’t be too disappointed.”
“······Still, I wanted to see it.”
The sight of her red hair drooping left an impression.
“What?”
“Oh?! That’s······ nothing.”
Anyway, it wasn’t just a leisurely time.
While using the facilities, I observed people’s appearances, conversations, and attitudes closely.
Surprisingly, I learned a lot and was able to grasp the general atmosphere of Chelmburd.
And today.
After the streets had been cleaned, it was the day of the Cathedral Challenge Ritual.
People had gathered around the cathedral to hear the preliminary explanation, and we were among them.
“It’s crowded.”
“Indeed.”
As Nell said, people were everywhere.
Not only were there numerous challengers for the ritual, but there were also twice as many spectators.
The challengers all wore veils or flashy ceremonial robes, making my robed appearance feel out of place.
Where had the humility of believers gone?
“Wow. Do these people have a lot of money─”
“Isn’t that Lucia, the Chief Priest, over there?”
At that moment, I overheard a voice nearby.
It was a whisper between two believers in the challenger’s area, like us.
“That’s her. Wasn’t she active in La Pernia?”
“It seems she came after hearing about the mass······ She’s bound to take at least one of these.”
The subject of their serious whispers was a woman diagonally across from us. She was fully dressed in ceremonial robes with a veil.
Lucia, wearing a mysterious smile, seemed quite famous and was drawing a lot of attention.
“Yes, that’s her. How could she miss a mass after so long as the ‘Chief’ Priest?”
“Magic and divine power? Both are necessary, right? Well, I’m confident in both.”
“Not really. Since each challenger can only attempt once, I can only take one at most······.”
······Her tone, however, was a bit arrogant.
In simpler terms, she was insufferable.
Though I suppose I shouldn’t be the one to talk.
“Let’s avoid the room she’s going to.”
“Good idea.”
The whispers between the believers continued.
Lucia Uvelina.
From what I heard, she was a talented Chief Priest from La Pernia.
It was natural for skilled individuals to attend a mass like this.
I decided it was nothing special and shifted my attention away.
But the murmurs from beside me tickled my ears.
“What’s the big deal. Worrying about people like her isn’t worth it······.”
Nell chuckled, her expression unusually ominous.
It was a disdainful smirk, as if mocking something trivial.
I blinked in confusion.
“What’s going on?”
Was she that confident in her own abilities?
It made sense. Even though Nell couldn’t wield divine power, the purity of her mana was overwhelming for a human.
Though still not as good as me.
At that moment, a loud voice rang out from above.
“Thank you all for coming!”
Everyone tilted their heads up.
Atop the archway, a priest overseeing the event looked down at the crowd and began explaining.
“The Challenge Ritual is one of the Holy Nation’s traditional ceremonies. This time, the cathedral serves as the trial site. Faith in the Lord remains the most important aspect, so approach it as you usually would.”
─Your piety and divine power, honed over time, will be put to the test.
After rambling on like this for ten minutes, the main point finally came.
“The rules are simple. As challengers, you will each choose one room from the cathedral. The goal is to be chosen by the relic placed in that room.”
The gist was straightforward.
The challengers perked up their ears attentively.
“You only get one chance to challenge. This time, since it’s a special day, there are a total of nine relics, but the rule of one attempt remains unchanged.”
I felt both surprise and regret.
Nine relics. That was an unusually high number.
However, it was disappointing that they were relics and not holy artifacts.
“Additionally······ as many of you hope, if you succeed, you may keep the relic.”
As those anticipated words spilled out, the believers’ eyes sparkled.
“This has been approved by the three High Priests. Being chosen by a relic signifies that you will become a pillar of the Holy Nation in the future. If you succeed, please use it well.”
The challengers, filled with anticipation, exchanged glances while murmuring. The priest, smiling brightly, suddenly leapt down to the ground.
─Let’s begin.
He spoke again.
The buzz of the crowd quieted, and the challengers were led toward the cathedral under his guidance.
“It’s simpler than I thought.”
We were no different.
I replied to Nell’s words.
“The explanation makes sense.”
“Will the trial be difficult?”
“Probably.”
Most people would find it so.
Nell scratched her cheek with a peculiar expression.
“But somehow, I ended up following you to take on this challenge.”
“Yeah.”
“It feels… strange. Like I don’t belong here.”
“Why?”
“I’m a vampire. Don’t vampires hate the divine? Won’t the relic outright reject me?”
I rolled my eyes.
Come to think of it, vampires and cathedrals didn’t align well in terms of imagery.
But it didn’t matter.
“They won’t reject you.”
After all, divine power was ultimately derived from mana.
It was good to have, but with exceptional mana, it wasn’t absolutely necessary.
Even if most people couldn’t manage, Nell was a second character, so she was in a different league.
“If you say so······ I guess that’s how it is.”
While chatting, we arrived at the cathedral hall.
The ritual would take place across two floors, with five rooms on the first floor and four on the second.
The number matched the number of relics exactly.
The interior, prepared for this day, was clean and antique.
“There are pamphlets available over here. Please refer to them when choosing a room.”
The guide pointed to a stack of thin pamphlets, detailing the types and characteristics of the relics.
I stopped Nell, who was heading in that direction.
“Wait.”
“Huh? Why?”
“Follow me.”
I moved to a secluded corner out of sight.
Nell followed quickly, looking puzzled.
“Quellière.”
“Cover me here.”
My expression was serious.
With an unexpectedly large crowd gathered, it was necessary to be more discreet.
“Uh… Oh, got it!”
She tilted her head in confusion but quickly nodded.
After checking my surroundings, I removed my hood.
Then,
Whoosh─
My silvery-blue hair, like stardust, spilled down.
Holding the hair tie in my mouth, I grabbed my hair and tied it up.
“···Hmm.”
I wasn’t very skilled at this familiar task.
Still, tying it up would make me less conspicuous. I quickly gathered my hair and tied it in one go.
Afterward, I swiftly pulled my hood back on.
Hopefully, no one had seen me.
“Good work.”
I sighed and expressed my gratitude.
But no response came.
“Nell.”
“······.”
When I looked at her, she wore a vacant expression.
She was staring blankly at my face, as if in a trance.
“···Huh?”
Strangely, Nell occasionally acted like this.
Even after calling her a few more times without a response, I moved ahead first. Only after picking up a pamphlet did Nell approach.
“Relics have a faint will of their own.”
“···Ahem. How can one be chosen?”
“Just as it sounds. They simply have to like you.”
Mana was the absolute determining factor for that evaluation.
I flipped through the pamphlet while squinting.
Relics were of a lower grade than holy artifacts.
If I wanted to take something good, I’d need to choose carefully······.
Skipping over things useless or unnecessary for me.
When I turned to the final page, something caught my eye.
“Talisman of Dawn.”
Seeing its name sparked a bit of excitement.
I was familiar with the item.
It had significant drawbacks but was a powerful treasure in itself.
Its origin and history were all meticulously recorded.
“···Three hundred years ago.”
It was a fairly old artifact.
It had been created and used by the Saintess of Dawn, Filena Trandiad, during her time.
“What’s this? It’s in Room 9?”
“Yeah.”
“Are you picking this one? It’s the hardest room······ Oh, well. Sure.”
Since it was the only useful item, I had no other choice.
I shot a glance at Nell, who made a strange, amused noise.
“What about you? Have you decided?”
“Uh, yeah. I’m going with this. Room 3, ‘Rosary of the Holy Image.'”
“Why?”
I wondered what criteria she used to choose.
Her answer came with a playful smile.
“The effects sound appealing. It cleanses the body and clears the skin. That means it improves circulation, right?”
“······.”
A simple reason, but it was enough of a motive.
After all, ordinary relics didn’t suit someone like her.
“Probably.”
After nodding, we temporarily parted ways.
Room 9 was on the second floor, while Room 3 was on the first.
Unless something unexpected happened, we’d meet up again soon, each carrying our chosen relic.
“Hmm······.”
The inside of the cathedral was noisy and chaotic.
With so many people, maintaining perfect order seemed impossible.
Perhaps it was only because they were clergy who followed the divine that things weren’t worse.
I lowered my head and climbed the stairs.
I had hoped to avoid anyone, but I sensed a presence nearby.
Reflexively turning, I saw a woman.
“······.”
She was someone I recognized.
To be precise, I only knew her face.
Lucia Uvelina, the Chief Priest.
The woman I had seen during the preliminary explanation was staring intently at me.
When our eyes met, she spoke.
“You’re heading to the second floor?”
“Yeah.”
It was unexpected, and I was a bit flustered, but thanks to the Snow Maiden’s traits, the answer came out smoothly.
It was a bit curt and cold, but nothing unusual.
“···Yeah?! Yeah, you say?”
It seemed her reaction was different as someone hearing me for the first time.
Her eyes twitched, but Lucia pressed on.
“Which room are you challenging?”
“What’s it to you?”
“You need to keep an eye on your competition, don’t you?”
Her lips curved into a sly smile.
It was an abrupt remark.
“Competition.”
“Yes. If you’re not sure, take a look at your outfit.”
“My outfit.”
At her words, I glanced down.
A dark-colored robe.
I thought there was nothing about it that stood out.
But Lucia, interpreting my gaze differently, nodded.
“This challenge ritual is an opportunity to elevate oneself as clergy. The tradition and ceremony aren’t as important as that.”
“Is that so.”
“Yes. That’s why, like birds preening their feathers, everyone tried to appear as dignified as possible. The more attention they garner, the better their chances.”
Now that she mentioned it, it sounded plausible.
I could guess what she was implying.
“But you’ve concealed yourself entirely with a robe. Doesn’t that mean you must be quite famous?”
“······.”
Her sharp deduction left me speechless.
Was she a detective?
I hadn’t intended to draw any attention, so perhaps that mindset had shown on the surface.
After all, I was here solely to obtain a relic or a holy artifact.
“Well··· I’m not much different from you. I don’t particularly seek attention. But I wouldn’t go as far as wearing a robe.”
Smiling faintly, she gave me a once-over as if finishing her point.
Then she casually remarked.
“It’s cumbersome, isn’t it? Don’t you think?”
Lucia waited for my reaction, standing still.
I simply blinked silently.
What was this?
Was she picking a fight?
This felt childish; there was no need to indulge her.
“True. Take care.”
“···What?”
Coolly ignoring her, I continued climbing the stairs.
From behind, I heard her startled voice.
“Wait, seriously? You’re just leaving like that?!”
You’re not supposed to feed people like that.
Walking briskly, I passed some dejected challengers.
It seemed they had failed.
With no second chances, all they could do was leave the cathedral.
Perhaps due to the weight of failure, the believers looked gloomy, but I remained composed.
Soon, I arrived at the platinum door.
The entrance to Room 9 had fewer challengers compared to the other rooms.
“Because of the difficulty?”
It seemed most had compromised and moved on.
That was probably the smart choice.
As I thought this, I heard rough breathing nearby.
“Hah··· Whew. We’re in the same place, it seems.”
“···Looks like it.”
“Let’s do our best.”
Lucia wore a challenging smile.
Yet her eyes didn’t reflect any amusement.
What a tiresome way to live.
“Go ahead.”
I let her go first, thinking she’d keep chattering behind me if I didn’t.
The order didn’t really matter anyway.
From what I’d heard, Chief Priest Lucia excelled in divine power, but this relic didn’t require much of it.
And with confidence like hers, she deserved at least one attempt.
“Failure···! That’s impossible.”
“How could it not even react?!”
While waiting, failures piled up.
The relatively short line was thinning rapidly.
Lucia’s expression stiffened slightly.
It seemed she was getting nervous as her turn approached.
“Those who just entered, please stand here.”
Once we stepped into the grand interior, a priest appeared to guide us.
There was a separate waiting area to avoid distracting those attempting the trial.
Standing there, I took in the holy inner sanctum, its sacredness almost palpable.
In the center stood an altar.
On it lay what resembled a Western-style talisman.
That must be the relic of Room 9, the Talisman of Dawn.
“I-I’ll take the challenge!”
This time, a man with short hair stepped forward.
Clearly nervous, he awkwardly extended his hand toward the talisman.
He hesitated, wavering as if testing the waters, before swallowing dryly.
With a quick motion, he grabbed it and poured out his mana.
Suddenly, a brilliant yellow light burst forth─
······The light was faint, like a firefly.
“······Uh, excuse me. This is… um.”
“You have failed.”
“Y-Yes, of course. I figured as much. Haha······.”
The man, who had been laughing awkwardly, scurried out of the inner sanctum. His teary eyes lingered in my memory.
Scenes like this repeated several more times.
Though they were skilled believers in their own right, the standards of the relic were exceedingly strict, leaving them no chance.
After a buzz-cut man failed, it was finally,
Lucia Uvelina’s turn.
“Lucia. Chief Priest Lucia Uvelina.”
“The real deal is here. Let’s see how this goes······.”
She seemed oblivious to the murmurs of the priests as she closed her eyes.
Perhaps a ritual of hers, she stood still for a moment before stepping toward the altar.
A gulp slid down her throat.
Taking a deep breath, she extended her hand.
“I’ll take the challenge.”
After boldly declaring, she grabbed the talisman.
Hesitating briefly, she quickly infused it with mana.
Fwoosh─
The trial was simple.
As with obtaining the catalyst before, one only needed to channel their mana into it.
Most artifacts operated on mana.
However, despite the simplicity of the method, gaining acceptance was exceedingly difficult.
“Oh··· Ohhh···!”
“This… this might actually work······!”
The rumors about her divine power training seemed to be true.
Lucia was partially acknowledged.
The glowing light emanating from the talisman, enough to awe the priests, was proof of her efforts.
Her expression brightened.
“It worked! It worked! Now I can······ Ah!?”
But it soon darkened.
Just like her changing expression, the talisman’s light flared briefly before extinguishing.
The flickering embers dimmed and went out.
It was a failure.
“···Ahem. So that’s how it ends.”
“You have failed, Priest Lucia.”
The priests’ voices were as firm as the talisman’s will.
Yet Lucia did not leave.
Clenching her fists, she trembled with frustration and then shouted.
“─Something is wrong here!”
“Pardon?”
“This doesn’t make sense! How can it be this strict?”
Her voice cracked with anger, clearly upset.
She stormed down the steps, confronting the priests.
“This is ridiculous! Do you know how I became Chief Priest? There’s no way I would receive such a poor reaction.”
“Uh··· Priest Lucia. Please calm down─”
“How can I stay calm?! Is anyone even capable of succeeding with this?”
The priests were flustered as they tried to pacify her. It seemed they hadn’t anticipated such a tantrum in the cathedral.
I watched blankly before walking quietly forward.
Since it was my turn next, there was no reason to hesitate.
“···Hmm.”
I picked up the talisman and stared at it.
Artifacts and relics often displayed a kind of will, akin to a connoisseur’s taste.
They were extremely particular about mana and the person wielding it.
I couldn’t tell exactly what this relic sought.
But there was something nearly all spirits—and artifacts—commonly favored.
“Pure mana.”
And, “according to the setting,” my mana was phenomenally pure, like a phenomenon in itself.
While this didn’t guarantee power capacity or usability, it was advantageous in situations like these.
In essence, the quality of my mana was unlike the norm.
The issue was, I didn’t know what might happen.
“What could possibly go wrong?”
It was just a simple trial, and it wasn’t even a holy artifact, only a relic.
Shaking my head, I channeled my mana without hesitation.
I only expected perhaps double or triple the effect of the previous attempts.
But the outcome was vastly different.
With a deafening roar, light erupted as if an explosion had occurred.
─────!
The surrounding noise vanished in an instant.
The blinding roar of the light engulfed the hall entirely.
Squinting against the brightness, I frowned slightly.
Thankfully, the overwhelming radiance began to subside, leaving only a gentle glow behind.
“······!”
That gentle glow.
It took the form of a woman.
The will of the relic······ or perhaps it would be more accurate to call her a spirit.
─Such purity······ such beauty······.
Filena Trandiad.
She spoke to me.
─Oh perfect being······ please grant us your aid······.
My eyes widened in astonishment.
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Chapter 52: Holy Night
Paaaat─!
At the same time Quellière was chosen by the relic.
There was someone observing the cathedral from a dimly lit corner of the outskirts.
A bald man cloaked in black robes.
“······!”
The Seventh Apostle, Bringle.
He was literally astounded by the awe-inspiring light emanating from the cathedral.
“What on earth is this!”
The brilliant rays pierced through the inner walls and spilled beyond the cathedral.
It was unthinkable.
Even if the ritual succeeded, such a phenomenon shouldn’t occur.
At most, it should just produce a small glow as the relic’s ownership was transferred.
That was supposed to be the entirety of the trial.
“Then what is this dreadful light!”
It was a beam infused with excessive divine power.
For an ordinary person, it was merely a blinding light, but to Bringle, it was deeply ominous.
Fortunately, the anomaly soon subsided, and the light faded away.
However, amidst the persistent confusion, he muttered.
“···Someone is behind this.”
Various traditions of the Holy Kingdom, including the trial, were not immune to interference from the Dark Holy Society.
It was an opportunity to identify or eliminate outstanding candidates, or even steal the relic.
Of course, the cathedral had measures in place to counter terrorism, but Bringle was on standby, seeking any openings to exploit.
He had been ready to respond at any moment, but never imagined such a thing would occur.
“Could it be······.”
As his shock began to fade, doubt sprouted in its place.
The massive light earlier.
Since the ritual was ongoing, that explosive phenomenon at the far end of the cathedral must have been caused by the challenger.
However, it wasn’t something an ordinary priest or cleric could achieve.
It was nothing short of a miracle, yet······ one person suddenly came to mind.
“···Has that woman moved again?”
The most feared adversary of the Dark Holy Society at present.
The one who drove away the Black Calamity, and the one who had once defeated Bringle himself.
If it were her, such a feat would be simple.
If that were the case, this was not an issue he could handle alone.
First, he needed to report to the Society and secure reinforcements.
“It’s humiliating, but it can’t be helped. Just wait a moment─ Ugh!”
As he gritted his teeth and turned to leave, he hit his forehead against something and fell over.
A mix of pain and confusion engulfed him.
What was that?
There shouldn’t have been anything behind him.
He frowned and looked up.
“Apostle of calamity.”
Past the white greaves and sturdy breastplate.
A templar adorned entirely in radiant silver armor, complete with a helm and mace—a perfect specimen of a holy knight.
Bringle’s eyes widened in a daze.
“Where do you think you’re going?”
Paladin Dewade.
He raised his mace and asked indifferently, looking down on him with cold detachment.
*
At the center of the room, a noble light dominated the space.
It exuded the energy of divine power, distinctly different from magic.
It was not my innate power.
The Snow Maiden race has no connection to divine power.
This was merely the relic’s power.
“······.”
Filena Trandiad, the Saintess of Dawn.
Although revered as a saint, she had no talent for divine power.
To compensate for that shortcoming, she had created the “Talisman of Dawn.”
One of its functions was to convert mana into divine power.
Judging by this ability alone, it seemed quite useful, but it had numerous flaws, making it not entirely ideal.
Anyway.
─Like winter’s mystery······ May I ask your name?
The problem lay with Filena’s apparition that now appeared before me.
She shimmered like a spirit of light, exuding an aura of purity.
Even in the elemental dungeon, when I infused mana, the will of the spirits had manifested.
What kind of sensation does my mana give to these beings?
“Quellière.”
I was quite surprised by Filena’s appearance, though she herself seemed less so.
She gazed at me with an admiring yet burdensome look.
─Quellière······ An unfamiliar name.
“You are Filena Trandiad.”
─That’s correct. It’s an honor to be recognized.
“An honor, you say.”
How grandiose.
In any case, I had a rough idea about her.
She was too ancient a figure to appear in the main story, but records mentioned her here and there.
My diligence in reading the lore compendium paid off.
“You died three hundred years ago.”
─Ah··· Yes.
Her expression darkened.
I didn’t mind and delved deeper into my memory.
“The enemy of the world, the Black Calamity. Three hundred years ago, there was a battle against it, wasn’t there?”
─That’s right. That loathsome entity always······.
“At that time, many saints were mobilized to stop the creature invading the northern Astar. You were among them.”
As I reminisced, more and more details surfaced.
Though this was common knowledge to most people in the Holy Kingdom today, I felt proud of my memory.
The reason I brought this up was that I had a hunch about her request.
A desperate plea for help.
Perhaps fueled by her earnestness, Filena began recounting her story.
─The battle three hundred years ago······ The enemy we faced wasn’t the Calamity itself but its minions.
“Minions?”
─Yes. Grotesque beasts mimicking various livestock like pigs, snakes, and rats, as well as predators like wolves and tigers······ All of them were massive.
My eyes slightly widened.
The identity of those creatures was crystal clear.
Lesser gods.
They were undoubtedly those infamous monsters.
─The beasts were formidable adversaries, possessing trace divine power. In the end, I too was called to God’s side.
How had Mahabharata managed to command the lesser gods like minions?
If there was a possibility, it might involve the Obelisk in the west.
Perhaps it misused the power of the only divine relic it had seized.
By now, Filena seemed accustomed to discussing her death; her expression was calm.
But when she uttered her next words, her face darkened.
─I have no regrets about that. I fulfilled my duty. The warriors who fought alongside me would likely feel the same. However, a problem has arisen.
“A problem?”
─Yes. My body enshrined in the sanctuary······ or rather, my remains have undergone a horrifying transformation. They’ve become an unsettling abomination, a ghastly wraith.
Finally, the main topic emerged.
I listened intently with calm eyes.
─Could it be the result of some unholy power being manifested? It may not just be me. Other saints······ Perhaps even the believers buried in the tombs may have been affected.
“That’s likely.”
─Yes. To dare disturb the rest of the martyrs, they deserve divine punishment. The sanctuary, and even the tombs, must have already suffered widespread damage. The situation had progressed beyond the point of prevention.
Filena’s eyes, which had expressed hatred, soon trembled with fear.
─······If left unchecked, something terrible will happen. The dead within the coffins have remained still, as if they were hiding. But recently, they’ve begun showing signs of movement.
“Filena.”
─The time for them to act is approaching. Someone is scheming something sinister. Until now, I had no way to inform anyone, but Quellière, your presence has given me this opportunity. So please······!
“I already know.”
Her voice was urgent, but there was no need for me to panic.
I had come to Chelmburd for precisely that reason.
Clavia, too, was a bothersome enemy to me.
Filena blinked her innocent eyes.
─Pardon?
“Soon, the sanctuary will be opened.
At that time, the coffins buried in the sanctuary will be brought outside.”
It was a ritual meant to honor the saints and remember their deeds.
The Dark Path forces would undoubtedly target that moment.
─······No!
Her eyes widened.
It seemed she had missed such a simple hypothesis.
─How could this be······ A great catastrophe will occur! If left alone, truly···!
“I already said I know.”
At that moment, Filena’s form wavered greatly.
The radiance of the light surrounding her began to fade.
─────!
The will manifested before me couldn’t last long.
Especially since it was the will of a relic, not a holy artifact—it was nearing its end.
Filena, who understood this better than anyone, spoke with even more urgency.
─Please, please help! If left unattended, the Day of Blessings will turn into a hellish nightmare···!
“I’ll handle it.”
─If it’s you······ Pardon?!
“Don’t make a fuss and rest peacefully.”
My words were half-sincere.
Even in death, she was still concerned about the well-being of others.
She was truly a saint.
This much comfort should be fine.
─······.
She looked at me with a mix of daze and disbelief, then trembled as if she had realized something.
Tears of gratitude streamed down her cheeks.
─Thank you so much······ Now I can rest in peace.
As a faint smile graced her lips, a brilliant flash of light erupted.
Filena’s gradually fading form disappeared like a mirage.
“She’s gone.”
I let out a sigh with a complicated expression.
Even if it was due to pure mana, having someone of her stature look up to me felt overwhelming.
It was burdensome, to say the least.
Anyway, all that remained in my hands was the relic, now devoid of will.
With this, the ritual was a success.
Now, I just needed to return.
“””······!”””
Once the light subsided and my vision returned, I could properly survey my surroundings.
The priests were almost dumbfounded, their faces pale, and Lucia’s expression was similar.
“Ah.”
I belatedly realized something.
How I must have appeared in their eyes.
This was a problem.
*
Out of nowhere, the will of the relic had manifested.
Though the voice had been conveyed telepathically and couldn’t be heard, the spirit’s appearance had been vivid.
“···The Saintess of Dawn!”
The form of Filena Trandiad was described exactly as in historical texts, as if she had stepped out of them.
Lucia stared at the saint with shocked eyes.
What on earth was happening?
The manifestation of a will······ She had only heard of it but was seeing it for the first time.
So this was truly possible.
“The saint herself appeared···!”
“Did the faint will remaining in the relic react?!
But no matter how you think about it······.”
The astonishment wasn’t hers alone.
Even the priests, who had witnessed countless miracles, murmured in disbelief.
“······.”
Lucia, unable to even shift her gaze, trembled slightly as her eyes wandered from Filena to the woman in the robe.
The only challenger who had covered herself entirely.
Her assumption that such a peculiar appearance stemmed from confidence had been correct.
However.
“···She did the same thing as me.”
All she did was grab the relic and infuse it with mana.
Yet the result was on a completely different level.
Not just the brilliant light but even the saint’s will had been manifested.
Was it really true that she did the same thing?
Then where did this difference come from?
“Moreover, it wasn’t even a holy artifact but a relic······.”
Relics were far inferior to holy artifacts in authority.
The will they could leave behind was so faint that once manifested, it would disappear entirely.
Even though it wasn’t the actual being but merely its will, it was a fearsome occurrence.
For it to appear meant it had resolved to vanish—it wouldn’t happen unless it was for an incredibly significant matter.
“That woman···?”
Lucia stared at the robed woman whose name she still didn’t know.
She seemed to be conversing with the spirit, but the pervasive light and noise made it hard to hear.
Is that woman truly such an important figure?
To the point where the Saintess, who never even glanced at my mana, would personally appear?
“…But that’s a face I’ve never seen before.”
Her appearance was unforgettable at first sight, yet I was certain I had never seen her before.
In contrast, I was widely known as the head priest of La Phernia.
Lucia had been recognized for her natural talent since childhood, catching the eye of a renowned high priest.
From the moment she entered the temple, she had endured rigorous training to cultivate her faith.
Until now, that is.
In her not-so-short life, she had never fallen behind anyone like this.
As she bit her lip, stewing in complex emotions,
“Ah…!”
Filena’s form began to shimmer and fade.
The last vestiges of her willpower were almost entirely spent.
A fleeting encounter with a deceased Saintess.
When Lucia let out a sound of regret, something even more miraculous occurred.
─────!
Tears, as if moved by something, trickled down the Saintess’ cheeks.
Filena smiled as though genuinely relieved, and then faded away.
That image was etched vividly into everyone’s minds.
“─What.”
What had I just witnessed?
Struck again by the shock, Lucia froze as if she had seen Medusa.
The room returned to normal, but the reactions of the followers were far from ordinary.
*
All eyes in the suddenly silent chamber were on me.
“Well.”
It was to be expected.
I nodded and tucked the Talisman of Dawn into my arms.
No one could dispute that it now belonged to me.
Immediately, I fled outside.
“Challenger!”
In the end, acting quickly always proved to be right.
The priests, who had been frozen with blank expressions, scrambled to chase after me.
“Please wait!”
“Who are you, Challenger?! And what did you discuss with Saintess Filena─”
I ignored all their words.
There was no reason for me to answer.
There was no stopping the outbreak of the undead now.
Revealing this news would only heighten the enemy’s alertness.
And my identity would be exposed as well.
The damage could still be minimized.
I had even acquired a weapon to subdue the undead, so the outlook was positive.
“Hey, you there!”
Just then, a particularly shrill voice pierced my ears.
Head Priest Lucia Uvelina.
In her urgency, she pushed aside the priests and pursued me.
“Wait, wait a moment! Stop right there! Let’s talk!”
“I have nothing to say.”
Unconsciously, I picked up my pace.
Maybe because of my light weight, my body moved as effortlessly as a feather.
In an instant, I passed the stairs and reached the first-floor hall.
There in the center was Nell, looking around.
“Quellière! …Huh?”
She was fiddling with a rosary, but upon seeing me, she raised her hand in delight.
However, her expression quickly turned puzzled.
Of course, there were quite a few people following me.
I didn’t have time to explain in detail.
“Nell.”
“Uh, yeah. Those people over there─”
“Hold them off.”
“…Huh?”
After making the brief request, I used transformation magic to pass through the front door.
Nell, who had tilted her head in confusion, instantly understood and blocked the pursuers.
“What’s the meaning of this? Get out of the way! Challenger! Challengerrrr…!”
“You can’t pass.”
“Who are you?! Don’t you know who I am?! I’m Head Priest Lucia─ugh! Let go of me!”
“I don’t know. Anyway, you can’t pass.”
Herculean strength drawn from the power of the True Ancestor was impossible to ignore.
Lucia and the priests struggled against Nell’s immovable resistance, which bought me plenty of time.
“…Phew.”
Before I knew it, the cathedral was far behind me, visible only as a distant silhouette.
I had reached a secluded area with few people.
Having twisted my route several times, it would be hard for them to track me.
The moment I let out a shallow sigh, footsteps sounded nearby.
“Quellière!”
“…Nell.”
You found me well.
While I silently marveled, Nell, with her hair in disarray, asked,
“What just happened?”
“This.”
Instead of explaining, I showed her the talisman.
Her eyes widened.
“Is that…!”
“I made a small mistake.”
“Ah, I see.”
It was a roundabout way of saying I ran into trouble while obtaining the relic.
Yet Nell accepted it surprisingly quickly.
“Well, it can’t be helped.”
“You’re not curious about anything else?”
“No.”
She didn’t ask further questions.
If she didn’t need an explanation, that suited me just fine.
As I observed her appearance, which suggested she’d been in a fight, my gaze settled on one spot.
A rosary of the same color.
“Is that the Saintess’ rosary?”
“Mm? Oh, this? Yeah, it seems to like me.”
“I see.”
It made sense.
Even with low divine power, it was still a playable character.
From the church’s perspective, two unexpected successful candidates had suddenly fled.
Somehow, I felt a little sorry.
“Let’s head back.”
“Alright.”
Even so, since we followed the rules, I walked with confidence.
Nell, walking beside me, tilted her head slightly.
“But where are we going? Do we have a destination?”
Now that I thought about it, I hadn’t explained the undead situation in detail to her.
She probably didn’t know the schedule after the trial.
I explained it to her casually.
“Yes, we do.”
“Where?”
“The Hall of Saints.”
Before tackling the task ahead, I needed to gather information about Filena and the other saints.
The Hall was the perfect place for that.
The final preparations before opening the sanctuary would follow afterward.
*
At a dead-end in the back alley,
Bringle, with a shattered shoulder, was kneeling and gasping for breath.
The robe adorned with fire insignias was torn to shreds, and his sweat-drenched bald head gleamed noticeably.
“…You wretch!”
His luck had been terrible.
A formidable opponent, the Paladin, had been aiding Quellière, and by sheer misfortune, he had crossed their radar.
He had fought hard, but the result was defeat.
It was so clear that there was no room for denial.
The life of the “human” Bringle now hung by a thread.
“How does it feel, Apostle of Calamity?”
“…What are you talking about?”
“This is the end for one who has sown endless evil. Did you think your vile claws would ever reach him?”
“…Gah.”
Grinding his teeth to the point of breaking, Bringle was met with the mocking gaze of Dewade.
Uncharacteristically, Dewade felt good.
No, ever since meeting Quellière, his days had been increasingly fulfilling, but today felt particularly so.
He had the chance to offer a truly worthy sacrifice.
“Goddess, today I shall offer a fragment of the continent’s shadow to you…”
With his heart pounding fiercely and his nerves alight,
The Paladin’s mace slashed through the air with sharp precision.
A flash of silver light swept past,
─Thunk!
And a lifeless corpse collapsed in its wake.
After observing it briefly, Dewade offered a silent prayer.
The moment he turned his back,
─────!
An eerie, dreadful noise emanated from deep within, shaking him to his core.
The Paladin turned to see the source, his eyes wide open.
“…!”
The corpse engulfed in fierce flames was rising.
Larger, more grotesque than before, it was now a horrific decaying ghoul.
Though he had cut down countless remnants of the heretics before, this was a first.
Realizing something, Dewade murmured.
“The Apostles of Calamity… were all undead?”
The undead, beings that should not exist.
Could their allegiance to the black calamity be connected to this?
As he raised his mace, the ghoul spewed violent flames.
Kieeeeeeek─!
The attack was ferocious but not enough to faze the Paladin.
As he moved to counter, a sudden sharp pain forced him to retreat.
“…Tch.”
A throbbing rib.
It was the spot wounded by the Sword Demon.
How utterly useless and annoying.
Kieeek─ Kehack─!
Taking advantage of the brief respite, the flaming ghoul escaped across the rooftops.
Clicking his tongue, Dewade immediately pushed off the ground in pursuit.
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Chapter 53: Holy Night (2)
······A few days ago.
The garden of Grypheon’s ducal residence.
In that place, lush with neatly trimmed greenery and vibrant flowers, a man and a woman stood on the terrace.
It was Bulizé and the Crown Prince Artan, who had come at her invitation.
A gentle breeze swirled around the resting spot designed for taking in the natural scenery.
Bulizé asked Artan, who was seated before her.
“How are the lessons with my brother?”
“Flawless. As expected of the Sword Master.”
A response without hesitation.
It was no mere formality.
Bulizé took a sip of her tea with a fresh expression.
“Is that so? He won’t go easy on you.”
“That’s what I wanted.”
Just a casual exchange of pleasantries as childhood friends.
Artan thought today’s meeting would be no different from usual.
“Hmm.”
Bulizé’s green hair fluttered in the breeze as she gazed at the clear clouds.
The Crown Prince recalled the rumors he had been dwelling on recently.
─The black calamity that appeared was defeated by a mysterious saintess.
─A mysterious saintess?
─From what I heard, the saintess was a peerless beauty wearing an exotic outfit in shades of blue and white. Additionally, she had uniquely distinct hair…
The more he heard about the saintess’s features, the more one woman came to mind.
Quellière.
There was no one else it could be but her.
No, it couldn’t make sense if it wasn’t her.
Who else but that woman could vanquish such a calamity?
─It’s just a rumor, so don’t take it too seriously. Even I can’t tell what’s truth or falsehood.
Hiloze had said this sheepishly, but it was likely all true.
The incident itself was so implausible that, paradoxically, it inspired belief.
If it were nothing but baseless rumors, Agnatz wouldn’t have gone there in the first place.
“···Quellière.”
Artan narrowed his eyes slightly.
Given who she was, such an achievement might not seem surprising… yet he was still astonished.
Perhaps because he was merely human.
At the same time, concern bubbled up within him.
No matter how extraordinary she was, her opponent had been a calamity.
Could she have been hurt somehow?
“Who’s worrying about whom?”
If Quellière saw him like this, she might have clicked her tongue.
The words telling him to focus on strengthening himself still rang clear in his mind.
Even so, he was growing stronger.
If he honed himself further and utilized the improved Spirit Armor, he might, just might, break through the Snowfield.
“Artan.”
A clear voice jolted him from his thoughts.
Bulizé, who had turned her gaze on him at some point, spoke.
“About our marriage.”
“···What?”
He flinched slightly at the unwelcome topic.
It was a subject neither of them had felt the need to bring up before.
“I think it’s time we finalized the details.”
“······!”
“And paid a formal visit to Father.”
The blow struck him like a hammer.
It took all his superhuman patience to maintain his composure.
Why now, all of a sudden?
Even for her, it wasn’t something she would desire.
“Father… You used that term?”
“It’s not something I often say, but what can I do? If I can’t avoid it, I might as well face it.”
“······.”
By “Father,” she meant the Emperor, who was also Artan’s father.
It was unusual for her to use such a direct expression.
He gazed intently into Bulizé’s eyes.
Her pupils were sharp beyond measure.
What had happened, and what decision had she made?
He couldn’t know.
Even if he found out, it would be meaningless.
After taking a moment to organize his thoughts, Artan spoke hesitantly.
“I’ll think about it.”
“Alright. Think it through carefully.”
The conversation then came to an end.
Bulizé sipped her tea, and he raised his cup as well.
He stifled a sigh that had almost slipped out.
“···Hmm.”
Instead, he quelled the turbulence within himself and reflected on his inner thoughts.
What would be the right thing to do?
For himself, the empire, memories of the past, the present, the Crown Prince, the Emperor, Bulizé, the Grypheon duchy, and… one woman.
Strangely enough, his thoughts returned to the starting point.
─Don’t try to face me. I don’t have time to spare for you.
The chillingly cold words brushed against his heart.
She had always acted aloof, as if turning her back on the world, exuding a sarcastic air.
That, he understood.
If she were the Winter Goddess, it wouldn’t be strange if she had grown disillusioned with humans and the world.
But then why had she defeated the calamity?
If she despised humanity, there would have been no reason for her to do so.
“Time… There’s no time…”
No time, no time, she had said.
Could these words truly have come from an absolute being?
Come to think of it, her presence on the mortal plane and her expectation of someone as young as him was odd.
Moreover, there were the sinister black figures who had been pursuing her relentlessly for the past ten years.
Artan felt a tinge of anxiety.
It was as if some powerful current was fiercely swirling.
“Bulizé.”
With a subdued gaze, he finally opened his mouth.
The topic was obvious.
“The tea is fragrant.”
“Oh, is it? I’m glad. It’s a specialty from our territory.”
“Somehow, it was a product of the Grypheon Duchy.”
The idle chatter continued without pause.
Bulizé smiled lightly, while Artan remained stoic and stiff.
He removed his mask earlier than she did.
“You should introduce it to the capital.”
“We’ve just started distributing it.”
In truth, Artan had made considerable efforts.
He pondered what was right for the empire, but it wasn’t an easy question to answer.
When he had thought of Quellière as merely a mysterious woman, forgetting her seemed to benefit everyone.
That was why he hadn’t refused the engagement.
But was that still true now?
Even if he couldn’t stand by her side, was leaving her alone and disregarding her truly the right choice for himself, the empire, and the continent?
“······.”
Artan tried to contemplate the situation from a broader perspective.
Partway through, his gratitude from childhood and personal feelings entered the equation.
Currently, the continent was in turmoil.
The appearance of the calamity and Quellière might not be unrelated.
No, they were undoubtedly connected.
Cowering in such chaotic times was not like him.
He hadn’t worked tirelessly until now to hide.
“By the way, Bulizé.”
“Yes?”
“I have a favor to ask.”
“A favor?”
It was time to make a decision.
He confessed his intentions honestly.
“I’m planning to visit the Holy Kingdom.”
*
The cathedral’s Challenge Ritual yielded unprecedented results.
Though the rare event concluded with grandeur, for some reason, the believers were abuzz inside and out.
This was because the identity of the top challenger, who achieved the greatest results, remained unknown.
Clerics and priests searched the streets, and people murmured.
“Who exactly was that challenger? Is it true that light exploded like a burst of stars?”
“There’s even talk that Saintess Filena was deeply moved······.”
The rumors spread quickly, becoming fodder for gossip.
Even the Hall of Saints, a sanctuary of tranquility and reverence, was not immune.
Scattered snippets of the rumors reached my ears.
With my hood pulled low, I surveyed the interior of the hall.
“······You’ve done something incredible again.”
I ignored Nell’s muttering and continued my investigation.
This place was literally a repository of records about the saints of the past.
As such, it was lined with rows of archives.
“Are we really going to check everything here? My head already hurts.”
“Not everything. Just what seems relevant.”
“Relevant······ So, just the ones that sound familiar?”
Nell glared at the volumes with a look of annoyance. I nodded.
“Yes. Focus on how they fought and what their strengths were.”
“Got it. Leave it to me~.”
Even among saints, there were varying levels of ability.
Some might be less exceptional, and others might have no talent for combat whatsoever.
While such saints might have excelled in other areas, that wasn’t relevant for dealing with the dead.
“Suatoa······ His name already sounds like a warrior’s. His strength was hand-to-hand combat. Is he really a saint?”
“······.”
“Eor······ Wow, he fell in love with a goddess he saw by chance in a childhood myth. He couldn’t forget her and lived his life as a celibate before dying? That’s sad. He should’ve lived 300 more years.”
“···Hmm.”
Unexpectedly, Nell was taking this seriously.
Swallowing dryly, I rolled up my sleeves.
The first person I needed to look into was already decided.
“Let’s see······ Ah.”
Contrary to my tension, the name I sought appeared quickly.
Filena Trandiad.
I opened the document bearing her bold, majestic handwriting.
“The Saintess of Dawn······ She was very compassionate and devout, refusing wealth and devoting herself to acts of relief and purification······.”
I skimmed through the less important details.
“When a calamity descended upon the remote region of Perman 300 years ago, she volunteered to join the northern front. Tragically, she became a martyr in a battle against the calamity’s wolf-like servant······.”
She was a truly kind-hearted woman.
If it had been me, I would have just fled.
“Contrary to her title, her talents in divine power were not exceptional. To compensate, she created many talismans during her life, among which the Talisman of Dawn was her treasured masterpiece and a divine artifact in itself.”
I subtly placed a hand on my chest.
In the inner pocket rested Filena’s artifact.
This artifact could amplify immense “divine power” depending on the purity of the mana, but it was evaluated as lacking due to a fatal limitation.
To activate its effect, one needed to be in complete contact with the target.
“···It’s not ideal for me.”
While its low defense didn’t suit a Snow Maiden, it would suffice against dormant undead.
After reading for a while longer, I began examining records of other saints.
“Ugh······.”
At some point, Nell grew tired and began clutching her head in frustration.
When I glanced at her, she flinched and hastily buried her nose in a random book.
“Ah! ······Oh, I see. Haha.”
“······.”
Though the book was upside down, I chose not to point it out.
After sufficient study, we moved to the area near the hall’s central plaza.
There, statues of the saints and high priests were lined up.
“Each one looks expensive.”
“Indeed.”
“And they’re all so good-looking. Were these idealized?”
“I don’t know.”
The statues, each holding their respective weapons, exuded a stately grandeur.
While chatting idly with Nell, faint whispers reached our ears.
“Has that monster been captured?”
It was the hushed conversation of two clerics.
“Not yet. The Radiant Knights are said to be moving in secret······.”
“This is ridiculous. Where did that undead come from all of a sudden─”
“Ah, watch what you say.”
Realizing their mistake, their voices dropped further, becoming inaudible.
I narrowed my eyes slightly.
“···Already.”
The undead had appeared.
Could it really be true?
If they caused chaos before the sanctuary opened, they would only harm themselves.
I glanced out the window.
The sun was setting.
“Nell, let’s go outside.”
“What?! Really? Works for me. It felt stuffy in here anyway.”
With a jubilant Nell in tow, we stepped onto the main street.
The winter day was short, and soon darkness engulfed the sky.
I walked confidently into a shadowy alleyway.
“Undead.”
I had come to deal with them.
If the undead were already roaming freely, it was troubling even for me.
The vigilance of the Holy Kingdom needed to drop so that the Dark Cathedral would operate at full force, which was essential for my plan to succeed.
“···Fools.”
Failing to manage even a single undead.
This was surely not what they wanted either, likely a mistake on their part.
That I had to clean up their mess made me sigh.
“Haa······.”
Still, gaining early combat experience against the undead wasn’t a bad thing.
The undead preferred the night and had a certain ability to sense danger, so now was the ideal time for them to act.
Two women walking in a deserted area would be an enticing target.
─Aaaahhh!
“Yes, just like this······ huh?”
A piercing scream, as if someone’s throat was being ripped apart.
Our heads whipped around simultaneously.
My eyes widened.
In that direction was a ghoul—one type of undead—engulfed in flames, and a woman.
“···Lucia.”
It was, coincidentally, someone I knew well.
Lucia Uvelina had stayed out late, bustling around.
She was among those searching for the challenger who had vanished like a mirage.
More accurately, she had volunteered herself.
The feats Quellière had displayed lingered vividly in her mind.
“······!”
But her zeal was her undoing.
Her excessive pride was also a problem.
While continuing her search alone after dusk, a fiery monster attacked her.
Kieeeek─!
The ghoul’s appearance was filthy and grotesque.
Shuddering, Lucia quickly unleashed her divine power in response.
At first, she was confident.
Her training as a chief priest had honed her abilities considerably.
But this time, her opponent was formidable.
“Eek······!”
Had it been a regular undead, she would have subdued it with ease, but this was the wraith of Bringle, a member of the Seven Apostles.
Her strength was insufficient to counter the overwhelming resentment fueling it.
─────!
In the end, she was injured and fell, cornered.
For the first time in her life, she felt fear and let out a rough scream.
She knew it was futile.
“······Please.”
Her pride had driven away any potential allies.
She hadn’t anticipated this outcome, but the ghoul wouldn’t accept excuses.
As it prepared to spew fire from its filthy maw, Lucia shut her eyes tightly.
Then, a wall of ice rose before her.
Fwaaaah─!
The raging flames only managed to scorch the barrier slightly.
Blinking, Lucia quickly looked around. Her gaze landed on a woman.
“······!”
It was her.
The mysterious challenger who had moved Filena to tears.
Without a hint of fear, she strode forward, pressing the undead relentlessly.
Kiiiik─!
The ghoul, imbued with Bringle’s will, flailed wildly at the sight of Quellière.
A powerful creature with immense regenerative abilities.
Its fire, heightened by its undead state, was intense, given its mastery over flames in life.
Even without knowing its identity, Quellière smirked faintly.
“A pitiable creature consumed by flames.”
With her extreme affinity against it, she brimmed with vitality.
She summoned a blizzard, exhaled a cold breath, and actively used ice walls.
Boom, boom, boom─!
Adding the Winter Goddess’s power at just the right moments, the ghoul was utterly overwhelmed.
Even the minor support Nell provided wasn’t negligible.
“A vague existence, neither living nor dead.”
The ghoul’s leg froze solid under concentrated cold.
Quellière retrieved a talisman from her pocket and approached boldly.
As she infused mana, the talisman glowed brightly.
“I’ll grant you rest. Return to ashes.”
The purity of her mana exponentially amplified the talisman’s power.
Like banishing a jiangshi, she slapped the talisman onto the undead’s forehead.
Perfect contact.
A radiant light burst forth.
─────!
A wail of agony echoed across the heavens and earth.
The ghoul’s piercing cries of despair gradually subsided until a beam of light pierced through its body, cutting them off abruptly.
The ghoul disintegrated into mere dust, and a fierce wind swept through the surroundings.
In the process, my tightly drawn hood was blown back.
“···Ah.”
Immediately, my blue-white hair cascaded down.
The hair tie that had been loosely holding it together was gone without a trace.
Fluttering snowflakes and ice crystals adorned my hair like a dreamscape.
There was no room for denial anymore.
“You are······!”
Lucia gaped in astonishment, her mouth agape.
The saintess of the rumors—her unique features matched perfectly.
“The one who defeated the calamity······ That, that person······.”
“···Yes.”
Denying it was futile.
When Quellière acknowledged it nonchalantly, Lucia was overcome with reverence.
Only then did everything make sense.
The way she had effortlessly outpaced her, and how even ancient saintesses seemed to look up to her.
It had been foolish for someone like her to think she could measure up.
Lucia was a woman with strong self-awareness, but that applied only when her opponent was on equal footing or weaker.
When the difference was this overwhelming, even jealousy felt absurd.
“Lucia Uvelina.”
“Y-Yes!”
At Quellière’s cold and commanding voice, Lucia responded in a flash.
It was a voice one couldn’t help but follow.
“Keep this matter to yourself.”
“···Pardon?”
“Don’t report this to the Cathedral. You didn’t see the undead.”
A single undead wasn’t an issue significant enough to alert the Holy Kingdom.
If it remained unseen for long, the uproar would naturally subside.
“Understood! I won’t say a word.”
“Good.”
As Quellière turned to leave, feigning indifference, she abruptly stopped and returned.
“?”
“You almost died.”
A thought had occurred to her.
Looking down at the puzzled Lucia, she parted her lips.
“You need to repay your debt.”
“Ah······ Y-Yes, of course.”
“Go to the believers’ burial grounds.”
Before the sanctuary opened, she intended to return all the undead of the sainted to ashes.
They would likely be a key part of the undead uprising’s forces.
However, there wouldn’t be enough time to deal with the undead at the numerous burial sites prepared as reserves.
Unlike the sanctuary, the burial sites were too plentiful.
Having a pawn to act in her stead was a welcome option.
After Quellière’s brief explanation, Lucia stood dumbfounded, her mouth agape.
“Wait, you’re saying this is really happening?!”
“Yes.”
“How could···! H-How does the Saintess know this?!”
For Lucia, it was one shock after another.
To her, Quellière’s following words were nothing more than seeds of further speculation.
“Figure it out yourself.”
“That’s···!”
“And do not report this to the Cathedral either.”
Having said her piece, Quellière coolly turned and walked away for real this time.
Feeling anxious, Lucia hurriedly called out.
“Wait a moment! I’d like to know the Saintess’s name!”
“······.”
As her blue-white hair brushed her eyes, she frowned slightly.
Thinking how refreshing it was to feel the cool wind after so long, she answered softly.
“Quellière.”
Lucia etched the saintess’s name deeply into her heart.
At the same time, she began pondering the task she had been given.
“If everything she said is true······.”
······
After thinking for a while, Lucia stood and brushed off her skirt.
She glared at the eerie moonlight before leaving silently.
*
In the now deserted, pale alley,
A man who had been holding his breath rose to his feet.
The paladin removed his helmet and gazed at the moon.
“···Truly remarkable.”
The fiery ghoul had possessed power that rivaled even the greatest demonic beasts.
Yet she had dealt with it so effortlessly.
Her attitude of pity as she saved the unclean was befitting of a higher being.
“I must serve her even more fervently.”
It was a day that strengthened his resolve.
Dewade nodded in satisfaction and replayed the words he had overheard.
“The undead uprising······ Have they infiltrated this deeply?”
The shocking statement that the corpses in the sanctuaries and burial grounds had been replaced.
How she knew this was a mystery, but divine pronouncements were always profound.
He gripped his mace tightly.
“······Allow me to lend my strength.”
It was simple.
All he had to do was silence the undead lying in wait once again.
What would happen to the corpses in the process was uncertain, but surely the believers of the Holy Kingdom would understand.
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Chapter 54: Holy Night (3)
The night at the Grypheon Ducal House.
Lady Bulizé received a report from her informant.
“His Highness, the Crown Prince, has left the Empire’s territory.”
It was news shocking enough to leave anyone stunned.
However, she nodded calmly, as if she had anticipated it.
“He has likely arrived in the Holy State of Astar by now.”
“Understood. You may leave.”
“Yes.”
After the informant departed, Bulizé remained still for a moment before leaning back in her chair.
A sigh escaped her lips.
“…So, it has come to this after all.”
It felt slightly bitter, but not particularly shocking.
Perhaps it was because the signs had been there.
─I am thinking of heading to the Holy State.
That straightforward and honest remark from Artan had, in the end, been carried out.
He wasn’t a foolish man, so it was undoubtedly a decision made after deep contemplation.
I did find it strange.
His sudden and extreme devotion to training and his unexpected gift of flowers.
This wasn’t the Artan she knew, and people don’t change so easily.
“What could have been that pivotal moment for him…?”
Only one thing came to mind.
At that moment, a low voice pierced her thoughts.
“Bulizé.”
She turned her gaze.
A silhouette stood near the shadowed window.
It was her brother, Harold Grypheon, with whom she had been conversing earlier.
Overwhelmed with concern, he asked again.
“Are all those rumors true?”
“Yes. For the most part.”
The Sword Lord’s face stiffened considerably.
Bulizé informed him of everything.
The truth about her and Artan’s relationship, and even that he harbored feelings for another woman.
There was no need to hide it anymore.
“…Hah.”
Harold let out a bitter laugh.
His gaze wavered coldly.
For someone who had always assumed the marriage would proceed smoothly, it was understandably unsettling.
Watching him, Bulizé murmured quietly.
“There’s a popular rumor recently. That a calamity appeared in the Holy State and was repelled by a woman.”
“…It’s so absurd that hardly anyone believes it.”
“But Sir Agnauts departed for the Holy State right around that time. He’s a true scholar. If he suddenly abandoned his research to head abroad, there must be a reason. And now, even Artan has gone.”
All signs were pointing unmistakably to one conclusion. The most likely suspect was the saintess from the rumors.
Thinking of this unknown woman, Bulizé faintly smiled.
“I don’t know if that outlandish achievement is true, but… she’s quite popular, isn’t she?”
“Are you going to let this be?”
At Harold’s words, she lifted her gaze.
He looked down at her with resolute eyes, and Bulizé shook her head.
“No.”
She acknowledged Artan’s candid attitude when he spoke openly.
It meant he had made up his mind to act decisively without hesitation.
However, everyone has their circumstances.
“I thought he would handle it on his own, but now it’s time for me to act.”
“Yes, you should.”
“But I can’t go.”
A flicker of confusion crossed Harold’s eyes at her agreement.
Bulizé brushed her bangs aside and spoke calmly.
“Artan’s absence will be manageable for now. He must have taken precautions.”
“You’re saying it can’t be you?”
“Yes. If I disappear as well, it’ll draw too much suspicion. He and I are already under heavy scrutiny.”
It was an immediately convincing argument.
Before Harold could ask how she planned to act, she raised her head sharply.
“So, Brother, you should go.”
“Me?”
“Yes. Follow Artan to the Holy State. Find out who that woman is.”
Bulizé’s eyebrows sharpened into a decisive arch.
“And persuade them. Whether it’s Artan or that woman.”
It wasn’t time to give up yet.
If the Crown Prince acted unilaterally, the moral high ground would be on their side. Whatever decision he had made, it was not something that could be easily understood.
Guiding him back and proceeding with the marriage as planned.
There was no better course of action.
For herself, for her family, and for the Empire.
After a moment of silence, Harold asked again.
“…The method doesn’t matter?”
“People don’t care about the process.”
An unspoken agreement.
The moonlight cast a pale glow on the Sword Lord’s closed expression.
As the cold air lingered in the room, he gave a slight nod.
“Understood.”
He turned, sweeping the curtains aside with force.
The sound of the window opening was followed by a gust of wind sweeping through the room.
When darkness returned, Harold was no longer there.
I looked up at the sky.
The brilliant full moon. Its eerie light drenched the streets of Chelmberd.
“…The time when yin energy is at its peak.”
Just as Clavia had been waiting, so had I.
The city streets were quieter than ever, almost devoid of people.
Tomorrow marked the highlight of the Mass, the opening of the Sanctuary, so people were likely conserving their strength.
“Um… Quellière?”
“Yes?”
Nell called out to me from the side.
Her voice trembled slightly.
“Are we really going in?”
She pointed to a particular place, and I followed her gaze.
A domed structure crafted from a rare metal.
The landmark of Chelmberd: the Sanctuary.
We were currently on a hill overlooking the site.
I replied calmly.
“Yes. That’s why we’re here.”
“But this is the Sanctuary! The burial place of saints! …Not that I care much about them.”
“Then what does matter?”
“The fact that there’s a barrier here! And it’s swarming with guards!”
Rarely, Nell expressed intense concern.
It was understandable.
When it came to matters of faith, the Holy State was prone to overreacting.
The Sanctuary, in particular, was the pinnacle of their reverence, and attempting to intrude could result in catastrophic consequences.
But.
“I know.”
There was a way.
If a frontal assault was reckless, then there was no need to take the front route.
After all, how could Clavia have slipped past this tight security to carry out her schemes?
Even as a High Priestess, access to the Sanctuary was strictly monitored.
“There’s no need to worry.”
“Still—”
“There’s a hidden passage.”
“…What?!”
I looked around the grassy hill.
This spot was the “starting point,” so we could proceed from here.
“It’s a classic trick villains love to use.”
Narrowing my eyes, I recalled the setting from the game and began moving.
Ten steps forward from this marker, then four steps to the left, and then…
I found it.
Digging shallowly at the spot that seemed right, I uncovered a rectangular stone slab.
“Got it.”
This wasn’t just any stone—it was a magical tablet.
It was an enchanted artifact, and when I infused it with mana…
Paaaah—
The embedded command system activated, and blue light wrapped around my ankles.
This teleportation spell could move up to three people at once.
Time was tight, so I immediately reached out to Nell without hesitation.
“Grab on.”
“Uh… uh?!”
She widened her eyes in alarm, and I was just as flustered.
At this rate, I would go alone.
“Hurry and grab it.”
“N-no, wait! This is too sudden! I’m not ready yet—!”
“For what?”
“Wait. Just give me a second.”
Nell, who had been rambling incoherently, suddenly started taking deep breaths.
Hoo-ah, hoo-ah.
Watching her carefree behavior, my brow twitched.
The cooldown time for the magical tablet was long.
If I teleported alone, she wouldn’t be able to enter the Sanctuary.
“I can do this. I can do this…”
Oblivious to my frustration, Nell was busy psyching herself up.
Meanwhile, the light steadily rose, creeping up to my chin.
All she had to do was grab my hand. What was she doing?
Left with no choice, I reached out and grabbed her pale hand firmly.
“Eeeek!”
Her sharp scream echoed right next to me.
At the same time, the teleportation activated, pulling our bodies through the spell.
*
The depths of the Sanctuary.
Ignoring all obstacles, we arrived instantly, enveloped by a dazzling atmosphere.
This place, the heart of multiple barriers, had no living beings besides us.
The thought of countless saints buried here naturally made me feel reverent.
“Seriously… haah. I thought I was going to die.”
Of course, Nell didn’t care about any of that.
True to her irreverent nature, she had no connection to faith.
Either way, now wasn’t the time to idly admire the place.
“Follow me.”
Reverence could wait—we had work to do.
As I led the way, Nell followed hesitantly, still muttering complaints.
Ahead lay the “Sacred Grounds,” paved with tiles of white silver.
On top of them rested the holy coffins.
“Looking at this, you can tell how extraordinary these people must’ve been in life.”
Nell murmured with a curious expression.
I agreed.
“Indeed.”
“But what’s the point? They’re all buried here now.”
“…”
“And they became corpses without putting up much of a fight.”
What an utterly unromantic character.
In truth, I wasn’t much different, so I scanned the surroundings with a mild gaze.
The remains of the interred saints were nowhere to be seen.
They were all consummate actors.
The same likely applied to the graves of other devotees.
“Get ready.”
In any case, time was tight, so we had to act immediately.
I told Nell and opened one of the coffins.
“For what—”
—Kieeeek!
A distorted undead figure sprang out instantly.
Startled, Nell instinctively pinned it down.
“Hold it tightly. Don’t let it move.”
“O-okay!”
A sinister aura swirled around the undead’s entire body—a higher-class undead, far beyond ordinary ones.
Summoning her vampiric power, Nell quickly responded.
“Ugh… this thing!”
The strength of her lineage was dependable.
The undead, which had been dormant for ages, was no match for her overwhelming force.
However, this creature had once been a saint, and there were many of them, so conserving energy was crucial.
“Well done.”
I drew out the Talisman of Dawn and infused it with mana.
Fwaaaah—
A highly potent charm that was useless without physical contact.
Against a restrained target, however, it was an exceptionally effective weapon.
Kueeek!
My pure mana was converted directly into holy power through the talisman’s properties, striking at the undead’s inherent weakness.
The creature let out a deathly scream and crumbled.
“Haa… whew. What’s this?”
“It’s the remains of a saint. The undead has perished.”
When the influence of the authority dissipates, things naturally revert to their original state.
I glanced at the nameplate engraved on the coffin.
Saint Eor.
I didn’t know who they were, but their combat abilities didn’t seem particularly outstanding.
It had been simpler than expected.
But this was just the beginning.
“All of this needs to be dealt with today…?”
“Yeah. Let’s hurry.”
Saints were rare, perhaps a few per era, but gathering them all in one place made them formidable.
We continued the purification work mechanically, our minds blank as if we were machines.
Then, a nameplate caught my eye.
Filena Trandiad.
“…Nell.”
“I’m ready! Let’s begin.”
Creeeeak—
The coffin opened, and a long-haired undead rose abruptly.
Having repeated this process several times, our response was quick. The creature was subdued, and her cherished artifact touched its forehead.
Immediately, a beam of light radiated.
“Rest in peace.”
I softly whispered the blessing of repose.
The undead collapsed with a thud, but there was no time to rest.
The night was short, and many still awaited purification.
*
The next day.
The midday sunlight graced the sacred grounds with its benevolence.
The highlight of this Mass, the opening of the Sanctuary, had begun. The doors of the Sanctuary, typically under strict guard, were opened, and the tombs drew crowds.
Devotees brought their family members who had died honorably or tragically to the streets.
They would walk alongside the coffins of martyr-saints, receiving blessings.
“….”
People with joyful expressions whispered amongst themselves, while clerics and priests moved busily, driven by a sense of duty.
Amid this fervor, Chief Priest Lucia’s face was grim and distant.
She watched the Mass unfold with tension.
“…Saintess.”
Quietly, she recalled an individual.
The Saintess Quellière.
Her words, which had been shocking, were indeed true.
Having discreetly infiltrated the tomb to investigate, she found that the corpses had all turned into undead.
The disguise had been so perfect that she hadn’t sensed anything amiss until she opened the coffins.
“Such a horrific event happening in the heart of the Holy State.”
An unimaginably vile scheme.
Even upon reflection, it was a monstrously evil deed.
She had hurriedly convinced trustworthy priests to deal with the situation as best they could, but there hadn’t been enough time to eliminate everything.
At that moment, an announcer in a cleric’s hat turned to address the audience.
“On this holy day, all Sanctuaries and tombs that were previously restricted have been opened!”
Waaaaah—
The faithful responded with enthusiastic applause.
Encouraged, the announcer raised his voice even more.
“The sacred coffins will tour various sites in Chelmberd as per the procedures, culminating in a purification ceremony before all attendees. Afterward, the Sanctuaries and tombs will be thoroughly cleaned…”
Perhaps the good weather contributed to his smooth delivery. Time passed quickly, and soon he reached the final segment.
“This entire process will involve the cooperation of noble clerics and priests. Furthermore, the Radiant Knights have been dispatched to ensure your safety, so please enjoy the Mass without any concerns.”
The repeated assurances of safety loosened the atmosphere within the crowd.
Lucia bit her lower lip slightly.
Everyone remained focused on external threats.
No one had considered the possibility of an internal threat—like the corpses in the coffins attacking.
“Really… will everything be okay?”
The Saintess had instructed not to inform the congregation about this incident beforehand, and Lucia, trusting her, had complied.
But what could she possibly be thinking?
At this rate, wouldn’t things proceed just as the schemers had planned?
Moreover, the real problem wasn’t the tombs but the Sanctuary itself. The powerful undead saints.
“If even half the strength of these historical saints manifests…”
There could be no greater fear.
Her heart pounded with tension. The sound of her heartbeat roared in her ears as the procession of the sites continued.
*
Deafening cheers and the overwhelming support of the faithful surged over the scene.
Atop an iron bell tower, a resounding shout rang out.
“I am Apostle Ubarta!”
All eyes turned to the source of the voice.
A woman with navy blue hair stood there.
Draped in a black robe embroidered with waves, Ubarta shouted.
“The day of salvation has come! You foolish beings!”
“…W-what? What’s going on?”
“Is she insane?”
Most people tilted their heads in confusion, but a few sharp individuals were already preparing to respond.
Lucia was one of them.
“Even if you bark until your throat is torn, has God ever shown mercy? But He is different. Today, you will witness true salvation!”
The frenzied noise carried her words imbued with magic, spreading in all directions. Intense excitement had completely overtaken Ubarta’s mind.
A miracle was about to manifest.
“Behold carefully! He who even commands death itself! The dead shall personally punish you!”
As Ubarta raved, water droplets began to rise around her.
They clustered into a single sphere, forming a massive spell under the control of the apostle.
Then, it struck the bell.
Claaang—!
The deafening sound shook the heavens and the earth, forcing everyone to cover their ears.
It was the signal.
At that moment, figures in black robes surged forward from all directions.
Graaah—!
Kieeeek—!
Simultaneously, undead figures rose and attacked everything in sight.
Who could have foreseen this catastrophe? The horrified devotees fell into panic.
“Monsters…! They’re monsters!”
“Kyaaaaah!”
“Krhh… hahaha…”
Watching the chaos unfold, Ubarta burst into maniacal laughter.
“Hahaha… Ahahaha!”
Did you really think defeating one disaster meant you were safe?
That complacency and foolishness will lead you straight to hell.
Her mocking laughter echoed as she widened her eyes, determined never to forget this sight.
“…?”
Suddenly, confusion clouded her gaze.
Blinking, Ubarta looked down at the scene below.
The screams and commotion were far too subdued.
Even the undead’s cries were disappointingly faint.
“According to the plan, this place should already be a hellscape…”
Why did it feel so weak?
Frantically searching for the cause, Ubarta was shocked.
“The coffins…!”
Most of the coffins were intact.
Though many tomb coffins had been opened, the critical coffins in the Sanctuary—the core of the plan—showed no signs of movement.
As a result, the scheme was not unfolding as intended.
Something had gone wrong.
“…Why is it only this much? Did something go awry?”
The devotees, who had initially been caught off guard, were already assessing the situation and responding.
From the start, the security forces mobilized for the Mass were no ordinary group.
Knowing this, they had prepared for a large-scale riot using sheer numbers.
As Ubarta struggled with her confusion, a voice came from nearby.
“I heard everything.”
“…!”
A voice so beautiful it sent shivers down her spine.
Ubarta whipped around, her eyes catching a misty figure for an instant.
Then, she realized the figure’s true identity.
“Your name’s lovely, Ubarta. Anything else you’d like to say?”
A stunning beauty with hair shimmering in pale blue and white.
Her striking appearance rendered questions about how she had climbed up here irrelevant.
Quellière, gazing calmly at the apostle of waves, spoke indifferently.
“You should say it now, while you still can.”
Her crystalline blue eyes burned brightly.
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Chapter 55: The Dead Beneath the Moonlight
······Meanwhile, near the Snow Castle.
The harsh climate of the snowfield fiercely churned the world, and the blizzard crushed the silvery back of Mishra’s head.
It felt as if the heavens were rebuking her, so Mishra lowered her head.
“······.”
If this was punishment for her shortcomings, she had no choice but to accept it.
Truly, she was so ashamed of herself that she could barely endure it.
“Haa······.”
Leaving boldly, defying orders under the guise of serving her master, had seemed like a good idea at the time.
Her intention had been genuine, without the slightest hint of dishonesty.
She had even felt a twinge of excitement.
It had been such a long time since she ventured out, and she believed with all her heart that she could genuinely be of help.
─What······ what is that?!
─A dragon!
The reactions of the creatures, astonished as if seeing a mythical beast from legend, had been amusing.
When she first set foot on the continent, hope and optimism had shone brightly within her.
But was it that arrogance that the heavens decided to punish?
Somehow, Mishra had lost her way.
─So······ where am I?
Fixated solely on thoughts of her master, she overlooked one crucial fact—the continent was far too vast for her.
Additionally, it had been thousands of years since her last excursion, leaving her as clueless as a newborn infant.
In the end, she wandered aimlessly without direction and had now momentarily returned to the snowfield.
“···The master’s presence is nowhere to be found.”
She had scoured the central and southern regions of the continent, seemingly in vain, without finding a single trace.
Even returning with faint hope, she learned that her master had not returned.
Mishra’s mood sank into gloom.
Thud-thud—snow pressed down on her head once again.
Suddenly, irritation flared within her, and she lashed out at the being beside her.
“Sasquatch. What are you doing?”
The Frost Giant, a higher spirit of snow, stared blankly down at Mishra.
─······.
“For someone so massive, to be capable of living only in the snowfield—is that truly the case?”
Mishra’s words were as unrestrained as a runaway horse.
Previously, she had been careful around her master’s spirits, but upon reflection, she too was a loyal servant of her master.
In fact, if seniority were considered, she was far older.
Moreover, neither she nor they had been able to aid their master—it was the same in the end.
“If that’s truly the case, it’s a shameful matter. After all, the master poured her energy into creating you, only for you to occupy space.”
─······!
The Frost Giant’s worthiness as a servant was questionable.
As Mishra glared at him, the giant let out a guttural noise.
But his gaze seemed to hold a hint of condescension.
Was it because his gaze was cast downward, while she had to look up at him?
“···Why are you looking at me like that? It’s as if I’m losing somehow.”
─······!
Sasquatch snorted again.
This time, it was an outright sneer.
Mishra furrowed her brow.
“You···! In all my thousands of years of life as a dragon, such humiliation······.”
There had been such moments before, but they were exceedingly rare.
To think a mere decade-old high-ranking spirit would dare belittle her.
Perhaps having faced no crises, he had grown arrogant. Something inside Mishra snapped.
It was time to reestablish authority.
She released her polymorph form.
Kwahhh──!
A towering figure of the White Silver Dragon King appeared.
The Dragon King instantly dwarfed the Frost Giant.
─······!
Sasquatch visibly wavered.
Although he was indeed enormous, the disparity in both height and breadth was undeniable.
With their gazes completely unmatched, for the first time, the giant had to look up at someone.
His head drooped.
[Hmph······.]
Mishra felt a surge of satisfaction.
As she savored the moment, her shoulders suddenly heaved dramatically.
[This··· this isn’t the time for this!]
There was no time to waste, yet what had she been doing just now?
In a flash, she turned her gaze beyond the icy mountain range.
Then, she soared into the sky.
Kwahhhh─!
It was time to begin the second act.
This time, she might have to swallow her pride and ask questions.
Her next destination was the northern continent.
*
Across Chelmberd, masses were being held.
Other regions mirrored the same pilgrimage processions, eventually facing similar outcomes.
Citizens screamed as the dead attacked simultaneously from all directions.
“Kyaaaah!”
Swoosh─!
A smooth trajectory sliced through a dead figure about to pounce on a woman.
Artan moved seamlessly to target the next foe.
The deputy commander, Hiloze, actively supported him.
“Your Highness!”
“I know.”
Having worked together for a long time, their coordination was impeccable.
The royal guard, composed of elite knights, also fought energetically.
Being warriors of the highest caliber, the dead, mere followers, were no match for them.
The foes fell like autumn leaves in a gale.
Amidst it all, Artan’s doubts lingered.
“······What exactly is happening?”
“A disaster’s doing, or perhaps yet another atrocity by the Black Path cultists.”
At that moment, a deep voice interjected.
Artan shifted his gaze.
It was Agnatz, the theologian with a monocle, firing a crossbow alongside his apprentice, Fet.
Thunk─! Swoosh─!
However, the power of the bolts was extraordinary.
The undead struck by the arrows were obliterated, their flesh mangled as they collapsed.
The crossbow was one of Agnatz’s magical engineering inventions.
Artan, watching him, asked.
“Did you foresee this situation and come to Chelmberd?”
It was a reasonable assumption on his part.
After all, Artan, having followed rumors of Agnatz, had arrived in Disdel.
There, he heard that Agnatz was heading to Chelmberd and pursued him, only for this calamity to unfold shortly thereafter.
This meeting itself had occurred less than a day ago. However, Agnatz shook his head.
“That is not the case. I merely suspected that she······ the rumored Saintess might come here. Though I doubt whether she truly exists.”
“···Saintess.”
Quellière immediately came to mind.
Could she be here?
If so, she would undoubtedly be at the center of this chaos.
“The heart of the pilgrimage procession revolves around the sanctuary near the Grand Temple.”
“─!”
“Let us move slowly.”
The elder scholar’s advice seemed to read his thoughts.
A spark of desire gleamed in his wrinkled eyes.
Artan nodded.
“···Understood.”
The core and center of the mass.
The greatest disturbance would likely erupt there.
The Crown Prince rallied the royal guard and advanced with unstoppable momentum.
*
After circling around, they arrived at the center of the mass.
As the undead, symbolic of lingering resentment, swarmed out, the terrified believers stumbled and hesitated.
But the situation wasn’t overly perilous.
The priests and clerics guarding the procession responded promptly, including the High Priestess Lucia.
“Stand back!”
Ironically, the weakness of the undead that most believers dreaded was divine power.
In that area, Lucia, brimming with talent, performed outstandingly.
─Kyaaah!
Another undead fell to the ground as light pierced through it.
Lucia wiped away her sweat and surveyed the surroundings.
She had dealt with dozens at the very least, yet the enemies were still numerous.
“If the Saintess hadn’t been here······.”
The vast number of undead saints and believers would have swarmed them like an army.
Just imagining it made her shudder.
However, thanks to her foresight, the crisis had become manageable.
She momentarily berated herself for ever doubting her.
“Die!”
“!”
At that moment, a villain clad in a black robe reached out malicious claws.
The Dark Holy Society. The Black Path cultists who were the instigators of this disaster.
Lucia, furious, prepared to retaliate immediately, but a blood-soaked blade struck first.
Slash─!
The blade shredded the man to pieces, his robes torn apart and scattered.
Beyond the flailing tatters, a red-haired woman approached.
Even amidst the chaos, the cultists recklessly targeted Nell, who unleashed her blood magic in rage.
“You cockroach bastards-!”
Nell, baring her sharp fangs, splattered blood around.
Lucia admired her impressive martial prowess.
“······To travel alongside the Saintess, that level of skill must be required.”
Was that woman also a priest or cleric?
As Nell broke through the obstruction and approached, she asked.
“Hey, how do I get up there?”
Lucia followed the direction of her pointing finger with her gaze.
Atop an iron bell tower, Quellière was clashing with Ubarta, the ringleader of this chaos.
Water droplets floated in the air, spray erupted, and waves were summoned.
With a mere gesture, Quellière froze them. Her dominance was evident.
The astonishing display widened Lucia’s eyes.
“···There’s a staircase inside the tower. But without a key, entry might be impossible. How did those two get up there?”
“Such things mean nothing. You said there’s a staircase, right?”
Nell calmly loosened her hands.
She would think after breaking in.
Just as she prepared to charge, a cheer erupted.
“Waahhh──!”
The shout welcomed reinforcements.
It was the Radiant Knights, part of the mass’s security force, charging forward with unstoppable force.
“Wipe out the cultists─!”
“Yes, follow the captain!”
Led by their commander, Targal, the knights joined the frontline.
They aided the temple forces in annihilating the enemies.
“···Serves them right.”
Nell muttered.
The remnants of the cult, whom she found distasteful, were visibly struggling.
The situation was steadily being brought under control.
Leaving this to them, she could now focus on assisting Quellière.
Just as she let her guard down, her instincts alerted her to danger.
“······!”
Nell swiftly evaded, narrowly avoiding a massive wave.
Swoosh──!
Lucia and the knights barely dodged, but a few unfortunate civilians were caught up.
The uncontrolled torrent didn’t even spare the undead, sweeping many of them away.
*
Standing in the aftermath of the wave was Ubarta, the Seventh Apostle.
It was like a sculpture, fixed in the middle of the street, mysterious like a piece of art.
I quietly took a step forward.
Step, step—
“······.”
In the silence, my footsteps echoed unusually loud.
Blank stares followed my movements.
Creak— Screech—!
The Apostle of the Frozen Wave, its frozen mouth thawed, raged to break free from its bindings.
Droplets of water dripping from its entire body were the source of the trouble.
My legs stopped in front of the ghoul frozen solid.
“Pitiful.”
Words escaped my lips at the sight of its forlorn figure.
Even after enduring its transformation into the undead, it had achieved nothing. It was merely pitiable.
“What have you been living for?”
─Screeech!
The lost Ubarta could not answer.
I took a talisman out from my pocket.
A radiant light enveloped the charm.
“The Black Calamity······ the Holy Order’s Master······ are they your masters?”
─Kiehiek!
The recoil from the magical outburst was considerable.
Even so, I somehow succeeded in drawing out mana. To think I’d have to go through such trouble.
“Don’t worry. You’ll meet them soon.”
The Calamity might be too much, but it was time to deal with the Master.
Did the ghoul sense something in my cold tone? It shrieked endlessly in dissonance.
A terrible noise.
On impulse, I thrust the talisman forward.
“So rest for now.”
Flash—!
Immediately, beams of light burst forth.
Starting from within the ghoul, they tore through its entire body, piercing its eyes, ears, and mouth, spreading outward.
A wail more grotesque than anything I’d heard before.
A maddening storm raged as I clung tightly to my hood to keep it from flying off.
And so, the Apostle Ubarta turned to ash.
“Hah······.”
With a shallow exhale, I eased my tension.
Then, I looked around.
The chaos of the undead riot seemed already resolved; all eyes were now on me.
At any rate, it appeared the situation had ended well.
Now, what should I do······ Just as I pondered this, it happened.
A dagger flew towards me.
Shwick—!
There was no time to react.
Accompanied by the sound of slicing air, the dagger tore off a part of my robe.
Silvery hair, like a flowing galaxy, spilled out.
“······!”
Gasps escaped from the onlookers.
Lucia and Nell, fidgeting anxiously, could only open and close their mouths wordlessly.
I raised my hand in alarm but quickly stopped.
“···It’s already too late.”
Closing the towerdoor after the horse had bolted wouldn’t help.
Instead, I turned my gaze, laden with resentment.
Clop— Clop—
The heavy sound of hooves struck the ground.
The unexpected noise startled me, but seeing its source startled me even more.
A man in a familiar black armor.
He spoke in a low voice.
“Paile.”
“Y-yes, sir.”
“Get down.”
The girl obediently dismounted from the black horse.
Whether out of consideration or to avoid interference, the black knight approached alone.
Clop— Clop—
The sound echoed like a reverberation.
Finally, he stopped abruptly, not far from where I stood.
Chandrafail dismounted slowly.
“Quellière.”
“······.”
A chilling voice.
My sunken gaze didn’t deter him as he continued to speak.
“Let’s end this.”
I pressed my throbbing forehead.
······What’s with this guy again?
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Chapter 56: The Dead Beneath the Moonlight (2)
The world felt a little distant.
Was it because I had used too much power, or was it due to the unforeseen situation?
In front of me stood a Black Knight with an infinitely noble bearing.
I asked.
“Why are you in Chelmberd?”
“A monster hunter never lets go of a chosen target.”
A sinister voice seeped through the gaps in the helmet.
My mind felt a little dazed.
“You’ve been pursuing me.”
“If you want to put it that way, yes.”
The attitude was incredibly confident.
Once I grasped the situation completely, irritation surged beyond surprise.
I wasn’t particularly curious about when or how he had tracked me.
It was just an endless obsession—stifling and relentless.
“There’s no worse bad fate than this.”
“I don’t care if it’s a bad fate.”
Even when I retorted coldly, he didn’t back down.
It seemed clear that persuasion would be impossible.
“······.”
The onlookers were frozen stiff, unable to keep up with this sudden turn of events.
Nell bit her lip, and the Radiant Knights alternated between glancing at me and the Black Knight in confusion.
It was understandable, given that an uproar had broken out immediately after the chaos had subsided.
At that moment, Chandrafail took a step closer toward me.
“Quellière.”
“What?”
His overwhelming presence left my throat dry with tension. But for now, I had no choice but to respond.
His next words were somewhat perplexing.
“Do you know my life?”
And completely out of the blue.
How would I know?
“No.”
I hadn’t determined how he would live in this world. I could only make assumptions based on his setting.
“My first memory was in the middle of the underworld.”
But was the problem in that setting?
A certain intuition made my eyes widen slightly.
“Corpses sprawled on the ground. Dried blood smeared on the walls like wallpaper. Children trembling in fear and thugs sneering······.”
“······.”
─The Black Knight is born in the lowest place.
That was the first description I had written when creating Chandrafail.
“And then, the twin-headed monster that escaped the pen. It suddenly shifted its target to me instead of the children. Until then, I had no sense of anything—like the corpses lying around.”
─He encounters a powerful monster immediately after his birth.
It wasn’t something I thought deeply about.
I just added it because the idea of someone slaying a monster at birth was intriguing.
But what could it have possibly felt like for him, the one who experienced it?
“······.”
Chandrafail neither became agitated nor dramatic.
He simply conveyed the facts in an indifferent tone, drawing people into his story.
“But the moment the monster charged, the moment I felt the danger, I came alive. I instinctively knew what I had to do.”
─Thrill addiction.
He feels alive only in battles that risk his life.
One of the most crucial aspects of the Black Knight’s identity.
Now, it bound not only him but even me. Chandrafail drew the sword from his waist.
A dark energy emanated from his entire body.
“The monster must be cut down.”
And with a powerful leap, he charged at me.
An attack at a completely unexpected timing.
My mouth opened slightly.
“···!”
Though it might have seemed insignificant, my reaction betrayed extreme shock. I didn’t have much mana left.
Just as I tried to respond somehow, a longsword intervened.
“You wretch!”
The leader of the Radiant Knights, Targal.
He intercepted the ghostly blade head-on.
Chaeeeng─!
A clash of sheer force unfolded.
The Black Knight, pressing forward without hesitation, withdrew slightly.
His movement was light, as if mocking the seriousness of the confrontation.
“Urgh······!”
However, Targal groaned, drenched in cold sweat. His hands trembled violently from the rebound.
Yet he spoke resolutely.
“This must be the saint rumored to have appeared. I cannot allow her to be harmed. Withdraw at once.”
By now, my identity had been revealed to everyone.
With my hood removed, they had immediately figured it out.
Belatedly, Nell and Lucia rushed over.
“Hey, you communication-impaired bastard! What’s with this nonsense after all this time?”
“Whoever you are, stop this. Didn’t you see the undead uprising just now? The Saint must be exhausted.”
It seemed I hadn’t lived such a wicked life after all.
I exhaled, glancing at them briefly before turning back to the Black Knight.
“The twin-headed monster······ the Twin-Headed Ogre fell with a single blow.”
He had reverted to his previous indifferent demeanor.
Only the tip of his sword still pointed at me.
“But you’re different.”
“And?”
I couldn’t hold back anymore and opened my mouth.
I couldn’t just sit and take this.
“So, what are you going to do about it?”
“···That’s my first memory. Being born, cutting down a monster—it’s no different.”
“You’re saying that’s your mission or something?”
“That’s right.”
Though I had intended to mock him, he nodded without hesitation.
I clicked my tongue inwardly and asked in detail about his past.
“What did you do with them?”
“I killed the thugs.”
“And the children?”
“I set them free.”
I couldn’t know what choices were caused by his carefully crafted personality and disposition.
“You just let them go?”
Conversely, it was also difficult to guess what intent drove that choice.
Humans are that complex.
Was it simple goodwill, or did he just not think about it?
He may have known or been unaware of how the lives of rootless vagrants would unfold in this harsh world.
Of course, it wasn’t his fault.
In any case, saving them alone was fulfilling his role.
“That’s right. One of them followed me.”
At that, the Black Knight glanced briefly at Paile.
Now I finally understood how the two had met.
I nodded.
“And then?”
I asked again.
Chandrafail stepped closer once more.
“That’s all.”
“That’s all?”
“I was born killing, and I’ve lived killing. What more is needed in this chain?”
“······.”
Even without seeing his face, it was easy to guess the look in his eyes.
Surely, they held some unshakable conviction.
He was explaining now.
Speaking of his beliefs and the reason for his existence.
“Quellière.”
“What?”
“Do you think I’m crazy?”
But he had chosen the wrong person to talk to.
If he thought I wouldn’t understand him, he was mistaken. I recalled his backstory as I mulled over my response.
He had lived this way all along.
“No.”
He likely never listened to anyone else’s words.
For the first time, Chandrafail’s demeanor shifted at my reply. Strangely, he seemed satisfied.
“So, you do know. Change is unnecessary. And if it ever is, it will only come after seeing the end of the chain—”
“You’re a fool. Not crazy, just foolish.”
Maybe because of the emotions involved, a particularly harsh retort came out. The Black Knight froze, and everyone looked at me in shock.
But I didn’t regret it.
I had tried my best to understand him because I had created him, but even I had my limits.
He wasn’t the only one allowed to be stubborn.
“Don’t use madness as an excuse to hide your foolishness.”
“······You’re calling me fool?”
“Foolish, stubborn, and stupid.”
The Black Knight ground his teeth as he forced out a rebuttal. I decided to press on.
“And you’re irritating, too.”
“You······.”
“You should know when to give up if it’s hopeless. Throwing tantrums at me won’t solve anything.”
I deliberately provoked him.
After all, he wouldn’t listen if I spoke gently.
Besides, his pride might make him stop. If he kept pushing, he’d only prove my point about his foolishness.
The Black Knight was silent for a moment, as if choosing his words, and then spoke bluntly.
“You’re half-right.”
“···Oh, really?”
Oh.
Was it working?
For a moment, I had hope, but of course, that wasn’t the case.
He suddenly lifted his head and locked eyes with me.
“Then let’s test whether it’s really hopeless.”
“···Tch.”
He pointed his sword at me and charged.
Honestly, I hadn’t expected much from the start.
Once I was marked as his target, there was no way this would end smoothly.
Chaeng—! Chaeeeng—!
Targal stepped in to block his ferocious assault. Despite his age, he fought vigorously.
“Ugh···! Damn it!”
By the time he faltered, I managed to pull out my talisman.
With the little mana I had left, defeating the Black Knight was impossible. I had to rely on the power of the charm.
It wasn’t as effective as against the dead, but holy power should still work.
“You bastard!”
“Stop this!”
Next came the combined efforts of Nell and Lucia.
A holy shield was raised, and a whirlwind of blood raged.
For a moment, a dense aura of dark energy gathered around the Black Knight’s sword.
Swoosh—!
Soon, the ghostly blade’s techniques unfolded.
Chandrafail easily broke through the resistance of several strong opponents.
An unstoppable force.
His prowess matched perfectly with the title of “one-man army.”
Even without reaching full maturity, he was already a terrifying foe.
“···Chandrafail.”
In an instant, he was right in front of me.
With trembling hands, I stretched out the talisman. My target was his shoulder, as aiming for his forehead was too much.
Focusing solely on that point, I advanced—but it seemed I had concentrated too much.
I neglected my footing and ended up stumbling.
“······!”
The rebound caused me to drop the talisman.
An indescribable sense of dismay spread through me.
Oh no.
I froze with my hand outstretched.
In the slowed-down world, I saw the talisman drifting away and his sword approaching.
“Ah.”
It was too late to dodge.
I thought it might end here, but fortunately, this was a variable even the Black Knight hadn’t anticipated.
As his sword grazed past, my hand touched his shoulder.
That was when it happened.
“Huff······!?”
Chandrafail trembled violently and dropped his sword.
Clang—!
The ghostly blade fell to the ground with a mournful hum.
A surprising turn of events. Dozens of question marks floated in my head.
“···What is this?”
Unable to comprehend, I turned desperately to assess the situation.
And then realization struck me.
His stance was clearly off.
It was similar to when I stumbled. In other words, he had made a mistake!
“I can’t believe you made such a beginner’s mistake······.”
It was unlike the great Black Knight.
But precisely because of that, it was a heaven-sent opportunity.
I pressed harder on the shoulder where my hand rested.
Without stopping there, I gathered all the remaining mana I had. I poured the maximum elemental energy into Chandrafail.
“Urgh···!”
A grotesque sound that I had never heard before escaped his mouth.
This too was uncharacteristic of him, but it confirmed that my attack was effective.
Hope appeared.
I squeezed out every ounce of my strength and unleashed my resentment again and again.
The icy current shimmered against his armor.
“Grooaaah······!”
The Black Knight’s stance was heavily disrupted, yet he somehow managed to endure.
Sensing the urgency, I released even more mana. This was my last chance.
I couldn’t let him escape.
Fueled by a single determination to crush him, I exploded my power to its absolute limit.
I pushed him down while he resisted.
This standoff continued for a while, and eventually—
“──!”
Chandrafail let out a stifled groan and collapsed completely. His head drooped forward.
Even then, I couldn’t bring myself to let go of him.
“······Did I win?”
It could be an act.
I maintained my attack and closely monitored him. No matter how I looked, there was no sign of combativeness.
Finally, I hesitated and released my hand.
To be honest, I was doubtful.
“That Black Knight.”
Could he really be defeated so easily?
As I maintained my suspicious gaze, the sound of approaching footsteps reached my ears.
“···Oh, Saint!”
I turned to see Targal.
Though he looked exhausted, his face was lit up in astonishment as if he had seen an alien.
“What on earth did you do··· Whatever it was, it’s incredible. You defeated this Black Knight!”
“······.”
“And with one hand, so effortlessly···! I’ve lived a long life, but never have I been so shocked as today—”
He showered me with heartfelt admiration.
Nell and Lucia wore similar expressions.
Having faced the Black Knight head-on just moments ago, their sense of the situation must have been entirely different.
“It’s nothing.”
I forced a reply and looked down again.
The kneeling Chandrafail.
Though he was a formidable monster, it seemed the blow of not taking the proper “route” had been severe.
Breaking through the resistance of three people so fiercely must have taken a toll.
“···And the Deadly Uprising has just ended too.”
If he were truly a one-man army, he would have fought alone without anyone’s help.
Perhaps he had engaged in intense battles on his way here. His personality and luck had saved me.
“Saint.”
At that moment, Targal spoke in a solemn voice.
He was staring at my hair.
“We must escort you to the Grand Temple. From the calamity incident to today’s Deadly Uprising, no one can deny your contributions. Please formally become the Saint of the Church.”
“···A Saint.”
I turned the word over in my mind.
So, the day had finally come.
I had avoided deep entanglement with the Church, but at this point, it seemed inevitable.
I reluctantly shifted my perspective.
“Yes, a Saint of the Church. Let’s first head to the Grand Temple. Even the High Priests will not oppose it.”
The streets were chaotic.
Although the Deadly Uprising was over, the incident itself hadn’t been fully resolved.
Considering the tasks ahead, the title of Saint was a significant advantage.
Since it had come to this, I decided to make the most of it. I nodded inwardly and spoke.
“No.”
“···Pardon me, what?”
I’d resolve the situation as quickly as possible.
I would use the Saint title only until then and escape.
Once I was out of the Church’s reach, it wouldn’t matter how they treated me.
I continued firmly.
“I’ll go myself—”
“Oh··· Oh! To the Grand Temple······?”
“Just follow me.”
Once I made up my mind, I pushed forward without hesitation.
I strode purposefully toward the building visible in the distance.
“Yes, ma’am!”
Targal shouted energetically and followed me, with Nell and Lucia scrambling to keep up.
Suddenly, as if something occurred to him, Targal asked.
“Saint, what do you wish to do about the Black Knight over there?”
“The Black Knight?”
“Yes. He dared to lay hands on you, so we can’t let this slide.”
I hesitated momentarily at his words.
Though I was annoyed with him, he was still my secondary character. Normally, I would let him off, but right now, I was upset.
Extremely upset.
“Do as you wish.”
The words I eventually spoke were chillingly cold.
It might be a bit risky, but he was an extraordinary individual and could handle himself.
Anyway, the crisis was over for now.
*
Artan and Agnatz arrived at the center belatedly, cutting through the dead.
What they saw was a massive tidal wave.
“Grand magic···!”
Artan’s eyes widened.
The power was on an entirely different level from the dead encountered so far.
It was clear that this was the epicenter of the situation.
I was tense, but there was no need to step forward.
It was a continuous string of shocking scenes in another sense.
“···Quellière.”
The image of a woman he couldn’t forget, even in his dreams.
Her feats, which everyone watched with bated breath, were truly astounding.
She single-handedly defeated the Dead of the Wave and effortlessly brought down the Black Knight who appeared shortly after.
It was a marvel. Words couldn’t fully capture its magnitude.
Artan wore an expression filled with awe, while Agnatz nodded as if it was only natural.
“This was the inevitable result.”
Even his words mirrored his thoughts.
However, the faint trembling of his wrinkled eyes betrayed him.
Artan didn’t have the mental bandwidth to focus on that contradiction.
“I knew she was strong, but to this extent······.”
For the first time, he truly grasped what kind of being she was.
Having never seen her fight properly before, the impact was overwhelming.
Anxiety and a sense of pressure began to consume Artan.
Was it even right for him to look up to her?
At that moment, Quellière prepared to head toward the Great Cathedral.
“Ah.”
Artan moved instinctively.
Hiloze and the Royal Guard naturally followed him.
He couldn’t let her slip away.
He didn’t even know what he would say when they met, but that single determination drove his actions.
But then, a figure clad in white armor blocked his path.
“······!”
It was Paladin Dewade.
Having observed everything, he stared coldly down at Artan.
In truth, Dewade had been waiting, ready to step in should Quellière face any danger.
He should have acted when the Sword Demon attacked, or at least when the Dead summoned the tidal wave.
However.
“···Unfaithful as it may seem.”
The desire to witness the goddess’s power had kept him from doing so. It wasn’t that he “didn’t” act but that he “couldn’t.” His yearning had been too intense.
And it was a choice he did not regret.
Never before had he experienced such a fulfilling and precious day.
“Even the Sword Demon was defeated so effortlessly······.”
She, an unparalleled master who surpassed even a Paladin like himself.
To bring such a foe to their knees with just one hand, all while exuding unshaken composure and nobility.
As if dealing with a bothersome distraction, she remained unbothered and unyielding.
Her actions were perfectly befitting an absolute existence.
Dewade was thoroughly satisfied, and it was then that he noticed something.
The presence of an armed force attempting to follow her.
“Take one more step, and you will not move further.”
He declared gravely, his gaze sweeping over Artan and the Royal Guard.
They might simply be adventurers or travelers inspired by Quellière’s majesty.
Even so, he could not allow anyone bothersome to approach her.
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Chapter 57: The Dead Beneath the Moonlight (3)
······The sacred road Quellière had departed from.
A knight knelt in the desolate street, as if a storm had swept through.
The Black Knight, Chandrafail.
The black armor, marked by countless battles, remained intact, yet it had failed to protect him.
He struggled to think in his crumbled posture.
“···Far beyond imagination.”
What surfaced in his mind was a woman resembling the snow.
The saint who had repelled the Black Calamity.
He had expected her to be strong, but he still harbored hope, even after she had defeated the tide of the dead.
The scene of ice shards decorating the air like a dreamscape was nothing short of spectacular.
Yet, if that had been all, it would have been manageable.
“Was it my complacency······?”
Quellière, as if mocking his arrogance, had delivered him his greatest humiliation.
He didn’t even know how it had happened.
All he knew was that she pressed her hand against his shoulder, as if dismissing him.
A shiver unlike anything he had ever felt wrapped around his entire body.
She merely touched him, yet he couldn’t resist.
“It wasn’t magic. No grand spell could produce such power. It was just a hand on my shoulder······ Just her delicate touch.”
That I could collapse.
The sensation, as if he had been “touched by the world,” was impossible to oppose.
His first true defeat.
No, considering the Black Calamity, it was the second.
Not that it mattered much.
The moment he felt that sensation, he couldn’t even think about the Black Calamity.
“I wasn’t even a match······ If that’s the case.”
What was this feeling welling up inside him?
Chandrafail forced his hazy mind to awaken.
It was a sense of satisfaction.
Or something akin to it.
As a Black Knight, it was an emotion he couldn’t understand.
“···Mister, are you okay?”
At that moment, a concerned voice reached him.
When he slightly raised his head, he saw Paile with a worried expression.
“Can you stand up?”
“No problem.”
Chandrafail struggled to his feet.
Though his legs trembled violently, it wasn’t a serious issue.
She must have controlled her strength.
Right then, irritating voices reached his ears.
“Don’t move from there!”
“The criminal must surrender peacefully to arrest!”
The ones aiming their swords at him were knights.
The illustrious Radiant Knights of the Grand Temple.
“For the offense of attacking the Saint, your sin is most insolent. Profane Black Knight.”
“······.”
The Black Knight didn’t answer, merely stroking his ghostly blade.
What should he do?
“···Interferences must be removed.”
A conviction he had always carried.
However, before he could act, Quellière’s words resurfaced.
─You’re a fool. Not crazy, just foolish.
It had been a scathing remark directed at his refusal to change.
At the time, it had been deeply unsettling, yet now, for some reason, it made him smile.
“······.”
He let out a faint laugh.
Both the knights and Paile looked at him with puzzled expressions.
He had lost.
The duel he had longed for had happened.
Though it had been an undeniably overwhelming defeat, what he gained was an inexplicable sense of relief.
“A fool, huh.”
Before, he wouldn’t have paid it any mind, but it was advice from the one who had defeated him.
It was worth considering.
“······You win, Quellière.”
The Black Knight no longer referred to her as a monster.
Muttering quietly, he noticed Urbos rushing toward him.
Neigh──!
He didn’t harm anyone.
He had no intention of teaching the meaning of pointing a sword at him, either.
Instead, he simply scooped Paile up and leapt onto the galloping black steed.
Thus, Chandrafail left the street behind.
*
At the Grand Temple of Chelmberd.
A rare visitor arrived at the core institution governing the major and minor affairs of the Holy Nation.
The Holy Room at the heart of the temple.
“······.”
Seated expressionlessly in the most sacred chamber, used only by High Priests and Paladins, was Quellière.
Two High Priests stared at her intently.
After a brief silence.
High Priest Sariel, her radiant blonde hair flowing, spoke.
“Welcome, Saint Quellière.”
As the pinnacle of the Holy Nation, they couldn’t possibly be unaware of the rumored Saint.
Among them, Sariel had been curious about her, and upon seeing her in person, couldn’t suppress her admiration.
This beauty and natural grace.
It was the noble demeanor that no ordinary person could possess.
“······.”
When Quellière didn’t respond, it was High Priest Netah who broke the silence.
“Haha. From the Black Calamity to this recent uprising of the dead, one can only marvel at the Saint’s deeds.”
“···Yes.”
“Indeed, I deeply regret not visiting you sooner.”
The two of them knew well that some called the rumored Saint a goddess.
But from the perspective of the High Priests, such a title was excessive.
The term “God” was not to be used lightly.
“By the way, may I ask where you are from? If you were from Astar, the temple would have already known about you.”
If someone had such talent, they would have been discovered long ago. While Netah showed interest in asking, Quellière had no interest in any of it.
“······Hmm.”
All she desired was peace for herself.
She detested calamities running rampant, as much as she despised being venerated as a saint and burdened with duties.
Thus, she had to focus on the utmost efficiency.
“If you wish to naturalize─”
“Do you know who is behind this uprising?”
She would take what she needed and then escape to the Snowfield.
To avoid returning to the Holy Nation, she had to eliminate all threats within.
Her cold, monotone voice reflected that intention.
The High Priests tilted their heads, then spoke together.
“It must be the Dark Holy Society.”
“Those spawn of disaster see our Holy Nation as a thorn in their side. It’s nothing new.”
Netah continued in a sly tone.
“Well, this incident is unprecedented in scale. Fortunately, thanks to the Saint, we overcame it with minimal damage. Haha. Such noble virtue······.”
“The Dark Holy Society isn’t the disaster.”
Quellière’s frosty tone cut off his chatter. Extraneous words were meaningless.
The Dark Holy Society, a secret society that followed calamity.
Certainly, they were madmen, but fundamentally different from the disaster itself.
Even with the undead among them, they were merely creations, just the same.
Quellière pointed out what the two High Priests hadn’t grasped.
“But how did they control the undead?”
“······Ah.”
Sariel and Netah blinked and pondered.
Indeed, it was a valid question.
How could mere humans command the dead?
“The mastermind is the founder of the Dark Holy Society, the Society’s Master.”
“The Society’s Master···!”
Their eyes widened slightly.
They knew of the master’s existence.
However, capturing their movements was impossible due to their extraordinary strength and cunning.
Quellière’s blue eyes blazed.
“They know how to wield the power of the moon. Using the pervasive yin energy of dawn, they raise the dead.”
This was knowledge from established lore.
Even a thousand years in the future, the master’s presence persisted.
A powerful, infamous villain.
Of course, their name wasn’t Clavia back then, leading to the assumption that they had constantly changed their guise over time.
“I will capture the Society’s Master.”
“······!”
The declaration was shocking.
The High Priests gaped in astonishment.
“Do you know their identity?!”
“But the scale of the Dark Holy Society is by no means small. Moreover, their headquarters and details are still undiscovered······.”
Quellière met their doubts and astonishment in silence.
Then, she rolled a name on her tongue.
······Clavia.
Clavia Wel Deira.
How long had they been amassing strength and building their influence?
But that would end here.
The plan to eliminate her was already in place.
“So cooperate.”
Her words carried arrogance, as if rejecting any rebuttal.
Yet there was no reason to refuse.
Staring into Quellière’s blue eyes, the two High Priests blankly nodded.
*
I left the Grand Temple.
Nell and Lucia, waiting at the entrance, brightened upon seeing me.
Nell trotted over and asked.
“What did they say? Nothing strange, right?”
“No.”
Unlike Clavia, these were proper High Priests.
Believing in the gods sincerely, they didn’t treat me poorly despite my title as Saint.
Lucia followed with her own words.
“As you said, we returned the undead at the mausoleum to the earth. I don’t know how you knew, but······ as a priest of the Holy Nation, I thank you.”
“···It’s nothing.”
Lucia bowed her head deeply with a polite demeanor.
Her current image was vastly different from my first impression. Even if she had a slightly arrogant streak, her genuine love for her homeland seemed truthful.
Nell sighed and grumbled irritably.
“Those cockroach-like bastards. Now they’re even bringing in the undead? They’re insane.”
“Exactly, those lunatic cultists.”
Their mutual disdain for the Dark Holy Society made them quite a pair.
Well, I could understand their sentiments.
They were nothing less than a cancer upon the continent.
“Anyway, is the commotion over now? They must have suffered losses, so maybe they’ll stay quiet for a while.”
“They won’t stay quiet.”
Unless they were annihilated, they would continue their malice to the end. Nell, with an annoyed expression, raised her gaze.
“Nell.”
I called her.
“Yes?”
“Lucia.”
“Yes?”
The snow had stopped without us noticing.
As sunlight streamed down, I spoke softly to the two expectant women.
“There’s something I need you to do.”
*
By now, twilight had descended over the sacred road.
The citizens, who had been in an uproar over the series of events, had quietly returned to their homes.
The streets lay deserted.
Ubarta had died.
Quellière and the Black Knight had left.
The Paladin and Artan had parted ways, wary of each other.
This was truly the epicenter of the chaos.
Under the same roof where so many things had happened in a single day, a man stood.
“······.”
It was Harold Grypheon, the Swordmaster.
He had arrived late, trailing Artan, and his face was utterly blank.
“What is all this?”
Even the muttered words he managed to say were dazed.
He had come with the “small objective” of identifying the Crown Prince’s romantic interest, but he couldn’t keep up with the series of events that had unfolded.
The undead, humanity’s enemies, the Dark Holy Society, and that monstrous Black Knight.
It was chaos beyond chaos.
Among them, what stood out the most was a woman who resembled the snow.
“······Her name was Quellière, wasn’t it?”
He barely remembered.
The mysterious woman who had once scolded the young Crown Prince.
Her beauty and noble demeanor had left a lasting impression, vivid even now.
But to Harold, that was all.
That was why the sight of her monumental achievements had left him deeply shaken.
“Who in the world is she?”
If he had any sense, he would have immediately realized that the rumored Saint was her.
And that she was likely the object of Artan’s admiration.
So, should he go find Quellière and persuade her?
Ask her to turn away the Crown Prince’s feelings?
“Haha······.”
A hollow laugh escaped his lips.
If he told her that, she would surely scoff at the absurdity.
She would probably click her tongue at him, just as she had chastised the boy years ago.
A woman who remained lofty and dignified, passing judgment on the undead, wouldn’t concern herself with petty infatuations or political squabbles.
Really,
“What on earth happened to the world while I was confined to the Empire?”
Witnessing one unimaginable scene after another left his head spinning.
For over a decade, he had dedicated himself to honing his craft as a Swordmaster and solidifying his position.
Maybe he should have ventured out into the world more often.
“······Now what?”
He didn’t care about the Crown Prince or his romantic interest.
He had come with the singular goal of orchestrating a political marriage.
But now, he had no idea what to do next.
Growl─
“······.”
At that moment, an ominous sound came from his stomach.
Racing from the Empire to the Holy Nation at breakneck speed had left him starving.
“Let’s eat first.”
Sighing deeply, Harold staggered away.
When even he disappeared, the city center—where the winds of chaos had not ceased for a single day—finally fell completely silent.
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Chapter 58: The Dead Beneath the Moonlight (4)
Recently, a strange tension had been brewing in Astar.
Swift and radical movements had stirred up various places before reaching somewhere within the Holy Nation.
“An enemy attack!”
It had only been a short time since the undead uprising had ended.
On a dreary day, flickering lanterns illuminated a gloomy underground as the knights stormed in.
The black-robed figures, masters of the underground, could not respond to the sudden situation.
“Argh!”
“Damn it! How did the knights find this place…!”
In an instant, the entire hidden refuge turned into a battlefield.
The screams and cries of the Cult of Saints’ members echoed throughout.
The surprise attack, executed at an entirely unexpected time, proved exceptionally effective.
“So, this is where you were hiding? You little rats.”
Nell Sartilla, her pupils sharper than ever, sneered.
Her crimson hair cascaded down, her fangs bared.
Sssss—
Rising blood spells and blood techniques butchered the loathsome enemies. A barrage of daggers flew toward her, intent on taking her life as she charged without hesitation to settle past grievances.
“Lady Nell!”
In that instant, an attack aimed at her blind spot was intercepted by a trail of light.
Nell reacted immediately, cutting down the black blade with her blood-stained claws. A man fell, and she raised her gaze.
“…Good job, Lucia.”
“We’ll take care of things here. Please proceed further inside as planned, Lady Nell!”
“Understood.”
Though a bit prickly, she wasn’t a bad kid, Nell thought as she pushed off the ground.
It was to fulfill Quellière’s request—or rather, her command.
“…Then.”
After sending Nell away, Lucia surveyed the battlefield with a serene gaze.
The combined forces of the Radiant Knights and Holy Knights were advancing with unstoppable momentum.
Lucia nodded and unleashed a vast surge of divine power.
“The heretics will be purged.”
Her expression hardened as she leapt into the fray, determined to deal with as many enemies as possible.
Under the systematic strategy and formation of the knights, led by High Priestess Lucia, the heretics were utterly overwhelmed.
Of course, some among them fought valiantly.
*
Squelch—
“Argh…!”
A Holy Knight collapsed with his heart pierced.
Adein, not even bothering to wipe the sticky blood off his hands, gritted his teeth and trembled with fury.
“…How did they figure out this location?”
The Cult of Saints’ headquarters, guarded in secret for so long.
Its security and confidentiality were unparalleled, so how? Had someone betrayed them?
“Damn it…”
There was no time to dwell on the question.
As much as he resented it, it was already too late to stop the raid.
The leader was absent, several of the Seven Apostles were away, and they were unprepared to launch a counterattack.
Retreat was their only option.
As he was about to shout the command, someone else beat him to it.
“Adein!”
A man with a grim and eerie face shouted urgently.
It was Judakan, one of the Seven Apostles, his robe adorned with vine patterns.
“Take your men and retreat at once! I’ll buy you as much time as I can!”
“Judakan…!”
“Help the leader! Drag the continent into the abyss of chaos… Our cause must not be extinguished!”
His sunken eyes brimmed with madness.
Adein nodded and turned away, knowing his own gaze probably looked no different.
*
Meanwhile, Nell was exploring the depths of the underground.
“Is it here?”
She entered a nondescript room with an odd pattern drawn on its walls. There was no sign of the item she sought anywhere.
She let out a shallow sigh.
“…No, not here.”
She thought back.
Quellière had identified five possible locations for the Cult of Saints’ headquarters.
There were only five, so finding it wouldn’t take long.
“How did she know…”
She muttered to herself before shaking her head.
There was no point in such thoughts now.
Instead, Nell’s eyes gleamed.
“Impressive, anyway!”
In any case, she needed to find the item.
With a playful monologue, she rummaged through a box in the corner. She even turned it upside down, but found nothing.
“Hmm.”
Quickly, she searched for her next target.
Approaching what seemed to be a sturdy wall, she inspected and knocked on it meticulously for several minutes.
Just as she was about to move on, she discovered a hidden doorknob.
“…Oh.”
Even she was surprised, blinking in disbelief.
The shadowed corner had been so inconspicuous that she wouldn’t have found it without careful inspection.
“In heroic tales, places like this always have something important.”
With reasonable suspicion, Nell stepped closer.
Quellière had specified the item she wanted and its importance.
If she wanted it, there was no question Nell would deliver.
Taking a deep breath, Nell flung the door open.
A blade lunged toward her instantly.
“Die!”
“!”
Maintaining her vigilance, Nell swiftly struck the assailant’s wrist.
She then followed up with a blow to the face, leaving the heretic coughing blood as they slumped to the ground.
“Well, that was a shock.”
Her expression was far calmer than her words as she brushed off her hands.
“I figured someone might be lurking.”
The fact that someone was hiding here only confirmed the importance of this location.
She quickly scanned her surroundings but could barely see a thing in the darkness.
Forced to adapt, she burned her blood as fuel.
In the crimson-lit room, she discerned something at the far end—a pitch-black chamber swallowed by shadows.
The area was littered with traps, its defenses reinforced with multiple barriers.
Nell came to a sound conclusion.
“…Looks like I found it.”
*
While Nell and the knights scoured the underground, Clavia sat in her room, gnawing on her nails in frustration.
Crunch- Crack-
Her venomous eyes were glazed over in thought, so much so that she didn’t notice her skin tearing.
Blood dripped down her fingers.
“…Tsk.”
She realized it soon enough but merely clicked her tongue without much concern.
Whether it was blood or something else, it was hers and yet not hers.
Frowning deeply, she muttered a single name.
“…Quellière. That woman again.”
Her voice carried equal parts hatred and fear.
It was always her.
From the Red Calamity to the true disasters that followed—horrific, relentless ties of fate.
This time, she had effortlessly crushed the grand plan Clavia had spent so long preparing.
The undead amassed since establishing herself in the Holy Nation were lost, as was the loyal Apostle Ubarta, leaving her with devastating losses.
“Is she truly a god…”
Quellière’s deft and prescient countermeasures seemed almost divine.
An unbearable wave of chaos and fear overtook her. To hide her unease, she bit her nails even harder.
Her palms were now soaked with blood.
“…It’s fine. ‘That’ is safely hidden in a secure location…”
No matter how extraordinary Quellière was, she couldn’t possibly know.
Clavia comforted herself as she began crafting her next plan. To carve a new path forward, she first had to deal with that woman—
A knock interrupted her thoughts.
Knock, knock—
“!”
Clavia hurriedly wiped away the traces of blood.
She cleared her throat and spoke.
“Come in.”
“Yes, ma’am!”
The person who entered was someone Clavia knew well—Blefer, the captain of the Holy Knights.
He approached with a deeply apologetic expression and handed her a document.
“High Priestess, this is a directive from the Grand Temple.”
“…The Grand Temple? What’s this about? What’s the matter?”
“You’ll understand once you read it.”
His hesitant demeanor was unusual.
An uneasy sensation welled up within Clavia as she reached for the document.
Her eyes twitched as she read.
“What is this…”
Stripping away the long preamble and formalities, the message was succinct.
―Due to suspicions regarding the Great Undead Uprising, you are summoned to the Grand Temple.
“It must be a misunderstanding. There’s no way someone as devout as you, High Priestess Clavia, could be involved.”
“…”
Ignoring Blefer’s words, Clavia gripped the document tightly, her hands trembling.
The directive had been passed in a council attended by the other two High Priests and senior clerics.
There was no way to evade this.
“It seems you’ll have to go.”
“…I understand.”
Clavia forced a false smile at Blefer’s concerned expression.
The mask she had worn for so long was flawless.
But inside, she was rotting.
“Is this also that woman’s doing…”
It likely was.
But how had she acted so swiftly after the incident? When could she have made her move?
“Excuse me?”
“It’s nothing. Let’s go.”
In times like this, she had to remain composed.
Resolving herself, Clavia left the room.
*
The inner sanctum of the Holy Nation of Astar—the Grand Temple.
I stood atop the podium in its grand Great Hall. Having conferred with the High Priests, entrusted tasks to Nell and Lucia, the plan seemed to be progressing smoothly.
“A proving ground so suddenly! How long has it been since the last one?”
“Do you have any idea what’s going on?”
Enormous pillars, larger than those in any subordinate temple, silently supported the roof above.
The murmurs of anxious voices reached my ears.
“Not a day of peace these days.”
“Tell me about it.”
On both ends of the hall, rows of believers invited to observe had taken their seats.
Perhaps because of the grave nature of the matter, their orderly presence left the center area clear.
At the center stood a silver altar, upon which rested a mysterious orb.
It was a scene reminiscent of one I had seen before.
“Silence.”
The positions, however, had reversed.
At my low command, the noise in the hall rapidly subsided.
As silence fell over the ceremonial space, I turned my gaze to the “prover.”
It was High Priestess Clavia.
“…”
Her expression was devoid of emotion, as if she were a doll.
Netah and Sariel, seated, looked down at her with subtle, enigmatic gazes.
Noticing the undercurrent between them, I spoke calmly.
“In the name of the Believer, the Priest, and the Holy Spirit.”
From what I knew, the Cult of Saints’ leader was inseparable from the Dark Saints’ cult.
Piecing together past memories and current information, I had pinpointed potential locations and left the task to Nell and Lucia.
My role was to see this through.
“Let it be known that this marks the beginning of a sacred and solemn proving ritual.”
The cold tone with which I announced the ritual wasn’t based on any script.
I had simply cobbled together words that came to mind.
It seemed to have had an effect, as Clavia’s composed facade cracked.
Clear humiliation and fury flared in her expression.
“What is the meaning of this?”
Forcing the corners of her mouth into a strained smile, she spoke.
I remained unperturbed.
“Didn’t you hear? It’s a Seat of Proof.”
“…A proving ground .”
“I once stood in that position too, though I’m not the one being tested this time.”
I looked down at her with a crooked gaze, narrowing my eyes.
“It’s you, Clavia.”
“…Ha.”
Clavia scowled and countered.
“By whose authority do you conduct such a ritual? The Seat of Proof is initiated through the candidate’s request and the High Priest’s approval. This violates sacred law.”
“I have the High Priests’ approval. From ‘two’ of them.”
“…!”
“Furthermore, if two High Priests grant permission and a valid reason exists, the candidate’s consent is unnecessary.”
Her head snapped toward the two High Priests.
Neither avoided her gaze.
Clavia clenched her teeth hard enough to grind them, lowering her head.
“…Those wretches.”
Her resentment was so faint only I could hear it.
Clearly furious, her mask began to falter.
I spoke.
“There are too many people here.”
“…And?”
“There’s no time to waste. Let’s begin immediately.”
Despite my subtle urging, Clavia remained frozen in place.
My voice grew colder.
“Grab the orb.”
“…”
“Now.”
Her lips pressed tightly together, she glared at me as though she wanted to kill me.
I did not flinch, and a brief standoff ensued.
In the end, it was Clavia who looked away first.
She clenched her fists, then slowly extended her hand to grasp the orb.
“So it begins, does it…”
“Shh. Quiet.”
The murmurs of nervous believers filled the air.
The moment the “Orb of Truth” was touched by the prover, the ritual formally began.
It marked the start of a battle to discern truth from lies.
The first question should typically be chosen with care.
But I had no reason to hesitate.
“Do you believe in calamity?”
I jumped straight to the core.
The startled believers broke into murmurs, and both Targal and Blefer widened their eyes.
That was how weighty the concept of calamity was in this Holy Nation.
“Clavia.”
Clavia remained silent, frozen with the orb in her hand.
It was only natural—she likely felt cornered.
The Orb of Truth was not merely a relic but a divine artifact.
Though its functions were limited, that very limitation made it harder to escape its judgment.
“Answer.”
“…”
A simple “No” would suffice.
Even a child could say such a word.
How would her inability to utter those words be perceived by the people?
As the silence dragged on, Targal raised his voice.
“High Priestess Clavia! Why do you hesitate? Answer at once!”
Clavia’s gaze shifted briefly.
Standing next to Targal, Blefer chimed in.
“High Priestess! Please provide your answer. Only then can everyone accept your innocence.”
His tone carried an air of trust.
Thanks to her well-worn mask, Clavia had earned his confidence.
He was unaware of the Holy Knights’ mobilization for this purpose.
So, what would she do now?
I observed Clavia with curiosity.
“…Hah.”
She returned her gaze to the orb, her eyes drifting shut.
She appeared to take a deep breath, as if deliberating on her next move. Was she searching for an escape?
My expectations were proven wrong.
With her eyes flashing open, Clavia declared firmly.
“Yes. I believe in it.”
“…!”
Neither denial nor excuse—just affirmation.
The orb shone with a golden glow, signifying truth.
A tidal wave of shock swept through the hall.
The idea that a High Priestess—the pinnacle of the Holy Nation—believed in calamity was unthinkable.
Of course, I didn’t so much as blink.
“I see.”
It was only natural.
With a nod, I proceeded with further questions.
“You’re not human, are you?”
“Yes.”
“You know how to control the undead.”
“That’s right.”
“The recent Great Undead Uprising was your doing.”
“Correct. I put a lot of effort into it, though it’s a shame it didn’t work out.”
Her face no longer bore any semblance of a mask.
She seemed to have abandoned everything.
Everything she had built within the Holy Nation.
The overwhelming astonishment left everyone speechless.
Meanwhile, our dialogue continued in solemn quiet.
“You founded a secret society to help disasters.”
“Yes. The limitations are clear when acting alone.”
“The name of that secret society is the Dark Holy Society.”
“Yes. I remember struggling to come up with the name.”
Clavia clasped her cheeks as if a faint memory resurfaced.
I stared directly at her loathsome demeanor and spoke my final words.
“You are the leader of the Dark Holy Society.”
“······.”
For a moment, suffocating silence gripped the hall.
The frozen gazes of the believers darted wildly.
The faith of the citizens who had praised her all along was shattered by Clavia’s bitter lips.
“Yes. The continent’s worst criminal, who claimed tens of thousands of lives over the years, is none other than me.”
There was no trace of guilt in her cold sneer.
Now, everyone understood and accepted the situation.
In the place of shock, hatred and contempt began to rise.
“─You devilish woman!”
The cry of one believer triggered an outpouring of accusations.
“What makes you so bold to laugh!”
“Even gouging out those eyes wouldn’t be enough─”
“Burn that witch at the stake immediately!”
It was intense criticism that could easily cause trauma.
For them, the betrayal must have been enormous.
To think the leader had infiltrated the very depths of the theocracy.
Clavia, who had endured the daggers of contempt, suddenly burst into laughter.
“─Ahahaha!”
The spectacle of her holding her face and laughing madly was clearly unhinged.
Her frenzied behavior startled the citizens.
As if their reaction was amusing, the leader of the cult clutched her stomach and cackled, her entire body twisting grotesquely.
─────!
Her face melted, and her joints crumbled.
Her bones became exposed as her flesh seemed to dissolve, as if touched by lava.
“Kyaaaah!”
“What is that monster!”
The grotesque appearance and ominous aura made people recoil and scream.
On the other hand, I nodded at the expected transformation.
“······A corrupt wraith, ‘Elder Lich.'”
That was the true identity of the cult leader.
In the future, it was also called the Lord of Bones.
The Lich, having completed its mutation, let out a ghastly screech, as if twisting the throat of a beast.
【Yes······ I serve calamity!】
A deranged light flickered in the sunken eyes.
A foreboding atmosphere enveloped the hall.
【Only He is the truth! Foolishness and righteousness. Everything shall be redefined by Him!】
“······!”
【I will kill you all! Regret in hell forever for not serving Him!】
Repressed emotions erupted, seemingly beyond even her control.
Clavia, pouring out more hatred, whipped around to face me.
【Starting with you! I will not let you live after you ruined everything!】
“···So, it comes to this.”
As expected.
She seemed ready to attack at any moment, and I began gathering my mana.
The Elder Lich, the pinnacle of the undead, was a formidable foe, but its most terrifying feature was its immortality.
【I will kill you and start again from the beginning!】
Though I had prepared countermeasures, judging by the flow, it might take a little more time.
There was no issue.
If I were alone, it might be critical, but that wasn’t the case.
This was the theocracy’s home ground; there was no need to fight alone.
I prepared to stall for time with confidence.
The Lich’s hand began radiating a sinister aura.
“This kind of monster···!”
Targal, drawing his sword, and Blefer, trembling violently, were about to act in the tense moment.
The hall’s grand doors opened, and the sound of hurried footsteps echoed.
“Quellière!”
A voice filled with pride called out to me.
Turning my gaze, I saw vibrant red hair swaying energetically.
Nell, smiling, shouted.
“I brought what you asked for!”
She raised an object high with both hands.
A peculiar, crimson bowl-like item.
The crowd’s attention gathered on it, and upon confirming the object, I smiled faintly.
【······!】
In contrast, Clavia froze in shock.
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Chapter 59: The Descent of the Saint
Life Vessel.
It referred to the vessel containing life, a lich’s greatest strength and also its greatest weakness.
As long as the vessel remained intact, the lich was immortal, but the moment it broke, it would cease to exist—such a simple principle.
Thus, every lich had no choice but to hide its vessel meticulously and remain ever vigilant.
【H-how could you…?!】
Of course, most people were unaware of such information.
Liches were an extremely rare species in this world, and thanks to their overwhelming strength, they left no traces behind.
If one were to face an immortal being without knowing this fact, it would lead to a serious ordeal.
But I was different.
“…So it was there after all.”
A treasure embodying one’s life.
From Clavia’s perspective, I pondered where the safest place for it might be, and immediately, the Cathedral of the Dark Holy Society came to mind.
In-game, the leaders of the Cathedral often hid their vessels in the headquarters.
Ultimately, my guess was correct.
【……】
While she froze in place, Nell dashed toward me.
The lich was too stunned to move, staring blankly.
Time was on my side.
Nell successfully reached me and handed over the vessel.
“Here it is! This is the one, right?”
“Yes. Good work.”
“Aww… it wasn’t much.”
Nell scratched her cheek shyly.
Her and Lucia’s return in glory, along with the two knightly orders, marked the success of my meticulously crafted plan.
As I gently stroked the vessel, Clavia finally reacted, as if breaking free from her petrification.
【Once again… it’s you…】
Her murmur was filled with hatred, lamentation, and fear, a swirl of complex emotions.
Her gaze was fixed on the vessel in my hand.
【What are you? Why do you keep interfering with me?!】
“Clavia.”
【Yes, Quellière! Tell me. How did you find it? Did you locate the Cathedral’s headquarters? Or did you bribe someone? What tricks—】
“How does it feel?”
Her words no longer mattered, so I answered dryly.
I felt a deep sense of accomplishment.
Finally, I was about to cut down one of the game’s main villains.
Ignoring her entirely, the lich trembled with rage.
【You, you dare… Answer me now!】
“Is that really what you’re curious about?”
【…What?】
“Shouldn’t you worry about something else?”
I gathered my magical power.
With a hand laced with frost, I clenched the vessel tightly.
The response was immediate.
【Grrkk…!】
The lich clutched her chest and writhed in agony.
The tide of the battle had already turned.
Her greatest weakness was now in my grasp.
I smirked coldly.
“Curse yourself. This is the weakness you have for being one of the dead.”
【…Shut up!】
I looked down on her with pity, undeterred.
But there was no sympathy.
“Clavia Wel Deira. I don’t know if that’s your real name or just the name of the skin you wear.”
【……】
“Either way, it’s pitiful all the same. How many times have you changed that face and name?”
The name I remembered for the leader of the Cathedral wasn’t Clavia.
Moreover, depending on the storyline, her face had multiple variations.
“A grotesque abomination, disgusting to the core, and without a true identity of your own.”
【Silence—】
“Fifteen hundred years of obsession. Following calamities and harming humans. I’ll end that twisted cycle.”
【…!】
The lich’s hollow eyes wavered.
Fifteen hundred years. By now, that was likely how long the Cathedral’s leader had existed.
Clavia seemed stunned, momentarily speechless.
Then, her hideous face contorted even further as she shouted.
【—You, this existence!】
For a moment, her aura shifted slightly.
A furious scream echoed from the enraged lich.
【Have you forgotten everything?! The past… the hatred! The resentment of the Burial Grounds, the Black Calamity—they didn’t emerge naturally!】
“…The Burial Grounds.”
【Yes! The great sin committed by greedy humans in the era when gods departed! You must know of it!】
This was her backstory and driving principle.
As a being born of death, incomparable to humans, she indeed knew of the worst events in history.
Everyone in this world would be aware of it.
For some reason, though, the people around me seemed to glance at me strangely—was it just my imagination?
【Wars broke out! Over and over, endlessly!】
Even as she twisted her body in a frenzy, memories seemed to resurface.
One of the key settings of the Four Seasons War was now being mentioned.
I spoke with faint interest.
“I remember.”
【In the far west, where the evil god was buried! The unmanageable corpses were transported and piled up there. Countless resentments were born from them!】
She had already lost her reason.
Her solitary lamentation filled the space quietly.
I narrowed my eyes in thought.
Struggles over interests, endless wars—those had reached their peak.
For hundreds of years, the western lands had been embroiled in conflict.
【Those resentments met the remnants of the evil god, creating a chemical reaction even the supreme deity couldn’t foresee! Thus… He was born.】
The Black Calamity, Mahabharata.
It was an entity of negation and anomaly.
In official lore, it was the greatest taboo and shame in human history.
I acknowledged it without hesitation.
“That was a sin. A sin of humanity. There’s no denying it.”
“…!”
With the official lore being what it was, I had no choice but to admit it.
But as soon as I said this, the atmosphere around me changed sharply.
Nell, Lucia, the High Priestess, and others all wore somber expressions.
Being from a theocratic nation, it seemed they had a certain sensitivity to sins.
【─Even knowing that!】
There was no time for quiet reflection.
The lich’s fury shattered the air like rippling waves.
Clavia glared at me with eyes full of longing.
【Of all people, shouldn’t you be the one to understand me the most?! Why do you side with the humans—】
“Silence.”
I cut her off coldly.
My brow furrowed instinctively.
Understand her? Why should I?
Cornered, she was spouting nonsense.
“Why should I understand you?”
【……!】
A chilling frost spread in all directions.
Perhaps because of the drop in temperature, everyone opened their eyes wide and shrank back.
Even Clavia froze in place, her jaw trembling uncontrollably.
“No one can force me to do anything.”
That’s how it had to be.
For now, I would eliminate this villainous named character.
I clenched the vessel tighter, pouring more power into it.
【───!】
Sensing the end, the Elder Lich let out a wailing scream and charged forward.
Targal and Blefer, who had been standing by, intercepted her, while Nell and Lucia, arriving late, shielded me.
“Clavia Wel Deira.”
I called her unnecessarily long name.
The end deserved to be grand.
“This Great Hall of the Cathedral will be your tomb.”
A fitting burial place for the false High Priestess, wouldn’t you agree?
But the vessel was sturdier than I expected.
I had no choice but to quietly channel magic into my grip, crushing it harder.
Crack—
The effect was immediate.
With a frigid tone, I pronounced the end of her 1,500-year immortality.
“Embrace your hatred and rest in eternal slumber.”
As the lich clashed with the knights, the Life Vessel shattered at just the right moment.
Shatter—
The shards, thin as glass, scattered like powder.
Her final shriek echoed through the heavens and the earth.
─────!
Her body broke, collapsed, and fell apart, her skeletal frame disjointing.
The worst criminal of over a millennium disappeared just like that.
“…Hmph.”
If I were to comment on it, it felt satisfying.
A powerful force that had weighed on my shoulders was gone, and another formidable foe was defeated.
Perhaps this would ease some of the burdens on my heart.
“It’s a joyous occasion.”
I murmured unconsciously.
Looking around to gauge the mood, I noticed everyone was staring at me.
I sought their agreement.
“Right?”
“…Uh, yes?”
Targal blinked in confusion.
Blefer, who had been searching for traces of the lich, did the same.
The suspicion in their eyes soon faded.
“Ah… Yes! That’s right! It’s a joyous occasion! Hahaha!”
“Indeed! Hahahahaha!”
Their jubilance crossed a threshold, their heads bobbing awkwardly like broken machines.
I allowed a faint smile to cross my face.
Doing good deeds does feel nice.
*
Quellière, escorted by the Radiant Knights, headed toward the Cathedral.
It was because the two High Priests had extended a formal invitation.
Even though she had left, the Great Hall was still crowded with people.
Rustle—scribble—
Amid the lingering atmosphere, the sound of pen strokes came from one corner.
The culprit was Agnatz, a theologian wearing a monocle.
“To think the leader of the Cathedral had disguised herself as a High Priestess… Oh, terrifying lich! Yet, divine judgment could not be escaped…”
He was recording the mythical scene he had just witnessed.
Normally, it would have been Petras’s job, but his excitement drove him to write personally.
“The harsh Winter herself mentioned the Burial Grounds… Confirming it as humanity’s sin—how lamentable…”
Engrossed in his writing, he paused momentarily to catch his breath.
Then, he muttered bluntly.
“Did you see it?”
“……”
The figure next to him remained silent.
Agnatz continued speaking, undeterred.
“Such an existence…”
“……”
Still, Artan gave no response.
A glance revealed his gaze was distant, unfocused as if staring at the horizon.
The scholar eventually lost interest and returned to his record.
“But Winter punished not humans, but a cursed undead… We must engrave this fact deeply into our hearts…”
Though his voice echoed faintly, it failed to rouse the Crown Prince from his thoughts.
At that moment, Artan’s mind was deeply submerged.
“…Quellière.”
He murmured the distant name.
Her tremendous power to eliminate a formidable monster was indeed impressive, but that wasn’t what occupied his thoughts.
His shock stemmed from something else entirely.
Her actions and words themselves.
Her attitude, as if questioning why she should understand the undead or humans, might have seemed arrogant at first glance… but there was another emotion within.
─No one can force me to do anything.
From Artan’s perspective, there was something subtle in that cold remark.
It was defiance.
It might have been a misunderstanding, but if not, it was peculiar.
If she were human, it could be a rebellion against a life of imposed restrictions, but she was a being of a higher dimension.
Could such emotions even make sense for someone like her?
“Could it be that you…”
─Are isolating yourself?
Artan wanted to ask.
To her, so great that no one could stay by her side.
Her cold expression was intimidating and frightening, but… for some reason, watching her made his chest ache.
*
When I arrived at the Cathedral, I was promptly guided to the Hall of Sincerity.
Everything was the same as before, even sitting in the ornate seat.
However, the expressions of the two High Priests were vastly different.
They seemed somewhat intimidated by me.
Seeing that, I nodded silently.
“…….”
The time to make my move had come.
Truthfully, I had anticipated this from the moment I eliminated Clavia.
“From the Undead Uprising to the elimination of the troublesome leader of the Dark Holy Society… Truly, I don’t know how we can properly express our gratitude.”
It was Sariel who opened the conversation.
I responded nonchalantly, as though it were no big deal.
“You’re welcome.”
“Still, with such great kindness bestowed upon us, we cannot simply let it go unacknowledged.”
“Indeed. After receiving the aid of our savior—no, our Saintess—we cannot simply close our mouths and ignore it.”
At that moment, Netah, who had been licking his lips, interjected.
Sariel seized the opportunity to agree enthusiastically.
“Exactly, Netah. That’s exactly what I wanted to say.”
“Is that so? Did you hear that, Saintess? We are sensitive to debts of gratitude.”
Their teamwork was impeccable.
I asked bluntly.
“So.”
“We have decided to offer you a holy relic within our authority.”
“!”
My eyebrows twitched slightly.
It was a sign of considerable surprise.
The meaning of a holy relic in a theocratic nation was by no means trivial.
And yet, they were offering one to me.
“Just one?”
It was a simple question, implying whether they’d only give me one.
However, the two of them flustered as if I’d expressed dissatisfaction.
“Well, you see… We would like to offer more, but holy relics belong to Saints of the past and future. According to divine law, this is the extent of what is permissible under the authority of High Priests.”
They bowed their heads as if apologizing.
I was only bewildered by their excessive reverence.
“Fine.”
Thinking about calamities, having something precious was certainly necessary.
But just because it was an artifact or relic didn’t automatically make it valuable to me.
My specialty wasn’t even divine power, so most items weren’t useful to me anyway.
I’d better take this quickly and get moving.
“Lead the way.”
It was a spur-of-the-moment thought, but it was quite tempting.
Even if I left, I could take at least one relic with me.
I could pick the best one and leave the theocracy behind.
“Oh, have the discussions concluded?”
“Are you done? Are we leaving now?”
At the entrance of the Hall of Sincerity stood Targal as a guard, along with Lucia and Nell, who had been waiting for me.
“Not yet.”
I answered casually and followed the High Priests as they led me to the treasure hall.
The three of them trailed behind me like ducklings.
Soon, we arrived at the treasure hall’s interior, which was dazzling.
Artifacts and relics amassed throughout the long history of the theocracy were stored in abundance.
“…Oh, it’s always amazing no matter how many times I see it.”
“Wow… How much do you think all this is worth?”
Listening to the exclamations around me, I began scanning the luxurious display cases.
There were many things I recognized and many I didn’t.
If I didn’t know something, there was no need to even look at it.
“Choose whichever one you desire.”
Netah’s words came with a polite smile.
I moved leisurely, scrutinizing the relics with a discerning eye.
It was like a producer selecting a star.
“…….”
Perhaps because they didn’t want to irritate me, everyone held their breath.
Meanwhile, I was more cautious than ever, narrowing my eyes as I examined each item.
“…Hmm.”
Most of them were useless.
They either didn’t meet my conditions or their abilities were worthless to me.
Feeling slightly displeased, I moved from the outer sections toward the central area as I continued my search.
As I continued searching, one item caught my eye.
“Ah.”
It was a ring.
A refined gray ring with distinctive patterns engraved on it—a treasure of notable quality.
It was also an item I was familiar with.
That is to say, without a doubt…
“The Ring of Lost Origins.”
That was its name.
In the game, it was simply called the Ring of Origins.
To summarize its abilities: it provided an aura, healing… and Memorize.
Since its effects manifested through innate energy, divine power wasn’t required.
Its performance was undoubtedly top-tier.
There was no need to hesitate.
“I’ll take this.”
There could be no item more suited to me than this one.
However, there was one problem… and at that very moment, Sariel exclaimed in surprise.
“That one!?”
“Yes.”
As I pointed at the ring, not only Sariel but also Netah widened their eyes in shock.
The others tilted their heads in confusion.
Lucia voiced their curiosity.
“What’s so special about it?”
“Well, Saintess, this is…”
Sariel hesitated, averting her gaze from Lucia as she mumbled.
“…It’s not a holy relic. It’s a divine relic.”
“…!”
Lucia and Nell flinched in astonishment.
Meanwhile, I nodded to myself.
As expected.
There was no way they’d place it in the most prominent position without a reason.
Netah took over the explanation.
“It’s a treasure among treasures. The divine relics, along with the Orb of Truth, number only three in the entire theocracy—”
“I know.”
“…Moreover, its usage conditions are extremely strict. While we don’t fully understand the power it contains, even the most powerful paladin with immense divine strength was deemed unworthy of it.”
“…!”
Once again, exclamations of surprise echoed around me.
The paladin—the theocracy’s traditional title for the greatest holy warrior.
In terms of divine power, they were likely among the top five in the entire theocracy.
I wondered idly where that paladin might be and what they were up to.
“It doesn’t matter. I’ll take this.”
I adhered to my decision with calm determination.
There was no need to waver because the paladin had failed.
Even as a player, this ring was infamous for its brutal difficulty in meeting the requirements to equip it.
That’s because the “Lost Origins” in its full name referred to divine power.
While divine power wasn’t necessary to use it, a relic with such a name wasn’t going to be easy to handle.
It was no coincidence that it was categorized as a divine relic.
“Saintess. But…”
“It’s fine. There’s no problem.”
I was brimming with confidence.
I trusted in my abilities… no, in my very setup.
For some reason, whether it was elemental dungeons or other challenges, my build had never let me down.
Most relics seemed to have no issue with pure mana.
“The Ring of Origins.”
I picked it up and infused it with mana.
There was nothing to lose, after all.
If it didn’t work, I could simply choose something else.
I wasn’t thinking much about it, but…
Something unexpected happened.
─────!
A mysterious force seemed to pull me in, and my consciousness was sucked away somewhere.
The world around me receded—
“…Quellière?”
The last thing I saw was Nell’s startled face.
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A hazy consciousness.
My entire body felt as though it was floating, but soon, as I touched the ground, a sticky fluid coiled around my ankles.
A hot gust of wind surged past me.
The stifling heat pressed against my body… wait. Stifling heat?
I flinched.
“…Am I feeling heat?”
At that moment, my awareness awakened.
It wasn’t the heat I perceived due to my elemental weakness, but the true heat I had experienced when I was human.
It was a sensation I had long forgotten.
As I hastily looked around, my eyes fell upon a barren and desolate land.
The place, which seemed uninhabitable for any form of life, was filled only with a purple miasma and a crimson aura of resentment.
It was obvious where I was.
“The Burial Grounds…”
Suddenly, memories from before resurfaced.
The sensation of my consciousness being sucked in after infusing my magic into the divine relic.
So now I was in a state of consciousness?
That must be why the long-forgotten sensations of the past had momentarily resurfaced in my memory.
─…O Winter.
“!”
At that moment, a voice reached me.
Although I was startled, I turned my head with a calm demeanor, and there stood a spirit.
─Have you been well?
“…You.”
It was someone I knew.
A ‘Will of the Spirit’ I had encountered ten years ago in the elemental dungeon.
Its long, white beard had grown even longer, and its form was now more complete.
─Let me introduce myself formally. I am Higares, a high-ranking spirit of the earth.
“A spirit of the earth…”
I was briefly surprised but quickly understood.
The being before me was not its true form either.
A high-ranking spirit could leave fragments of its will scattered across different places.
─And you, O Winter…
“Quellière.”
─Pardon?
I cut off the old spirit’s words.
Then, I corrected myself.
“Not Winter, but Quellière.”
─Ah… A-Ah, my apologies. I have committed a grave discourtesy. Please forgive me.
Though my connection with spirits often fit my settings well, I had no need for such grandiose titles.
I voiced my curiosity.
“You seem to have left quite a bit of your will behind.”
The only fragments I had encountered were the catalyst and now the Ring of Origin, but surely there were more.
Besides, these two artifacts were not ordinary items.
This implied the being was quite formidable.
In response, Higares—or rather, its will—gave a bitter smile.
─This is the last of it.
“…Ah.”
A little advance notice would have been nice.
The old spirit maintained its smile as it continued speaking.
─In truth, no one has ever wielded this ring. Not even the saints and paladins throughout history.
“Is that so.”
─Yes. It did not become a divine relic without reason. Of course, after becoming one, it was abandoned for a long time, eventually turning into a mere burden.
“Why were you in such a place?”
My tone, befitting the Snow Maiden, was cold.
Higares merely chuckled softly.
─The Origin of the World. Surely you know, Quellière, that this ring was crafted using that. Though faint and insignificant, it was something I could not overlook from the moment I first laid eyes on it, even as its luster has now faded.
“Hm.”
─Anyway, we had nearly given up after countless years without finding a suitable candidate… But if Quellière is the one it has chosen, then it was worth the wait.
“…”
The wrinkled smile was so benevolent that I couldn’t even muster the desire to argue.
Instead, I shifted the topic.
“So, what is it you want to say? Surely there must be a reason you resonated with my mana to the point of triggering this connection.”
The transition from a simple resonance to the migration of consciousness.
This act was a reckless one, rapidly consuming the power left in its will, and it was not something to be done frivolously.
The old spirit nodded and extended its hand.
─It is faster to show you directly.
The scene of the landfill immediately shifted.
Though still desolate, it was now a wasteland free from the resentment that had filled it before.
The fleeting peace was soon shattered.
Armed soldiers clashed violently.
─────!
Screams and cries filled the air.
Flesh was torn apart, and blood was splattered.
Mountains of corpses and rivers of blood were formed.
The piled-up corpses rotted, attracting swarms of insects, obstructing movement, and spreading plagues.
“Horrific.”
─…I am sorry. I should not have made you witness this again.
Higares lowered its head, looking deeply apologetic.
Around that time, the soldiers from both sides began burying their dead.
The ground, layered with death, grew increasingly bloated.
─This consciousness world is difficult for even me to control. That will do for now.
As he waved his hand again, the scene shifted, much like a cutscene.
The soldiers and corpses vanished, replaced by a swarm of the dead filling the space.
This must be the current state of the burial grounds.
Something in one corner of the area caught my eye.
I instantly recognized the metaphysical structure before me.
“An obelisk.”
Located in the far west, it was one of the only four Obelisks of the gods, and the only one claimed by the calamity.
The Obelisk was surrounded by a black and red current.
I had seen that aura before, back in the capital.
Its owner was none other than the Black Calamity Mahabharata.
“Is it provoking the Obelisk?”
─Indeed. It is poking and prodding at it.
Each time it tampered with the Obelisk, incomprehensible rays of indescribable color burst forth.
That must be divine power.
Even within this world of consciousness, it was evident how extraordinary that power was.
─The Black Calamity has clearly lost its reason. Likely because it experienced a crushing defeat for the first time in its life.
As he spoke, Higares glanced at me.
It wasn’t a crushing defeat at all.
─Its reckless meddling with the obelisk is proof of that. It craves power more desperately than ever.
“It’s lost its mind.”
─Yes. The ‘Origin’ is the strongest force in this world. Even that calamity feared destruction and couldn’t fully utilize it.
Even a minuscule fragment of it could elevate a mere creature to the status of a minor deity.
That was the nature of divine power, and an obelisk, which stored such immense energy, was not meant to be tampered with.
So, that thing must be truly cornered.
It seemed it had made quite the miscalculation.
─If the calamity fails to handle the power it covets and ends up obliterated, that would be the best outcome. However…
“On the other hand, if it succeeds in absorbing even a fraction of it, that would be the worst.”
─Yes… precisely. I came to inform you of this.
Watching Higares bow his head again, I quickly grasped the situation.
So that’s what was happening.
I’d known it wouldn’t stay quiet, but I hadn’t expected it to be plotting something like this.
“Thank you. I’ll keep it in mind.”
─Thank me…? Your words are far too kind. I have simply fulfilled my duty.
I couldn’t go to the calamity’s home turf, so for now, all I could do was hope it failed.
As I let out a shallow sigh, the spirit’s solemn voice echoed once more.
─Quellière.
“Yes.”
─This is my final will, and my body has long since returned to the earth.
His calm words continued.
─May I have your permission to watch over from the heavens?
“…”
It was quite the grand statement.
Perhaps because this was the world of consciousness, I felt a slight ache in my stomach.
“Why would you need my permission for that?”
The sheer weight of his gaze made my whole body break out in figurative hives. Waving my hand, I dismissed him.
“Do as you please.”
─Thank you, truly… I pray that this grace may extend to this continent as well…
With a sorrowful smile, Higares vanished.
What remained was the writhing demonic landscape and a world growing blurry.
─────!
A nauseating roar echoed from the calamity’s current.
As I stared at it, the world around me began to crack and shatter like glass.
Just as I felt my consciousness being pulled away again, I blinked.
I was back in the treasure vault of the grand cathedral.
The gazes of those around me were intensely fixed upon me.
“…”
“…”
The fleeting afterimage quickly faded.
I forced myself to look at the ring now resting in my palm.
The divine relic, now fully mine after passing the trial.
The moment I slipped it onto my finger, a brilliant light erupted.
Hwaaak──!
A dazzling radiance surged, forming a luminous halo that moved through the air and settled directly behind my head. It poured forth like a divine flood.
It was one of the ring’s abilities, the “Halo.”
“…!”
The effect was overwhelming pressure against the impure.
However, my expression stiffened.
The looks on people’s faces were quite a sight.
Targal stood frozen, his mouth agape, while the two High Priests stared with wide, incredulous eyes.
“Quellière…!”
“Saint… Saintess…?”
Nell and Lucia were no different in their reactions.
Their eyes brimmed with reverence and awe, which made me feel unbearably burdened. Another pang of discomfort hit me.
Ah, so it wasn’t just phantom pain after all.
*
The vicinity of the grand cathedral was abuzz.
The public was ablaze with excitement over a series of hot topics.
The subjects ranged from the Saintess, the Undead Uprising, the Seat of Proof, the High Priests, to the Apostle’s Society.
Yet these distinctions were meaningless because they all traced back to one person.
“Is it true? The rumored Saintess?!”
“It’s true. I was there. When she defeated the Undead Uprising, everyone present would agree. It was like a dream—she froze the tidal waves themselves…”
Among them, a man went about spreading tales of the Saintess.
Already extraordinary feats were further exaggerated, making the stories feel even more vivid.
The atmosphere, already heated, was further inflamed by his storytelling.
“That’s not all. She even personally judged the nation’s enemy, the leader of the Apostle’s Society. That story is so famous I’m sure everyone’s heard it, but not the full details.”
“True… not many could attend the Seat of Proof.”
“That’s why it’s such a shame. If everyone had witnessed it, no one would dare call the rumored Saintess anything less than a goddess.”
But something felt off.
As the man continued speaking, the people’s eyes began to glaze over.
This wasn’t something that could happen simply because of good storytelling.
It was tied to the man’s abilities.
From afar, Adein watched him carefully and gave a small nod.
“That’s him, Jehak.”
Though Jehak wasn’t wearing his usual robe adorned with a ‘tongue’ emblem, he was one of the Seven Apostles like Adein.
His ability was “Morale Infusion.”
This power, which reduced fear and instilled courage, wouldn’t normally work on just anyone. However, in a state of clouded judgment, it was perfect for instigation.
“Have you heard? During the Seat of Proof─”
“Of course. Who hasn’t? To think that High Priestess Clavia was an undead…”
And now, it was the perfect time for his power to shine. The entire city was caught in a feverish excitement, its rationality eroded.
It wasn’t just Jehak. Other members of the faction were moving to assist as well.
This was Adein’s strategy.
“Spread it further. Broaden the reach. Let chaos ensue…”
Draw all attention to a single point.
Let the frenzied believers clamor to see the Saintess, the Savior, the divine being herself.
When she finally revealed herself, it was so that countless shields of flesh could be raised.
“······The Leader of the Dark Holy Society has passed away.”
This will shake the Dark Holy Society to its core.
They’ll never recover their former power again. This is the only chance to eliminate our enemy.
Even then, Jehak was busy flapping his tongue.
“We must go to the Great Temple!”
“The Great Temple···?!”
“It is to convey our sincerity to God before His departure! To show that we have never once betrayed Him!”
“Oh··· Ohhh······!”
The long-awaited manifestation of God.
At the mention of the true pinnacle of the theocratic nation, the mob psychology twisted further.
Watching the frenzied crowd, Jehak allowed himself a calculated smile.
*
I took some time in the sanctuary to inspect the divine artifact.
Sensing something in my demeanor, the others tactfully left me alone.
“It’s going to take some time to get used to this.”
That was the conclusion I came to after inspecting the ring for a while.
It was far more advanced and functional than a talisman, making it difficult to utilize immediately.
“Hmm.”
But that wasn’t a big problem.
I was heading back to the Snowfield soon, where I could train with it at my leisure.
While I was carefully handling the ring, there came a knock at the door.
Knock, knock─
“Come in.”
Nell burst in urgently the moment she entered.
“···Quellière! Did you see what’s happening outside?!”
“Outside?”
“Yeah. It’s complete chaos out there. Everyone’s gone mad.”
“···?”
I tilted my head in confusion.
What was she talking about?
I replied nonchalantly.
“Don’t pay it any mind.”
“Uh···? Oh, o-okay.”
She fell silent, and I continued testing the halo.
I had tried it once before, but it wasn’t easy to control. After several trials and errors, the radiant glow reappeared.
The sight of the bright light lifted my spirits.
At that moment, hurried footsteps approached, and Lucia appeared with an expression similar to Nell’s earlier.
“Saintess!”
Her voice trembled with agitation.
“There’s trouble! Look outside!”
“···Outside.”
“Yes! They’re looking for you, Saintess! It’s a commotion!”
“They’re looking for me···.”
I glanced at Nell.
So that’s why she came running here in a panic.
But how could she forget to mention the most important thing?
“······They’re looking for me.”
There were too many possible reasons.
However, there was no need for me to reveal myself unnecessarily.
“Don’t pay it any mind.”
“Uh··· Oh. Y-yes······.”
I gave her the same response and turned my attention back to the ring.
Whatever the commotion was, I figured it would settle down eventually.
Apparently, I underestimated the citizens of a theocratic nation.
A few minutes later, the next messenger arrived.
“Saintess!”
It was Targal, the commander of the Radiant Knights.
This time, I spoke first.
“The people are in an uproar.”
“Outside······! Uh, yes.”
“They’re searching for me.”
“······That’s correct. So, you already knew.”
He scratched the back of his neck awkwardly.
Clicking my tongue lightly, I rose from my seat.
It seemed the commotion wasn’t going to die down on its own.
As I walked down the corridor, the three who had come to summon me followed. Further ahead, Sariel and Netah were having a serious discussion. They ran over as soon as they saw me.
“Explain what’s happening.”
I asked first.
The two, who had been about to launch into another repetitive exchange, froze with their mouths agape like goldfish.
After regaining her composure, Sariel spoke seriously.
“Word of the Saintess has spread at a terrifying speed.”
“And?”
“The believers are calling you their savior and flocking to catch a glimpse of you.”
At her words, I quietly exhaled in relief.
At least it wasn’t a crisis.
I had prepared for the worst-case scenario, but this wasn’t anything major.
It was, in fact, a rather plausible development.
“The Radiant Knights have been fully mobilized to hold back the crowds, but they won’t be able to last much longer. We can’t harm the believers, so······.”
“Naturally.”
“Saintess, please forgive them. They act not out of malice but out of overwhelming reverence for you─”
“I understand.”
I nodded at Netah’s words.
Even in modern times, a divine appearance would incite such behavior.
In my case, I wasn’t a real god but a false one born of coincidences and luck.
“······Hmm.”
Of course, it was a bit troublesome.
I had intended to eliminate Clavia and flee immediately, but I hadn’t expected things to escalate this quickly.
It seems my exploits were more significant than I thought.
“What to do······.”
Fleeing now wouldn’t be a good idea.
This wasn’t mere interest but fanatical fervor. Ignoring it would only cause more problems.
Some effort to subdue the frenzy was necessary.
After a moment of contemplation, a good idea struck me.
“The terrace of the Great Temple.”
“Pardon?”
“Gather everyone there.”
It wasn’t hard to calm their excitement.
After all, why were they reacting so intensely?
They saw me as a transcendent being and hoped for salvation.
“Make sure anyone causing a commotion is removed. Tell them to remain orderly and composed.”
Now, what if I wasn’t an extraordinary being?
What if I showed no intention of being their savior?
Upon seeing my ordinary self, they’d surely feel disappointed.
I grinned mischievously.
“They want to see me, don’t they? So dearly.”
“······!”
The two High Priests’ eyes widened.
I had two tasks, and they were interconnected.
Calm the excitement and leave the theocracy!
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The Great Temple, the holiest site in Chelmberd, was not a place just anyone could visit.
As such, it was always quiet, but today, it was engulfed in an intense heat.
Would you believe it if I said it was all because of one person?
“…I don’t want to believe it either.”
Even as I exhaled softly, the crowd before me did not disappear.
I stood alone on the upper terrace of the Great Temple, in a space that jutted out like an exclusive stage.
From the vast field before me, countless gazes were fixed on me.
Feeling awkward under the attention, I subtly adjusted the veil Lucia had lent me—although I planned to return it—lowering it slightly.
My bangs were partially covered.
Much better.
“How can anyone be this beautiful and noble… She must be the Saint!”
“If she isn’t the Saint, then nothing makes sense.”
“O, Savior…”
A murmur of mixed voices reached my ears. Even from a cursory listen, awe and admiration were apparent.
It was all overblown, so I blocked it out midway.
“They’re hopelessly blinded…”
At this rate, no words would reach them.
I needed to lower this near-delusional reverence.
Taking a deep breath, I opened the door to persuasion.
“I am Quellière.”
One single sentence.
But the reaction was explosive.
“O, Lady Quellière!”
“Her holy name! Even her name is so—”
“Silence.”
I cut through the clamor with cold sharpness.
The hall briefly fell silent. Just as noise threatened to rise again, I spoke.
“The Saint—”
“Quiet.”
“……”
At last, they could only gape silently, unable to utter a word. I drove the point home.
“Keep your mouths shut and your ears open.”
“……”
The believers nodded fiercely while remaining glued to the ground.
I found a small measure of satisfaction and moved my lips.
I had no time to prepare eloquent speeches.
I would have to wing it.
“I am not a Saint.”
“……!”
As always, I dropped a bombshell right away.
Their agape mouths froze.
“I don’t need such a title, nor do I want it. I am Quellière. Nothing more, nothing less.”
The bewildered expressions on their faces were oddly amusing.
But with a calm, impassive expression that betrayed none of my feelings, I continued.
“The calamities were my enemies from the start. Clavia was no exception. That’s why I fought and eliminated them. That’s all.”
“……”
“Fighting against an enemy is only natural. There were no other motives. None whatsoever.”
My tone and choice of words reeked of arrogance.
It was embarrassing, but this was part of the Snow Maiden’s nature, so I couldn’t help it.
“I will leave. Both this Holy Nation and the vast continent. By my own will.”
“──!”
I would return to the Snow Castle.
I had stayed in this Holy Nation far longer than necessary, and it was time to go back.
I concluded my words.
“So forget me.”
Immediately after, I turned my back on the agitated citizens with a cool demeanor, feeling inwardly satisfied.
That should do it. I had denied being a Saint and declared my departure from the Holy Nation.
This should douse their expectations and curiosity.
Behind me were Nell, Lucia, and the others.
“Saint… No, Lady Quellière…”
But their expressions were strange.
They avoided my gaze, while Sariel and Netah’s faces were close to despair.
Sariel stammered as she asked.
“Are you… disappointed in us—”
“We will never forget!”
Just then, a booming voice rang out from within the crowd.
Before I could respond, my eyes shifted toward the source of the voice.
It was probably another overzealous believer.
Or so I thought, until I saw who had spoken, and I froze.
“How could we forget! Isn’t that right, everyone?”
“!”
The blonde-haired Crown Prince, Artan Fricas.
An unexpected figure was rallying the citizens.
“……That’s right! Indeed! Lady Quellière!”
“How could we forget the Saint! Please don’t say such things!”
My heart raced.
Not only was he here, but somehow he had become the spokesperson for the believers.
Artan, seemingly unaware of my inner turmoil, raised his voice even louder.
“It is said that justice must be served! Those who have done good should be rewarded, and those who have sinned should be punished. Please, do not condemn us as sinners any longer!”
“…What.”
Nonsense.
I felt the same way in the Snowfield, but his words were truly outrageous.
Don’t condemn them as sinners?
When did he arrive, and how had he picked up the mannerisms of the Holy Nation’s people?
In any case, things were becoming complicated.
The citizens, who had finally quieted down, were now emboldened by his words.
“That’s right! Indeed! We’re already sinners!”
“Whoever that man is, he’s speaking the truth!”
Momentum surged like a tidal wave.
I glared at Artan with resentment.
But he merely continued to shout shamelessly.
“Glaring at me like that won’t change anything.”
“Artan.”
“If you do not wish to be called a Saint, we will respect your wishes. But Lady Quellière, please grant us one opportunity.”
“…What kind of opportunity?”
His confident demeanor piqued my curiosity, so I decided to hear him out.
The Crown Prince nodded resolutely, his gaze firm.
“A chance to express our gratitude, for repelling the calamities and defeating the head of the Apostle’s Society—”
“Not necessary.”
I cut him off coldly.
I wondered what he was going to say.
“Didn’t you hear me? That was my will. I couldn’t care less about your circumstances, so there’s no need for gratitude.”
“But—”
“And the calamities aren’t dead. The enemy of the world is still alive. As long as it exists, true peace will never come.”
The visions shown by the old Spirit Higares came to mind.
Mahabharata was sharpening its blade.
It would be troublesome if people became complacent like this.
This wasn’t something I could handle on my own.
I had planned to just leave, but I felt the need for a little prescription.
“Lady Quellière… does that mean…!”
At that moment, the Ring of Origin came to mind, and I immediately activated my magic.
The bursting light silenced Artan.
A brilliant radiance erupted behind me.
The noble halo mingled with my veil, creating an even more sacred atmosphere.
“…?!”
Artan and the believers stared in stunned awe.
I chuckled inwardly.
This looked way too much like a Saint… I’d have to make a quick exit after this.
Since I had started, I might as well see it through.
Wearing a solemn expression, I spoke.
“Strengthen yourself.”
It was something I had once told the Crown Prince.
“Don’t rely on others. Become stronger on your own.”
“…”
“When greater crises arise in the future, make sure you can overcome them. Don’t just learn how to pray; learn how to fight the dead.”
It was also my hope.
That they would somehow guide themselves safely to a happy ending.
My cold and rigid words settled over the silent hall.
“The gods have left. Because all the people of the world did was look to the heavens, until there was no longer any meaning to be found.”
I reiterated the cruel truth.
Damn calamities, I had to get rid of them before leaving.
“There are no gods left to save you.”
“──!”
“Become strong yourselves. Don’t beg, don’t plead, and don’t despair. So…”
My voice grew softer and softer.
A string of heartfelt advice laced with selfishness. Even the last murmur carried a hint of self-interest.
“…So that you won’t need me.”
How wonderful it would be if that could happen.
In any case, I had said everything I needed to, and now all that remained was to leave.
I looked around slowly.
The crowd was frozen in the same pose, like a stop-motion scene.
“…!!”
Then, as if snapping out of it, Artan’s eyes widened to an almost comical degree, and murmurs broke out among the people.
Suddenly, a flapping sound was heard, and a massive shadow fell over the hall.
Kwoooaaah──!
A loud noise followed, accompanied by a strong gust of wind.
As people groaned and shielded their faces, I remained unaffected.
Thanks to that, I was able to see clearly.
“…Mishra.”
The White Silver Dragon King, Pankaj Mishra.
It had been a while, but there was no doubt it was her.
Some of the believers gasped in shock upon seeing her.
“A dragon!”
“A dragon, as in the legends… Is that really it?”
Why was she here?
I stood there, momentarily dazed, but this wasn’t the time to ponder.
Mishra let out a mighty roar from the sky before descending rapidly.
─────!
Everyone covered their ears as the Dragon King hovered just in front of the terrace and lowered her body.
Her intention was clear.
“You’re telling me to get on?”
When Mishra gave a slight nod, I immediately climbed onto her back.
A perfect chance to escape. There was no reason to refuse.
As the Dragon King prepared to take off, a shrill voice reached my ears.
“W-wait!”
It was Nell, blocking the wind with her hand.
She ran toward us with a panicked expression.
It was obvious she wanted to come along.
I hesitated briefly over whether to take her but ultimately extended my hand.
“Grab on.”
“…Huh?!”
Apparently, she hadn’t expected that, and her pupils wavered dramatically.
She stopped just short of reaching me, and I began to grow impatient.
“Nell.”
“Ugh… Uuugh…”
Even as Nell hesitated, more people were beginning to recover from their stupor.
My firm voice broke through.
“Hurry.”
“Fine! It’s do or die!”
With a yell, she clenched her fists and grabbed my hand.
Two distinct noises erupted simultaneously.
“—Aaaaaah!”
Kwoooooaaah──!
As Mishra flapped her wings, our bodies shot up like a gyroscope drop.
In the blink of an eye, we were high above, the fierce wind tousling my hair.
The Dragon King glanced at the ground once and then surged forward into the distance.
*
Quellière departed on the back of a dragon.
It was no joke. It was indeed that dragon.
As the tremors shaking the surroundings subsided, the citizens began chattering noisily.
“Did I just see a dragon?!”
“There were reports of sightings in the south, but I never thought it was true…!”
Shock and fear were evident in their eyes.
Soon, those emotions turned into reverence directed toward a certain woman.
“To have even such a being under her command, she’s no ordinary saintess!”
“A savior… a true savior!”
Meanwhile, their astonishment was not lost on Artan. However, he had no capacity to focus solely on the dragon.
He had already seen the Frost Giant in the snowfield and could only imagine what else might exist.
“…”
The advance of devotees seeking to meet the saintess.
Joining the flow, he managed to speak with Quellière once more.
Artan silently mulled over her words.
“The enemy of the world is still alive…”
It was true.
Her efforts had brought a brief peace, but it would soon return in an even more terrifying form.
Such was the nature of calamity.
─Strengthen yourself.
Her beautiful voice reverberated in his mind.
It was advice he had once heard. Soon, the goddess continued, looking over them.
─Become stronger on your own.
Artan understood immediately.
Constantly relying on others for help would ultimately lead to stagnation.
In essence, she was telling him to learn how to fish instead of receiving fish.
─So that you won’t need me.
Yet, her final words were peculiar and enigmatic.
Surprisingly, there was a faint desperation in her voice.
“…No, it must be my imagination.”
He struggled to rationalize it and shifted his thoughts.
He carefully dissected her confessions.
Quellière was undoubtedly kind and compassionate.
If not, she would not have helped him as a child.
Her sorrow, the sins of humanity, all of it seemed to converge in one place.
“In the end, it’s the calamity…”
That entity needed to be eradicated for anything to change.
For her, for himself.
Ultimately, for this world.
However, the calamity was overwhelmingly powerful.
The countless corpses in the burial grounds were also a significant problem.
“…Can it be destroyed?”
“No.”
“!”
A deep voice suddenly spoke.
Artan’s eyes widened in surprise as he identified the source. A man with green hair was staring at him.
“Sir Harold…! How are you here?”
“What do you mean? With Your Highness here, why wouldn’t I be?”
Harold Grypheon, the Sword Lord, replied indifferently. He had been observing Artan while staying in Chelmberd.
This confirmed that the Crown Prince’s feelings for Quellière were genuine.
An utterly futile sentiment.
“I have much to say, but I won’t. You, more than anyone, must know how futile such desires are.”
“…!”
Startled by Harold’s words, Artan flinched, but Harold refrained from pointing it out.
If she were merely a human woman, there would have been many other means.
He would have willingly pushed her away from the Crown Prince for the sake of the empire and his sister.
However, after witnessing today’s revelations, the story had entirely changed.
“Political marriage or whatever… A higher being wouldn’t be bound by human standards.”
Recalling Quellière’s majestic words, Harold had a hunch.
He was certain that at this moment, a massive wheel had started turning.
This was a torrent connecting humanity’s original sin to the future of the world.
In front of that grand totality, petty human political schemes seemed utterly trivial.
The matter of marriage would have to be set aside for now.
Even Bulizé would understand.
“Do you wish to eliminate the calamity?”
Harold asked solemnly.
It was an incredibly heavy topic.
Artan, biting his lip, deliberated deeply before giving an honest answer.
“Yes, Sir Harold.”
“It’s impossible.”
“…!”
“Not if it’s only you, Your Highness.”
His tone was severe, his assertion firm.
Artan straightened his posture.
“Then.”
“To have even a slight chance, it would require not just a prince but the entire empire to move…”
*
Meanwhile, as this crucial discourse unfolded across the continent, Adein, one of the Seven Apostles, stared blankly at the sky in isolation.
“…Lord Adein.”
He couldn’t respond to his subordinate’s words, so great was his shock.
Eventually, some semblance of reason returned, and he murmured.
“She commands even a dragon…”
His voice, filled with fear and despondency, dissipated into the air.
Though they had boldly rallied to eliminate the goddess, what had all this amounted to?
The ominous unease that had sprouted from the moment her eerie radiance appeared had already reached its peak.
Trembling, he muttered.
“How much of a monster is she? How much more must she break us to be satisfied…?”
In any case, the plan had failed.
Their strategy to launch an all-out assault using the crowd as a shield was thwarted by her sudden departure.
Having flown away on a dragon, there was no way to pursue her.
“…Retreat.”
“Yes!”
All they were left with was greater despair.
The remnants of the Dark Holy Society trudged back to their gloomy underground refuge, heads bowed.
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Chapter 62: A Pure White Paradise
The sun was closer than ever, and clouds surged nearby.
The Dragon King’s back was broad and comfortable, incomparable even to Chevran’s carriage.
Was this something all dragons had, or was she simply special?
“You managed to find me.”
I spoke, enjoying the wind.
As soon as Mishra appeared, she carried me eastward.
It was evident she had come looking for me.
[…I did have quite a hard time.]
Mishra’s voice was slightly weary.
Soon, she began grumbling, recounting her exploits.
[It was a long time… I traveled across the central, southern, and western continents as if on a tour. It was amusing to see humans astonished at my presence, but… it didn’t last long.]
“I see.”
[Finally, I arrived at the northern stronghold not too long ago… The last destination being the correct one, what poor luck I have.]
“True.”
I gave her a light response.
It would have been rude to ignore her effort after she had endured so much to find me.
However, a question arose midway through.
“Why go through all that trouble?”
[Hmm?]
“You don’t have a reason to help me. And you have your duties to protect the Snowfield.”
Although Mishra and I had a decent relationship, we weren’t particularly close.
Besides, wasn’t she supposed to carry out her master’s orders?
[What?! Well, uh…]
The Dragon King’s back quivered slightly.
Her voice, stumbling and restless, returned.
[Well, you know, we’re neighbors, aren’t we? You’ve been gone for a while, and I thought it wouldn’t hurt to check on you.]
“That doesn’t sound quite right.”
[And while protecting the Snowfield is certainly important… I believe there are things even more crucial than that.]
Though I questioned her bluntly, Mishra was busy rambling excuses.
Eventually, she sought my agreement.
[Don’t you think so?]
“Uh-huh.”
Her words left me puzzled.
With an indifferent tone, I asked again.
“What could be more important?”
[Ah, more important… That would be, let’s see… uh…]
As Mishra fumbled with her words, she abruptly changed the subject.
[More importantly, who is that red-haired woman?]
“Ah.”
Her question reminded me of something.
Come to think of it, I wasn’t the only passenger on the Dragon King’s back.
Nell, who had been silent all along, finally reacted.
“Uh… me?”
“Who else would it be?”
Pointing to herself, Nell scratched the back of her neck at my reply.
“Fair enough.”
[So, who are you?]
Nell’s eyes wavered briefly before answering.
“I’m… a friend.”
[A friend? Whose friend?]
“Quellière’s friend.”
She glanced at me after saying that.
A somewhat uneasy question followed.
“We’re friends, right?”
“Yes. Mishra, this is Nell Sartilla.”
I nodded in affirmation and introduced her.
At the very least, she was a friend.
At that moment, an unfamiliar noise interrupted us.
[…]
The Dragon King’s wings wavered slightly.
Though the spot we were on remained stable, flying seemed more challenging than expected.
I reassured Nell while patting Mishra’s carapace.
“This is Pankaj Mishra. Mishra is also my friend.”
[──!]
The back wobbled violently once again.
The stronger jolt swept both Nell and me, and we hurriedly grabbed onto whatever we could to stay steady.
Nell scolded her.
“Hey, hey! I almost fell! Watch where you’re flying!”
[…Apologies! It was a mistake… no, wait. Hold on.]
Mishra suddenly became serious.
Her sharp remark rang through the blue sky.
[Nell Sartilla, was it? While I can tolerate Quellière, I won’t accept complaints from you.]
“What?”
[I had no intention of carrying you. Simply put, you’re an unwelcome guest.]
“An unwelcome guest…!?”
Nell’s mouth opened and closed, speechless.
However, she wasn’t one to back down easily.
“Wow, how petty! Fine, fine, my apologies. I’m just a mute unwanted guest, so I’ll keep quiet.”
[Good. I’d appreciate that.]
“…”
Disbelief filled Nell’s eyes.
To everyone’s astonishment, the millennia-old Dragon King had worse social skills than her, rendering her sarcasm ineffective.
Nell, flustered, muttered angrily.
“You know… just so you’re clear, I’m not interested in you either, okay?!”
[Hmm? Is that so.]
“Yeah! If not for Quellière, I wouldn’t be here—”
Soon, Nell and Mishra began bickering.
Arguing at such high altitudes—what extraordinary individuals they were.
I turned away from their escalating quarrel.
“We’ve left the Theocracy behind.”
Gazing at the clear sky, I ventured an optimistic thought.
Now, I would no longer have to deal with troublesome titles like Saintess or Saint.
Moreover, the death of the Apostle would have dampened the Dark Holy Society’s momentum.
To describe the current situation in one phrase:
“It’s unmistakably favorable.”
Although the calamity still lingered, there was no way to deal with it for now.
During this lull, I had to take stock of my resources and prepare for what lay ahead.
We flew eastward, enjoying the pleasant breeze.
After flying for some time, an icy mountain range came into view.
As expected of not just any dragon, but the Dragon King—her speed was remarkable.
Mishra spoke with confidence.
[We’re almost there.]
“Seems like it.”
As we passed through the mountain range, the cries of monsters reached our ears.
Kyaaak—Kyaaaak—!
Grrroooar—!
Distant wails echoed from below.
They were likely panicking at the sight of the immense shadow.
But even they couldn’t reach this altitude.
Dragons were truly convenient and safe modes of transportation.
Just as we leisurely passed the raging monsters, a sound came from behind us.
“Achoo!”
I turned to see Nell, her cheeks flushed, curling up against the cold.
The cause of the situation was obvious.
“Cold?”
“Huh? …Yeah, it’s cold. Really cold.”
It couldn’t be helped.
This was the magical domain, notorious for its extreme climate.
As I wondered if she could endure it, Nell stretched her hands.
“So this is what the magical domain feels like… I thought it wouldn’t be too bad, but this isn’t manageable like this.”
“That’s right.”
“Still, don’t worry. I figured this might happen, so I didn’t come unprepared.”
A crimson aura began to radiate around her.
The power of blood.
The red energy spread across Nell’s entire body, reviving her complexion and softening her frozen cheeks.
“Oh.”
I had nearly forgotten.
The power of the True Ancestor’s blood allowed for such feats.
Nell grinned.
“This makes it bearable. My blood power will keep me warm, as long as I don’t overexert myself otherwise.”
“That’s a relief.”
“Yeah. Actually, it’s interesting—this thing turned out to be pretty helpful.”
She proudly held up a crimson rosary.
It was the sacred rosary she had obtained during the Trial of Challenge.
I reached into my coat as well.
“…Still here.”
The Talisman of Dawn was still in place.
Even though I had acquired a superior divine relic, this one would still prove useful.
In the meantime, Mishra pressed forward, and soon, an enchanting snowy field welcomed us.
[We’ve arrived.]
The pure white paradise, the Snowfield.
A pristine world of beauty untouched by a single speck of dust.
This pinnacle of natural splendor evoked new feelings no matter how often I saw it.
“Wow…”
If that was my reaction, how much more awe would it inspire in someone seeing it for the first time?
Nell let out a gasp of admiration as she looked around.
“So this is the Snowfield! It’s amazing. Calling this the magical domain doesn’t feel right… This is breathtaking!”
“Mm.”
[Hmph.]
Seeing her marvel like a child left Mishra and me feeling a bit proud.
Pride in being rooted in such a place.
However, that sense of pride was soon shattered by Nell’s next words.
“…But it’s all just snow. It’s pretty, sure, but something’s missing.”
“…”
“The wind’s strong, everything’s just white… Wouldn’t living here drive you crazy?”
“…”
Her words were harsh.
Though I couldn’t entirely deny them.
As Nell scanned the area, she suddenly cried out.
“Look, over there!”
“What now?”
“There’s a castle!”
“…Oh?”
Following her gaze, I saw it too.
Indeed, there was a castle.
My home and the domain of the spirits, the Snow Castle.
“What are those over there?”
Nell blinked as she noticed the gathering Frike spirits.
…
It had been a long time since I returned home.
As I entered the castle, I was greeted by cheers and applause.
-Quelliiiii!
-It’s not one of Sasquatch’s fake snowmen; it’s the real deal. The real Quelliiii!
“Quiet down.”
I had a hard time peeling off the clinging Frike spirits.
While it was a familiar scene to me, it seemed to be overwhelming for Nell.
“What are these… Spirits? Are they spirits…?”
She muttered with a blank expression on her face.
Although she was clearly a new guest, the spirits showed no interest in her.
I had no choice but to point her out.
“This is Nell Sartilla.”
-Sartilla…?
“Call her Nell.”
However, the Frike spirits only stared blankly, alternating between looking at me and her.
Their expressions said they didn’t know how to react.
I kindly explained.
“She’s my friend.”
-Friend!
-Close one!
The spirits were shocked.
-A friend… that means someone incredibly close and lovely!
-Oh my! Quelli brought a friend!
-She has a friend besides Shu?!
“…”
I instinctively rubbed my forehead.
That’s not what “friend” means.
Once again, they interpreted it however they liked.
In any case, their attitude toward Nell changed dramatically.
-Nell!
-Quelli’s friend!
The Frike spirits swarmed her in a flurry.
In an instant, Nell was surrounded and flustered.
“Uh… uh, hi there, everyone. What should I call you? Spirits?”
-We are Frike!
-But more importantly!
-Yes!
They exchanged glances and quickly came to an agreement.
Then they floated up and began guiding her.
-Let’s show her to the castle!
“What—”
To be precise, they started pushing her from behind.
Since they were made of snowflakes, it wasn’t painful, but the force slowly propelled Nell forward.
She flailed her hands as she was carried away.
“Wait, wait! I’ll walk on my own!”
Soon, her shiny red hair disappeared beyond the hallway.
The spirits were clearly excited about the guest I had endorsed.
Considering how rare visitors were, it made sense.
At that moment, Mishra spoke to me from the side.
“Quellière.”
“Yeah?”
She had already returned to her human form.
Or rather, I should say she had shifted from her true dragon form.
“Is that woman, Nell, staying here?”
“Probably. At least for now.”
If Nell disliked it, I would let her leave, but there was no sign of that yet.
To think, I had hoped she would live seamlessly in human society.
Life is truly unpredictable.
“Hmm… is that so…”
For some reason, Mishra seemed dissatisfied and only let out a low hum.
*
Quellière is the new Saintess.
…That was the prevailing opinion, but her own statement caused an uproar.
It was as though everyone had forgotten the maxim not to blindly follow the crowd, and the entire main temple entered a new phase.
“…”
Two High Priests, Sariel and Netah, were meeting with the renowned Crown Prince of the Empire.
He had personally requested the meeting.
It was unclear when the Crown Prince had visited the Theocracy, but the two were not particularly surprised.
This was because they had already experienced a chain of shocking events recently.
“Have you heard Quellière’s testimony?”
Artan Fricas.
Now that he revealed his greatest strength, he was no longer someone to be underestimated.
The two High Priests exchanged glances at his serious question and nodded.
“Of course. I remember every word.”
“I, too, recall it clearly.”
There was not a shred of falsehood in their responses.
As devout servants of faith, they could not possibly disregard the words of someone who might be a “savior.”
As if he expected this, Artan nodded.
“She said to strengthen our foundations. Not just for the Theocracy, but for all of humanity.”
The image of Quellière, speaking with a cold and resolute expression, crossed his mind.
Artan felt he was inching closer to fulfilling her wishes.
“Grow so we can stand on our own. To overcome even greater crises when they come.”
“…”
“And the enemy of the world still lives… What she desires is true peace.”
That was the conclusion Artan had reached.
Ironically, while the process had been flawed, the outcome aligned.
His gaze and expression were steadfast and unwavering.
“True peace?”
“Yes. A world without calamities, without the dead, and without lingering resentment. I believe that is the endpoint envisioned by her, who is so kind and compassionate. It is also my aspiration.”
“Ah…”
Tears glimmered faintly in Sariel’s eyes, as if to say she understood completely.
“That must be the case. It’s what every Saint has wished for until now. If it’s her, surely…”
“We’re not unaware of her will. But that is an impossible… no, an extremely difficult task.”
Netah, on the other hand, expressed a more pessimistic view.
His complex gaze was one borne of countless failures and disappointments.
“Peace is something everyone desires, save for those who walk the dark path. If that’s so, why does darkness still prevail in the world?”
“Is it because darkness is that strong?”
“Indeed. In my youth, I dreamed of being a champion of justice… but evil is fundamentally solid and—”
“High Priest Netah.”
Despite Netah’s concerns, the Crown Prince’s unwavering gaze did not falter.
His eyes then shifted toward Sariel.
“And High Priest Sariel.”
His firm expression and steady voice prompted the two High Priests to tilt their heads in curiosity.
“What is it?”
“Yes, please, go ahead.”
A task desired by all, yet so difficult to achieve.
Precisely because of its magnitude, it was a fitting goal for one who would become the Emperor of the Empire.
This was the very reason he had revealed his identity and arranged this meeting.
With a determination more resolute than ever, Artan declared:
“I intend to conquer the Burial grounds.”
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Chapter 63: The Pure White Paradise (2)
The meeting adjourned, and Artan exited the Grand Temple.
At the entrance, the Royal Guards, Hiloze, and Harold were waiting.
Harold approached and asked.
“How did it go?”
Both he and Hiloze seemed eager for a response.
Basking in the brilliant sunlight, Artan answered calmly.
“I received a favorable response.”
The Crown Prince reflected on the earlier meeting.
“I intend to conquer the Burial grounds.”
These resolute words were spoken after deep contemplation.
The declaration caused a great stir within the chamber.
“…!”
“The Burial grounds…”
One of the two worst regions considered among the accursed.
The Holy Kingdom’s perception of that landfill was complicated.
It was a hell to be despised, yet ultimately a monumental sin committed by humanity’s ancestors.
“Are you speaking in earnest?”
Even so, the current belief among the faithful was unanimous.
It was a taboo of humanity that should not exist.
Artan remained undeterred by Netah’s question.
“Yes, I am sincere.”
“Your Highness, do you perhaps not understand why that source of evil still exists?”
“No, I understand it well.”
Everyone wished for its eradication, but it persisted because it was impossible to eliminate.
“After the era of gods, many heroes and sovereigns marched westward to subdue that landfill. But time after time… no, they all failed.”
“You were aware of this and still made such a decision?”
“Yes, High Priest Netah.”
A grand endeavor that even legends of history had failed to accomplish.
His words could easily be dismissed as mere bravado.
However, the Crown Prince stood firm, and Netah’s expression stiffened.
“Do you see it as possible?”
“It will be difficult. Very difficult. But I do not think it is impossible.”
“Hmph…”
Artan confessed his genuine intentions.
To eliminate the calamity, the world’s enemy, the Burial Grounds had to vanish ultimately.
Its ceaseless grudge continually gave rise to malevolence.
“So I ask you this.”
Clearly, it was a daunting task beyond the Empire’s strength alone. At this point, Artan revealed his main point.
“If the Empire moves to the Burial Grounds, what will the Holy Kingdom do?”
The cooperation of the Holy Kingdom was indispensable in this campaign.
The divine power to purify the lingering grudge was necessary.
At last, the two High Priests realized Artan’s intent and groaned.
“To conquer the Burial Grounds…”
“It is akin to humanity’s long-cherished wish. If it can be achieved, there is nothing more to hope for, but…”
There were reasons why the Burial Grounds had never been subdued until now. Yet, it was undeniably an opportunity.
A long-neglected Burial Grounds.
Who in this era would show such fervor for its conquest?
Moreover, it was none other than the Empire’s Crown Prince.
After a brief discussion, the two reached a consensus.
“We will assist you.”
“Then—!”
Artan’s face lit up.
However, there was a condition.
“If this is not just Your Highness’s personal ambition but the united will of the entire Empire.”
“…!”
Their stance was resolute, leaving no room for retreat as rulers of their nation.
Recalling this, Artan looked Harold squarely in the eye.
“It is as you predicted.”
“As expected. Even so, it is a sufficient expression of intent.”
Indeed, Harold’s assessment was correct.
Artan nodded.
“Yes, it is a sufficient answer. Had they immediately leaped at the gamble, I would have refused.”
“An untrustworthy ally is more dangerous than an enemy. Though I understand the Holy Kingdom’s position.”
Shrugging his shoulders, Harold stared at the Crown Prince.
“Is your business here now concluded?”
“Yes. It is time to return to the Empire.”
With Quellière gone and the Grand Temple’s response received, there was no reason to linger.
The next agenda would begin once they returned to the Empire.
*
-Quelli! What’s this?!
“A ring.”
Although I hadn’t been to the Snow Castle in a while, I adapted quickly.
I placed the talisman and the Ring of Lost Origins on the desk in my upper-floor room.
Frike, who had followed me in, sparkled with curiosity.
-A ring! What is a ring?! Could it be…?
“It’s not something you eat.”
-Not… something to eat? Then what is it?
“You wear it on your finger. It’s an accessory.”
In this case, it would be better classified as an artifact.
Frike tilted its head and spread its tiny arms.
-Finger… Finger…?
Its arms were slender, and its fingers were too thin to wear a ring.
Not that a snowflake would ever wear a ring in the first place.
-I have fingers! I want to wear a ring!
“No. It’s mine.”
I rejected the idea flatly.
Even after being refused, Frike remained as lively as ever.
-It’s yours, Quelli! Got it!
“Stop gawking and leave. You’re making me dizzy.”
-Huh? Okay!
Their cheerful nature, undeterred by sadness, and their ability to recover quickly were their strengths.
Creak—Bang!
“Ah.”
The door creaked slightly, leaving a precarious gap.
Frike, who had dashed out excitedly, hadn’t bothered to check if it was properly closed.
“So inconvenient.”
These mentally childlike creatures had a knack for occasionally annoying me.
Too lazy to go and close it myself, I just left it as it was.
Ignoring it, I focused my attention on the two relics I had laid out.
“The talisman is a bit worn, but the Ring of Lost Origins looks brand new.”
Practically unused, the difference in their condition was clear. However, I hadn’t taken them out to assess their durability.
The point was singular.
Would they serve as offerings against calamity?
“Is this… a precious item?”
I posed the question to myself.
Precious, yes. At least more so than the miscellaneous junk in the storage room.
The costumes in the unused dressing room were similar in that regard.
As a player, I had painstakingly collected each item, but now, their meaning had faded.
“…Still.”
Certainly, they weren’t as significant as the Catalyst.
That had been my treasured possession.
A testament to ten years of accumulation, which was no small thing.
“If I were to face calamity again, what would happen…?”
That thing was gathering power with clear intent.
To confront it, I would also need weapons.
“It might work, but… how much damage would it really do?”
In their current state, they were far from lethal.
I had no choice but to keep using them and make them more significant over time.
“Alright.”
Resolving this, I nodded deeply.
Then, I picked up a handkerchief and began polishing the ring.
Swipe, swipe—scrub, scrub—
I did my best to clean it thoroughly.
After placing the ring back down, I picked up the talisman, gave it a few wipes, and returned to the other relic.
Rub, rub—rub, rub—
It felt like the mindset of a janitor determined to leave no speck of dust behind.
Simultaneously, I whispered to myself, reinforcing my resolve.
“It’s precious.”
Rub, rub—rub, rub—
“My precious. …Probably.”
…What am I even doing?
A sudden wave of self-doubt washed over me.
…
*
Meanwhile, Nell Sartilla, the temporary resident of the castle, was busy exploring its interiors.
“Hah… hah…”
More precisely, she had been swept along by the Frike on an involuntary tour and had just barely managed to escape.
“Nell, where are you?”
-Can’t see her! Let’s look!
In the distance, spirits were bustling about.
Nell, who had been watching them nervously, sighed in relief once she felt safe.
“…Phew. They’re not bad, but they’re way too energetic.”
In that brief time, she had grasped the Frikes’ characteristics. Now that she had escaped, she decided to wander around alone.
“Quellière said I could explore as much as I wanted, so…”
With permission granted, she moved without hesitation.
The interior walls of the castle seemed to be adorned with pure white, elegant tones, much like the exterior walls.
“It’s like snow itself.”
It suited Quellière perfectly.
Unlike the Snowfield, the castle’s interior was quite warm—though still not exactly livable for humans—allowing for reduced energy consumption.
Leisurely walking along the outskirts, Nell came across a large door.
“Huh?”
A huge, heavy door.
It was clearly an important place, so she curiously peeked inside.
Creak—
Even the sound of the solemn door opening carried a sense of weight.
Nell tensed slightly.
“Excuse me…?”
No response came, and she cautiously stepped forward. Soon, her eyes widened at what lay beyond the door.
She couldn’t help but be amazed.
“…A treasure vault?”
The sight of countless objects piled like towers reminded her of the Grand Temple’s treasure vault.
So many, countless in number, easily overwhelming the Grand Temple’s treasure vault.
Intense curiosity.
Nell Sartilla’s red fur bristled.
“Wow, what is this? What is this, what is this! Is it all treasure? Could this be a treasure vault? Or something like that…”
It wasn’t a treasure vault, just a storage room, but still.
Her brief excitement was just the beginning. After wandering for a bit, she was even more astonished than when she entered.
“!”
Everything was unfamiliar.
Among all these items, not a single one was recognizable.
“…Well, I haven’t looked at everything, but it’s not something I could even attempt in one go.”
It wasn’t a scale that could be tackled in a single day.
Even if it were just clutter, it wouldn’t be strange, but everything was unfamiliar.
Could it simply be due to her limited knowledge and experience?
That was possible, and it was certainly a plausible explanation, but… she gulped nervously.
“Could this be a divine storage room…?!”
She let out an exaggerated laugh, but her face stiffened immediately.
What she had meant as a joke to calm herself down only made her more uneasy because it felt plausible.
Nell quickly headed outside.
Creak—
She slipped out carefully and gently closed the door.
“I didn’t see anything~”
Chuckling nervously, she muttered as if making excuses to someone and climbed the stairs.
Then she discovered something else interesting.
“Oh.”
An external door on one side of the upper floor.
It looked different from the surrounding area and immediately caught her attention.
Unable to resist her curiosity, Nell opened the door to the dressing room.
“Excuse me~?”
Thankfully, there were no occupants.
What was this place?
As she scanned the interior, Nell blinked in surprise.
“There are so many clothes.”
Although the quantity was less than the treasure vault—or whatever that other place was—it was still substantial.
Considering this room exclusively held clothing, it was an impressive sight in its own right.
A cursory glance revealed that the designs were all extremely unique.
“Hmmm…”
She took a moment to carefully look around.
Since she wasn’t particularly interested in clothes, she wasn’t being too thorough. But then, something caught her eye.
Her eyebrow twitched at the sight of peculiar clothing.
Odd and suggestive outfits.
Her pupils trembled as she took them in.
“This… this is clothing?!”
Backless maid uniforms and outfits that exposed nearly the entire chest were… in a word, risqué.
Nell, unaccustomed to such things, panicked.
“Ah, haha. There are all kinds of clothes here. So fascinating~”
Forcing a laugh, she hurriedly turned away.
That was when a thought crossed her mind.
“…”
—This is Quellière’s castle, isn’t it?
Surely, she hadn’t collected all these clothes herself… or had she?
Unable to shake the thought, Nell hesitantly turned back.
She scrutinized the outfits again.
“…Hmm. Hmm.”
They were still… peculiar.
She couldn’t imagine ever wearing such things herself.
Suddenly, she pictured Quellière wearing them.
“Wow. Wow…”
An impossible image manifested in her mind.
Letting out an inexplicable gasp, Nell felt something rising and instinctively plugged her nose.
In that position, she hastily fled the room.
…This place is dangerous.
What she did afterward was a blur.
It felt like she wandered around in a daze. How much time had passed, she wasn’t sure, but eventually, she came to her senses.
By then, she was near Quellière’s room.
“…Ah. Quellière.”
What could she be doing?
Curious, Nell approached the room quietly.
By some coincidence, the door was open, and she peeked inside.
“…”
Quellière was seated at her desk.
Her radiant hair, gleaming like the sun and moon, cascaded over the back of the chair.
With a grace that seemed the epitome of elegance, she was polishing a ring.
Nell recognized it.
“That’s the relic.”
It was definitely the item she had mentioned as lost.
What was rare, though, was Quellière’s expression. It was very serious, almost tender, as if she were handling something precious.
“A relic… In a way, it’s something quite close to Quellière herself.”
Was it because of that?
Unable to fathom the depths of her thoughts, Nell could only stare blankly at Quellière’s face.
What could she be thinking right now?
It was something that a mere creature like herself, who hadn’t even lived a hundred years, could never understand.
“Nell.”
Suddenly, the clear voice shattered her thoughts.
Nell flinched in surprise.
“Ah! Oh?”
“What are you doing there?”
At some point, Quellière had turned to look at her.
Standing there idly, it seemed she had been caught.
Or perhaps Quellière had known all along.
“If you have something to say, come in.”
“Oh… Ah, okay!”
“Close the door.”
“Ah. Oh, right.”
Meeting Quellière’s crystal-clear eyes, Nell Sartilla hastily shut the door.
*
The streets of Chelmberd were lined with vendors.
Despite it being midday, a time when work should have been in full swing, many citizens were busy chatting.
“Did you hear the news? The Dark Holy Society’s strike force has turned tail and run!”
The topic of discussion varied by region and location, but in the street where Behelak was passing, the hot topic was a certain secret organization.
His steps came to a halt.
“Ah, you mean that? Of course, I heard about it.”
“Oh-ho. Then do you also know that some members of that cult have completely surrendered to the Holy Kingdom?”
A vile and heinous secret society devoted to calamity.
Though they spoke of an object of fear and dread, the two men’s faces were adorned with smiles.
“Surrendered? Those wicked fiends?”
“That’s right! Their leader’s been killed, so it’s only natural. What could those wretches possibly do now?”
Not long ago, such talk wouldn’t have occurred in broad daylight, especially in a bustling public street.
Back when the Dark Holy Society was still formidable, their infamy had been overwhelming.
“They were just outcasts isolated from society, weren’t they?”
“True enough. Though I never imagined that the Society’s master was that High Priestess Clavia… or rather, that woman.”
But with the situation changed, citizens spoke freely, releasing years of suppressed fear and frustration.
Their idle chatter continued without order through the afternoon.
“At any rate, it’s all thanks to the Goddess… ahem, Lady Quellière. I saw her for the first time at the Grand Temple, and her unbelievably noble figure… if I could see her again, I’d have no more wishes.”
“Agreed. I can only hope she visits the Holy Kingdom once more…”
These were trivial tales that anyone might hear and forget within moments.
But not to Behelak.
“Grr.”
He clenched his fists so tightly it seemed his hands might crumple.
For someone who had staked everything on the Dark Holy Society, the current situation was unbearable.
Grinding his teeth, Behelak spat out his words.
“So they think a tiger without fangs is no longer frightening…”
His fury surged, but letting it out here would be foolish.
Engraving his hatred deep within, Behelak trudged toward the assembly point.
“Wait and see. The Dark Holy Society has not fallen yet.”
Somehow, he vowed, he would repay this humiliation.
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Somewhere in the Holy Kingdom.
In a dim underground chamber, where only a flickering lantern illuminated the surroundings, figures cloaked in black robes gathered.
Numbering at least in the hundreds, they stood motionless, as if they were mere puppets nailed in place.
On the platform of a temporary hideout.
The attendees of the executive meeting totaled four.
“Is everyone here?”
Adein of the Seven Apostles broke the silence to open the discussion.
A tone laced with lament and emptiness was met with responses from the other three remaining apostles.
“Yes.”
“Indeed.”
“That’s correct.”
Each reply came from Matren, Jehak, and Behelak.
These four comprised the remaining members of the Seven Apostles.
“Our leader has entered eternal rest.”
Adein’s grave statement resounded solemnly.
Some swallowed dryly, but the reactions were otherwise tepid.
It was no surprise; it was already known to all.
“If this continues, our Holy Society will walk only the path of downfall.”
“So, what do you propose? Do you have a plan?”
Matren grumbled, unable to hide her frustration.
Well-acquainted with her prickly temper, Adein spoke his mind without flinching.
“There is only one way. Death must be repaid with death.”
“What? You don’t mean—”
“We will kill a god.”
“······!”
A shocking declaration spread an air of astonishment throughout the hall.
Deicide. The weight and pressure of that term blanketed the eerie hideout.
Jehak, his eyes wide, spoke up again.
“Kill a god?!”
His words echoed the sentiment of everyone present.
Though many hoped for denial, Adein firmly nodded in agreement.
“Indeed. The Goddess of Winter, Quellière. We will kill her.”
“The Goddess? You mean to kill her?!”
“Ah, shut up for a moment.”
Matren stepped in, silencing Jehak.
“It’s not as if the thought hasn’t crossed our minds. But how? Even the leader couldn’t survive her.”
In Matren’s mind, Clavia’s image resurfaced.
A revered Elder Lich, slain by their foe, naturally incited a sense of dread.
It was a sentiment shared by all members.
“It’s impossible to do it as we are now.”
Adein understood this reality.
“That’s why we will give it our all.”
“···Our all?”
“The goddess is likely in the Far Eastern Magical Domain. If she governs winter among the four seasons, that must be her domain.”
“You’re not suggesting we go to the labyrinth, are you?”
Matren’s expression soured.
The Far Eastern Magical Domain, the icy mountain range and snowfield, was an infamously treacherous and scarcely explored region.
“How do you plan to deal with the extreme climate?! They say even breathing there freezes one’s lungs.”
“It’s not just the climate. How do you intend to overcome the goddess’s power and cunning, which even defeated the leader?”
“There’s more to it! She even commands a dragon as her subordinate!”
The Seven Apostles began to stir uneasily.
Their concerns were valid, and Adein was well aware of these issues.
“I already told you. We’ll give it our all.”
Nevertheless, his declaration was resolute.
“The extreme cold? We’ll mobilize the ‘Undead Army.’ Their survivability is unmatched, so they’ll endure somehow.”
“The Undead Army…? But didn’t they get wiped out during the great chaos because of the goddess?”
“We’ll create them again. This time, with better materials than the corpses of insignificant believers.”
“Better materials?”
“Look around. We have everything we need here.”
Adein surveyed the room.
Once again, astonishment rippled through the gathered assembly.
“······!”
But at the same time, a sense of understanding settled.
Indeed, if they used such methods, they would have sufficient forces. Those gathered here were loyal believers, unlikely to refuse.
“Producing the undead was the leader’s unique ability, but using all the relics she left behind, we should be able to create hundreds.”
“But… but what about the dragon?! That creature is undoubtedly the goddess’s trusted ally!”
“I don’t know.”
“What?!”
Jehak’s eyes widened in disbelief.
With a hardened expression, Adein continued.
“We don’t know what kind of being the dragon is, or the extent of the goddess’s power. But we must try. Without killing the goddess, we have no chance of revival.”
“······Then….”
“Conversely, if we kill the goddess, not only will we achieve our greatest wish, but we will also ascend to even greater heights.”
Thus, they would commit their all.
No retreat, no holding back, an all-out assault mobilizing the entirety of the Holy Society’s remaining resources.
The future now held only two possibilities.
Survival or annihilation.
“······.”
A heavy silence filled the underground chamber.
Amidst it, Adein, his eyes ablaze, reaffirmed his resolve.
*
A snowy field near the Snow Castle.
I stood amidst the refreshing breeze, conducting a small experiment.
“Hmm.”
One of the abilities of the Ring of Lost Origins, “Memorize.”
Simply put, it was a technique to store magic for later use.
“···It’s better to practice beforehand if I’m to use it in battle.”
I also needed to confirm its storage capacity. Without delay, I stretched out my hand and summoned my magic.
“Let’s start with something simple.”
A cold breath spell should do.
As the magic formed, I guided it inward instead of releasing it.
The condensed frost shimmered above my hand before being absorbed into the ring.
“Oh.”
The ring had three circular indicators—what I conveniently called “slots”—one of which now filled up.
“So, this is how it works.”
In simpler terms, I could store up to three spells. After grasping the concept, I extended my hand once more and released the stored magic.
Shooosh!
The frosty breath emerged from the ring, cutting through the air and forming a path of ice.
With that, I had a rough understanding of its mechanics.
“Not bad.”
It would require ongoing attention, but it seemed highly practical.
Just as I withdrew my hand, a soft voice called out.
“Quellière!”
Turning around, I saw Nell, her body dusted with snow, standing there.
She approached, her expression urgent.
“Are you finished?”
“Yes.”
“Then, help me out!”
She exclaimed energetically, pointing in one direction.
In that direction, the Yeti and the Frikes, who had followed me, were gathered, playing together, and nearby, there was what looked like a pile of snow shaped into a base.
“I’m trying to, well… build a house? Or something like that, but it’s not going the way I want!”
“What’s the problem?”
“It’s the wind! It’s all because of this wind!”
She waved her arms in the air, clearly frustrated.
For the record, she was one of those who had followed me outside to play.
“The weather here is just…! The snowstorm keeps raging, so I can’t do anything! Even the snowballs I manage to gather get blown away!”
“That makes sense.”
As expected in a magical domain, the weather in the snowfield today was as unpredictable as ever. When I nodded in understanding, Nell’s face brightened.
“Right, right. So, I was wondering, could you stop it for a bit?”
“···?”
I couldn’t help but tilt my head at her words.
I’m not a god—how could I stop a natural phenomenon? Was she joking?
“Let me take a look.”
In any case, if I could help her enjoy herself, I wanted to do so.
When I arrived at the mound that the wind had further swept through, I inspected the area. The gusts were stronger than I’d expected—so much so that I couldn’t even tell what she had been trying to build.
I turned my gaze toward Nell.
“You’re building a house?”
“Well, yeah… not like a fancy castle or anything. Just something simple, like a hut.”
She scratched her cheek awkwardly.
“How big?”
“Big enough for two people to fit inside.”
“Hmm.”
If that’s all, it shouldn’t be too difficult.
But I haven’t really done this kind of thing before, so I’m not sure if it’ll work. Still, I decided to give it a try and raised my hand, releasing a breath of cold air.
Hooaaah─!
The snow mixed with frost instantly hardened into a solid block.
“······Hmm.”
I picked it up lightly; the strength was sufficient, and if stacked well, it wouldn’t be blown away by the wind.
Placing it on the ground, I spoke.
“If you stack it like this, it should work. Like an igloo.”
“An igloo?”
“It’s a type of ice house.”
“Oh… I’ll give it a try!”
Nell clenched her tiny fists and began moving the ice blocks.
As I had expected, the blocks stacked neatly, and before long, she was fully engrossed in the task.
Creating something with your own hands is fun.
Despite my concerns, it seemed her life in the snowfield wasn’t so bad.
“······.”
Or perhaps she was just so used to being alone that she didn’t mind. But I couldn’t know her deeper thoughts.
As I continued creating materials for her, helping with the construction for a while, I heard a familiar roar echo across the sky.
Kwaaaah──!
I calmly looked up and, as expected, it was Mishra.
She soared through the air in one swift motion and landed gracefully alongside her polymorphed form.
I greeted her first.
“Hello, Mishra.”
“···Quillière. It’s good to see you. What is all this?”
For a moment, she hesitated and glanced around.
Her reaction was understandable.
All around, spirits were playing in their own ways.
In the distance, the silhouette of a Sasquatch was visible.
“We’re building a house.”
I explained casually.
“A house?”
“Yes, a house! You came at just the right time!”
Nell, who had been struggling, cut in at that moment.
She wiped her sweat-free forehead and placed her hands on her hips.
“You’re a dragon, right? Don’t dragons have that thing called a breath attack? Can you use that for us?”
“······What did you say?”
Mishra, who had been glancing at Nell, suddenly snapped.
“What nonsense are you talking about!”
“Didn’t you hear me? I said we’re building a house.”
“So what if you are! I’ve doubted your character before, but as expected, my predictions about you were correct! Why should I—why should I do your bidding······”
It seemed like the perfect time for her to vent her pent-up grievances.
Nell, on the other hand, listened nonchalantly before casually retorting.
“Well, Quillière is working hard, you know.”
“······What?”
Mishra froze in place.
“What do you mean by that?”
“That’s why I’m asking—can’t you help just a little? Is using your breath really that difficult······ Fine, forget it.”
“Wait. Hold on a moment.”
Nell deliberately flashed a mischievous smile.
It was clearly a joke, but the socially awkward Dragon Lord had no idea.
Ignoring Mishra, Nell turned to me and said.
“She doesn’t want to, so let’s just finish it ourselves. Can you help me a bit more?”
“Sure. No problem.”
It seemed fun, so I joined in.
We resumed the repetitive process.
As Mishra alternated her gaze between the two of us, she fidgeted before eventually shouting.
“W-wait a moment!”
“What?”
“I’ll do it! I’ll help you!”
“Oh? Then, from here to over there, please.”
“Got it! Just wait and see. All I have to do is harden the snow like stone, right?!”
With that, she took a deep breath like a martial artist gathering energy.
Once she had accumulated enough power, her cheeks puffed up, and—
A frosty breath swept across the area.
Kwa-da-da-da──!
The dragon’s breath surged forward in a straight line, bringing with it a fierce gust of wind.
-Kya-ha-ha-ha!
-I’m flying! I’m flying!
-It’s hot! Is this what hot feels like?!
The Frikes being blown away cried out in joy.
The area where the breath had passed was now filled with frozen materials.
Both Nell and I let out small exclamations.
“Oh.”
“This is more useful than I thought…”
“Haa, haa… Hey.”
At that moment, Mishra, catching her breath, asked.
“Do you need anything else?”
“No.”
I shook my head.
The components were sufficient, and what we needed now was manpower.
“The breath is enough. Go help out.”
“······.”
As always, the Snow Maiden’s straightforward nature came through.
At my curt words, Mishra blinked a few times before hurriedly moving to Nell’s side to assist.
“Understood! Leave it to me!”
“······Alright.”
She’s surprisingly obedient to my words.
Anyway, that day, we successfully completed a top-tier igloo.
*
The Grand Temple had seen no peace lately.
Not long after Quellière’s departure, the Crown Prince of the Empire had come and gone, which was already significant enough.
But as if that weren’t enough, yet another storm had arrived.
“What do you mean by this?!”
“Are you…! Are you serious?”
High Priestess Sariel and High Priest Netah glared at the man before them, repeatedly questioning him.
They were clearly in a state of shock.
In response, Paladin Dewade nodded resolutely.
“Yes. As of today, I, Dewade, officially resign from my position as Paladin.”
“······!”
His declaration was equally as shocking the second time it was spoken.
The resignation of a Paladin was no trivial matter to be announced without prior warning.
“What is the reason for this?”
A Paladin is the strongest warrior of the Holy Kingdom.
If he were to step down, the loss would be immeasurable, so the High Priests expressed their disapproval.
Dewade responded calmly.
“There is someone I must serve.”
“······Someone you must serve?”
His response only deepened their confusion.
The one a Paladin serves is the High Priest, and by extension, the entire Holy Kingdom.
Yet, he was declaring his resignation.
“Are you saying there is someone above Astar that you must serve?”
“That’s correct.”
“That’s absurd. You’re a Paladin. You’re a seeker of faith’s ultimate end. What on earth are you saying─”
“The one I seek to serve is the pinnacle.”
Sariel, who had been chastising him, blinked in surprise.
“The pinnacle?”
“Yes. Someone who exists above even the High Priests and the entire Holy Kingdom combined.”
“──!”
For a moment, the two High Priests couldn’t believe their ears.
It sounded like nonsense, but then a certain figure came to mind, and it all made sense.
After all, if there were anyone above the Holy Kingdom, it could only be her.
But realizing this only made the situation more shocking.
“Are you saying you want to serve Quellière?”
“Yes. Since my youth, I have trained and cultivated my faith. The Holy Kingdom is, of course, important, but if there is someone truly deserving of my devotion, there’s no need to consider priorities.”
“That may be true, but… Quellière has left. She doesn’t like us, or humans.”
Her extremely cold demeanor was enough to make anyone think so.
She had openly spoken on the terrace about humanity’s foolishness, so just how deep was her disdain?
······That was the concern of the High Priests.
They believed that avoiding unnecessary provocation would benefit both sides.
But Dewade thought differently.
“That is precisely why I must go.”
“But as a Paladin─”
“Because we are hated, we must show even greater sincerity and devotion. Perhaps then, she might change her mind.”
His firm tone showed no wavering.
From time immemorial, his mission and faith had been steadfast, so this was only natural.
Eventually, Dewade deeply bowed to the two before him.
“······Ah.”
“Ahem.”
It was a gesture of respect toward those he had served until now.
Sariel and Netah awkwardly averted their gazes and finally relented.
They each offered him a word as he prepared to leave.
“···I understand your intentions. We have no means, nor justification, to stop you. Instead, take care of her well.”
“Please ease her anger toward humanity. I beg of you.”
It was a difficult request.
Neither truly expected it to be fulfilled.
However, if he was resigning as Paladin with such conviction, there should at least be a certain level of sanctity in his decision.
“I will try my best.”
The Paladin—or rather, the now-former Paladin, Crusader Dewade—left the Grand Temple.
A clear blue sky welcomed him.
“The dragon definitely went east…”
What came to his mind was Quellière’s words.
It was a historic moment where he vowed to dedicate his life to her.
Considering her nature, it was obvious where she might have gone.
“······One cannot enter a crusade while holding onto worldly status.”
Having shed everything, he briskly moved forward.
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Chandrafail’s life could be summed up as straightforward and provocative.
A monstrous entity born from an unyielding nature and a craving for thrill.
Adding overwhelming strength to the mix, his life was a never-ending cycle of struggles and battles, and his work as a monster hunter tracking rumors of monsters had long since become formulaic.
Hunting had turned into an everyday routine, as natural as breathing.
─But.
Recently, his behavior had changed slightly—no, considerably.
He hadn’t caught a single monster in ten days.
“······.”
It was as if he had forgotten his past, buried in ecstasy.
Seeing this unusual behavior, Paile was shocked.
“Mister, are you… sick or something?”
When she cautiously asked, the Black Knight responded in his usual indifferent manner.
“I’m fine.”
“Then why aren’t you catching monsters? Did you get hurt? You’re sick, aren’t you? Don’t tell me, when you fought with that lady─”
“I said I’m fine.”
“···I don’t think so!”
She tried scolding him, but Paile felt both anxious and relieved by the change.
Ten days had passed without him picking up his sword.
And strangely enough, the lethargy that usually followed his inactivity was absent.
“Ah!”
The incident occurred a few days later.
One day, while walking through the streets, Chandrafail bumped shoulders with a rough-looking man.
“Damn it…! Who the hell are you?!”
The fault was entirely with the staggering man, but he brazenly glared at the Black Knight.
Ordinary people would usually recoil at the sight of his ominous black armor, but this man’s guts seemed to be spilling out of his stomach.
“Hey, can’t you watch where you’re going? Can’t see because of your helmet?!”
“······.”
“What’s this? Ignoring me now? Apologize immediately!”
The shameless accusations continued, and Paile trembled nervously.
However, her concern wasn’t for Chandrafail but for the man’s safety.
Despite the blatant insults, the Black Knight remained silent.
“Hmph. Scared, huh? Anyway, be careful next time. I won’t let it slide twice.”
“······.”
“Bah! What bad luck.”
The man chuckled and walked away unharmed.
The confusion and shock were all left to Paile.
“Wait. Wait a minute! Mister!”
“What?”
“Why did you just take that?! It’s obvious that weird guy was in the wrong!”
He had been provoked, yet he endured without a word.
It was completely unlike the infamous Sword Demon.
Unperturbed, Chandrafail calmly replied.
“Should I have killed him instead?”
“···! Well, no, that’s not it, but… this isn’t like you at all!”
“Not like me, you say.”
Muttering this, the Black Knight resumed walking.
Paile quickly followed after him, her confusion growing by the day.
And now.
The two of them were at the restaurant ‘Wandering Orchard,’ where they had previously encountered Quellière.
“The salad is quite delicious.”
Paile, nibbling at her food with her small appetite, and Chandrafail, sitting silently as always.
Not fond of food, he stared blankly into the air.
“Is it?”
“Yes. I like birdberries, you see.”
Curiously, whenever she spoke, he responded well enough.
If lethargy was the cause, this wouldn’t have been the case.
What on earth was wrong with this man?
─Lately, I’ve heard no news about the Dark Holy Society appearing.
At that moment, snippets of a conversation between nearby guests reached their ears.
─Strange, isn’t it? Could those pests have run away?
─They must have. Losing their leader, they’re probably too scared to continue.
The topic was a familiar one, often heard these days.
The downfall of the organization that had long threatened them. It was an immensely satisfying development, and Paile also considered it good news.
“The Dark Holy Society hasn’t been showing up much, it seems.”
“Is that so.”
“Yes. From the undead uprising to the High Priest incident… they must’ve taken a heavy hit. It’s all thanks to my sister.”
“······Hmm.”
Meanwhile, Chandrafail showed no interest in such news, not even sparing it a glance.
He was thinking quietly of one person alone.
Quellière.
Whether she was a saint or a goddess, his memories of her were far from pleasant.
─Foolish, stubborn, and stupid.
The image of her looking down on him after he was defeated and crushed by the Black Calamity, or the sight of her subduing him with one hand.
None of these memories aligned with the Sword Demon’s fearsome reputation.
“······.”
Usually, if something occupied his thoughts so strongly, it would be his hunger for combat.
But now, no such desire existed within him.
It wasn’t the thrill of battle but some other pull that guided him.
Unable to understand it even as he pondered, he quietly spoke.
“Dragon.”
“···Pardon?”
Paile, who had been munching on a pile of greens, responded with a mumbled tone.
After swallowing, she asked again.
“Dragon?”
“Yes. That monster headed east, didn’t it?”
“Uh… did it? I think so, but… I don’t remember well. I was too shocked back then.”
“Doesn’t matter.”
He wasn’t seeking confirmation.
The Black Knight’s memory was certain; it was merely a statement to himself.
“East.”
A sensation as if he was touching the world that had weighed him down.
Perhaps the pull enveloping his entire body was connected to it.
“East, is it.”
*
Anyway, it was about time to start moving.
Even the sense of exhilaration that always accompanied me seemed hazy, like it was shrouded in fog.
······Right now, I was in a state of having lost direction in my life for the first time ever.
A few strong individuals are more efficient than dozens of people.
Today was an important day when that fact became evident.
Inside a perfectly crafted igloo, I was sitting next to Nell.
“It’s not warm… but it’s refreshing.”
“Yeah, that’s true.”
The long bench made of ice was softened with a blanket, making it comfortable.
As a Snow Maiden, I couldn’t feel cold, only the softness of it.
Still, I responded with some semblance of agreement, though Nell looked like she had a question on her mind.
“Why is that?”
“What?”
“Well, it’s technically a house, but… when you think about it, it’s made of ice. So why is it less cold than outside?”
For once, she had a fiery look of intellectual curiosity in her eyes.
It was a reasonable question, and I was glad that she was curious about the principles behind the phenomenon.
“Well, that’s because.”
“Huh? Oh, oh?”
Nell turned her body toward me, giving me her full attention.
Looking at her, I kindly explained.
“It’s because of radiation.”
“Radiation?”
‘It’s due to radiation—heat radiation and light radiation, to be specific. Since this place is entirely made of ice, it doesn’t absorb any radiation.’
“?”
Nell blinked at me.
Sorting through old memories that were surfacing, I elaborated further.
“Actually, instead of absorbing it, the ice reflects it.”
“Reflects…?”
“Yeah. So even a little bit of heat warms the air inside quickly, and that elevated temperature doesn’t escape outside…”
“···??”
As I continued explaining, Nell’s tilted head dropped lower and lower, as if she was about to touch the ground.
She clearly didn’t understand a word I said.
It was natural, given that she didn’t seem like someone who enjoyed studying, and that made it all the more amusing.
“Ah…aha! I see. So that’s how it works!”
Nell slightly opened her mouth and awkwardly nodded.
I nodded back in return.
“Yeah, that’s how it works.”
“Ah······ I wonder how the lizard is doing?”
She clumsily changed the topic.
Now it was my turn to tilt my head in confusion.
“Lizard?”
“Yeah. That Mishra-whatever—they’re a dragon, right?”
“Pankaj Mishra.”
“Ah, right. That’s such a peculiar name······ Anyway, when I saw them in dragon form, they looked a lot like a lizard.”
“······.”
At her words, I thought about it.
The majestic White Silver Dragon King······ even in modern times, dragons and lizards were often associated with each other.
Still.
“Do they look alike?”
“They do. So, I came up with a nickname.”
“And that’s lizard?”
“Yeah. What do you think?”
“Why don’t you go and ask Mishra?”
I sighed lightly and gestured outside.
The two of them argued every time they met, so it wasn’t surprising anymore.
Their personalities just didn’t seem to align.
“Go and ask?”
“While you’re at it, help with building the igloo.”
“Uh… should I? Alright!”
Nell hopped off the bench.
Then, as she ran toward the entrance, she glanced back at me and waved her hand.
“Take a rest!”
“···Okay.”
She smiled bashfully and then disappeared.
What could she possibly be so happy about?
Well, as long as she was doing well, it wasn’t a bad thing.
“Mm.”
Left alone in the igloo, I stroked the ice wall.
As a human, I would have hated it for being cold, but as a Snow Maiden, it felt oddly comforting.
“It’s kind of fascinating. That there’s an igloo here, too.”
It was something I’d only ever seen on Earth.
Of course, I’d never seen a real one there, either.
Even now, somewhere on the snowfield, Mishra was probably building a new igloo.
She seemed impressed by watching Nell build hers and wanted one of his own.
But he didn’t seem to have much talent for it, so it would be better if she got Nell’s help.
I murmured as I ran my fingers over the cold, smooth walls.
“Anyway, it’s lively, so it’s not bad.”
At the very least, I wasn’t as bored as before.
*
At the entrance to the Ice Mountain Range, where the cold wind howled.
Something heavy landed in the once silent area.
Boom─!
The man clad in white armor was Holy Knight Dewade. No longer a Paladin, he had still used his formidable strength to swiftly reach the Far East.
“So this is the Ice Mountain Range… Quellière’s dwelling.”
Even someone as renowned as him hesitated momentarily before the magical landscape.
Dewade gazed at the mountain range with awe.
“Truly an endlessly frigid, winter-like place.”
A location that perfectly matched the image of that person.
He couldn’t afford to falter here.
Without hesitation, he stepped forward and crossed the mountain’s boundary.
Swoooosh─
“Khuh······.”
The eerie air immediately penetrated his being.
Even his solid armor couldn’t completely block it.
This was truly the magical domain of the Far East. The extreme climate was no exaggeration.
“···But I came prepared for this.”
Moreover, he was someone who had reached the pinnacle of a Paladin’s rank.
The harsh days of training and discipline were far from easy.
He carried the faith he had cultivated and the sacred techniques he had mastered.
─Fwoosh!
Dewade unleashed his immense divine power to fortify his body.
While there were many types of enhancements, this time, he focused on two specific aspects: ‘cold resistance’ and ‘heat retention.’
It was significantly better.
“This should be enough.”
Nodding to himself, he began climbing the mountain.
The weight of his armor was substantial, naturally creating a considerable amount of noise.
The unfamiliar sound attracted the mountain’s residents.
Screeeech─!
Along the way, he encountered numerous monsters, but they were no match for the Holy Knight.
However, their numbers were overwhelming, and wasting his strength here was unwise, so he avoided combat as much as possible.
─────!
After some time of climbing.
As he advanced, his vision suddenly opened up.
“······!”
What lay before him was a pristine white paradise so brilliant it hurt his eyes.
Dewade blinked a few times before finally taking a proper look around.
A voice of awe escaped him.
“So this is the Snowfield…! The word ‘Magical domain’ alone doesn’t do justice to this place.”
Calling this sacred space a ‘magical domain’ was a disrespectful act in itself, but even putting that aside, the term ‘spectacle’ was far more fitting than ‘magical domain.’
Of course, how many on the entire continent would have had the chance to witness this scenery?
“Somewhere in this place, Quellière must be─”
Just then, a noise pierced his ears.
Thudthudthud─!
A deafening roar swept across the ground as if tearing it apart.
Dewade quickly turned his head, and his eyes widened in surprise.
There, he saw a silver-haired woman standing amidst a pile of ice.
“The ice bricks seem a bit strange······.”
She wiped her mouth, having just stopped breathing frost.
Apparently frustrated with her construction efforts, Mishra grumbled.
“Some stick too well, and others don’t stick at all. There’s no way my breath could be the problem······.”
“······You are.”
“!”
Dewade’s blunt remark startled Mishra.
The Dragon Lord’s eyes widened upon noticing him.
“···What?! Who are you?! When did you get up here?!”
“I just arrived.”
“Just······!”
Mishra’s eyelids trembled at his straightforward answer.
“······To think I, who should be protecting the Snowfield, would make such a blunder! This is all because I was too absorbed in building the igloo─ No, there’s no time for excuses!”
She muttered to herself reproachfully, then quickly turned her head.
“You, human in strange armor! Reveal your identity at once.”
“My name is Dewade. ······Or rather, I am called Dewade.”
“Dewade? A name I’ve never heard before.”
The Holy Knight bowed politely to the woman, who seemed to be a confidant of the Goddess. He also nodded readily at her suspicion.
“That would make sense. It’s a secretive name.”
“A secret? What does that······ No, never mind. More importantly, why have you come here─”
“Hey, lizard!”
A sharp voice suddenly interrupted, and both turned their heads reflexively.
Crimson hair fluttered against the backdrop of the pristine white world.
“How much of it have you finished······ Huh?”
Nell Sartilla, furrowing her brows slightly, tilted her head upon seeing Dewade.
She asked.
“And who are you?”
“······.”
Her question was natural, but Dewade already knew who she was.
The woman who had followed Quellière here. Her past as the Red Calamity was of no concern.
“I’ve come to meet Lady Quellière.”
The Holy Knight spoke truthfully.
After all, there was no other reason for him to come to the Snowfield. Despite this, Nell and Mishra flinched in surprise.
“What? So you’re a guest?”
“Wait! Don’t be fooled. We don’t even know what his intentions are yet!”
“Oh, oh! That’s true. His calm demeanor almost fooled me!”
The two women exchanged rare glances, making a fuss. Such was the power of Quellière’s name.
“You! What wicked intent are you harboring?!”
“Reveal your true purpose at once!”
The two continued to glare at Dewade without letting their guard down. Anticipating such a reaction, he remained unfazed.
Of course, he had no intention of resorting to force.
Out of countless options, he chose the path of polite request.
“You both must be trusted confidants of Lady Quellière. I have no intention of causing trouble, so please simply inform her that I have come.”
With that, he bowed his head respectfully.
Nell and Mishra were startled, not by his manners, but by something else.
“─Trusted confidants of her!”
“I’m one of Quellière’s······ You, you know something, don’t you?!”
The suspicion in their eyes noticeably softened.
Dewade blinked at the strange phenomenon.
“···Hmm?”
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Chapter 66: Invading the Lord’s House (1)
The Snow Castle was vast and extensive, containing numerous facilities and rooms.
From reception rooms to storage areas, dressing rooms, multipurpose rooms, and so on… Of course, it didn’t have everything, so I occasionally added something as needed.
One notable example was the library.
After returning from the igloo, I was flipping through a book in the library that I had personally renovated in the past.
Rustle─
“Long ago, there was a monster with five legs. It consumed metal and breathed fire…”
It was one of the library’s many book-shaped items.
A collection of folktales I had casually picked up to read was unfolding.
“A starfish?”
No, that one was supposed to be weak to fire, wasn’t it?
Upon closer inspection, I occasionally spotted motifs inspired by modern fiction.
Rustle─
“The cherished weapon of Hypnos, the autumn deity, was a heavy mace. He wielded the mace, causing lightning to fall…”
Midway, I tilted my head, feeling a sense of familiarity.
“Thor?”
It definitely resembled something I’d seen in Norse mythology or somewhere similar… and I found it strangely intriguing.
While the story itself wasn’t particularly impressive, I sometimes enjoyed the fun of finding familiar themes in such books.
“Ah.”
But soon, I got bored.
It was all explanations, and my eyes grew tired.
“Let’s stop here for today.”
Closing the book, I stood up and approached the window.
Outside, a magnificent blizzard was still raging. It looked the same as always, but it was clearly not an environment suited for building a home.
“I wonder if they’re doing okay.”
Nell and Mishra.
Both were almost unparalleled in strength, yet for some reason, they gave off an oddly unreliable vibe.
Just as I thought about going to check on them, the door to the library opened.
Slam─
“Quellière!”
A familiar phrase and a familiar voice.
It was Nell, her cheeks red, likely from spending too much time outside.
“Oh, here you are! I’ve been looking everywhere.”
“What’s going on?”
She was catching her breath, looking as though she had run in a hurry.
I asked with a tone of curiosity.
“Ah, well…”
“Did Mishra say something?”
“What? Oh, no. That lizard is fine. Though she’s horribly bad at building igloos.”
She naturally threw in some criticism, but that wasn’t anything new.
If it wasn’t because of Mishra, then what was the problem?
“Then why?”
I asked again as I placed the book I had been reading back on the shelf.
Nell scratched her cheek hesitantly for a moment before blurting it out.
“Uh, well.”
“Yeah?”
“A guest has arrived.”
The folktale book slid perfectly into the shelf.
With my hand still resting on the spine of the book, I froze in place.
“…What?”
Nell babbled incoherently as she tried to explain, but I couldn’t make sense of what she was saying.
Who, how, and why had someone come looking for me?
Unable to figure it out, I had no choice but to meet the person myself. I went down to the first floor and stood in front of the main door.
“…”
Whoever this person was—guest or uninvited intruder—they couldn’t enter the castle.
After all, they hadn’t yet received my permission.
Steeling myself, I turned the doorknob.
The first thing I saw was white armor.
“Oh, oh…”
A faint, awestruck exclamation reached my ears.
Though I couldn’t see the face, I could clearly sense the admiration emanating from the man in front of me.
I raised an eyebrow.
“You came looking for me?”
“…Ah.”
When I addressed him curtly, the stiffened man bowed his head.
A heated voice returned in response.
“I greet you, Lady Quellière.”
“And who are you?”
“I am Holy Knight Dewade of the Holy Nation. I have come to serve you, Lady Quellière.”
“…What?”
A strange man was saying strange things.
My brow furrowed instinctively.
“You want to serve me?”
“Yes, that’s correct.”
“Are you saying you want to take me to the Holy Nation?”
“No, of course not. Please stay wherever you wish.”
“…Hmm.”
So, he wasn’t here to take me away but rather to serve me from my side?
It was better than the former, but still equally baffling.
“Why do you want to serve me?”
When I asked the most crucial question, Dewade responded in a solemn voice.
“Because you are Lady Quellière.”
“…?”
My head tilted slightly.
From the brief exchange, I gathered a few facts.
This man was a Holy Knight from the Holy Nation named Dewade, and he wanted to serve me because I was Quellière.
“…”
I didn’t understand the last part at all, but I could come up with one hypothesis.
With a cold tone, I muttered.
“You came from the Holy Nation.”
“Yes, that’s correct.”
“Then you must have heard what I said before I left Astar.”
The most plausible hypothesis was that this man had been intentionally sent by the Grand Temple.
Dewade nodded calmly.
“Of course. It was an unforgettable and historic moment.”
“Then why are you here? I’m not a saint, nor do I have any intention of helping your people.”
The Holy Nation, still under the delusion that I was some kind of great saint, had likely sent him to sway me.
If persuasion was their goal, it all made sense.
It probably wasn’t that hard for them to figure out my location.
While I speculated, I felt a bit tense.
“I’ve come to serve you, Lady Quellière.”
“…”
Dewade’s response drained all the strength from me.
What was he, a parrot?
In any case, I had no use for this suspicious man, nor did I want to be served or worshipped by him.
“Go back.”
“Excuse me?”
“I don’t need someone like you.”
Judging by how he could endure this climate, he was undoubtedly a highly skilled individual.
The Holy Nation wouldn’t have sent a weak lion, of course, but an unreliable ally was more dangerous than an enemy.
Dewade showed signs of agitation at my sharp rejection.
“L-Lady Quellière?! Please, wait, just for a moment.”
“What?”
“You’re making a decision too quickly! Please reconsider. I promise I will never be a burden to you.”
“I don’t need you.”
I thought he was a stoic man, but he turned out to be more flustered than I’d expected.
In a hurry, he began extolling his virtues.
“Lady Quellière, while I may fall short of your expectations, I can protect myself, and I also possess divine power─”
“I said I don’t need you…”
Thud!
At that moment, a vibration traveled through the ground.
It was the movement of a massive presence. It was a familiar sensation, and when I turned around, I saw a frost giant with pale skin approaching.
“Sasquatch.”
Because of its size, it couldn’t enter the castle and instead busied itself patrolling the Snowfield every day.
The giant, chewing on an ice pillar, looked down at me.
“…!”
I heard a gasp beside me.
Well, anyone would be shocked upon seeing it for the first time.
In any case, this was perfect timing.
“Good to see you, Sasquatch.”
─…!
The giant responded with a friendly roar.
I subtly gestured toward Dewade and issued a command.
“Don’t let him in.”
“…Excuse me? Wait─”
Bang!
Just as his widened pupils and open mouth prepared to protest, I closed the door.
I’d said everything I needed to, and the rest could be left to Sasquatch.
“Lady Quellière…!”
Roar!
Unsettling noises and commotion began stirring outside.
Even so, the interior of the castle remained untouched, indicating that Sasquatch was doing its job properly.
I nodded in satisfaction.
“He’ll give up and leave soon enough.”
*
The passage of time was both swift and sluggish.
Sometimes it flowed like a torrent, and other times it lingered like eternity. The attitudes of the Empire’s citizens toward its midwinter varied greatly as well.
On a day when winter was at its strongest yet spring didn’t feel so far away, in the capital city of Roblock.
At the official residence in the capital, Artan was conversing with a group of officials, both minor and major.
“Ha-ha. Lately, the political situation in the Empire has been a bit tumultuous, hasn’t it?”
“Indeed. Were you discussing that matter?”
“Yes, we were exchanging opinions about it. As loyal servants of the Empire, it’s only natural to want to contribute to the nation’s progress.”
The “group” here referred to an informal connection that wasn’t overtly acknowledged but was known to those in the know.
It was one of those backdoor alliances that existed in secret.
Their leader, an official named Daywell, was an eloquent speaker.
“And for His Highness the Crown Prince to grace us with his presence like this… I believe it must be fate.”
“Fate?”
“It is the will of heaven that Your Highness will provide us with the answers.”
“Is that so? I suppose it could be.”
Artan silently accepted his flattery.
The power structure of the Empire wasn’t overly complicated, but it wasn’t entirely simple either.
Upon becoming Crown Prince, the mainstream faction naturally aligned itself with him.
However, not everyone did so, and of course, there were those who chose to side with others.
“Yes. That’s why we would like to hear Your Highness’s esteemed opinion.”
“My opinion, you say.”
Daywell and his group occupied a seemingly neutral position, aligning with neither side.
Their neutrality was possible due to their considerable influence, which made it crucial to secure their allegiance.
“A nation stands firm only when its pillars are strong.”
Artan spoke indifferently, maintaining the dignity of a monarch’s successor.
His task was to gather as many of these types of people into his fold as possible.
Daywell flinched at the decisive tone, but then quickly returned to exaggerated admiration, as if it had been a misunderstanding.
“Indeed! That is truly wise advice. As expected of Your Highness. We were foolish to worry unnecessarily.”
“Are you saying it’s unnecessary to analyze the Empire’s political situation?”
“With Your Highness standing tall as our pillar, what meaning could our concerns possibly hold?”
“Hmm. I won’t deny that I’m a pillar. However.”
The Crown Prince glanced over his shoulder.
An attendant who had been waiting in the wings brought forward the prepared items.
“His Highness has prepared gifts for you all, out of concern for your health. Please accept them with joy.”
“…”
The officials blinked in confusion at the sudden gesture.
Artan, his expression unchanged, continued speaking casually.
“You gentlemen are also pillars of the Empire, are you not? A single pillar cannot hold up the structure alone, so I hope you will stay in the Empire for a long time and dedicate yourselves.”
“…Ah!”
“Oh… Your Highness!”
The officials let out exclamations, seemingly genuinely surprised.
Their gazes shifted subtly, eventually gathering on the Crown Prince.
A flood of praise followed in unison.
“With such generosity and magnanimity, I am proud to serve as a vassal of the Empire.”
“I feel the same! For us to be called pillars… We are merely here to assist Your Highness.”
It was clear they had reached a consensus and signaled agreement.
Artan simply met their eyes with a faint smile. His actions, guided by clear goals, carried no hesitation.
Though he had always disliked politics, he understood its principles all too well.
“Your praise is excessive. I am not deserving of such.”
The reclamation of the Burial Grounds.
To approach that absurd goal, he had to use every means available and act tirelessly.
Thus, he was steadily building his power.
*
Near the Snow Castle.
In the biting blizzard that raged there, an unwelcome guest sat.
Or, more precisely, knelt.
Drip, drip.
Even as snow softly dampened his head, Dewade didn’t budge an inch.
He steadfastly ignored the cold that crept up his knees.
“This too is a trial…”
To serve Lady Quellière.
He had come with that single purpose and no alternative path in mind.
Though he had been rejected, it was too soon to give up.
Fixing his jaw, he knelt in an immovable posture, staring at the castle’s main gate.
“Someday, my sincerity will reach her… Until then, I won’t move an inch from here.”
…Though, if Lady Quellière ordered him to leave again, he wasn’t sure he could endure it.
Swallowing his sorrow, he muttered with desperate resolve.
“I have come to serve you.”
However, whether it was his weak will or the harsh air of the Snowfield, his whispers scattered and dissolved into the void.
“What can I do to win her favor…?”
With two loyal subordinates and countless spirits by her side, would he truly be able to satisfy her expectations?
Just then, as if summoned by his thoughts, the Frost Giant approached.
Roar!
Sasquatch stood next to Dewade, quietly gazing at the castle.
Then, it subtly lowered its gaze to him.
“…”
For some reason, that look felt pitying, and Dewade stiffened his jaw even further.
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Artan continued meeting with various officials after his encounter with Daywell.
These were individuals who had been cautiously observing the empire’s power dynamics to decide which side to align with, or those who had chosen poorly and were now struggling.
He brought these subordinates in ambiguous positions to his side and embraced them.
These meetings steadily built a foundation that would become a great strength in the future.
“Your Highness, the Crown Prince.”
“Ah, Sir Harold.”
After concluding a meeting with a noble named ‘Saeion,’ Artan encountered Harold outside.
Harold, having recently heard about the Crown Prince’s activities, was quite surprised and had come to speak with him.
“You’re working diligently.”
“…Oh my. Even my actions have reached your ears, Sir?”
“Yes. It’s rather surprising. I was under the impression that politics weren’t your concern.”
As Harold said, despite his overwhelming position, the Crown Prince had rarely shown interest in the political sphere.
Not only that, but he hadn’t accepted bribes, making him an exceptionally difficult figure for the nobles to handle.
“There’s a term in politics that describes duplicity. I still don’t like politics.”
“Then why?”
“There are responsibilities that one must not avoid as a person in a high position, regardless of personal preferences.”
Avoiding or being selective with methods would never allow one to overcome disasters.
Harold’s expression shifted slightly at Artan’s straightforward response.
“Indeed, you’re correct.”
Ultimately, the Crown Prince’s previously passive stance proved advantageous.
His sudden, radical actions had left the nobles unprepared, and they perceived it as an opportunity.
As Artan walked down the corridor, Harold followed closely behind, asking about his next plans.
“Are you going to create another loyal follower?”
“No. I plan to visit Grypheon Manor.”
“…The Duke’s manor?”
A somewhat unexpected destination.
Harold blinked in confusion.
“Why there?”
“I need to have a conversation with Bulizé. You could call it a form of reconciliation.”
“Reconciliation…”
The relationship between the two was currently ambiguous in many ways.
It couldn’t quite be called hostile, but they were no longer as close as they once were.
The instability of their engagement had undoubtedly played a role.
However, it wasn’t just about that one issue. Factors like personality, positions, and various conditions all contributed to the situation.
After pondering for a moment, Harold spoke.
“There’s no need for that.”
“Pardon?”
“Your Highness, focus on your current priorities first. Leave Bulizé to me—I’ll handle it.”
Bulizé disliked chaos and troublesome affairs. What she desired was routine and peace.
That was why she had chosen not to give up on a political marriage, to protect her family and build a sturdy wall.
Even though Artan understood her intentions and had made his decision accordingly, Harold shook his head.
“It would be more effective for me to speak with her first. She’s a wise child and will understand quickly.”
“…”
“The current is fierce. Even our Grypheon household isn’t exempt, and there’s much to consider.”
Artan stared blankly at him.
Eventually, he nodded slightly.
“Ah… Yes. Alright, then.”
It was a sign of a cool-headed agreement.
*
…Two days passed.
Yet the image of Dewade kneeling in the snow after being rejected by me remained unchanged.
It had gone beyond persistence to the point of being terrifying, and as a result, my mood was quite unpleasant.
At this point, I had no choice but to admit it.
I had underestimated him far too much.
“…They really sent someone so relentlessly persistent.”
The man possessed an incredible aptitude for fanaticism.
As expected of the Theocracy. Their selection process wasn’t haphazard.
Squinting, I gazed at him through the window.
Bang! Bang—
-Wow! It’s solid, so solid!
The white Holy Knight had already become a local spectacle.
Floating snowflakes surrounded him, encircling him entirely.
-What’s this outfit?! It’s shiny and sparkly!
-So white! It’s pure white! But the snow is even whiter!
-No way! We’re whiter!
-More importantly, it’s solid! So solid!
The Frikes were playing excitedly, sticking snow onto his armor or piling it on top of his head.
Whether out of respect or conviction, Dewade kept his helmet off, so his head was layered with white snow.
“That must be cold and heavy…”
I couldn’t help but feel a bit concerned, but the Holy Knight remained unmoving even amidst all of this.
The spirits seemed to find him amusing despite his lack of reaction.
-Kyahaha! This is fun!
-Let’s pile it as high as our home!
-Let’s do it, let’s do it!
Dewade became increasingly buried in snow.
“…”
Should I call this innocent malice? My Frikes lacked the concept of good and bad.
Yet Dewade stayed silent and sat still like a mouse.
Kneeling in the snow.
It seemed he hadn’t moved from that spot for over 50 hours now.
“Tsk.”
I clicked my tongue and drew the curtains.
No matter what, I had no intention of returning to the Theocracy. Let’s see who wins this.
“Ahem. Ahem.”
At that moment, I heard someone clearing their throat behind me.
When I turned around, I saw Nell fiddling with her bangs… and behind her, a silver-haired figure flinched.
“Um… Quellière.”
“What?”
The two of them had apparently come together.
They weren’t particularly close, so this was unusual.
“It’s about Dewade.”
“Yes?”
“Wouldn’t it be better to let him in soon?”
“…What?”
Nell’s words, as she fiddled with her fingers, caught me off guard.
At the unexpected remark, my eyebrows twitched for a moment.
“!”
Startled by my reaction, Nell quickly waved her hands.
“No, no, that’s not what I meant! I’m not saying to listen to what he says, just maybe… let him stay inside the castle?”
“Inside the castle.”
“Yeah. Like… as a guest? Something like that.”
“A guest…”
That wouldn’t be much of an issue, but I tilted my head slightly and asked again.
“Why?”
“Uh? Uh… well, how do I put this? He seems like a good person. He even called me a trusted confidant—uh, no, that’s not what I mean.”
Nell shook her head furiously before continuing.
“Anyway, he’s really polite. Think about it—how strong-willed must he be to have come all this way through the Ice Mountains alone?”
“Hmm.”
“I mean, he doesn’t look like someone who’d do anything bad. Look, even now, he’s just sitting there, not reacting at all, even though those snowflakes are messing with him.”
“…Hmm.”
I silently rubbed my temple.
Sometimes, they would talk to Dewade. Had he left an impression on them somehow?
Or is he really a decent person?
“Wouldn’t he be useful?”
“Maybe.”
“Yeah, yeah. And… hey, lizard! You say something too.”
At Nell’s nagging, the silver-scaled figure flinched.
“Uh… uh, huh?!”
Pushed forward by Nell, Mishra reluctantly stepped out and awkwardly forced a smile.
“Well… Quellière. Isn’t Dewade a human?”
“Yeah, he is.”
“For a human to endure this cold is remarkable, but it has been two days already.”
Her face trembled slightly, as if she was trying to maintain a serious expression.
Mishra continued.
“Unlike us dragons, humans need to eat something every day, don’t they? If this continues, he might starve.”
“…What?”
My eyes widened slightly.
I immediately voiced the question that popped into my head.
“You didn’t give him anything?”
“Of course not. Everything in this castle belongs to you, Quellière, so we didn’t touch anything.”
“Yeah, yeah.”
Nell nodded earnestly alongside Mishra.
I felt a considerable amount of dismay. I imagined Dewade, still enveloped in the cold winds.
Seriously?
Not even a sip of water for two whole days?
“…You guys.”
Were they always this cruel?
*
The frigid wind tousled his hair, and snow piles fell around him. From his snow-covered head to his kneeling legs, an intense cold seeped in.
The climate of the Icefield gnawed away even at his reinforced body.
“…Kuh.”
A temperature that would have already killed an ordinary Holy Knight.
As a Paladin, he barely managed to endure, but the new threat he faced wasn’t an easy one.
“My stomach aches… and my throat feels parched.”
It was hunger and thirst.
No matter how much he had trained, he couldn’t transcend the physical limits of his species.
He had already spent dozens of hours fasting.
As his mind started to blur, his divine energy began to weaken.
This directly led to the deterioration of his body.
“This is painful.”
Despite this, he hadn’t moved a single step from his position.
The vow he made to his faith would not crumble under mere trials like these.
“I will absolutely earn Quellière’s acknowledgment…”
If he failed, he would no longer have any reason to live.
Whooooosh—
At that moment, an even harsher wind howled through.
Dewade instinctively shrank into himself.
Even the Frikes and Yetis, who occasionally came to watch, had left by now, leaving a desolate silence all around him.
The quiet was suddenly shattered by a gentle yet clear voice.
“Dewade.”
“!”
Just one word.
His fatigued mind sharpened instantly, and his vision became crystal clear.
It was a voice he could never forget.
And there she was—Quellière.
However, as Dewade looked closely at her, his eyes widened in shock.
“Your feet…!”
Her feet were floating in mid-air.
He hastily glanced around, but there wasn’t a single footprint in the snowfield.
That explained why he hadn’t heard a sound until she was right before him.
It was Snow Walking, one of the Snow Maiden’s signature spells.
Quellière gazed down at him with a cold, piercing look.
“How much longer are you going to do this?”
“…Ah! Lady Quellière.”
Her voice snapped him out of his daze.
Dewade immediately bowed his head.
“I have caused you to come out personally… I am deeply sorry.”
“…”
“This is merely a trivial act of desperation to win your favor. If it displeases you, please disregard it.”
“…You.”
He lowered himself completely.
But Quellière frowned, clearly displeased.
“Do you want to die?”
“…!”
A vague remark about how he might starve if this continued.
The Holy Knight lowered his head further.
Quellière let out a shallow sigh, as if she found him pathetic.
“Take it.”
She held out a bundle.
Dewade tilted his head but accepted it.
“What is this?”
“Food. I packed it lightly.”
“…! Such generosity!”
“Generosity? If you’re starving, you should’ve said something.”
It was indeed just a modest bundle containing a few food items.
She cast a cold glance at Dewade before turning her back to him.
“Don’t die.”
She left those parting words.
Dewade stared blankly at her retreating figure as she walked away.
“…”
When her figure completely disappeared, he looked down and untied the bundle.
Inside, there was bread, sandwiches, milk, and other food.
“Oh, merciful Lady Quellière…!”
Moved, Dewade swallowed his tears.
He immediately picked up a piece of bread.
*
The entrance to the Ice Mountains.
The eerie noise, akin to a ghost’s wail, and the pervasive murky energy felt even darker today.
The flood of black-robed figures filling the entrance was the cause.
“This is the Ice Mountains…”
“A cursed land of the Far East, huh?”
The four Apostles of the Seven looked up at the mountain range with tense expressions.
It was a terrifying place where the climate alone could slaughter humans.
“But the real danger lies further inside, deep within the Snowfield.”
“To think the day would come when we face a god.”
Behelak twisted his lips into a bitter smile.
Glancing at him, Adein asked.
“Are you afraid, Behelak?”
“Honestly, a little. A god is a higher-dimensional being, incomparably above even a Lesser god. And this isn’t just any god—it’s the Primordial God.”
“Tch.”
Matren clicked her tongue from the side.
“You coward. What’s there to be afraid of when you’re already a corpse? How pathetic for a dead man to fear death.”
“Kuh… That’s true, but I wonder if I’ll rest peacefully even if I die at the hands of a god.”
“Alright, enough of this chatter.”
At that moment, Jehak clapped his hands, breaking the tension.
He pointed beyond the mountain range.
“We’ve got a long way to go. Let’s hurry and avenge our Lord! For the Dark Holy Society!”
“For the Dark Holy Society!”
After chanting the cliched slogan, the death squad of the Dark Holy Society crossed the boundary.
The extreme cold immediately pierced their skin.
“Kuh…”
Groans escaped instinctively.
However, for the Apostles of the Seven, it wasn’t lethal.
Following behind the calm and calculating Adein, eerie noises echoed.
Groooowl—
Graaaargh—!
The wails of living corpses, no longer human.
An endless army of undead soldiers followed behind the Apostles.
It was the culmination of all the resources left behind by Clavia.
At this moment, nearly the entire force of the Dark Holy Society was concentrated here.
“There’s a chance.”
Adein nodded firmly, his determination blazing.
“There are hundreds of monsters here, prepared for death. No matter how divine, even a god can be defeated.”
As if responding to his words, the cries of the undead grew louder.
The mountain range was engulfed in the sticky resentment of the undead.
*
──Shortly after they had left.
A rough sound of hoofbeats echoed across the ground.
It was dark, darker than the blackest night, as if it exuded unease.
A black knight, resembling a demon, silently dismounted from his pitch-black horse.
Thud—!
A single leaf, carried by the wind, was sliced in half mid-air as it landed, causing the earth to groan.
A low, heavy voice shattered the frosty silence.
“So, this is the place.”
Chandrafail quietly gazed up at the mountain range.
The girl who usually accompanied him was absent.
She had been left in a nearby city, as it was no place to bring her into a cursed land.
“It’s taller than I thought.”
His assessment of the Ice Mountains was succinct.
Without hesitation, the Black Knight crossed the boundary between the cursed land and the continent.
For a moment, his eyes widened slightly.
“…!”
It wasn’t due to the harsh climate of the divine domain.
Even the extreme cold posed no significant obstacle to him.
Chandrafail’s gaze was fixed on the ground.
“There are many footprints. Quite a lot.”
They seemed mostly human, but there was an inexplicable strangeness to them.
Judging by the marks, it hadn’t been long since they were left.
After pondering for a moment, he shrugged and moved forward toward the summit.
“No need to worry about it.”
Whatever they were, any obstacles could simply be dealt with.
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Chapter 68: Invading the Lord’s House (3)
The first floor of the Snow Castle.
I was rhythmically tapping the table where a book was placed.
It was a habit that emerged when I felt uncomfortable, was deep in thought, or found myself in an awkward situation. Today, it was the latter.
Tap—click—
I savored the rhythm as I stared at the person sitting before me.
It was the Holy Knight Dewade, who had entered with my permission.
“······.”
He wasn’t causing a ruckus or acting foolishly, so I felt a little bad leaving him outside for too long.
He was waiting for me to speak.
For some reason, Nell, Mishra, and Frike, who seemed to have come just to spectate, were also watching intently.
“Dewade.”
I forced myself to ignore the situation and opened my mouth.
“What do you think about being inside the castle?”
“It’s a feeling beyond words. You not only personally ensured my meals but have now permitted me to stay in such a place······!”
Dewade’s eyes trembled with emotion.
His sincerity was palpable, but it only made my skin crawl.
“And the scenery of the castle! I, Dewade, have never seen such a perfect structure in my life. Truly, it is the work of an omnipotent being—”
“Enough. I didn’t call you here to hear that.”
I interrupted his tiresome praise.
I had only told him, “Come inside for now.”
The real reason I called him was for what I was about to say next.
I made a temporary decision after seeing him languishing outside. With a vague expression, I spoke the words.
“For now, you can stay as a guest.”
I wasn’t exactly sure why he came here, but he didn’t seem likely to do anything bad—at least according to some.
Dewade’s eyes widened at my declaration.
“······Such!”
Apparently, he hadn’t expected it, as he began trembling uncontrollably.
However, his next reaction was something even I hadn’t anticipated.
Thud—he dropped to his knees and bowed his head.
“?”
“I am eternally grateful for your grace!”
In the blink of an eye, his head hit the floor, and his posture became that of someone offering a full prostration.
“??”
“To think that I, a pitiful, ignorant man who failed to grasp the intentions of Lady Quellière, would be accepted as a guest in your residence······! I will work diligently and serve with all my heart!”
“······No.”
“In this harsh world, Lady Quellière’s kindness is as vast and radiant as the sun’s rays, and your grace is immeasurable—”
Suddenly, his emotions went into overdrive.
I was merely letting him stay temporarily because he seemed like he might die if left outside.
Surely, he didn’t interpret this as permission to stay forever?
His sobbing, full of despair and gratitude, was incomprehensible otherwise.
“From this day onward, please entrust everything to me! I will clean every corner of this castle, leaving not even a speck of dust—”
“That’s enough.”
My cold tone cut off his passionate monologue.
Dewade flinched.
“Yes?”
“Enough. Just step outside for now.”
“Uh······.”
He stared at me blankly for a moment before getting to his feet.
“Yes. Yes··· I will follow your orders. Uh, where should I······?”
“Why don’t you head toward the mountains? If you see any monsters, take care of them.”
At those words, the Holy Knight’s face lit up with enthusiasm, and his energy was instantly restored.
“Understood! This is my area of expertise. Leave it to me!”
“···Sure.”
Normally, wouldn’t someone run away if asked to hunt monsters?
But he seemed genuinely thrilled instead.
Anyway, Dewade stormed out like a whirlwind, and I resumed tapping the table.
Tap—tick—
This small, meaningless action brought me a bit of peace.
“······There aren’t actually any monsters, though.”
Monsters in the mountains didn’t venture into the Snowfield.
It was due to their habits, but I had sent him out simply to clear his head and get some fresh air.
At that moment, Mishra, who had been silent, spoke up.
“A surprisingly diligent one for a human.”
It was rare for her to acknowledge a creation.
I inwardly clicked my tongue.
“What part of him?”
“······Huh?”
Mishra flinched at my response.
She quickly changed her tone.
“Perhaps I was mistaken. As expected, he is a foolish human, dull and ignorant.”
“······?”
“Bound by the limits of his kind. Pitiful······ I must go and finish the igloo.”
Immediately after, Mishra escaped through the window.
It seemed she was deeply engrossed in her igloo project.
I stared blankly at the windowsill before turning to Nell, whose face was filled with confusion.
“You should go and help her.”
“Huh? Should I?”
“Yes.”
Nell, who had been rolling her eyes as if contemplating, asked me another question.
“What about you? What will you do?”
“This.”
I gestured at the book on the table with my eyes.
“Ahh,” she murmured before heading toward the windowsill and jumping over it.
“Have fun reading~ I won’t disturb you!”
“······.”
Why is everyone going through the window?
There’s a perfectly fine door.
I let out a shallow sigh and picked up the book.
“The Adventures of the Young Siren······.”
The title was blatantly about a species I recognized.
It’s oddly entertaining when similarities to Earth pop up. Feeling somewhat refreshed, I began flipping through the pages.
*
The Magical Domain is a land where harsh soil, frequent natural disasters, and colonies of powerful monsters combine to create an environment of unparalleled danger.
The Apostles of the Holy Society were attacked by monsters multiple times.
“Kieeeek──!”
Grotesquely distorted monsters appeared.
They ranged from insects like mantises and butterflies to animals like bears and tigers.
As monsters of the Ice Mountains, all of them were formidable creatures, but this time, they had encountered the wrong opponents.
“Groooaaaar──!”
“Raaaaarrr──!”
Hundreds of undead soldiers, who had traded their intellect for strength, unleashed their full power under the command of their leader.
“Ignore the cautious ones! Don’t chase the fleeing ones!”
Pshuuk!
Adein shouted as he pierced the forehead of a saber-toothed tiger with his hand.
With Jehak’s “Morale Boost” added, Adein’s voice imprinted his orders into the undead soldiers’ minds.
“We don’t have time to dawdle here!”
“Grrrrroooowl──!”
As if in response, the undead growled, biting, breaking, and pushing through the monsters in their path.
An ambush is only effective when unnoticed. Now that they had infiltrated the Magical Domain, it had become a race against time.
Pushing forward with unstoppable momentum, they soon reached a field of snow.
A pure white snowfield.
They had arrived at the final battleground.
“···We’ve arrived. So this is the Snowfield we’ve only heard about.”
“It feels like I’ll freeze to death. It’s a perfect match for that woman, Quellière.”
Adein agreed with Matren’s comment.
Quellière, a goddess as cold and merciless as ice.
Frowning, Adein surveyed the surroundings.
The thick snowstorm limited visibility.
“The goddess is somewhere in this place. Stay alert.”
“Of course.”
“Understood, sir!”
Matren, Behelak, and Jehak all nodded in agreement.
Adein returned their nod before stepping forward.
Saaaah─
Suddenly, a strong gust of wind swept away the snowstorm, clearing the obstructive snowflakes.
In the distance, a pure white castle appeared.
“Hm?”
It seemed to have been hidden behind the storm like a prop on a veiled stage.
It was an obviously suspicious, abnormal structure, but something else bothered him more.
In the middle of the gray snowstorm, a white suit of armor floated ominously.
“···That can’t be right.”
As expected, upon closer inspection, it was a figure standing still.
They seemed to have noticed Adein’s group as well and were quietly observing.
Adein raised his hand.
“Stop. There’s someone there.”
“Someone?”
“Well, I’m not sure if it’s a person······ but it doesn’t look like the goddess.”
Narrowing his eyes, Adein scrutinized the figure in armor.
Was it one of the goddess’s subordinates?
However, its appearance seemed completely out of place in this snowfield.
Of course, it didn’t matter either way.
After all, every living thing in this place was an enemy.
“Advance toward that castle! All units, attack─”
Just as he gave the attack order, the armored figure disappeared.
“!”
Startled, Adein quickly scanned the surroundings.
The sound of something shattering erupted nearby.
Thwack-!
An undead soldier collapsed with its head caved in.
Dewade glared at the intruders, exuding intense hostility.
“Undead······ and cultists. I won’t ask how you found this place.”
The mightiest Holy Knight gripped his mace, his rage simmering.
“···None of you will leave here alive.”
Having been granted the privilege of staying as a guest, Dewade’s mood had been soaring moments ago, which made him even more furious at these intruders.
The snowfield, sullied by their presence, shredded his patience.
“I’ll cut off every one of your filthy steps-!”
With a shout, Dewade charged into the horde of undead.
What looked like a suicidal act was disproven by his enhanced body and the holy power erupting from him.
This was their first hurdle.
Biting his lip, Adein summoned his magic.
“Matren!”
“I know··· I know!”
Adein’s whirlwind was amplified with the assistance of “Wind User Matren.”
The massive magic spell followed Adein’s lead and descended upon the Holy Knight.
“······!?”
Surrounded by undead, Dewade had no room to evade.
The direct hit left numerous cracks in his armor.
“There’s only one of him. Overwhelm him! Surround and eliminate!”
The formation, rebuilt by Adein of the Seven Apostles, efficiently closed in on the Holy Knight.
No matter how strong Dewade was as a former Paladin, it was impossible for him to face such a large number of elite foes.
“Urgh···! You filthy worms······!”
Just as Dewade gritted his teeth and resolved to fight to the bitter end, the ground began to tremble, and a deafening roar echoed.
─────!
Boom! Boom! Boom!
A massive silhouette emerged from the snowstorm.
A stillness, like the calm before a storm, spread through the air.
When the full figure finally revealed itself, the Holy Knights’ eyes were filled with shock.
“That’s······!”
“Is that a giant?!”
The towering figure with pale skin evoked the image of a legendary grand monster.
A sharp, oppressive aura filled the area.
“···Don’t tell me even that is one of the goddess’s subordinates.”
As soon as Adein tensed, the giant began to charge as if in response.
Boom! Thud─ Boom!
Boom! Thud─ Boom!
The massive body’s strides sent shockwaves through the ground, and Adein shouted in a loud voice.
“The giant is coming! Maintain formation!”
Crack─!
The sound of something being smashed was heard.
It was the work of the Holy Knight battling the undead soldiers.
“···Trouble in both directions, huh.”
But there was nothing else they could do.
They had already prepared themselves for this to be a tough battle.
Gathering his magic, he collided head-on with the giant.
─────!
Each strike of the giant’s feet was lethal.
Knowing he couldn’t afford to become a ghoul yet, Adein fought with everything he had.
The strength Adein had accumulated over his long tenure as one of the Seven Apostles surpassed limits, allowing him to hold his own against the giant.
With Jehak’s morale boost, the battle unfolded with fear temporarily forgotten.
But the Apostles’ ordeal wasn’t over yet.
Step, step─
Two women arrived belatedly.
“······.”
Mishra, who had hurriedly found her way to the igloo, froze as she took in the scene.
Nell, following closely behind her, also stopped in her tracks as if frozen.
A moment of hesitation that felt like an eternity.
Then, both of their faces twisted in rage.
Nell ground her teeth first.
“These cockroaches······ They should’ve scattered after losing their leader. ······Do they even realize where they are?”
The intruders’ identity was as clear as day.
Her fierce, angry gaze swept over the area.
“Do you really want to die?”
“How dare you defile the master’s land······.”
Mishra trembled, clenching her fists tightly.
The overwhelming rage surpassing her limits seemed to grip and crush her from within.
“I was foolish. What use is a subordinate who cannot even fulfill their duties······.”
Perhaps she had grown complacent with the recent increase in their numbers.
She loathed herself.
As Nell ground her teeth and Mishra clenched her fists, a moment of tension passed before the two women joined the fray.
Without hesitation, Nell unleashed her blood magic while something soared above her.
Woooooooosh─!
The sight made the eyes of the Seven Apostles widen in disbelief.
The Dragon Lord, revealing her true form, sped across the sky at incredible speed before turning to unleash a vertical breath attack.
Kaboom──!
The target was the center of the Apostles.
The overwhelming force tore the undead apart like paper, and Adein screamed like a banshee.
“Nooo!”
The number of undead soldiers was rapidly dwindling.
They were being helplessly overrun before they could even attempt to fight back.
Adein’s expression twisted in dismay.
“No! This can’t be happening! We haven’t even laid eyes on the goddess yet—”
Thwack!
At that moment, an ominous sound was heard.
Turning his gaze, Adein saw Matren collapsing.
The cause of death was Dewade’s mace.
Whoooosh──!
Though she had died, she had not disappeared.
The flame of her life was extinguished, but in its place, a ‘Ghoul of Wind’ had risen.
The Seven Apostles’ forces were dwindling far too quickly. Blood seeped from Adein’s mouth as he clenched his teeth in frustration.
“···Damn it!”
At this rate, there was no hope.
They were doomed.
Despite meticulously preparing for this ambush, they were caught off guard and struck down by an unforeseen counterattack.
He couldn’t let it end like this, leaving nothing behind.
With a heart full of agony, he issued his command.
“Retreat! Fall back! Get out of the Snowfield!”
“Understood! Retreat. Retreat now!”
The goddess’s forces were far stronger than they had anticipated.
There was no guarantee they’d get another chance if they fled, but for now, survival was paramount.
They couldn’t afford to lose everything in a hopeless battle.
Patter, patter─!
The Apostles quickly fled the battlefield, retreating into the mountains.
There, they hoped to make use of the numerous monsters.
······But they didn’t realize.
Winter’s trials were only just beginning.
As the remnants of the Holy Society’s Apostles stepped onto the bluish-gray mountain range, a figure appeared beyond them.
“······Hmm?”
It was a man in black armor, contrasting sharply with the Holy Knight.
Scanning his surroundings, Chandrafail quietly drew his sword.
Grrrrrooooarrr!
If they had just passed by him, they might have lived.
But the unfortunate undead soldiers, unable to make a rational decision, charged toward the “living man” who had suddenly appeared.
“You resemble humans······ but you’re nothing more than monsters.”
The Black Knight muttered lowly before swinging his sword.
Phantom Blade Technique – Ghost Slash.
In an instant, the heads of over ten undead soldiers fell to the ground.
The remaining three Apostles gasped for breath.
“···! W-Wh-What is that?! What kind of monster is he······?”
“This is······ could it be······.”
Adein’s expression shifted drastically as Jehak’s disturbance fell on deaf ears.
Realization dawned on his face, immediately followed by panic.
It was a reaction he had never shown before—akin to a seizure of anxiety.
He gasped out a horrified exclamation.
“It’s the trap of the Supreme Goddess!”
“······A trap!?”
Behelak questioned in shock, and Adein shouted even louder.
“Yes! Quellière··· that woman predicted everything! She foresaw all of this!”
“······T-That can’t be!”
Behelak wore an expression full of disbelief—or rather, one that refused to believe.
Like a mathematician trembling at the sight of an impossible solution, Adein fixed his gaze on the Snow Castle in the distance.
Now utterly certain of his conjecture, he was consumed by fear.
“What kind of expression is the goddess······ making inside there?”
As she watched us.
Would she, as always, be looking down at us with her cold and indifferent face as we die?
There was no way to know now, nor did he have the courage to find out.
In a battlefield with no escape routes, only death awaited them at the end of their resistance.
“······This is nothing less than hell. Is this the price of defying a god?”
They were trapped between incomprehensible monsters, with no hope on either side.
Retreat was not an option.
If that was the case, they had to at least deliver even a minuscule blow.
Lifting his head, Adein looked at Behelak.
“Behelak! You’re going in!”
“What?!”
“Into that divine castle! Your ability should make it possible!”
“···That’s true.”
It was possible.
The robe he wore, etched with a complex pattern of interwoven circles, granted him the ability called “Spatial Movement.”
Entering that place itself wouldn’t be difficult.
The problem was that he could only move himself.
“It’s up to you! Plant our resistance—our will—into the goddess!”
“······Damn it. Fine!”
Behelak understood the situation they were in.
There were no other options, and he was the only one who could even attempt it. Accepting his fate, he activated his ability, leaving the collapsing battlefield behind.
Zzzziiiing─
Space collapsed, and his consciousness shifted as he teleported.
He became the first intruder to invade the Snow Castle.
*
Flip─
The sound of a page turning echoed quietly on the first floor of the Snow Castle.
Pale blue hair fluttered in the gentle breeze drifting in through the window.
It seemed she didn’t even care about it.
Quellière, with her usual calm expression, was engrossed in her reading.
“······.”
Her graceful figure caught the attention of the Frike. The dozens of spirits gathered there couldn’t take their eyes off her and, unusually, were completely silent.
Even the numerous Yetis standing at the periphery were the same.
Flip─
The sound of another page being turned.
Perhaps an interesting scene had come up?
A faint smile graced Quellière’s lips.
“······.”
The spirits didn’t care about the content of the book.
They simply cherished the rare sight, imprinting her expression onto their minds for as long as they could.
It was an afternoon that felt like a sanctuary of tranquility.
Then, in an instant, distorted space shattered the silence.
Shaaah─!
The Frike flinched, and Quellière’s eyes narrowed. The air shimmered.
Like ripples spreading across a lake, a distortion formed, and a man emerged from it.
It was Behelak, dressed in a black robe.
“The goddess! Where is the goddess······ huh?”
He frantically looked around and then froze.
The once-peaceful atmosphere of the room had already shifted.
A moment of stillness, sharp and tense, followed.
It was at that instant when sweat began to bead on his forehead.
-Who is this guy!?
-He’s hot! A hot guy just showed up!
-What’s going on!? Quelli’s getting cold again!
The Frike, each shouting in their own way, transformed into battle stances and charged at him. Before he knew it, Behelak was surrounded by dozens of silver wolves.
He let out a laugh filled with despair.
“Ha······ haha······.”
Laughing mechanically, he stared at Quellière.
She was looking at him with her usual cold expression.
That composed demeanor cemented a single certainty in his mind.
“To think she predicted even this······.”
From the very beginning, we never had a chance of winning.
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Chapter 69: Invading the Lord’s House (4)
A mermaid princess who fell in love with a prince.
Sunlight was fatal to her, so their secret meetings always took place at night.
One day, the prince sought out the Sun God to formally embrace her, and by making a contract…
Somehow, it was a familiar story—‘The Adventure of the Young Siren’—and I was reading roughly that far when it happened.
A man suddenly appeared before my eyes.
“······.”
A man in a deeply irritating black robe.
He had been rambling nonsense just a moment ago, but now he stood still, cold sweat dripping from his face.
Frike, who had transformed into a wolf, and the burly Yetis surrounded him.
“Who are you?”
I put down the book and opened my mouth.
It was an unusually cold tone.
“I asked who you are.”
“······.”
The man did not answer.
He only darted his eyes around, making gestures as if searching for something.
Annoyed, I began to summon my magic.
“Answer me—”
“I am Behelak of the Seven Apostles!”
That was the moment.
The man’s figure crumbled.
Like a chameleon shedding its camouflage, his form became transparent before vanishing entirely, and soon after…
I sensed movement behind me.
“Die!”
“!”
“If you disappear, everything can be reversed!”
A bizarre and tremendous ability.
I activated my aura before I even had time to think.
Paaaah─!
The power that oppressed the unclean aimed directly at Behelak.
“Graaaah···!”
He staggered back, covering his eyes.
A clear opening. I was about to continue my attack, but it turned out to be unnecessary.
-Let’s drive out the hothead!
-Don’t bully Quelli!
The Frikes charged in, unleashing a fierce assault.
They bit at the enemy with their wolfish jaws and pummeled him with snowflake magic.
“Ugh, ack! These damned creatures···!”
However, true to his claim as one of the Seven Apostles, Behelak was no pushover.
He endured the Frikes’ attacks, which lacked killing power, and bided his time for a counterattack.
That moment finally came as he summoned a massive surge of magical power.
But his ambition was never fulfilled.
Because a colossal fist came crashing down instantly.
Boom! Thud─!
“···Guh!”
Distracted, Behelak failed to react and was slammed into the wall.
The Yetis swarmed his fallen body and began to pummel him.
“Argh! Ugh! Gah! Stop!”
Merciless and frenzied punches.
He was struck rhythmically.
I stared blankly at the collective beating.
And then, suddenly…
“Ugh! Cough! Ack······ Ugh!”
Behelak went limp.
Like a machine with a dead battery, he stopped moving entirely.
“···Is he dead?”
I muttered as unease crept over me.
Sinister energy began to surge, and his corpse started twitching.
─────!
A phenomenon I’d seen before—undead transformation.
Soon, the revolting form of a “Ghoul of Space” began to emerge…
I extended my hand, which bore the ring.
“No, I’m not waiting for you.”
The three slots imbued with blue energy activated.
Stored ice spears materialized in midair.
“I knew something like this might happen.”
Though I hadn’t expected to use them so quickly.
Exhaling a cold breath, I took aim.
Swoooosh──!
The three spears launched instantly, targeting the ghoul’s head, chest, and abdomen.
Having just risen, the creature had no chance to dodge.
“Disappear, you disgusting thing.”
─Graaaaa······! Gurgle!
Before it could even prepare itself, the undead let out a death rattle as its vital points were thoroughly pierced.
But that wasn’t the end.
A delayed strike from a Yeti’s fist landed square on its face, and the beating resumed for a moment.
─······!
Behelak, unable to open his eyes ever again, disintegrated into mere ashes.
I watched the scene unfold and then glanced at the spirits.
“Good job.”
The words came from the bottom of my heart.
Though he had been a formidable opponent, we had defeated him easily thanks to their help.
The spirits puffed their chests proudly, pleased by my praise.
“···But one of the Seven Apostles, huh.”
This wasn’t something that could be glossed over lightly.
The Dark Holy Society, which had recently lost much of its momentum, hadn’t given up and had intruded here.
“There’s no way he crossed the Ice Mountains alone purely out of personal animosity······ is there?”
They always swarmed in groups.
A sigh welled up from deep within me.
“Haah······.”
What a nuisance.
But if left unchecked, who knows what they might do?
They had to be eradicated as quickly as possible.
With that thought, I pushed back my chair and stood up.
“Prepare yourselves. We’re all going together.”
A cold command that left no room for objections.
The spirits nodded vigorously in agreement.
*
In the heart of the snowfield.
A bloody and brutal battle, the likes of which had not been seen for thousands of years.
Their individual rage and stubbornness dyed the snow crimson, but it was now approaching its conclusion.
The once endless number of undead soldiers had dwindled to a countable figure, and Adein was the only member of the expeditionary force still retaining his reason.
“…How pitiful.”
Standing in the middle of the battlefield, he muttered with regret in his voice—a tone of someone who had accepted his fate.
“This is my grave, isn’t it…?”
Immediately after his realization.
Perhaps even the heavens had decided to take his life away.
The blade of the reaper severed Adein’s neck.
Swoosh─ Thud!
His pain-filled head fell to the ground, and the Black Knight standing over the corpse gazed down at it.
─────!
Even amidst a grotesque transformation, his indifferent gaze did not waver.
The ‘Ghoul of the Maelstrom’, now robbed of reason, shuddered and fled.
Its escape led it toward the front lines, where someone far less intimidating stood.
Nell Sartilla, who had been fighting hard, blocked the incoming ghoul and shouted.
“Wait, what the hell! What is this thing?!”
“…”
Chandrafail, who was silently observing the scene, shook off his sword and turned his gaze away.
At that moment, a nearby figure stopped in their tracks.
“…Sword Demon.”
Wearing white armor and holding a mace smeared with blood, Dewade stood there.
Even the Black Knight recognized who he was.
“Paladin. So, you’re here too.”
“…I’ve abandoned that title. I’m just a humble knight now.”
“Ho.”
That was quite surprising.
Chandrafail asked, intrigued.
“Not a Paladin anymore? Then, what should I call you?”
“I’m merely a guest of the castle now.”
“…Huh?”
He tilted his head in slight confusion.
Even amidst this conversation, the irritating wails of the undead grated on their ears.
Suddenly, Dewade posed a question.
“Do you still intend to harm Lady Quellière?”
“…”
The Holy Knight’s voice carried a tense fervor, as if this was a significant question.
The Black Knight remained silent, contemplating the answer.
He still didn’t fully understand why he had come seeking her.
But he could answer this question with certainty.
“No.”
“Then that’s all that matters.”
If nothing else, Dewade was not one to contradict himself.
The Holy Knight withdrew his hostility.
From beyond his helmet, a glowing gaze surveyed the battlefield.
“There are far too many nuisances. You’ll help too, won’t you?”
“…Amazing. You’re actually asking me for help?”
Despite his words, Chandrafail didn’t seem particularly surprised.
In a calm tone, he murmured.
“I had already planned to annihilate the undead, regardless of your request.”
“That’s good to hear. Then—”
“But, guest, I don’t need your assistance. Stay out of this.”
“…?!”
With those words, the Black Knight surged toward the center of the battlefield.
Swoosh─!
A single strike.
With one slash, he decapitated five or six undead, his prowess still unmatched.
Dewade, shaking his head, resumed swinging his mace.
Thud─!
A cracking sound accompanied the destruction of skulls.
Not only these two, but others on the battlefield displayed remarkable feats.
“Die! Die, you ugly bastard!”
[Sleep eternally, you blasphemers…!]
Nell and Mishra, Dewade and Chandrafail.
Even the giant Sasquatch.
Each one of them was a titan capable of turning the adventurer world upside down several times over, and the number of undead soldiers was rapidly declining.
─────!
The fall of a secret cult that had terrorized for ages.
The expeditionary force had triumphed, and today marked the end of the Dark Holy Society’s era.
That much was certain.
But the undead, devoid of human wisdom, continued to fight and fight again.
Screeeeeech──!
The fierce gusts summoned by Matren, the Ghoul of Wind, were shattered by the breath of the White Silver Dragon King.
The undead, empowered by Jehak, the Ghoul of Instigation, were crushed under the Sasquatch’s stomps, and the sorcery of Adein, the Ghoul of the Maelstrom, was countered by Nell’s blood magic.
Screech──!
Shriek──!
The Frost Giant and the White Silver Dragon King’s pincer attack subdued Matren, while the combined assault of the former Paladin and the Black Knight brought Jehak to his end.
The sole survivor was Adein.
He lunged toward the distant progenitor.
“…!”
Startled, Nell unleashed her blood magic at that moment.
A lance of ice pierced through the ghoul’s forehead.
Graaah──!
Spewing black blood, Adein toppled backward.
“…Ah.”
It was a familiar technique.
Whipping her head around, Nell’s eyes caught sight of the distinctive hair fluttering in the air.
Quellière.
She stood alongside dozens of wolves, Yetis, and the Spirit Legion.
Her cold eyes swept across the surroundings.
But the situation was already resolved.
To be exact, her finishing blow had brought the battle to an end.
I had braced myself for a grueling day.
Amid the traces of a fierce battle, everyone’s eyes turned to her.
“······Huh?”
Quellière simply tilted her head in confusion.
The situation was over.
Even though I hadn’t done much, it was resolved anyway.
*
Back on the first floor of the Snow Castle.
The first person to notice the Dark Holy Society’s raid had been Dewade, so I expressed my thanks to him.
“You did well.”
A phrase that hardly sounded like gratitude.
Dewade bowed so deeply that he looked as if he might kneel.
“To hear such words from Lady Quellière···! It is an overwhelming honor!”
“Hmm.”
He didn’t seem like a bad person.
Polite, though a bit overwhelming—but I felt I had made the right choice in taking him in as a guest.
“I will etch this day into my memory! I, Dewade, feel privileged to have been of any help to you—”
“Enough. Leave.”
For some reason, he had a talent for making me cringe with every word he said.
That was his one flaw.
As he left the space where credit was being given, Nell and Mishra approached next.
“You two did well too.”
I hadn’t intended anything special, but the situation turned into an impromptu acknowledgment.
The two of them gave awkward smiles.
“Hehe. This is nothing, really.”
“Ahem. Ahem. It was no big deal.”
“···Hmm.”
At my single, barely praise-like remark, the two looked satisfied as they walked away.
It felt like I might experience cognitive dissonance.
“······.”
Up to this point, there were no problems.
But the most important figure remained.
Heavy footsteps echoed through the corridor.
“Is it my turn next?”
The Black Knight, Chandrafail.
Though I created him, to put it bluntly, he was nothing short of an ill-fated connection for me, and this was our first reunion in a while.
The luster of his signature jet-black armor gleamed.
I spoke indifferently.
“Your armor is still as unpleasant as ever.”
“Unpleasant? Why so?”
“I don’t know. Maybe it’s the color. Why don’t you switch to white, like Dewade?”
I casually nitpicked about anything.
Strangely, the Black Knight didn’t show any of his usual erratic behavior.
He simply looked over his armor calmly.
For a moment, I thought he might have changed, but the words that followed erased my expectations.
“Absurd. Such a color does not suit me.”
A resolute tone.
That firm statement showed he was still the same as ever.
I chuckled lightly and got to the point.
“Chandrafail.”
“Speak.”
“What brings you to the Snowfield?”
He was someone who shouldn’t have been here.
There was really only one possibility, and I could already guess his answer as I asked the question.
“What brings me here······.”
“Yes. Surely, you’re not going to rant about monsters again, are you?”
The small shake of the Black Knight’s head denied my suspicion.
The words he finally uttered were exactly what I had expected.
“Quellière. I came to see you.”
Chapter 70 : Peace and Turbulence
Translator: Marctempest
Editor/Proofreader: TempWane
—
Chapter 70: Peace and Turbulence
I hadn’t interacted with him much, but since he was my character, I could at least listen to what he had to say.
But to think he came here to meet me.
“······.”
Honestly, it was as I had guessed.
There wouldn’t be any other reason for the Black Knight to come to the Snowfield.
However, if his purpose wasn’t battle, I couldn’t quite figure out his intentions.
“You came here to meet me?”
“That’s right.”
His calm reply.
There wasn’t a hint of hostility.
I nodded and continued.
“It’s good that you’re not calling me a monster, but you’re really not here to cause trouble, are you?”
“That’s correct. I’ve recently had a small realization. My visit here is for another purpose.”
“Another purpose······.”
I straightened my posture and asked.
I thought it might be something important, but his response was unexpected.
“What purpose is that?”
“I don’t know.”
I couldn’t make any sense of it.
“···?”
My eyes blinked involuntarily, and my curiosity grew.
He didn’t even know why he came?
“What do you mean by that?”
“You’ve heard about my life before, haven’t you?”
“And?”
“Like my birth, I judged you as a monster. That’s why I sought a duel with you and lost.”
Chandrafail’s tone was low, but it wasn’t dark.
I decided to listen attentively.
“It was a devastating defeat. Even the battles against calamities weren’t as overwhelming as that.”
“······Hmm.”
His slightly wistful tone, tinged with regret, felt a bit awkward. That incident was probably due to a miraculous coincidence.
It was likely because of his poor condition rather than my strength.
“It was something I had never experienced before······ Afterward, it felt like a fog lifted, and I came to my senses.”
It seemed like he was saying that he grew after experiencing a true defeat. Regardless of the process, the result was satisfactory to me.
His growth was a good thing.
I spoke.
“So, is that what you came to tell me? That you’ve changed?”
“Not quite.”
“Then?”
The Black Knight paused for a moment to choose his words, then finally spoke.
“I still don’t understand completely.”
“No—”
“I need to figure it out. Will you allow me to stay here for a while?”
“···Huh?”
I flinched momentarily but quickly understood.
His humiliating defeat must have left him pondering all sorts of things.
Even the traits he had built his life on seemed to waver under the weight of his introspection······ This was a good thing.
As long as he didn’t cause any trouble, there was no reason to kick him out.
“I’ll allow it.”
He had also helped me recently.
Chandrafail’s response was concise.
“Thank you.”
“Alright. You can go now.”
The Black Knight immediately turned to leave.
As I watched him go, a sudden thought crossed my mind, and I stopped him.
“Wait.”
“······What is it?”
“Take off your helmet.”
It was simple curiosity.
Come to think of it, I’d never seen his face before.
According to the setting, he hated showing his face, but since I had put a lot of effort into designing it, I wanted to see it at least once.
“······.”
Whether or not he’d comply, I decided to just ask.
The Black Knight remained silent for a moment but unexpectedly removed his helmet easily.
Clang—
What emerged was a sharp, well-sculpted face.
His jet-black hair accentuated his features, and the firm set of his lips conveyed stubbornness.
He looked exactly as I had designed him.
“Seeing it in person feels different.”
“Different?”
“Never mind that. You’re injured, aren’t you?”
Apart from a small scratch on his face.
A faint mark as if cut by a sharp wind. It seemed to have slipped through the gap in his helmet.
He must have gotten it while fighting the undead.
Though it would heal on its own, the Ring of Lost Origins suddenly came to mind. Its radiance, along with the Memorize ability and another power—‘Healing.’
“Come here for a second.”
“Hmm?”
I hadn’t found much use for it, so this was a good chance to test it out.
Chandrafail tilted his head but stepped closer.
I reached out toward his cheek.
“!”
He flinched, his cheek trembling, but there was no need for actual contact. A radiant white light bloomed and seeped into the wound.
“Oh.”
The luminous aura was beautiful in itself, but its effectiveness was undeniable.
The shallow scratch vanished in an instant.
I withdrew my hand and looked at the Black Knight.
“······!”
Clear astonishment was evident in his eyes.
He must not have known I possessed such an ability.
I smiled faintly and sent him off.
“That’s it. You can go now.”
*
Daytime at the Grypheon Ducal Estate.
At a critical time when state affairs and politics were rapidly changing, Bulizé was listening to Harold’s report.
“Quellière…?”
“The name of the woman Artan admires?”
“Yes. Do you know who she is?”
“No, it’s the first time I’ve heard that name.”
“I thought so…”
The return of the Swordmaster, who had even visited the Theocratic Nation to identify the Crown Prince’s romantic interest.
As his words continued, the princess’s pupils widened in shock.
“The rumored Saint? I had considered the possibility, but… I’m still a bit surprised.”
“…What? The tale about her repelling the calamity is true? By herself?”
“And defeating the head of the Dark Holy Society? …Wait, not a saint but a goddess…?”
It was only natural for anyone to react this way.
That all these remarkable achievements belonged to one individual was beyond belief.
Harold recalled the words Quellière had spoken on the terrace.
“She… is on another level. Not someone humanity can comprehend.”
“…Truly.”
His tone carried a weight of fear.
For a statement coming from the Swordmaster, it was astonishing, causing Bulizé to tremble slightly.
“The fortunate thing is that she’s not an enemy of humanity. She even helped Artan make his decision.”
“Artan’s decision… Is it related to his recent actions?”
“Yes. It’s about resisting the global threat that endangers the continent, the ultimate goal he set before becoming emperor.”
As Harold exhaled lightly and Bulizé swallowed dryly, the moment arrived when that terrifying declaration resurfaced.
“It’s for the conquest of that landfill, the Burial Grounds.”
“…!”
The princess’s breath stopped momentarily.
It was a goal as terrifying as it was extraordinary.
After contemplating for a while, she finally calmed down and grasped the situation.
“…So that’s how it is.”
Sighing deeply, she accepted the reality.
Falling in love with a deity… As absurd as it sounded, it made a strange sort of sense.
Whether achievable or not, that was simply how it was.
But to conquer the Burial Grounds?
Considering the harm the calamity had caused over such a long time, it wasn’t an incomprehensible decision, though it was extremely bold.
“Certainly, now is not the time to discuss political marriages.”
“Indeed. That matter will have to be postponed for now.”
“Yes, well…”
As Harold predicted, Bulizé wisely made her judgment.
It was evident Artan had already made up his mind, so stopping him was out of the question.
Moreover, if the calamity could be eliminated, the empire’s influence would reach unparalleled heights.
“Our Grypheon family must prepare as well.”
The Grypheons were a loyal faction more devoted to the Crown Prince than anyone else.
If it couldn’t be avoided, they would have to act first.
*
…Back to the Snow Castle.
Chandrafail, like Nell had done once before, was exploring the castle.
The vast and towering interior prompted a rare murmur of admiration from him.
“This is a very unique style. I’ve never seen such architecture.”
The monotonous color scheme evoked an astonishing sense of mystery.
Whoever had created it had done an extraordinary job, and even the Black Knight, indifferent to buildings and art, found himself intrigued.
“Hmm?”
He found himself in a dining hall-like area where he encountered Dewade.
The holy knight had removed his helmet and was seated at a table.
“Chandrafail… That was your name, correct?”
“Indeed, guest.”
Unlike the Black Knight, Dewade had fully embraced Quellière’s suggestion that “covering one’s face entirely seems stifling.”
Though they were temporary comrades, they had already exchanged names.
Although Chandrafail was reluctant to reveal his true name, it didn’t matter much since Quellière already knew it.
“Is this a dining hall?”
“So they say. Black Knight, why don’t you try something light as well?”
On the table were teacups and some strange, jelly-like food.
It caught the Black Knight’s attention.
“What is that?”
“A dish… or rather, a dessert called ‘slime jelly.’”
“Slime?”
For the record, there were no slimes in this world, and this item was an event specialty.
With no other choice, Chandrafail asked again.
“What is it?”
“I don’t know either. I can only speculate it’s named after the artisan who created this dessert. Perhaps Quellière herself named it.”
“Interesting.”
Seeing his faint interest, Dewade urged him again to try the dish.
“Quellière said we could eat freely.”
“No. I do not enjoy eating.”
The very concept of needing to consume something to survive struck him as a colossal waste.
The Black Knight dismissed his interest and moved on.
Eventually, he stumbled upon a gallery-like space.
“Hmm?”
A refined area displaying various paintings.
Indifferent to art and culture, he would have walked past it, but he decided to take a look.
The expectation that everything in this castle was unique drove him, and it turned out his intuition was correct.
“Ho······ I see.”
He still had no interest in artistic exploration.
However, the paintings in this space, each with distinct styles and themes, were captivating.
It felt like a grand collection carefully curated from the works of many artists.
Before he knew it, he had become a little absorbed and murmured to himself.
“Amazing. At least hundreds of painters must have worked on these─”
“That’s not it, you idiot.”
A sharp voice interrupted him.
When he turned around, there stood Nell Sartilla with her red hair.
She was someone Chandrafail had pursued back when she was called the Red Calamity.
“Not true?”
Knowing she was in the castle, the Black Knight remained utterly unbothered.
This seemed to annoy Nell, and her brows furrowed even more.
“Of course not. Do you think Quellière, of all beings, would gather painters to make these?”
“Then there’s another explanation?”
“It’s simple. She painted them herself.”
“······Painted them alone?”
The Black Knight looked around.
“All of this?”
It didn’t make sense.
Not just the quantity, but the quality and styles didn’t seem like the work of one person.
At least not if they were human.
But Nell spoke with complete sincerity.
“Exactly. Isn’t it obvious?”
“······.”
Her exasperated tone made it sound like it should have been common sense.
Even the Black Knight seemed slightly shaken.
“···It’s possible, I suppose.”
He knew enough about Quellière’s capabilities.
Though ultimately, it didn’t matter to him. The Black Knight gave Nell a glance and resumed walking.
Nell immediately followed him.
She changed the subject.
“Hey, don’t you have something to say to me?”
“Something to say?”
“Yeah. Think about everything you’ve done to me so far. Aren’t you even a little sorry?”
She referred to all the cutting, stabbing, and ignoring her words completely.
What she wanted was an apology, though she didn’t expect to get one.
The Black Knight she knew was endlessly selfish and arrogant.
That’s why his response surprised her.
“I am sorry. I apologize.”
“···What?!”
“I think I went too far back then.”
Words she’d never imagined coming out of the Black Knight’s mouth.
Though his tone was stoic as always, the sentiment was shocking.
“Uh······ uh······?”
Nell could only gape in disbelief.
Chandrafail looked at her curiously.
“Didn’t you want an apology?”
“······Yeah, I did, but…”
She was confused.
She had come intending to call him out, but now that she’d received the apology she wanted, she didn’t know what to do.
The Black Knight stared at her blankly before turning his back.
“Then I’ll be on my way.”
“Uh······ Yeah. Sure, go ahead~?”
Leaving the awkwardly responding Nell behind, Chandrafail walked aimlessly.
This pristine paradise was so vast, there was never a dull moment.
Next, he found himself in one of the upper rooms.
Creak─
The first thing he noticed was the bookshelf, suggesting it was a library.
He stopped when he noticed something.
“······.”
Quellière was there.
Sitting alone in a rocking chair in the corner, engrossed in a book.
Bathed in the rare sunlight streaming through the window, she brushed aside her side hair as if it were bothersome.
Rustle─
The pages turned.
The Black Knight silently observed the scene, as if it were a painting.
With his fighting spirit subdued, he found himself viewing the world with a new perspective.
“···Hmm?”
After a while, Quellière seemed to sense his presence and looked up.
······.
She had been enjoying The Night Fox and the Bitter Birdberry.
When she felt someone’s gaze and looked up, she spotted the Black Knight.
“······?”
When did he arrive?
He must have been exploring the castle with her permission.
The face she had seen earlier was now hidden behind his helmet again.
When he didn’t speak, she was the first to break the silence.
“Did you take a look around?”
“I did.”
“What did you think?”
Her words seemed to bring him back to a more animated mood.
As always, his response was concise.
“Impressive.”
“Impressive?”
“The facilities surpass those of the Holy Kingdom. No one would expect a place like this to exist in a magical domain.”
That was true.
The castle hadn’t originally existed but was created according to her design.
The Black Knight’s gaze briefly wandered before landing on the book in her hand.
“What are you reading?”
“This? Oh…”
She hadn’t expected him to ask something so trivial, but there was no reason to hide it.
“It’s a simple fairy tale. The story of a fox spirit and the Bitter Birdberry. It’s tied to the origin of Chelmberd, so it’s quite fascinating.”
“I see.”
“If you’re interested, why don’t you read it too?”
She gestured with her eyes toward the rows of bookshelves.
“As you can see, there are a lot of books here.”
Of course, since there was no way he would actually read any books, it was a throwaway comment.
It implied, “If you’re not going to read, then leave.”
But then, he nodded his head.
“Indeed.”
“…Huh?”
And then, he pulled out a random book and sat down.
Coincidentally, he chose a spot near me.
It would have been stranger for him to sit far away when there were only the two of us, but the distance still felt uncomfortable.
The peaceful atmosphere and the Black Knight were an odd combination, making it even more awkward.
My gaze shifted sideways.
“You read books?”
“Is there a reason I shouldn’t?”
“Not really.”
It was just… surprising.
It seemed I didn’t know everything, even though I had meticulously created this world.
Chandrafail opened his book, and I returned my focus to mine.
“…”
A moment of silence settled between us.
He didn’t move at all, but I found myself unable to concentrate on the story I was reading.
Entirely because of his presence.
Given his past actions, I couldn’t help but wonder if he might suddenly turn violent and cause a scene…
While indulging in such thoughts, a question came to mind.
“Where is Paile?”
The girl who was always with him was nowhere to be seen.
It made sense why something had felt off.
The Black Knight answered curtly, with no regard for social niceties.
“Before coming here, I left her in a small town nearby.”
“A small town… Glenver? Why?”
“The Ice Mountain Range is notorious for its extreme climate. An ordinary child wouldn’t survive here.”
“Ah.”
Thanks to my Snow Maiden traits, I was perfectly fine, so I occasionally forgot that fact.
But still, I hadn’t expected the Black Knight to show such consideration.
“You left her in Glenver. Does that mean you have other companions?”
“No. I don’t know many people to begin with. She’s the only one.”
“…I see.”
So Paile was left alone in a place where she didn’t know anyone.
A creeping sense of unease began to rise within me.
“You didn’t just abandon her on the street, did you?”
“What’s the issue? I gave her money, so she’ll probably find an inn.”
“…”
I was wrong.
For a moment, I thought he had been considerate, but clearly, I had misjudged.
“If she’s lived in the Theocratic Nation all her life, she’d have no connections in Glenver. And you left her there alone?”
Even in the modern world, this would be risky, and yet here he was doing it in this dangerous world.
His inherently strong personality probably didn’t take such concerns into account.
I clicked my tongue internally.
“How long has it been since you left her there?”
“We rode Urbos right after, so it’s been about three days.”
“…Three days.”
It was a short yet long amount of time.
Shaking my head, I closed my book.
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I closed the book and stood up.
I couldn’t leave a young girl alone in a strange land. Especially not someone I was already acquainted with.
Chandrafail looked at me with a puzzled expression.
“Why are you doing that?”
His face showed no sign of understanding.
Though I thought he might have changed a bit, he was still the same emotionally oblivious Black Knight.
I spoke coldly.
“I need to meet Paile.”
“Hmm? Why that kid?”
His question carried a casual tone.
It reminded me of the story he had told me before.
About her beginnings in the underworld.
“You said you killed a monster when you were born and freed the children caught in the same path.”
“That’s correct.”
“And Paile followed you.”
“She did, ultimately. She was the only one left in the end.”
That was new information.
Although he didn’t know my intention, the Black Knight answered my questions honestly.
“There were a few others who tried to follow me too. But when I said one word, they turned back.”
“That’s expected.”
How could mere children withstand the intimidation of the Black Knight? Paile was the strange one.
It was odd from the start that Chandrafail bothered to take someone along.
It wouldn’t have been unusual to treat her as a burden.
So, Paile must have clung to him persistently to stay by his side.
Though I didn’t know why.
“What were you thinking, traveling with her?”
I asked with curiosity.
His answer was utterly indifferent and straightforward.
“I don’t know. She kept following me even when I told her to go, so I guess I just left her alone at some point.”
“······.”
So, he had no real thoughts about it from the beginning.
It was a quintessentially Black Knight response.
“Still, you could pay her some attention.”
“I did, in my own way. Made sure she didn’t die.”
Chandrafail tilted his head slightly as he spoke.
“And Paile was an orphan. I didn’t have parents either.”
“So?”
“That’s just how humans are. They stand on their own. I can’t deal with every threat for her.”
His words, spoken while gazing into the air, were calm and resolute.
That conviction was the Black Knight through and through, and it wasn’t entirely wrong.
Expecting consideration from someone who was practically a one-man army was probably asking too much.
“······Hah.”
I let out a small sigh.
What on earth made her want to follow someone like him?
“Fine. That’s just how you are.”
“Hm?”
“You were born like that, so live your life like that.”
“···?”
Throwing out a meaningless comment, I left the study.
Although I felt a strange gaze on my back, I didn’t bother sending him away since he wouldn’t understand anyway.
Besides, I needed to have a one-on-one conversation with Paile.
“······I won’t be able to bring her here, anyway.”
The snowfield was an insurmountable barrier for ordinary people, but I had a way.
It wouldn’t take long, so I could return soon.
Step by step—
I walked down the corridor to the first floor.
There, I spotted Mishra surrounded by Frikes.
“Mishra.”
“Huh?! Ah······ Quellière, is it? What’s the matter?”
The back of the Dragon Lord was a more reliable means of travel than anything else.
Once I experienced it, there was no way I would walk there.
*
Some time earlier, not long after Quellière’s declaration at the Grand Temple—
“You stay here.”
Chandrafail had followed her east.
In Glenver, the city closest to the Ice Mountains, there was a notorious cursed land nearby that Paile couldn’t enter.
“Stay here? All by myself?”
“That’s right. You can’t go into the magical domain.”
Though his eyes were hidden beneath his helmet, the girl believed he must have been concerned.
It made sense, so she accepted it.
But she couldn’t help feeling uneasy, and she spoke up.
“You’ll come back to get me, won’t you? When it’s all over.”
Chandrafail had come after Quellière with a somewhat changed demeanor. A very serious and radical development.
The girl had no idea what he was thinking.
In truth, she rarely did.
“…Fine.”
After a moment of silence, the Black Knight gave his answer.
And then, he left.
Neighhhh─!
Riding his black warhorse, his figure quickly grew distant.
That’s how Paile ended up alone in the unfamiliar land of Glenver.
─What should I do…
She had no connections and, naturally, couldn’t adapt.
The only advantage was that she had quite a bit of money.
The money Chandrafail had earned during his time as a Sword Demon wasn’t a small amount.
However, the girl lacked worldly experience in many ways.
Her inexperience meant she didn’t even know that having too much could sometimes be a disadvantage.
“Is this everything?”
A girl with no guardian to protect her wealth.
Word quickly spread about her staying in a luxurious inn, and she became a target for villains.
“Y-Yes! That’s all! It’s true!”
“I see… so that’s how it is…”
The men who had been tracking her movements managed to surround her.
They whispered among themselves as they opened her money pouch.
Their reactions showed their shock.
“Un… unbelievable!”
The amount was far beyond their expectations.
The men swallowed nervously.
“This is insane!”
“How does a little kid have this much money?”
Smirking with greed, they sneered wickedly.
Trash that only desired other people’s possessions.
If it were the Black Knight, he would have called them that and delivered divine retribution.
But Paile lacked the strength to resist.
“Ugh… ugh…”
Unlike Chandrafail, she was an ordinary girl.
All she could do was hold back her tears.
“There must be more hidden somewhere…!”
Just as Paile struggled to hold onto the hem of her skirt.
The men turned their gazes toward her simultaneously.
Human greed has no end; they always desire more.
“Little girl. Where’s the rest? Be honest. We’re not bad people.”
“There’s nothing else! That’s really all I have!”
“That can’t be true! Tell us the truth!”
For the first time, she faced harsh accusations.
Unable to bear it any longer, tears welled up in Paile’s eyes.
As she tried to hold back her sobs, a man came to mind.
“…”
He had always called himself weak.
No one knew better than her how true that was.
She wanted to become strong.
Strong like the Black Knight who had swept away dark paths effortlessly in the past.
“Really… I swear. There’s nothing more…”
But wanting to become strong doesn’t make you strong.
A turbulent mix of resentment and sadness surged within her.
The men didn’t care about her feelings.
They reached out toward Paile.
─It was at that moment.
A roar resounded.
Roaaarrrr─!
As screams erupted, a massive shadow loomed over the ground.
Everyone who looked up at the sky was struck with astonishment.
“…!”
There was a massive flying creature.
Its breath puffed out as it gazed down at the ground—an existence from legend.
A dragon.
Its mere appearance left the citizens in shock, but soon, their gazes shifted to a woman.
“…”
A stunning woman with icy eyes stared down at the ground.
Her mystical aura captivated the attention of all around her like a magnet.
Shock after shock.
While everyone stood frozen, Paile alone recognized her.
“Quellière… sister!”
The unforgettable figure who had defeated even the Black Calamity before her eyes.
Quellière alternated her gaze between the tearful girl and the awkward men before frowning.
At her gesture, the dragon descended.
─────!
The thunderous noise and the dragon’s wingbeats sent gusts of wind howling.
People covered their ears, including the villains.
“Ugh… what’s all this out of nowhere…?”
When they opened their eyes, Quellière was already standing before them.
Her icy blue crystal-like eyes stared coldly.
The men hesitated.
“Wh-what’s this? Who are yo—”
“Hand it over.”
Step by step, she walked gracefully toward them and spoke.
Her chilling gaze was fixed on the stolen money pouch.
“That.”
Her command was calm yet frigid, as though she had already grasped the situation.
The men, awestruck by her beauty, voice, and authority, were speechless.
After their momentary daze, they began to resist.
“Th-that’s nonsense! This is our property—”
“Liar.”
Quellière’s voice rippled sharply, like a finely honed blade.
She furrowed her brows and unleashed her magic.
“Don’t lie to me.”
Sssss─!
The breath she exhaled surged forward without hesitation.
The thugs froze in place, unable to respond as their legs turned to ice.
“Ah, ahhh!”
“W-what is this!”
“Hmph.”
This was all such scoundrels amounted to.
Quellière sneered and retrieved the stolen money pouch. As she turned away, she raised an additional ice barrier.
Boom─!
“Stay there and reflect.”
“Ah, ahhh…!”
The men, trapped instantly, pounded on the frozen wall.
Ignoring them, Quellière approached Paile. Standing at a distance, the girl blinked at the whirlwind-like series of events.
“Are you okay?”
Her cold voice didn’t match her words of concern.
Paile flinched, trembling as she cautiously looked up at Quellière.
“…Sister.”
Worried that Paile might be frightened, Quellière studied her face, but the girl’s expression showed no fear.
Instead, what flickered in her eyes was something peculiarly ticklish—admiration.
As Paile wiped her tears, she poured out her heartfelt thoughts.
“Sister, you’re so amazing…”
“…”
Quellière flinched.
This time, it was she who trembled.
*
Leaving the frozen thugs behind, I took Paile to the inn where she was staying.
I wanted to have a detailed conversation in a calm environment.
“Sister, sit on the bed!”
There was only one bed in the fairly luxurious room.
Its size was sufficient for more than one person, but Paile insisted on giving it up.
“I’m sitting. Come over here too.”
“Huh? Oh, no, I’m fine.”
“Just sit down.”
“Eek—”
I grabbed her hand and pulled her to sit beside me.
I wasn’t one to tolerate unnecessary refusals.
As she hesitated and adjusted her seat, my gaze fell on her wrist.
“You’re hurt.”
“Huh? Oh…”
A shallow wound, as if scraped, marred her delicate arm.
It seemed to be an injury inflicted by the thugs. What kind of scoundrels harm a child?
Clicking my tongue, I held Paile’s wrist.
“Wha-what are you doing—ah!”
Hwaaah─
Healing magic activated.
A white light seeped into the wound, restoring it to its original state.
Paile’s blinking eyes lit up brightly.
“Sister, you’re amazing! You can even do this?”
“Yeah. It’s nothing.”
Her pure praise felt burdensome, so I answered curtly.
It wasn’t a serious wound, so the magic’s energy cost was minimal. I let go of her arm and straightened my posture.
It was time to start the conversation.
“Chandrafail came to find me.”
“Huh? Oh! You met Mister?!”
“Yeah. For once, he was helpful.”
Paile murmured with a serious expression.
“I see…”
Her greatest concern at the moment was likely that man.
I had a guess about the reason, so I pressed further.
“Why do you follow Chandrafail?”
“Huh?”
“What are you thinking? If you’re okay with it, tell me in detail.”
I wanted to delve into her feelings.
Paile rolled her eyes briefly before nodding.
“You already know how I met Mister, right…?”
“Yeah.”
“Back then, I was too young and weak. I guess I just wanted to stay near someone strong…”
Her quiet recollection gave insight into her past. As she spoke, her pupils seemed to drift, as though staring off into the distance.
She hadn’t even reached adulthood, yet her past seemed weighty enough to reflect on.
“It wasn’t a bad decision, was it? I’ve managed to survive up to now, after all. Anyway, that was how I felt at first, but now… I’m not really sure…”
As her recollection came to an end, her expression turned ambiguous.
She truly looked like someone who didn’t know.
The emotions she couldn’t articulate could be affection—or even love.
“······.”
I felt a strange and curious emotion.
Regardless of what it was, it felt special that someone thought so much about the character I created.
It was a shame it was a one-way sentiment, though.
“That’s about it, if you’re asking about my thoughts.”
“I see.”
“Yes. Thank you for listening. But why did you ask? You didn’t have to know how I felt······.”
For some reason, Chandrafail expressed a desire to stay at the castle for a while.
Driving him out wouldn’t mean I’d have to care for him any more than I already did.
After a moment of deliberation, I made a decision.
“Do you want to come to my castle?”
“···A castle?”
“I have a castle in the snowfield.”
“W-What?!”
If it were the Black Knight, perhaps, but there was no threat he could pose.
Paile’s eyes lit up for a moment, only for her expression to fall as she lowered her head.
“Thank you so much for the offer, and I would love to visit, but······ I’m just an ordinary girl. While I have no biases, I don’t have the strength to live in the Magical Domain······.”
The Ice Mountain Range posed the greatest challenge—its harsh climate was the reason Chandrafail had to leave her behind.
Her response was predictable and entirely correct.
But that didn’t mean there wasn’t a way.
“It’s okay.”
I opened the handbag I had brought and pulled out an outfit.
A very adorable garment blended with a snowy white hue and a hazy tone like sleet.
“Snow Rabbit Coat.”
It was another costume I had packed just in case when bringing out the vampire suit.
I had forgotten about it until now, as I never thought I’d use it.
I remembered it when the Black Knight spoke of the Demon Realm.
“Wow! It’s so cute! What is this outfit?”
“A gift. It’s yours.”
“······Mine?”
Paile tilted her head innocently.
Though it was technically a precious item, it was utterly useless to me.
The Snow Rabbit Coat was a special costume embedded with unique abilities.
Its power was aptly named “Immunity to Cold.”
Since cold resistance was a basic ability of the Snow Maiden, it was redundant for me.
In truth, the setting I gave to the Snow Maiden herself was derived from this costume.
“If you wear this, you’ll be able to go to the snowfield.”
“W-What? Really?!”
The only condition for wearing it was “a heart as pure as snow.”
I might not qualify, but Paile could wear it without issue.
The girl stood there, her mouth agape in disbelief.
*
After somewhat forcefully convincing Paile, who politely declined with remarks like “it looks expensive” and “it’s okay,” I completed the gift.
We flew together on Mishra, who had been waiting at the entrance.
“Kyaaaah!”
From the moment she boarded, through the flight itself, Paile remained terrified and visibly flinched.
But after some time, she seemed to adapt, enjoying the cool breeze with a smile.
“Wow, it’s so high! And so refreshing!”
“Indeed.”
Her adorable reaction was leagues apart from the stoic crusader and the Black Knight.
I watched her with a faint smile.
The Dragon King crossed the mainland and eventually reached the Ice Mountain Range.
The mountain’s guardians sensed the intruder and became wary.
“Kyaaaa──!”
“Kieeeek──!”
Their loud, eerie cries echoed even in the high skies.
Paile shivered uncontrollably.
“Ugh······ I usually don’t have any biases, but this is······ U-Um, sister!”
“Hold on. We’re almost there.”
“···R-Really?”
Her trembling was due solely to fear.
The cold had no effect on her.
The costume seemed to be working properly.
With that, my last concern was resolved.
Mishra flew at full speed and quickly reached the snowfield of pure white.
“Wow······ Wowww!”
A paradise so beautiful it could be enjoyed without reserve.
Paile cheered enthusiastically, as if she’d never been frightened.
*
Meanwhile, at the opposite side of the snowfield in the Magical Domain—the Burial Grounds.
The Black Calamity Mahabharata was locked in a fierce battle with an obelisk.
“Gooooooo──!”
Terrifying cries and incomprehensible beams ceaselessly blanketed the gloomy world.
One sought to seize, the other to protect.
Their all-encompassing battle raged both methodically and ferociously.
──After what seemed like an eternity.
The outcome was decided.
It was a stalemate.
The calamity roared in fury and writhed uncontrollably.
“Kuaaaaa─!”
Though he managed to absorb divine power without perishing, his failure to subdue the obelisk left him unable to control his newfound strength.
The tangled divine power churned and surged within him, as if reversing course.
─────!
Leaving things as they were would be dangerous.
The Calamity swiftly made a decision and released half of the absorbed power.
This incomprehensible energy had surpassed the world’s limitations, reaching an unfathomable realm.
In an instant, the entire extreme western region began to overturn.
Rumble──!
The shockwave didn’t stop there.
The emanating pulse raced forward like an electric current, extending beyond the burial grounds.
From the southern desert region, through the empire-occupied central lands, to the northern theocracy—the entire continent was permeated by faint traces of divine power.
The unbridled force, stripped of its control, swayed erratically, corrupting the soil and the unfortunate living beings it touched.
Mutations naturally arose.
─────!
Animals, creatures, insects, and beasts underwent grotesque transformations.
If Quellière had seen them, she would have recognized their identities instantly.
Name-bearing monsters born from contact with divine power.
Lesser Gods.
─······!
The mass-produced entities established their individual selves, thinking with primitive intellect.
Behind us was something else.
An ancient monster wielding a force of an entirely different scale and dimension.
The Black Calamity.
Screeeeech──!
Driven by instinctive fear,
The abominations fled inland.
Thus began the onset of a great upheaval.
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Chapter 72: Peace and Turbulence (3)
In the outskirts of the Empire’s territory.
A city, naturally sweltering even in winter, rarely saw snow, making the recent snowfall all the more special.
People rejoiced, raising cheers of joy as they watched the snow fall.
…That had only been a day ago.
In a place where even a fleeting snow sky would be a rare topic, an artificial disaster struck without warning.
Crack!
“Aaaahhh!”
The sound of destruction mingled with the citizens’ desperate screams.
The monsters, exuding ominous energy, paid no attention to the chaos they caused.
People fled while the creatures pursued them.
In an instant, the streets turned into a hellscape.
A monstrous boar-shaped demigod let out a distorted roar.
Its minuscule divine power had granted it disproportionate strength.
The mindless pig god rampaged recklessly, sweeping through the city.
Crash!
It smashed into buildings, destroying them and devastating the city center.
As citizens fled, the city guards and militia mobilized to confront the monsters.
Despite being responsible for maintaining order, they were no match for the creatures.
The sudden onslaught left them unprepared.
Slaughtering a demigod with haphazard methods proved futile.
“This won’t do! Lead the creatures away!”
In the end, the guards shifted their approach, exploiting the creatures’ low intelligence.
They aimed to lure the monsters to open spaces to minimize civilian casualties.
Driving them out or eliminating them was deemed impossible, so they opted for this second-best strategy.
“Lead the monsters away! Follow the captain!”
Despite the sudden explosion of monstrous activity, the situation was managed without catastrophic losses.
This was the Empire, after all.
…But similar incidents were occurring across the continent.
The southern Yulistia and northern Astar Theocracy were no exceptions.
The demigods spread across the Empire’s territories and eventually reached the capital, Roblock.
Roblock, the heart of the Empire, housed its knights and mage battalions.
Although the monsters were subdued more easily here than elsewhere, the severity of the situation was undeniable.
And now…
At the heart of the capital, in the audience chamber of the imperial palace.
In front of the imposing gates, the Crown Prince silently closed his eyes, recalling the recent chaos.
“…Has it finally begun?”
The existence of Quellière and various circumstantial evidence.
Artan had anticipated that the calamity would unfold soon.
“I knew there would be upheaval… but it’s faster and more urgent than I expected.”
Thus, he had convened meetings at the Grand Temple and engaged in discussions with the ministers, trying to sway their minds.
His actions had seemed somewhat rushed.
Now that the crisis had erupted, his decision had proven to be correct.
“Has the calamity sensed a threat?”
It was as if a storm had been unleashed all at once.
It wasn’t surprising, given the unexpected obstacle named Quellière that the calamity had encountered.
Even he had been influenced by her presence.
…In any case, the time had come.
The situation was graver than he had predicted, but it wasn’t the worst-case scenario.
Following his plan, he had come to seek the authority of the nation’s pinnacle.
“…In the end, all decisions rest in my father’s hands.”
The leader’s approval was necessary to proceed.
What he needed was persuasion and dignity.
Soon, the Crown Prince passed the checkpoint without trouble and entered the majestic interior.
“We greet Your Highness, the Crown Prince. Please proceed inside.”
The plush carpet beneath his feet was a symbol of wealth.
His hands stirred the air conditioned by magical engineering.
Ahead, the throne radiating the ruler’s majesty captured his gaze, asserting its dominance.
The gaze originating from that throne bore into the Crown Prince.
“….”
The current Emperor of the Empire, his father.
Eoloman Fricas III.
Artan Fricas swallowed hard as a heavy voice descended upon him.
“You’ve come, my son.”
“Yes, Your Majesty.”
Though he had reigned for a long time, the Emperor’s vigor remained intact, and his intellect had not dulled.
The Crown Prince addressed his father with a formal title, as this was no private occasion.
Eoloman’s eyebrows twitched.
“So, what brings the Crown Prince here?”
“Surely, Your Majesty has heard of the current situation.”
“Indeed. A matter shaking the entire continent—how could I not be aware?”
The Emperor regarded Artan with calm eyes, probing his intentions.
“State your purpose. If you’ve come at such a critical time, it must be for a matter of great importance.”
“I’ve heard that you’ve declared an imperial council.”
Even under the Emperor’s icy and overwhelming presence, the Crown Prince stood firm.
He revealed his will without hesitation.
“Grant me a seat in that council.”
The imperial council was the highest assembly where civil and military officials convened to deliberate on the nation’s most crucial matters.
It was there that the Empire’s internal and external policies were determined.
“Standing?”
“Yes, Your Majesty. May I share my thoughts with you?”
It was a pivotal moment.
Artan took a deep breath.
“Alright. Speak.”
Though his words might sound absurd, they must not come across as utterly ridiculous or nonsensical.
Whether by fortune or misfortune, this commotion increased the odds of success.
The consensus that this disaster could no longer be ignored would form easily.
The calamity now threatened to bring the continent to ruin, so much so that even those who had been mere bystanders felt its menace.
“I will subjugate the landfill.”
Finally, that bold declaration resounded once more.
Even the Emperor couldn’t hide his shock at such an audacious statement.
“…!”
He had succeeded in creating an impact.
Now, the only task left was to display his conviction and persuade the Emperor.
Artan was confident.
*
…Inside the igloo where two people sat.
Chandrafail contemplated his desire for struggle.
It was a condition he had suffered from since the moment he had memories—a part of his very existence.
The urge, once blurred by Quellière, now felt entirely transformed.
It hadn’t disappeared, but it was undeniably different from before. He had an inkling of why.
“Pretty heavy.”
The voice of the culprit interrupted his thoughts.
The gentle, beautiful voice belonged to Quellière, who sat on one side of the long seat.
The two of them were currently occupying the igloo crafted by Nell.
“More solid than I expected.”
The Black Knight’s gaze fell upon her hands.
She was holding his black helmet.
At her request—and out of a desire to showcase the equipment he had forged for himself—he had lent it to her temporarily.
“Is that so?”
“Yeah. Did you wear this every day for over ten years?”
“Of course. It’s practically a part of me.”
With a curt reply, his thoughts continued.
Unable to forget the thrill, he still yearned for excitement.
The only reason he didn’t feel that need was because it was perpetually fulfilled.
That was the conclusion he arrived at.
…
The reason his desire for thrill was endlessly satisfied was simple—
It was entirely because of Quellière.
With an absolute presence like hers always by his side, he was perpetually enveloped in a sense of exhilaration.
It was a straightforward, crystal-clear answer.
“Part of you… You, of all people, wouldn’t even need a helmet.”
“That’s not true. Equipment is useful just by being prepared.”
“Is that so.”
Quellière tilted her head slightly, as though puzzled.
Then, she carefully stroked the helmet.
His gaze rested silently on her pale hands.
“…Hmph.”
The one who had bested him with a single hand.
If she wanted, she could take his life at any moment. How could he not fear her?
That chilling composure of hers was no different.
If he upset her, she might declare his end on the spot…
And yet, he found it fascinating.
Unaware of his thoughts, Quellière murmured, lost in her own musings.
“Hmm… Somehow, it feels strange.”
“What do you mean?”
“Oh, it’s nothing.”
Seeing the custom equipment he had crafted up close to her,
It was a peculiar feeling, one only someone in his position could understand.
“More importantly, why did you come here?”
“I didn’t come here for you. I simply stopped by a place I wanted to observe, and you happened to be here.”
Thus began an unexpected conversation between the two.
Their dialogue, devoid of affection or resentment, didn’t bother either of them.
“Is that so?”
“It is.”
As their casual talk briefly paused, a high-pitched, immature voice broke the silence.
“Uncle~ Are you here?”
A small girl in a fluffy snow rabbit coat appeared.
It was Paile, a new member of the castle.
The moment she entered, she held her breath.
“…!”
The combination of the Black Knight and Quellière—
Their stoic, cynical, and mature aura overwhelmed the little girl.
Intimidated, she stammered and turned to leave.
“I-I’ll just leave~ Please continue your conversation…”
“Wait.”
As she was about to shrink away, Quellière stopped her.
She handed him back my helmet and stood up.
“Big sister?”
“I was just thinking of stepping out.”
Knowing Paile’s feelings, she tactfully gave them space. Quellière straightened her attire and headed outside.
“Have a good talk, you two.”
“Y-yes, sister… W-wow. Oh, oh.”
Before leaving, she gently patted the young girl’s head.
Then, showcasing her elegant demeanor, she disappeared beyond the snowy field.
Paile watched her retreating figure with admiration before sitting down beside Chandrafail.
In a lively, girlish voice, she asked,
“Isn’t big sister amazing?”
“She is.”
“Right? She’s so beautiful and charismatic. I want to be like her when I grow up!”
Expressing her simple—no, grand—dream, her eyes sparkled.
The Black Knight responded curtly.
“Someone like her… It’s not a bad path.”
“Exactly, right?!”
“As long as it’s possible.”
It was a subtle reproach.
Who could imitate a being of such high caliber?
But Paile wasn’t discouraged.
“Hmph. I know that, too. Still, the bigger the dream, the better!”
“Who told you that?”
“A book! I read it in the castle’s library. A famous scholar said it!”
Her prideful explanation revealed her healthy ambition.
“…Hmm. That’s not wrong.”
Chandrafail didn’t bother denying it and instead stroked the helmet he had gotten back.
His thoughts began to wander again.
The gap between himself and Quellière was immense.
So large, he doubted if he could ever close it.
“Big dreams are indeed better.”
If he followed her path slowly, perhaps he could one day reach it.
It was a resolve the former Black Knight would never have embraced.
Paile, interpreting his muttering positively, smiled.
“Right? Anyway, I’ll set my goal to be like big sister. I’ve got a long way to go… A very long way.”
“Do as you wish.”
“Yup! …Oh, by the way, what do you think of her?”
A sudden curiosity struck her.
With innocent, wide eyes, the girl asked,
“Do you still desperately want to beat her?”
“…”
Without hesitation, the Black Knight shook his head.
Things were clearly different now.
“Not anymore.”
“Really~? So, what about now?”
“Hmm. Now, you ask…”
Taking her question literally, he answered honestly, revealing what he’d been pondering.
“For now, just being by her side is enough.”
It allowed him to suppress his urge to fight and observe his goal.
“…Huh?”
The problem was, the girl didn’t understand the long process that led to this conclusion.
Paile froze.
The Black Knight, unfazed, continued.
“I’m completely satisfied. I have nothing more to ask for. At least for now.”
“Huh? H-huh?!”
“That’s how it is for now.”
The shocking statement ended rather succinctly, leaving behind some misunderstandings.
Paile’s eyes widened in disbelief.
“U-uncle…?!”
She was so startled that her eyelids even trembled.
*
I left the igloo and returned to the Snow Castle.
My encounter with Chandrafail wasn’t planned, but it turned out better than expected.
When I opened the main gate, I immediately met Mishra’s gaze.
“Quellière? Where have you been?”
“The igloo.”
Answering her question, I calmly watched her approach like an eager puppy.
Mishra glanced around, her eyes scanning the surroundings.
“Alone? You could have called me along.”
“No need. Being alone isn’t bad. Besides, Chandrafail showed up midway.”
“…Hmm.”
Her temple twitched for a moment.
I tilted my head.
Did she dislike the Black Knight?
“Do you not like him?”
I asked.
Mishra scratched the back of her neck and avoided my gaze.
“Well, it’s not like I hate him.”
“Then.”
“He’s got a strange personality. The way he treats you is… hmph. Isn’t he rude?”
It seemed his poor manners were considered a flaw.
There was no denying his personality had issues, so there was no helping it.
I shrugged my shoulders.
“You’re free to dislike him.”
“It’s not that I dislike him, it’s just—”
“Still, try to get along.”
Even if someone disliked him, he wouldn’t care.
But since we were kind of like family—or at the very least neighbors—getting along wouldn’t hurt.
After that brief comment, I walked further inside.
There was someone I needed to find, and soon I did.
…
In the castle’s dining hall, Nell and Dewade were seated.
However, in this spacious room, Nell sat to the left, while Dewade was on the far right.
They were positioned at opposite ends of the space.
“…Try to get along a little.”
I could understand since both of them had low sociability.
Old habits die hard; Nell, who had spoken to him a few times recently, seemed to have reverted to her solitary self.
So it wasn’t just a problem between Mishra and the Black Knight.
I let out a deep sigh and headed toward the right side.
Sensing my presence, Dewade lifted his head.
The moment he saw me, he leaped to his feet.
“Greetings, Lady Quellière!”
“….”
“Even today, your beauty seems to cleanse the world—”
“Don’t do that.”
No matter how many times I heard it, I couldn’t get used to that kind of remark.
He took my words seriously and revealed his face, which was bright and refreshing.
I got straight to the point.
“I have a favor to ask.”
“…!”
Bringing Paile here had made me realize how urgent the world’s affairs could be.
The issue was that the Snowfield was so isolated that it was hard to get timely news.
Hearing the word “favor,” Dewade’s expression turned so solemn that it almost felt burdensome.
“A request from Lady Quellière?! Anything you ask, I shall obey!”
“It’s nothing that grand.”
I simply needed someone capable of regularly gathering information.
A scout to track things like the movements of the recent calamity, hungry for divine power, or the remnants of the Dark Holy Society we had recently destroyed.
There might still be traces of them left.
For this, Dewade was the most suitable candidate.
“You’re a guest of the castle.”
Though a member of the Holy Kingdom, he was currently living here as a freeloader.
“Yes, as you say.”
“So you’ll have to earn your keep. Listen carefully.”
“Yes, ma’am!”
Surely, this kind of request wasn’t too much.
With that thought, I briefly explained the situation.
Surprisingly, he didn’t show even a hint of reluctance and seemed exceedingly enthusiastic.
“A scout mission! Leave it to me! I won’t let you down!”
“…Alright.”
“I, Dewade, will depart immediately! It won’t take long!”
And with that, the crusader bolted out as if every second counted.
My unspoken words hung pitifully in the air.
“Take your time…”
Honestly, I let out a helpless laugh.
Really, there are so many peculiar people around me.
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Chapter 73: Peace and Turbulence (4)
The city streets of Chelmberd.
From the undead uprising to Quellière’s speech, and the Crown Prince’s visit, a series of major events had passed, bringing a momentary calm.
However, as if plagued by misfortune, yet another commotion arose.
─The servants of the hated calamity have arrived!
The attack of the lesser gods.
A crisis of unparalleled urgency unfolded.
Kiiiiiieeeek──!
“P-please save me! Oh god, I beg you······.”
A revolting shriek and the sound of tearing air echoed.
Prayers for salvation reverberated endlessly throughout the heavens.
The rampaging storm, beyond even the control of the calamity itself, did not spare the Holy Nation.
“Commander! This way!”
“What on earth is this commotion?”
The Radiant Knights and Priest Corps, centered around Targal, were swiftly mobilized.
The mighty forces of the temple opposed the assault of the profane beings.
─────!
As a brutal battle erupted between monstrous creatures in various guises and the knights, a spider-like lesser god moved toward the city center.
Its destination was the Grand Temple.
“The monster is heading toward the Grand Temple!”
“We must stop it at all costs!”
Nearby priests rushed in, casting spells and erecting divine barriers.
However, it was not enough.
The spider god weaved through attacks with its unique agility, shattering the barriers.
“······Damn it!”
The beast’s strength, surpassing that of a grand magical creature, brought unrest to all present.
The moment the spider god revealed its venomous fangs, a ray of light shot forth.
Kieeeeek──!
A clear beam pierced through the monster’s body in a straight line, followed by an eerie scream.
The tense crowd was taken aback.
It was a power that far exceeded that of an ordinary priest—a force imbued with divine energy.
Without needing to search for the source, a sharp voice pierced their ears.
“Assist me, everyone!”
Adorned in splendid robes, the speaker was none other than High Priestess Lucia.
She had come to participate in the divine trial but had not yet left the sacred ground.
Her lingering presence was due to her reluctance to part from the site where she had encountered the supreme being.
“Lady Lucia!”
“Understood!”
The priests, recognizing her renown, responded with enthusiasm.
Thus, the warriors of the Holy Nation fought on.
With Lucia, skilled in combat, at the center, they formed a formation and expertly countered the attacks.
Kiiiii─!
An unexpected counterattack.
The enraged spider god shifted its strategy, making full use of the terrain.
Despite the viscous fluid dripping from its light-pierced wound, the creature was undeterred.
“The monster is coming this way!”
A remarkable blend of agility and the complex environment.
Although Lucia had defeated countless magical beasts, this clever and powerful foe was a first.
The spider god, moving swiftly from east to west, suddenly ambushed her.
“Ah······!”
Missing its position for a moment proved to be a fatal mistake.
As the shadow loomed over her, she instinctively closed her eyes.
“Watch out!”
An unfamiliar voice rang out.
Moments later, a rapier pierced the spider’s abdomen with merciless precision in the corner of her vision.
Pusssssh-!
Kreeeaaak──!
Writhing in agony, the spider god twisted its body violently.
Had it underestimated its vulnerability while delighting in exploiting others’ weaknesses?
Regardless, the writhing monster exposed a clear opening to all.
“Now’s our chance!”
The priests, their eyes gleaming, launched a concentrated attack.
Catching her breath, Lucia turned to face the one who had saved her.
“Thank you for your help.”
“You’re welcome······ Ugh.”
The woman with distinctive braided brown hair was clad in leather armor.
She grimaced as she looked at the fluid splattered on her clothes and rapier.
“Ugh, it’s all over me······ This won’t come off easily, will it······.”
Overall, the individual appeared to be an adventurer.
Gold-Rank Adventurer Sigina muttered with a frown.
“What a mess··· Nell and Quelli seem to have left······ I came all the way to Chelmberd for this.”
Sigh-
A faint sigh escaped her lips.
The aftermath of the natural disaster did not spare even the outskirts of the continent.
The city of Glenver, near the Ice Mountain Range.
Twisted beasts rampaged wildly, tearing the city apart.
Grrrrrr──!
The monstrous mouth sneering grotesquely, the razor-sharp forelimbs, and the massive bulk crushing the ground beneath it were all lethal elements.
Especially to those who were powerless.
“······What is this?”
*
On one edge of the city.
Dewade, who had come to gather information at Quellière’s command… no, her request, found himself bewildered.
This was a situation no one could have predicted.
“What on earth happened······? What could have occurred overnight?”
Just until recently, this was a city filled with laughter. But now, it was steeped in grief and despair.
It was only natural.
The strength of this small town was far too weak to contend with such monstrous creatures.
“Kyaaaah!”
Ki-hi-hi-hik──!
Monsters resembling mantises ran amok, scattering pain and screams in their wake.
The former paladin felt anger instead of fear.
“The air is thick with malice.”
Also, vitality and resentment were rampant.
He immediately realized the source of this calamity.
“······This is the work of that accursed disaster.”
There could be no other suspect than that embodiment of malice. Realizing this, he couldn’t remain idle.
The holy knight, with a grim expression, leapt at a lesser god targeting a child.
At the same time, he unleashed a vast amount of divine power.
Bam!
A reinforced body and a mace imbued with holy power. The immense force crushed the abdomen of the monster.
Keuaaaak──!
The mantis-like creature shrieked in pain and began attacking the holy knight haphazardly.
However, Dewade, who had reached the peak of his abilities, avoided the blind strikes and landed a counterattack instead.
Crunch─!
After a brief clash.
The injured monster glared at him and staggered backward. The holy knight didn’t pursue it.
“Th-Thank you so much for saving me!”
“No, I simply did what was right.”
Without even glancing at the child, he surveyed the surroundings.
The situation was desperate.
Though the militia had been deployed, they were only as capable as what one would expect from a small town. Their chances of victory were slim.
“This is troubling. What should be done······.”
He couldn’t leave things as they were.
But even Dewade couldn’t face those lesser gods alone.
─It was at that moment.
A woman came to his mind.
“······Ah.”
If it were her.
The merciful and benevolent Quellière would surely not ignore this mire of despair.
She would never turn a blind eye to despair that had descended upon the mortal world.
“O Quellière! Could it be that you foresaw this calamity······?”
And tasked me with this investigation?
Once that thought crossed his mind, it seemed infinitely plausible.
Even if it wasn’t, it didn’t matter. After all, he had to report his findings anyway.
Looking at the streets engulfed in explosions, Dewade spoke as if making a promise.
“Hold on for a little while.”
He murmured briefly, then, tap-tap-tap─
He immediately ran toward the Snowfield.
······.
······A few days after Dewade’s departure.
I decided to visit a dining hall to have some dessert after a long time. Approaching the supply station where items were displayed, I paused to consider.
“Hmm······ Maybe this.”
I selected birdberry sherbet and a drink and sat at a table. Staring at the food laid out before me, I picked up a spoon.
It was then that I heard whistling.
Whi~ Whii~
It was Nell, puckering her lips cheerfully.
When she turned her head as she walked down the hallway, her eyes met mine.
“Oh.”
Her lively steps suddenly froze.
She glanced around the dining hall before asking me.
“What are you eating?”
“Something. It’s been a while.”
“Ah······.”
With a small sound of realization, Nell’s eyes shifted.
She slowly stepped inside.
“Then I’ll get the same.”
Her pick was a strawberry cake and the same drink as mine.
Nell, holding her tray, naturally sat down next to me.
“It looks delicious, doesn’t it?”
“Yeah. Try it.”
Thanks to the bond we’d built, the conversation flowed naturally.
Though she had followed me to the Snowfield against my expectations, it seemed she had adapted well, which secretly pleased me.
As she took a bite of her cake and I lifted my spoon again, a voice called out.
“Huh?”
It was a familiar voice.
Standing in the corridor, looking our way, was Mishra.
“What are the two of you… doing together?”
“······.”
The question, asked with a blink of her eyes, was met with Nell speaking up on my behalf.
“Can’t you tell? We’re eating.”
“Eating?”
“Yeah, though it’s more of a dessert than a meal.”
Her tone was sharp, unlike before.
It seemed she still maintained a distant relationship with Mishra.
Mishra, who had been standing idly, cautiously entered the room like Nell.
“······I’m hungry too.”
“What? Aren’t you the Dragon Lord? You’re always claiming to have transcended base desires like hunger.”
“Silence. It is a biological necessity.”
She took a skewer of rice cake, meat, and vegetables along with the same drink I had and sat on my right.
Suddenly, both sides of me were filled.
I only came here to have some dessert.
“······.”
Oh well, it didn’t matter.
I extended my spoon to scoop up some sherbet.
But it seemed today wasn’t my day.
Just before I could eat, heavy footsteps pierced the air.
“How tiresome. Three meals a day is too much of a chore.”
“Well… it can’t be helped! Unlike you, I’m not a superhuman!”
A low, chilly voice and a high, lively one.
The mismatched pair was, of course, Chandrafail and Paile.
“And growing girls need to eat a lot! It’s not weird for me to—huh?”
As they turned this way, they came to a halt.
It was a familiar scene.
The Black Knight’s sharp gaze swept over us before he spoke.
“So everyone’s gathered here.”
“······Oh, hi, sisters! Hello!”
Paile waved her hand enthusiastically.
I returned a glance before looking at the Black Knight.
“You’re here for the dining hall too?”
“Yes. A human body is inconvenient.”
“Right. Suit yourself.”
It was a brief and unremarkable exchange.
Yet, for some reason, Paile seemed restless, her gaze darting between the two of us.
“······Hmm?”
I tilted my head, but I soon understood.
She must be really hungry.
Before long, they naturally joined and sat nearby.
“Hey, socially awkward… No, Chandra? Chan? Aren’t you eating anything?”
“I’m not eating. I abhor unnecessary acts.”
“What the…?”
The atmosphere turned moderately lively, though not overly boisterous.
Watching the chatterers with a blank expression, I thought to myself.
“······Somehow, everyone’s here.”
I hadn’t even taken a single bite yet.
Though not the full group, since Dewade was absent at my request.
That was a relief.
If he were here, it would get truly chaotic.
At least no one else would show up.
Feeling assured, I scooped a spoonful of sherbet to bring to my mouth—
Bang! Clang! Clatter—!
“······.”
I didn’t make it.
As the old saying goes, speak of the tiger, and it will appear.
If one ran through the halls in armor, it would surely make such a racket.
Soon, the Holy knight appeared beyond the hallway.
“Lady Quellière!”
His voice lacked confusion or dismay, but there was an inexplicable urgency.
Since it was Dewade, it couldn’t be ignored.
Reluctantly, I put down my spoon.
It was absurdly difficult to eat one bite of sherbet.
“What’s going on?”
I asked as he hurried over.
The Holy knight, bowing deeply, began his report.
“I visited Glenver as ordered to gather information. However, the city has now turned into utter chaos─”
“···What?”
It sounded absurd, but I had a hunch about what was happening.
I straightened my posture and listened carefully.
“Keep talking.”
“Yes!”
Dewade took a sip of water and continued speaking.
“Beasts, as if embodying malice itself, invaded the city. The citizen-led militia cannot hold them off.”
“Give me more details.”
“Yes. The greater issue is that this isn’t limited to Glenver. It’s happening simultaneously across the entire continent.”
A series of shocks.
As his words unfolded, the room sank into silence.
“······!”
Nell’s expression darkened, and Mishra furrowed her brows. Fear overtook Paile, contrasting with Chandrafail’s unusually calm demeanor.
As for me, I was quite astonished.
“······It must be his doing.”
The Black Calamity Mahabharata.
I knew he was targeting the Obelisk, but I didn’t expect him to resort to such extreme measures.
It seemed he had succeeded in seizing divine power.
This was not a favorable development.
“Hmm······.”
Worry began to creep in, though outwardly, I showed no sign of it.
That familiar sense of composure must have influenced my inner self because I soon regained my calm.
Dewade’s explanation continued.
I could guess the identity of the creatures invading Glenver.
Most likely, they were lesser gods.
“······That’s the situation.”
“So, the calamity’s continental invasion is unfolding mercilessly across all regions?”
“Yes, that’s correct.”
Eventually, his report concluded.
I didn’t know the exact number of lesser gods that had emerged, but it wouldn’t be overwhelmingly large.
The problem wasn’t their quantity but their strength.
“This is urgent. I don’t know about the other areas, but Glenver won’t hold out for long.”
As Dewade feared, if left unchecked, the small city wouldn’t last three days.
In the past, even the much larger city-state of Yulistia had fallen under the control of a single Serpent God.
Of course, given their numbers, they likely didn’t possess divine power on par with that Serpent God.
I closed my eyes and pondered.
“······I see.”
It was about time.
The final boss, Mahabharata.
I had left him alone for now, observing the situation since I had no means to confront him directly.
But if this is how he moved, I needed to get serious.
In short, it was time to act.
“Everyone, prepare yourselves.”
We had to take what we had and throw everything into the fight.
When I opened my eyes, everyone’s attention was on me.
“Huh?”
“We’re heading to the continent… to Glenver first. We can’t let the calamity rampage unchecked anymore.”
After all, this was a task I, as the player, had to resolve. The world couldn’t defeat him on its own.
“······!”
Everyone’s pupils rippled as though struck by waves.
I armed myself with my signature cold gaze and a chilling tone as I spoke.
“Of course, you don’t have to come. It’s dangerous, after all.”
“Quellière─”
“But if you choose not to follow me, it’s as good as parting ways with me······.”
I drove in the final nail.
“Then, leave this place immediately.”
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Chapter 74: To the Landfill
The Arundel Empire, the most powerful nation on the continent.
The imperial capital, the heart of the empire, was unusually chaotic today.
Step, step—
People were gathering here and there.
Luxurious carriages clattered in, and attendants dressed in formal wear escorted their respective masters.
“Ah, isn’t that Lord Daywell?”
“Sir? It’s been a while.”
“Ha ha. It seems your visage has become even more radiant since I last saw you.”
As always, nobles and officials mingled only among those who matched their status and elegance.
In such a significant venue, they were even more formal than usual.
Even with the continent in crisis, their masks remained unshaken.
“I can’t even remember how long it’s been since the last court meeting. His Majesty must be greatly troubled.”
“Indeed. At times like this, we must strive to support him.”
“Wise words.”
While figures like Daywell, a group leader, and an elderly official maintained their composure, most others could not hide their subtle unease.
Even if they wielded influence in their own territories, it was a different story here.
…And then, after a while.
All those summoned took their seats in the imperial court, deep within the palace.
The emperor announced the beginning of a court meeting to address the nation’s pressing affairs.
“Thank you all for gathering here.”
Eoloman Fricas III.
Seated on the throne for a long time, his gaze was deep and vivid.
Near him sat the dignified Crown Prince, Artan Fricas.
“No one here is unaware of the current crisis. The turmoil is not just external but internal as well.”
The high-ranking officials remained silent, not daring to interrupt him.
Among them, a few observed carefully, deliberating their stances.
“To speak frankly, my mind has not been at ease lately.”
“Your Majesty, the issue will soon be resolved, so please do not worry excessively.”
Suddenly, a vassal stepped forward with words of reassurance.
Sensing an opportunity, others joined in.
“Indeed, Your Majesty!”
“How could there be any calamity in this empire?”
The emperor listened quietly and nodded slightly.
“Your words bring me some comfort.”
“We are merely grateful—”
“Now, let us earnestly devise a solution. First, I wish to hear your thoughts.”
A firm declaration set the stage.
The officials glanced at one another before presenting their opinions one by one.
“The people are suffering grievously. It would be best to exterminate the vicious monsters.”
“Your Majesty, the creatures responsible for this flood are no ordinary beasts. If we aim to annihilate them all, the damage will be enormous. Instead, we should focus on driving them beyond our borders.”
“The flood has spread across the continent, but not every region is in peril. We could request reinforcements from other nations…”
Despite the range of suggestions, the emperor’s expression was far from satisfied.
Known for his progressive policies, he was discontented with passive responses.
“You all seem more fearful than I expected.”
“Your Majesty—”
“I’ve heard your words. However, before proceeding, let us hear the Crown Prince’s perspective.”
All eyes turned to Artan, who had remained silent until now.
He exhaled and lifted his head decisively.
“Your Highness, what are your thoughts…?”
“…”
The Crown Prince.
Moreover, Artan was someone who had been rapidly expanding his influence recently.
The murmurs gradually subsided, and everyone focused on his words.
Surveying the room briefly, Artan seemed to make up his mind and parted his lips.
“We should conquer the Burial Grounds.”
“…!”
A declaration that once again descended upon the court like thunder.
Shock swept through the assembly.
The emperor, who had handed over the baton as promised, quietly observed.
“Hmm…”
It was time to gauge the resolve of his son and successor.
The officials glanced at Artan and cautiously voiced their objections.
“Your Highness, the monsters’ strength is not to be underestimated. Conquering the Burial Grounds on top of that seems—”
“Forgive me for saying so, but might this not be overambitious? Shouldn’t we focus on securing our territory first—”
“Overambitious? Are you underestimating the strength of this empire?”
As expected, opposition arose.
Artan responded calmly but firmly.
“That could not be the case! However, for now, it might be premature—”
“That complacency is what allowed this calamity to escalate to this point.”
“…!”
The mention of the dreadful word.
Though startled, the officials said nothing.
Artan remained steadfast.
“The enemy is spreading its agents to devour the continent, and you still speak such words?”
“Ah… Ahem. Even so, Your Highness…”
Now everyone knew of the Crown Prince’s unwavering determination.
Yet, some officials still raised objections.
They had two primary reasons.
First, they were high-ranking officials.
They had much to lose and were reluctant to gamble.
“His Highness’s words are indeed true. Lord Bellon, listen carefully to the Crown Prince’s counsel.”
“Lord Daywell, why are you—”
“Enough.”
The second was that they were not part of the Crown Prince’s faction.
Those who had already decided to follow Artan had shifted their allegiance.
If it was purely for political reasons, they could change their stance at any time.
However, some who had grown complacent still did not grasp the enormity of the situation.
At that moment, Artan made a cold declaration.
“Proceed with a standing vote.”
His tone had completely transformed.
His voice was firmer than ever.
Those who opposed him stared at him, speechless, as if they were dumbstruck.
“If anyone objects, stand up immediately.”
*
The small city of Glenver.
A place overwhelmed with despair and screams still yearned for salvation and revelation.
Cries erupted from all corners.
However, the ruthless false gods charged forward like flashes of light without hesitation.
Krurrrrrr──!
The city guards had long since fallen like autumn leaves, and the citizens had no means of resistance.
The lord’s castle was no exception.
Kiaaah──!
“That monstrous thing…!”
The demonic mantis-like false god launched its assault.
The lord of Glenver, Kalein Glenver, escaped the castle with his retainers.
“Lord! This way!”
“Ah, I understand.”
A typical ruler might flee alone, but he was an unusually devout man.
He couldn’t abandon his citizens to this hell.
But there was no escape route.
“…Is there truly no way to deal with these monstrosities?”
“Unfortunately, there isn’t, my lord. You’ve seen it yourself. They are on a completely different level.”
“Argh…! Hurry!”
“Yes, my lord!”
Dying here a meaningless death was not an option.
He needed to survive to request reinforcements.
Kalein hurried toward the city’s exit.
─However.
The creatures, perhaps retaining faint traces of intellect, targeted those trying to escape the city first.
“…!”
Treating them like ordinary monsters had been a grave mistake.
Seeing the onrushing false god, Kalein and his retainers widened their eyes in alarm.
“S-stop it! Block that monster now!”
“…Yes! Protect the lord!”
The knights assigned as his guards shook off their fear and drew their swords.
A clash ensued immediately.
Of course, they were no match.
─────!
If they could have stopped it, they wouldn’t have been fleeing in the first place.
Even so, this was far too one-sided.
“My lord! Please retreat! Quickly…!”
“…Argh!”
Kalein’s eyelids trembled.
Was this truly reality? Could this be a dream?
Despair wrapped around his entire body, and he muttered unconsciously.
“Has God truly abandoned us…?”
It might have been a blasphemous statement, but he had no room to care.
The sinking city was everything to him.
Blood and flesh splattered, and just as he bowed his head, doubt filled his eyes.
“…What is this?”
The ground turned pitch black.
To be precise, a massive shadow had been cast.
Right after Kalein looked closely, a roar came from above.
Goooooo──!
The monsters halted abruptly, and the people’s screams also ceased.
Their eyes gradually turned upward, and they froze in astonishment.
Anyone would react the same upon seeing the figure in the sky.
“A dragon!”
“What… What did you say…?!”
Startled by someone’s words, Kalein looked back up at the sky.
A being with pure white scales and solid armor.
A creature with a tail like steel.
A dragon.
The White Silver Dragon Lord descended to the ground.
Kwaaaaah──!
Its breath swept away the false gods that had been tormenting the citizens.
The overwhelming power sent the creatures flying helplessly.
Kreeeek─!
Another eerie cry echoed across the streets.
It was a harrowing, pain-filled wail, not of humans but of monsters.
The Black Knight’s slash quickly followed as he leaped down.
Slash—!
“…Filthy blood splatters.”
The dark sword’s aura effortlessly sliced through the enemy’s exterior.
The situation on the other side was similar.
Nell and Dewade each confronted advantageous minor deities, and in the meantime, the breath attacks did not cease.
─────!
Mishra roamed the battlefield, providing support precisely where needed.
In an instant, the tides of battle turned.
Kalein, who had been frozen in place, suddenly fixed his gaze on the dragon’s back.
“…Huh!”
For a moment, his breath stopped.
There sat a stunningly beautiful woman.
Her hair, cascading like blue ice, framed her as she gazed coldly down at the ground below.
Sadly, he could not keep watching.
The frenzied minor deities had begun to rampage.
“Lord!”
“No! Stop them quickly!”
A beast that had flung aside knights charged straight at the lord.
Its sharp forelegs targeted Kalein’s neck.
He had no strength to resist.
“This is it…!”
Born as a bureaucrat, he had only honed administrative abilities.
Sensing death, he closed his eyes.
Yet, even after several seconds, death did not come.
Boom—!
Instead, there was a strange bursting sound and the monster’s scream.
Kalein cautiously opened his eyes.
“…! Impossible.”
His mouth hung slightly open.
An ice-forged spear had pierced the monster’s temple.
In a daze, he lifted his head.
And then, he was astounded.
“…!”
The woman atop the dragon.
Two spears floated around her, and a radiant halo illuminated her figure.
The brilliant rays were too noble to seem human, and at that moment, a flash of realization struck his mind.
“The rumors from the Theocracy… They said something like this.”
Could they be the goddess and her elite guards?
Kalein realized this with awe and gratitude.
Salvation had arrived.
*
—Then, leave this place immediately.
Facing disaster in combat alone was overwhelming.
While I needed assistance, if they followed without proper resolve, it would be worse than having no help at all.
That was the meaning behind my words.
I had spoken with sincerity after some consideration.
Yet, without hesitation, they all declared their intent to follow me.
“…”
It was a good sign, but I felt slightly conflicted.
Had I truly earned such trust?
Regardless, considering the gravity of the situation, we immediately boarded the best transport and headed to Glenbur.
[Five passengers at once… I’m letting this slide only because Quellière is here.]
Mishra grumbled, but it was fine.
The devastation that awaited us in the small town was utterly bleak.
“…To think so many false gods have gathered here.”
They were notable monsters, yet the ordeal the common citizens faced was beyond merciless.
We needed to act at once.
“Mishra.”
She nodded at my call.
[Understood.]
The Dragon Lord opened her massive jaws, unleashing a breath attack.
The uproar around us quieted, and all eyes turned to our location.
After the appetizer, it was time for the main course.
“Chandrafail.”
“Ah, monster hunting after so long? I’m on it.”
The Black Knight leaped to the ground as if he were launching an assault.
He did so from this height without any safety equipment.
Yet, because it was him, I didn’t worry in the slightest.
His prowess confirmed my confidence.
“Wow, he’s ridiculously strong. If only he didn’t have that language-processing issue.”
“I agree. No one can underestimate the Sword Demon’s strength.”
Nell and Dewade exchanged a few words.
But my cold recitation was far from over.
“Nell.”
“Yeah, no problem! Leave it to me.”
“Dewade.”
“I shall purge these unholy beings. Watch from this lofty height.”
Two people, who had to make their remarks, were now deployed.
Even this much was an incredible force.
I called the last person.
“Paile.”
“…Y-yes?!”
A small girl flinched in surprise.
She flailed her hands, stammering nervously.
“Me, me, me?! Jump down? B-but I don’t have any prejudice, just no strength─ Ahhh!”
“Careful.”
She must have been quite flustered.
I caught her as she nearly fell.
“Wow, wow… Phew.”
Paile let out a sigh of relief.
Then, as if still uneasy, her lips trembled again.
“Big sis… at least lower the altitude… please…”
“No, you’re not going anywhere.”
“Huh? Really?”
“Yeah. Just stay here.”
A normal girl wouldn’t be of any help on that battlefield.
In truth, it might have been better for her to stay at the Snow Castle, but she had begged to join us.
Well, her cuteness is somewhat helpful.
With people like Chandrafail or Dewade around, who are so grim, it could suffocate anyone.
“Wait for a bit.”
I looked down below.
The battle unfolding urgently.
I prepared to cover any risks the others might not be able to avoid.
But.
“…There’s nothing, really.”
They were fighting surprisingly well.
Their stances and attacks were far more serious than usual, without any openings, and even carried an inexplicable elegance.
Why were they like this? There wasn’t even anyone watching.
Indeed, it seemed only those with real skill could manage this.
“Those guys are fine for now.”
I turned my gaze toward the citizens.
At that moment, I caught sight of a mantis-like false god clashing with armored knights.
They didn’t seem like they could hold out much longer, so I immediately cast Memorize.
Thwack-thwack-thwack─!
Without preparation or incantation, an ice spear launched straight away, piercing the creature.
As expected of a sacred artifact, its abilities were exceptionally practical.
The false god, struck at its weak point, writhed on the ground.
─────!
It was loud, but I successfully incapacitated it.
That was enough.
The others could easily handle the rest, and I needed to conserve my remaining power.
“…Ah.”
At that moment, a thought about the halo crossed my mind.
The sinister plan of the calamity covering the continent. This situation needed to be resolved quickly.
“Who knows what other madness it might cause.”
But running directly to the Burial Grounds wouldn’t guarantee success.
I needed to understand how the continent was moving and how people planned to counter the calamity.
The halo would be useful here.
Faith, when used strategically, could be a tremendous asset.
“And I’m already being mistaken for some saint…”
One skill could make people more cooperative. There was no reason to refuse.
I activated the halo without hesitation.
Fwaaah─!
A radiant light enveloped me.
I wasn’t really a saint, and the final boss was my target, so I could tolerate a little attention for now.
Gradually, the citizens’ eyes gathered on me.
─…!
Even without hearing their voices, it was easy to guess their emotions from their expressions.
Their gazes were uniformly filled with astonishment.
As I shifted my gaze, feeling both awkward and amused, I noticed something.
“Huh?”
In front of the lord’s castle.
A middle-aged man with a beard was looking up at me with reverence.
He was clearly someone of high rank.
“Could that be the Lord of Glenver?”
If so, that was perfect.
A lord would have much more information than the citizens.
It would be worth having a conversation with him.
“…Of course, after exterminating all the vermin.”
From their appearance to the screams they let out, those things were utterly detestable.
The term “vulgar” suited them perfectly.
My gaze grew cold and ominous.
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Chapter 75: To the Landfill (2)
I had to eliminate all the lesser gods.
······Or so I resolved, but there wasn’t much for me to do.
“Our allies are really strong.”
The bloody battle raged on, with Nell, Mishra, and the others fighting valiantly.
Monsters fell one by one under their unrelenting strikes.
While lesser gods were formidable foes, these hastily produced ones were noticeably weaker than average.
Of course, they were still strong opponents.
It was just that our allies were extraordinary.
Watching their overwhelming prowess, I reached a conclusion.
Everyone except for Paile had reached the realm of ‘heroes.’
“Chandrafail is beyond even that······.”
At that moment.
─────!
A nauseating shriek like a pig being slaughtered erupted.
Perhaps realizing there was no way out, the monsters began to flee.
But the frenzied warriors didn’t let them escape.
“Where do you think you’re going, you four-eyed freaks?”
“······Do you think you can run?”
They chased after the staggering creatures and cut them down.
And before long.
No lesser gods remained standing.
The monster crisis in Glenver had been resolved.
“······.”
The sound of carnage ceased, and a brief silence descended.
The people, still in disbelief, wore dazed expressions.
However, no new danger arose no matter how long they waited.
“······Ah!”
As if breaking free from petrification, their faces lit up with joy, and cheers erupted.
“Wow, waaaaah!”
“We survived! We’re alive!”
“They’re annihilated! Those terrifying monsters are gone···!”
I gazed at the scene with a slightly proud feeling.
My gathered comrades around me seemed to feel the same.
Nell, chuckling awkwardly, spoke up.
“Good thing we weren’t late. It would’ve been bad if everyone here died, even if we didn’t know them.”
“Yeah. You’re right.”
Though I didn’t do much myself, I contributed just enough.
Then, the citizens suddenly turned toward us.
Their voices and demeanor seemed unusual.
“The Goddess has delivered us!”
“···?”
I tilted my head in confusion but quickly realized they were referring to me.
The citizens’ cheers grew louder.
“She descended from the sky on a dragon!”
“Look at that radiance! And her beauty······!”
“Ooh, Goddess!”
“······.”
Perhaps it was my imagination, but I felt a cold sweat.
Was it the radiance? Their misunderstanding was grander than I anticipated.
I thought they’d just treat me like a saint, but ‘Goddess’ felt a bit over the top······.
The crowd, oblivious to my thoughts, surged toward me like zombies spotting prey.
“Goddess─”
At that moment, Dewade and Chandrafail stepped in to block them.
“Stop. That’s far enough.”
“Do not come any closer.”
The two stood like a wall in front of me.
Startled, the citizens regained their composure.
“···! The Goddess’s guards···!”
“Y-Yes. We shouldn’t get any closer······.”
Murmuring voices filled the air.
Taking the opportunity, I extinguished the radiance.
It had proven more effective than necessary.
“Goddess! Thank you!”
“Thank you for not abandoning us······ sob······.”
“······.”
It didn’t help much.
Though the crowd didn’t approach any closer, they expressed their gratitude from a distance.
Among the voices, one particularly loud one stood out.
“Your Excellency!”
A high yet dignified voice.
It was a middle-aged man, who I suspected was the local lord I had seen earlier.
Accompanied by knights, he approached me······ only to be stopped by Chandrafail.
“Stop. Speak from there.”
“Oh··· Ah, yes! I apologize!”
The middle-aged man and his knights flinched under his imposing aura.
The Black Knight’s aura and intimidation were that strong.
Curious, I blinked in surprise.
“······I used to think he was just a stiff guy.”
It felt reassuring to have him as an ally.
*
The continent was currently engulfed in chaos, much like the era of the Great War that had caused ‘the worst incident in history.’
The cause was the disaster targeting the entire continent.
The crisis had already crossed a certain threshold and was rapidly heading toward its climax.
It was no longer an issue that could be resolved by one nation or one hero’s effort.
The Empire, the Kingdom, the Holy Nation—every hero had to unite for this monumental task.
To that end, the Crown Prince boldly declared the conquest of the landfill at an imperial council meeting.
This was unanimously approved and established as the Empire’s official policy.
“······.”
This declaration of willingness to become the revolution’s focal point was soon conveyed through the Emperor’s personal letter to countries around the world.
The first recipient of this letter was the Astar Holy Nation.
“That Crown Prince has done it.”
In the central hall of the Grand Temple, Sariel murmured softly.
Netah responded.
“Indeed, he has.”
“There’s no avoiding it now. Nor should there be.”
“Haha. Quite right. We must also keep our promise, mustn’t we?”
With a hearty laugh, he glanced around the hall.
The High Priest and the Archpriest.
The key figures leading Astar gathered in one place.
“Everyone should be well aware of the situation. You also understand why we have convened, correct?”
The Church Nation was prioritized because the participation of the Holy Order, responsible for purifying grievances, was essential.
Naturally, the agenda of the central council was related to that…
“I wish to hear your opinions, particularly regarding how to devastate the burial ground.”
Unlike the Empire, there was no opposition.
The burial ground and the calamity were akin to mortal enemies for them.
Soon, the proposal to align with the Empire’s march passed.
──The news spread like wildfire across the Church Nation.
“So, are we aiding the Empire?”
“You fool. It’s not like that. This is a temporary alliance for the sake of our wish.”
Even ordinary citizens and gossipers focused on spreading rumors as quickly as possible.
In less than a day, the Church Nation was abuzz with news of the council’s decision.
The same held true for the famous Chelmberd restaurant, “Nomadic Garden.”
It was a branch derived from Disdel’s restaurant but, for some reason, was more popular than the main branch.
“You said you’re from Disdel? How are things over there these days?”
Amid the lively atmosphere, Sigina and Lucia conversed.
Having formed a small bond, the two were briefly traveling together.
“Same as always~ Same as always~”
“The same? Hasn’t the number of visitors surged since the Black Calamity was defeated?”
“That happened, but it tapered off before I left. With this council, it’ll probably flare up again~”
Sigina, responding lazily, was almost burying her face in her plate as she ate.
Chomp, chomp—her cheeks puffed out as if she hadn’t eaten in days.
“I see… I heard you’re an adventurer, but is there a particular reason you came to Chelmberd?”
Lucia, resting her cheek on her hand, asked again.
Sigina replied while chewing.
“I’m looking for someone.”
“Someone?”
“Yess~”
After Nell and Quellière left, she had stayed in Striven, investigating their whereabouts.
Not realizing they had left the capital, she found no leads.
Forced to alternate between earning money through adventuring and conducting brief investigations, she came across an intriguing rumor.
Its origin was Chelmberd.
“Can you describe them? I might know something.”
“Eh? No, no, it’s fine.”
“Sigina, you helped me. I’m not someone who ignores kindness.”
Grand rumors of a necromantic upheaval, the Archpriestess’s corruption, and more.
At the center of it all was Quellière.
Though her name became known later, it was undoubtedly her.
Having pinpointed her location, all that remained was to find her.
That’s why Sigina had come to Chelmberd.
“No, it’s not that. I already know~”
“Oh… really?”
“Yess~ She’s already gone~”
But apparently, the two had already left.
On a dragon, no less.
How was that even possible?
“…Ah, sigh~”
The flood of monsters was the work of the calamity.
Under the slogan of eradicating the enemies of the world, many priests and knights volunteered for the “Liberation Army,” which would join the Empire’s forces.
The Holy Knights and Radiant Knights would also be deployed.
Lucia, too, declared her intent to join as a chief priestess, and Sigina had no intention of staying behind.
As a gold-rank adventurer, she couldn’t miss out on the massive rewards for success.
“Must be disappointing. What’s that person’s name?”
“Oh, uh… that’s…”
And perhaps Quellière would also come.
Clearly opposing the calamity, there was no way she wouldn’t show up.
Sigina awkwardly avoided answering.
“Um, well, what was it~?”
“…What?”
“It’s a bit of a complicated name~ Haha…”
Revealing it carelessly would certainly cause a commotion.
The friend from not long ago had become an extraordinary figure.
“…?”
Lucia merely blinked in confusion.
*
As expected, the middle-aged man was Lord Kalein of Glenver.
He formally invited me as an honored guest of his castle.
Wishing for a conversation, I did not refuse and was escorted to the inner castle, receiving hospitality that felt almost burdensome.
The lord’s office.
Facing Kalein, five individuals, including Mishra, stood firmly behind me.
“…Hah.”
The oppressive aura and momentum were no joke.
The lord wiped his sweat with a handkerchief, smiling awkwardly.
“First of all, I deeply thank you for personally saving the city.”
“Not at all.”
“Ah, and… haha. Forgive me. It’s my first time in such a situation…”
It seemed the halo effect had worked wonders.
He was excessively polite to an almost strange degree.
It was terrifying.
What would he think if he learned I was just an ordinary Snow Maiden?
“Spare me the formalities.”
I cut through my doubts and spoke.
What I needed now was information.
“Tell me what you know about the current situation.”
“What I know, you mean? From where······.”
“From the beginning. In detail.”
“Ah······ yes.”
Kalein, pondering with rolling eyes, began to tell his story.
“The crisis currently facing the continent is called the ‘Monster Flood.'”
“Monster Flood?”
“Yes. It’s an anomaly. We don’t know what they truly are, so we call them monsters, but they surpass even great magical beasts.”
It seemed he was referring to the lesser gods.
Some circles apparently used the term “false gods.”
“They seem to have some mechanism targeting densely populated areas.”
The lord continued.
“Specifically, cultural hubs have been their primary targets. That’s why word has spread so quickly.”
“Of course. That’s typical of the lesser gods’ behavior.”
While there were exceptions, they generally targeted places with many people.
Kalein’s eyes widened.
“What? You know what they are?”
“Never mind that. Continue.”
“······Oh? Ah, yes. So, the most heavily invaded areas are strong nations like the Empire and the Holy Nation.”
He scratched the back of his neck awkwardly as he went on.
“They have the resources to handle it, but for small cities like Glenver, it’s a big problem.”
“Hmm.”
“It’s easy to become a target with our moderate population, but we lack the means to respond. If someone as noble as you hadn’t come, I don’t know what would have happened······.”
It was an obvious, almost obligatory statement.
But what he said next was different.
“I hear the southern city of Yulistia is in a similar situation. When I heard about it, my heart sank, and, as feared, monsters attacked soon after─”
“Wait. What?”
A familiar name.
My pupils wavered with a sense of déjà vu.
“What? I felt uneasy after hearing the news, and just as I feared, monsters─”
“Not that. Where?”
“······The southern city of Yulistia.”
I hadn’t misheard.
There was no way there could be another city with the same name, so it was definitely the city-state I knew.
I muttered absentmindedly.
“It hasn’t been that long since they were attacked by the Serpent God······.”
Though it was an event from a while ago, their fate seemed tragic.
Was the land cursed?
It felt oddly significant, though not entirely surprising.
“And······ oh, I almost forgot the most important fact.”
The next part was quite shocking.
With a grin as if bearing good news, Kalein spoke.
“There was an Imperial Council meeting in the Empire.”
“Imperial Council meeting?”
“Yes. At that gathering to discuss major issues of the Empire, the rightful Crown Prince proposed the conquest of the landfill.”
“······!”
My eyebrows twitched slightly.
My chest stirred uneasily.
I lost a bit of composure and asked in detail.
“Artan made that proposal?”
“Indeed. Crown Prince Artan Fricas proposed it, and it was approved by the gathered ministers and officials.”
“!”
“He’s truly achieved something great. The Emperor has sent letters to nations, so the Empire’s advance westward is now assured.”
It was one surprise after another.
My pupils dilated a little more.
Even as he chattered excitedly, Kalein seemed overjoyed.
“The source of this calamity is likely the Black Calamity. Until now, minimal peace had been maintained, allowing it to be ignored, but the situation has changed.”
“······.”
“With the chaos from the Monster Flood, they must have decided it was time to act. Other nations probably feel the same.”
I half-listened to his words, clenching my fist inwardly.
Artan, you rascal.
You’ve done something so commendable.
“Is that so.”
You’re proving your worth after I struggled to keep you alive as a key figure in the Four Seasons War.
This was unexpected good news.
Every individual was precious in the fight against this disaster.
“Thank you for sharing.”
“Pardon?”
I had gathered enough information.
It seemed like a good time to wrap things up, so I stood up.
“You’re leaving?”
“Yes. There’s still much to do.”
I had already decided on my next destination.
Turning my back, I walked toward the door, with my companions naturally following me.
Just before I exited, Kalein called out one last time.
“Your Excellency.”
His voice carried dignity and sincerity.
For someone who hadn’t seemed much like a lord, his high status suddenly felt apparent.
His tone was peculiar.
“Will the continent be safe?”
The earnest, almost princely question felt oddly pure.
Everyone’s attention focused on me.
“······.”
In truth, the fate of the continent rested on my shoulders.
The already formidable final boss had now gained divine power.
Conventional means wouldn’t suffice······ but still.
I placed my hand on my chest and contemplated.
Feeling the dormant “Apocalypse of Calamity” within me, I responded with a still-cold tone.
“It will be safe.”
Whatever happens, I’ll walk the path forward.
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Chapter 76: To the Landfill (3)
After our conversation with the lord, we stepped out onto the main street.
Citizens, who had spotted us from all directions, swarmed around.
Unlike before, the lord’s knights formed a protective barrier, but there was no need for it.
“I’ve heard the rumors from the Church! Lady Quellière!”
“Thank you for finding Glenver!”
They did not approach us closely, merely expressing their gratitude.
Their heartfelt expressions clearly conveyed their thankfulness for saving the city.
The citizens hailed all of us as saviors.
“…This feels strange.”
Nell, who had been silent, muttered to herself.
I asked, curious.
“Why?”
“Huh? Oh, it’s just… it feels odd. Not long ago, we were called the Red Calamity, and now this. It’s fascinating.”
“Ah.”
I could tell from the look in her eyes.
Having lived a life of being hunted for so long, suddenly becoming a savior must have been surreal for her.
“The world truly is unpredictable. Meeting you, Quellière, was like that too.”
“True.”
But now that her curse was broken, she could become anything.
I casually agreed and then remarked nonchalantly.
“But who cares?”
“Huh?”
“Power is all about how you use it. If you use it recklessly, you become a slaughterer. But if you use it properly, like now…”
“…You become a savior?”
Nell finished my sentence.
She glanced around, her eyes wide with surprise, and I smirked.
“Not exactly, but close enough.”
I, too, had no desire for grandiose titles.
Leaving Nell to her thoughts, I stared into the sky.
“…South of the continent.”
Where Yulistia lay.
A place to visit before heading to the Empire.
I murmured our next destination.
Then, I glanced around cautiously.
My companions were looking at me, each with their own expression.
“Mishra.”
I called out one of their names, and she flinched.
Sensing something, her uneasy voice responded.
“You’re not going to… again, are you?”
“Yes.”
Her silvery hair fluttered like cicada wings.
I nodded, confirming her suspicions.
“We must leave quickly.”
“Um, well…”
“We don’t have time to waste.”
In short, I was asking her to be our means of transportation.
I felt a little bad, but the efficiency was undeniable.
As she hesitated, the others started chiming in.
“Hey, lizard! We don’t have time!”
“Comrade, hurry up and transform.”
“With a dragon nearby, it’s convenient for travel. Its speed even surpasses Urbos.”
They weren’t supporting Mishra so much as supporting me.
Surprisingly, none of them showed much concern for her.
“Um, Dragon Sister! You can do it! Please help us!”
“…”
Well, there was one gentle voice.
The pure-hearted girl, Paile, stood out among the rest.
Mishra, who had been glaring at them, turned her gaze to me.
“…Fine.”
Her voice was resigned, yet clear.
She lifted her head, and then—
Boom!
The White Silver Dragon King revealed her majestic form.
A massive figure befitting her title.
Even though they had seen it before, the knights and citizens gasped once again.
But we remained unfazed.
“Lower your body quickly. It’s hard to climb up.”
It was the indifference born from familiarity.
Mishra shot a sharp look at Nell, who had made the comment with characteristic bluntness.
[…Hmph.]
Her gaze carried a hint of dissatisfaction.
However, she soon let out a deep, dragon-like rumble and lowered herself.
*
City-State of Yulistia
The city, steeped in sorrow from being dominated by the Serpent God, had seen remarkable development over the past decade thanks to the efforts of the local rulers.
A formidable defense system had been built, strong enough to repel even another attack from the Serpent God with minimal damage.
—However.
No one had anticipated such a large number of invaders arriving all at once.
The torrent of rampaging monsters quickly surged into the southern regions.
“Aaaaaah!”
The citizens screamed and fled in terror.
Chasing after them, ironically enough, was the Serpent God.
“Rooooaaaar──!”
An irony woven by fate.
The city guards and Krase’s covert forces blocked the mutated lesser deities, now a medley of colors instead of the previous black monotone.
“Damn it… This is way too sudden. We’re completely unprepared.”
Sorab, the commander of the assassination squad, muttered bitterly as he fought.
His face, now showing signs of age, had become more resolute, and his eyes deeper.
His quick swordsmanship, honed solely for cutting the enemy’s life, had also evolved significantly.
Slash!
“Kiieeeeek──!”
“I won’t let you do as you please. You won’t lay a finger on the Patriarch.”
Sorab clashed head-on with the monsters.
The covert blades under his command had grown stronger and merged with several other units.
“Sigila!”
“Yes, Commander! Leave this side to us!”
One such unit was the Shadow Squad, led by Sigila.
Her performance was outstanding.
She responded vigorously and engaged the Serpent God in battle with her subordinates.
However, it was a losing battle.
The gap in strength was evident.
Crash──!
Buildings collapsed, roads were torn apart, and stores were obliterated.
Windows shattered, and tattered banners fluttered in the wind.
Darkness crept into the hearts of the people.
…One woman observed it all.
“…”
A few steps away, yet close enough to see everything clearly,
Lysithea Krase, a local lord, stood blankly.
The situation was too abrupt for her to analyze with her usual cold judgment.
“Ah…”
A soft groan escaped her lips unconsciously.
Her confused mind throbbed, and her vision blurred.
Why was this happening?
Everything had been fine just yesterday…
“…Ah. This happened before.”
She remembered voicing similar complaints once.
Over ten years ago, when the pitch-black Serpent God had invaded.
That thought suddenly came to her.
But, as then and now, no higher being was there to listen to her grievances.
What did she do in such moments?
“I focused on finding a way out. Devised strategies, gathered vassals, and met key figures…”
And, in the end, realized there was no solution and sank into despair.
Lysithea’s head drooped further and further.
The pattern was the same this time as well.
As an adult, she was no longer the powerless girl she once was.
Yet, there was still nothing she could do.
“…”
A calamity that disregarded human will was just that—a natural disaster.
What would happen now?
Even in her despair, she habitually continued her thoughts, trying to make sense of it all.
“If we can’t drive away the Serpent God, it’s over. Just like before.”
It was an irrefutable fact.
But how could they drive it away? There was no way, just as before.
“I thought we’d finally found some stability. Was I being complacent…?”
Since turning the Krase family into the rulers of Yulistia, she hadn’t rested for a moment.
She had worked so tirelessly, yet the result was merely this?
“Ugh…”
Unintentionally, she bit her lip.
As she was steeped in despair, a roar echoed.
“Whooooo──!”
Before she could even lift her head, an icy gale surged forward.
The Serpent God, tangled with Sorab and his squad, was swept away, howling in pain.
“!?”
A miraculous phenomenon.
Startled, Lysithea hurriedly looked up at the sky.
Her widened eyes soon reflected even greater astonishment.
“…!”
What she saw first was an unforgettable cascade of blue-white hair.
Next, her gaze caught a cold expression and an impeccably beautiful face.
She was there.
“That person is…!”
The mysterious woman who had appeared long ago and slain the Serpent God with ease.
Quellière, whom Lysithea suspected to be a goddess.
She gazed down at the ground with a face hardly changed from a decade ago.
“…”
Even her crystal-clear blue eyes were the same.
*
Mishra, who had initially shown reluctance, became completely immersed in the flight once we set off.
She soared through the skies with graceful movements, and strong winds brushed against our faces.
Yet, the smooth ride was enough to declare her the finest mount imaginable.
There was a reason I insisted on using her as transportation.
“Head to the south.”
Southern Yulistia.
It wasn’t a place devoid of ties, and it was one of the three nations central to the War of the Four Seasons.
I couldn’t simply allow it to collapse.
Mishra faithfully carried out my command.
Swishhhh─!
A sharp sound pierced the air.
I added another remark, this time aimed not only at Mishra but at everyone.
“We’ll eliminate any stray gods we encounter along the way.”
“Huh? Why?”
“Those creatures continue spreading miasma as long as they live. We can’t let them run rampant.”
The group quickly accepted the explanation.
And so, we traveled southward, exterminating the stray gods like pest controllers whenever we spotted them.
The sight that greeted us upon arriving in Yulistia was utterly devastating.
“…This is chaos.”
“Yeah, just as Kalein described.”
The scene unfolding before us matched the lord’s grim warnings perfectly.
It seemed the city had been struck directly by the monster flood.
Among the chaos, there were some familiar faces.
Black snakes flicking their wicked tongues.
I blinked at the curious sight.
“What are the chances?”
Of all things, it had to be the Serpent God again.
Did this city have some sort of cursed connection with snakes?
Regardless, it was time to act.
“Subdue them.”
A cold, concise command.
Short as it was, the responses were anything but.
“Got it!”
“Leave it to me! I, Dewade—”
“Shut up and get down there already.”
My allies enthusiastically sprang into action, striking poses as they deployed.
They attacked the bewildered Serpent Gods, who had been staring up at the sky. The battle unfolded much like it had in Glenver.
─────!
Mishra unleashed her breath attack, while Nell, Dewade, and Chandrafail fought ferociously on the ground.
Paile safely stayed close behind me.
My role here was to provide magical support.
“Hmm…”
I looked down, scanning for suitable targets, and soon found one.
I aimed for a weak spot.
Like playing an FPS game, I shot an ice spear that pierced the snake’s forehead.
Whoosh─
I added a radiant aura for dramatic effect.
If this simple display could improve my standing, there was no reason to hold back, even if it was a little excessive.
Perhaps I had learned from a previous experience.
The entire sequence of events unfolded as smoothly and naturally as flowing water.
“This feels good, doesn’t it?”
I asked, a hint of satisfaction in my voice.
The answer came from behind me.
“Yes? Y-Yes! I think so! It’s less scary than before, so that’s nice!”
“Good.”
Paile’s hand, clutching my sleeve, trembled faintly.
Much less than before.
I observed her for a moment, then shifted my gaze to survey the surroundings.
That’s when I noticed something.
“Huh.”
An individual wearing ornate clothing, as if to signify status.
A stunningly beautiful woman with jet-black hair flowing like ebony, looking up at me.
Her gaze was just as startled as everyone else’s.
I tilted my head in brief confusion but soon recognized her.
“…Lysithea.”
It had been a long time.
Seeing her made me acutely aware of how much time had passed.
The once immature little girl now stood as a grown woman by any measure.
“You’ve grown. Quite mature now.”
With that short observation, I averted my gaze.
I shifted my focus away from her and returned to providing firepower.
To me, she was no more than a fleeting impression.
Perhaps it was different for her.
As the situation neared resolution, Lysithea approached me when I descended to the ground.
“Um, L-Lady Quellière.”
I had intended to leave immediately after boarding the others, but for now, I turned my head.
She wore a cautious expression and bowed politely.
“Why?”
“…I’ve received your help once again. I bow my head in gratitude.”
A sincere display of respect.
Even in her humble gesture, elegance was evident.
My response was indifferent.
“Indeed.”
But still, “Lady Quellière” and the word “again”—does she remember me too well?
Does she have an unexpectedly good memory?
“I never thought I’d see you again.”
“…Neither did I. That day, you killed the Serpent God and left Yulistia.”
Lysithea’s pupils rippled as if recalling an old memory.
I decided to humor her.
“Yes, that’s correct.”
“I thought you had gone to a land uninhabitable for humans…”
She looked at me as if seeking confirmation.
When I nodded, her voice became imbued with emotion.
“To appear again in a moment of crisis… Could it be that you planned to save us from the start—”
“No.”
I immediately cut her off before the conversation veered off course.
“I was just passing by.”
“…Passing by?”
“Yes. Don’t entertain strange notions.”
It was true that I had helped, but it was equally true that I had no particular intention behind it.
While I was at it, I continued speaking.
“I’m heading to the Empire.”
“The Empire… It’s in utter chaos right now.”
“That’s precisely why I’m going. I need to monitor the movements of the Empire’s forces advancing on the reclamation site.”
“…Ah!”
As a family patriarch, she wouldn’t be unaware of this.
I mentioned a few familiar matters, and, predictably, her eyes widened.
“…”
She then fell silent, seemingly deep in thought.
Though she seemed to have more to say, I had said enough to sate my own conversational appetite for now.
Before I knew it, everyone had gathered near Mishra.
“Take care.”
I casually threw the words over my shoulder and turned around.
Startled, Lysithea reached out her hand.
“Ah! Wait, Lady Quellière—”
Whoosh!
The fierce beating of wings drowned out her voice.
The journey ahead was long.
We sped away without looking back, mounted on my back.
*
Quellière departed for the Empire with her personal guards.
Thanks to her, the city was free from danger, but it would take time to stabilize, given the uproar that had already occurred.
However, having experienced a similar crisis before, Yulistia was expected to recover faster than other cities.
“Don’t dawdle! Get moving quickly!”
“Yes, Commander!”
As everyone worked together to transport the injured and clear debris, laying the groundwork for recovery,
Lysithea returned to her mansion’s office, lost in thought.
“Lady Quellière…”
The topic, of course, was the woman she had seen earlier that day.
Lysithea, impressed by Quellière’s words and deeds, had thoroughly investigated her.
Naturally, she had heard rumors of Quellière being a saint or a goddess.
She had been contemplating sending someone to contact her when today’s crisis erupted.
“She’s heading to the Empire…”
She sensed something.
It was a massive shift in the current of events.
Judging by rumors, it was easy to deduce that Quellière was in opposition to the world’s enemies.
The Black Calamity.
As she thought of that heinous existence, Lysithea opened a storage compartment.
“The Emperor’s missive.”
What she took out was an official letter.
It was handed over by an imperial envoy who recently visited the city, regarding a council decision and the reclamation conquest.
It contained a question posed to the entire continent: would she join this grand endeavor?
Until now, she had not given her answer.
Not until this very moment.
“A flood of monsters, no doubt the work of the Calamity… For you to head to the Empire at this point, your purpose must be the same.”
There was no way it wasn’t.
There was no other conceivable reason.
Carefully wrapping the missive, Lysithea sat down at her desk and picked up a quill.
“I can’t just receive help twice and do nothing.”
Having shed her old flaws, she felt she must lend a hand for both Quellière and the continent.
Lysithea’s pale wrist moved,
Scratch, scratch—
and the family seal was engraved on the missive.
*
The capital’s night remained bright despite the ceaseless turbulence and chaos, with certain places never extinguishing their lights.
One such place was the Agnatz Research Institute.
Regarding this phenomenon, some said, “Even during wartime, research continues…” and they were half correct.
Military personnel visited regularly to collect the magitech equipment that had been produced.
In any case, war brought advancement, and during such times, researchers held greater sway.
However, this wasn’t the complete truth.
Scratch, scratch—
Deep within the research institute, in a private laboratory.
The only sound that filled the silent space was the scratch of pen on paper.
“…”
The culprit was the theologian Agnatz.
He had spent several sleepless nights, his dark-circled eyes fixed on his records.
“Their appearance and exploits ten years ago… And now, ten years later. The events of recent days…”
He murmured incessantly like a madman, his hand moving without rest.
For over thirty minutes, his pen had not paused, the tension gripping his body unchanged.
“The first defeat of the calamity, the defense against the Undead Uprising, the hunting and eradication of Eldritch beings…”
Each accomplishment was an extraordinary feat that most could not achieve in a lifetime.
Agnatz stared at the paper recording these achievements with bloodshot eyes.
It was the story of a woman.
The deeds of Quellière came alive vividly on the pages.
“And not just her. The ancient being, a confidant of the goddess… Most likely the White Silver Dragon King, Pankaj Mishra.”
The goddess had delivered a sermon from the terrace of the Grand Temple.
A dragon had come to escort her away.
People referred to it simply as “the dragon,” but as a theologian, Agnatz had made a reasonable deduction.
“A figure recorded in ancient texts, the lord of the White Dragon Clan that once served the Winter Primordial God.
Is she still serving her master…?”
It was astonishing.
But the old scholar’s thoughts did not stop there; they raced ahead unimpeded.
He paid no heed to his ashen complexion.
“And now, the current situation. They call it a monster flood, but… these are false gods.”
They were failures he himself had once named long ago.
Mutations created when beings failed to absorb divine power—failed experiments.
Or, if one preferred, they could be called chimeras.
“The prevailing theory is that the Black Calamity has decided to wipe out the continent.
That fear has led to the swift approval of the absurd landfill expedition plan.”
The fear of annihilation had overcome years of entrenched terror.
However, Agnatz thought differently.
Not with fear-clouded, narrow-minded reasoning but with a broader perspective.
“The calamity is far from foolish. On the contrary, it is exceptionally cunning.
That’s how it has managed to spread countless disasters until now.”
But wasn’t the current situation rather strange?
The movements of the monsters, which had usually upended the continent, seemed aimless.
It didn’t feel like there was a clear directive or objective.
At least, that was his impression.
“They’re simply stirring up human settlements.”
This behavior was unlike the typically cunning calamity.
Based on this, Agnatz began piecing together a new hypothesis.
Scratch…
Suddenly, his frenzied hand movements stopped.
The pen, which had been dancing wildly, came to a halt.
A flash of inspiration struck his mind like lightning.
Yes, the current situation wasn’t based on a calculated scheme.
The dominant opinion was that it was retaliation for the Church’s actions, but this felt more like—
“…Desperation, doesn’t it?”
Not retaliation but desperation.
In short, the hypothesis was that the calamity feared the goddess.
It seemed highly plausible, and as he nodded in agreement with himself, suddenly—
Drip—drip—
Blood dripped.
Crimson streaks soaked his shirt.
A nosebleed.
“Ah… It seems I’ve pushed myself too far.”
He had indeed overdone it.
Acknowledging his body’s signals, Agnatz set down his pen.
He stood up and stretched his body.
Crack, crack—
Finally, he organized the documents and stored them in the most secure location.
Ensuring no one could steal them.
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Chapter 77: To the Landfill (4)
The path toward the Empire.
Beyond the pure white clouds, a sudden flurry of snowflakes covered the sky.
The temperature of the continent in the midst of winter was said to be plummeting drastically… but I didn’t feel it.
“Are you cold?”
“Not at all. It’s rather mild today.”
Apparently, not only I but the others around me seemed oblivious to the cold.
I realized once again how extraordinary this group was.
It was while I was glancing at Chandrafail, who answered indifferently.
A voice came from behind.
“By the way, how are you so unaffected?”
The White Dragon King’s back carried me, Nell, and three others, including Chandrafail, and it was Dewade who spoke.
“Me? Are you talking about me?”
“Yes, you.”
The owner of the gentle yet commanding voice was Paile.
Dewade nodded in affirmation.
“I sense no unusual aura from you. By all accounts, you appear to be an ordinary girl.”
“Uh… yes, that’s correct.”
“Yet, in the Snowfield and even now, you seem entirely unaffected.”
That seemed to be what puzzled him.
Could he not know about the snow rabbit coat?
“Oh, that’s because…”
Surely, there had been a chance for him to find out in the Snowfield.
He had no problem talking to me, but it seemed he had little interest in the others.
Paile cheerfully explained with a bright smile.
“Quellière helped me. This coat she gave me has the ability to ward off the cold.”
“…! Oh, what a generous treasure to bestow…!”
“…”
At that point, I tuned out.
As always, the Holy Knight’s praises were about to begin.
While his repertoire predictably unfolded, a nearby voice cut in.
“Who was that woman earlier?”
“Hm?”
The distinctive sharp tone.
There was only one likely culprit.
Of course, it was Nell, her eyes brimming with curiosity.
“Was her name Lysithea? That woman.”
“Ah.”
Well, it wasn’t surprising that she wouldn’t know.
I gave a simple reply.
“She’s someone I knew from the past.”
“From when, exactly?”
“Back when Lysithea was around Paile’s age.”
She hadn’t been a child, but she certainly wasn’t an adult either.
Nell’s eyes widened briefly, clearly surprised.
“Oh… That’s… quite a long time ago.”
“Yes. But why do you ask?”
“Huh? No reason… I was just curious.”
She awkwardly scratched the back of her neck.
It was understandable.
“I see.”
I turned my gaze forward.
At some point, we had reached the central region of the continent.
The Empire’s borders were now just ahead.
[Quellière. Should we keep heading this way?]
Mishra’s voice reverberated deeply.
I pondered for a moment. If we continued in this direction, we would reach the capital, Roblock.
That worked perfectly.
“Yes, proceed this way.”
I gave a small nod.
*
The Empire had driven out many lesser gods, yet it remained under constant assault.
Being the mightiest nation, it boasted a flourishing culture and a dense population.
To lesser gods, it was an irresistibly tempting target, drawing a series of monstrous invasions.
However, the name of the great nation was not for nothing.
The Imperial Command, already seasoned by such circumstances, developed systematic strategies and effectively repelled its foes.
Through sword and sorcery, knights and mages.
Such a response was possible because both military arms had flourished in the Empire.
“…”
Meanwhile, in the capital, Roblock.
Within a corner of the Empire’s heart stood the Grypheon Ducal Residence.
Scratch, scratch─
In a private room of the residence, the green-haired duchess, Bulizé, sat alone.
She was engrossed in writing something with a fountain pen.
“The agenda for the royal council meeting was approved… and the Emperor’s personal correspondence received so far amounts to roughly…”
Organizing the current situation while refreshing her mind—this was something of a habit for her.
Her hands and mouth never stopped, her gaze unwaveringly serious.
“One of the three nations opposes the response… an exceptionally favorable development.”
If the problem were directly related to her family’s stability and her personal tranquility, she was always like this.
Scribble─ Scratch─
“The content is about the reclamation of the landfill, yet it’s this bad······. Could it be that everyone turned their attention away because of the calamity’s full-scale invasion?”
The participation of the Holy Kingdom was expected to be a great help.
The endless attacks of the monsters.
If the landfill, the calamity’s domain, were eradicated, everything would be resolved.
“The imperial army has already been dispatched. The defensive troops are a carefully selected elite, and the commanding officer is Artan.”
The Crown Prince willingly stepped into the vanguard.
Though it was an incredibly dangerous task, he couldn’t avoid it as the one who proposed the subjugation plan.
Even if that weren’t the case, he would have gone no matter what.
“Tsk.”
Bulizé clicked her tongue lightly.
In any case, the point of no return had already been crossed.
Now, victory was the only option.
Just as she was about to scribble with her pen again, a certain thought filled her mind.
The Crown Prince’s romantic interest.
“Surely, it was Quellière.”
A goddess or a being of higher dimensions.
Words so incredible they were difficult to believe.
Her appearance and traits─including her extremely cold personality─were relayed to her by her brother, Harold.
He added that she was someone they must never oppose.
“Will she also head to the landfill?”
It would be truly fortunate if her help could be enlisted.
However, a being of such magnitude was beyond human comprehension.
A regretful thing indeed.
“Haa······.”
As Bulizé sighed, urgent knocking echoed throughout the room.
Knock, knock, knock─
“Come in.”
Startled, she granted permission while looking toward the door.
The one who entered was the ducal knight, Sir Salun.
“My lady!”
His face, unusually distorted, conveyed his tension.
As if he had witnessed something shocking, his voice quivered fiercely.
Sensing something unusual, Bulizé inquired.
“What’s the mat-”
“A dragon has appeared!”
The response came faster than her question.
Bulizé blinked in confusion, her expression turning perplexed.
“···Pardon?”
The words were so absurd they were hard to process.
*
Indeed, the Empire was different.
Even in the midst of the chaos caused by the monster overflow, this place stood firmly intact.
We had arrived in the imperial territory.
From the center of Roblock, we overlooked the ground below.
“Kyaaaah! What is that!”
“It’s a dragon!”
People were uniformly astonished.
Even from this height, their screams pierced my ears.
Were imperial citizens naturally loud, or were they just that shocked?
I hoped they could endure a little longer since we’d soon be leaving.
“What are you planning to do in the Empire?”
At Nell’s question, I glanced back at her.
There was only one thing I needed.
“Information.”
“Information?”
“Yeah. Regarding the landfill and the Empire’s current situation related to it.”
That was why we came to the capital.
The place where the most information was bound to be concentrated.
As I contemplated my next move, I patted Mishra’s back with a familiar snap.
Boom─!
With that, she slowly descended.
By now, we had achieved this level of rapport.
It was a strange feeling, like successfully handling a hamster for the first time.
“The dragon is coming this way!”
“Everyone, back off!”
As we neared the ground, people stepped back to maintain a distance.
I looked around.
There was a library over there, and the imperial palace on the other side, so for now······.
It was then.
The sound of hurried footsteps accompanied by a voice reached me.
“Excuse me··· Please wait a moment!”
The voice was unfamiliar, but it was directed at me.
Turning around, I saw a green-haired woman accompanied by knights.
“…Huh?”
I tilted my head.
Who is this? Does she know me?
She looked straight at me despite her trembling hands clasped at her chest.
She seemed to have something to say.
“Are you… Quellière?”
Her words confirmed it.
She recognized me and wanted to talk.
Otherwise, she wouldn’t have approached and mentioned me.
I spoke in my usual cold tone.
“Yes. And you are?”
“I’m Bulizé Grypheon, daughter of the Grypheon family.”
“…Bulizé.”
For a moment, I felt something strange.
The Crown Prince’s engagement story I heard from Sigina in the past—that was definitely the name of his fiancée.
“Artan’s fiancée.”
“…! Yes, that’s correct.”
Was she surprised that I knew?
Her eyes wavered slightly.
This was good timing.
If it was her, she would know far more about the Empire than she wouldn’t.
“Where is Artan now?”
I asked casually.
“…Huh?!”
The Crown Prince who had recently made his mark.
I needed to know if he was in the Empire or had gone to the landfill.
Bulizé, startled, stammered in response.
“Artan has already departed, leading the Imperial Army.”
“…! Departed. To the landfill?”
“Yes, it’s the path he carved out.”
This time, it was my turn to flinch.
Coming to the Snowfield and initiating this campaign—he was quick to act.
“I see.”
“Yes… Are you, perhaps, also heading there, Quellière?”
She asked cautiously.
There was no reason to hide it.
“Yes, I plan to go.”
“…Ah! Are you… planning to assist Artan?”
“No. That’s not it.”
While I wouldn’t let him die, he wasn’t my concern.
Ultimately, my goal was the Calamity.
Perhaps that wasn’t the answer she expected.
“…Huh? Oh, I see.”
Bulizé blinked with a subtle expression.
I remained perfectly calm.
“Yes.”
“…Ah. Of course, you wouldn’t be entangled in human emotions…”
She stared into space, then nodded as if something made sense to her.
Then, she asked another question.
“You’re going to the landfill to eliminate the Calamity, aren’t you?”
“Yes. That thing shouldn’t exist.”
My reply was succinct.
The Calamity and the landfill had always been intertwined.
It had lingered around us, a constant yet often unnoticed threat.
Like an unspoken truth.
Though for me, it was a little different.
This was part of the rules of the Four Seasons War.
“Do you think… that’s possible?”
In any case, as a native of this world, it was a question one might ponder at least once, and Bulizé was no exception.
It was evident from her asking.
“Possible?”
“Yes. Do you think it’s possible for the world’s evil to disappear? Can a continent without Calamity exist?”
Her pupils trembled.
Her slender eyes were clouded with unease.
It seemed the threatened peace had brought many worries to the forefront.
“Why are you asking me that?”
“Ah…?! Well, because you’re Quellière…”
“And so?”
“Well, it’s just…”
Bulizé trailed off.
I didn’t know if she was unwilling or unable to explain, but I understood.
In times like this, one needs something to anchor themselves.
Even if it’s a single word from me.
I contemplated briefly.
“…”
I could just leave, but it felt wrong to ignore her trembling eyes filled with unease.
It wasn’t a difficult thing to do.
I had no intention of saying anything negative.
This matter was important to me as well.
That said, I saw no need to offer a forceful answer either… I would just frame it appropriately.
The reply I gave was concise.
“A flower that doesn’t waver in the wind doesn’t bloom.”
“Yes?”
A quote from a poem I’d heard somewhere.
To which I added my own opinion.
“If you overcome the wind, flowers will bloom anywhere. For you, and for the continent.”
I didn’t provide a definite answer.
It would only seem suspicious.
Just a vague message of hope. That should be enough.
“······!”
The last thing I saw was Bulizé with her eyes wide open.
She looked somehow impressed.
*
Having obtained the necessary information, Quellière left the Empire immediately.
Left behind in the heart of the capital, Bulizé stood in a daze, reflecting on their earlier conversation.
“A flower that doesn’t waver in the wind doesn’t bloom······.”
Words spoken with an unparalleled voice.
Those words, carrying a profound message, resembled a proverb.
It was the first time she had heard them, but their exceptional insight was clear.
“If you overcome the wind, flowers will bloom anywhere······. How could she be so kind?”
Such words couldn’t be spoken without a compassionate heart.
Bulizé realized that she had misunderstood her.
“She wasn’t just a cold person.”
Of course, her tone and expression were cold······ extremely cold, but her inner self was different.
The Quellière she had met in person was quite unlike what she had imagined.
Although it shouldn’t be so, she could somewhat understand why Artan was so fond of her.
“My lady.”
A voice broke her train of thought.
It was Salun, the knight escorting her.
“Is she really the goddess from the rumors?”
“···Yes. My brother said so as well.”
Salun’s mouth fell slightly open.
He rummaged through the memories etched into his mind.
Ten years ago, the six ducal knights who assisted in subjugating Anasha’s Serpent God.
He was one of them.
“······Ah. I see.”
The mysterious woman who had subdued the terrifying Serpent God as if it were merely a beast.
It felt as though the enigma that had lingered so vividly was finally resolved.
“Her strength was only natural, then.”
“Yes, that’s right. She’s that kind of being.”
Bulizé affirmed Salun’s understanding.
The two exchanged a meaningful nod, as if sharing a secret.
Then she turned to leave.
Though she didn’t hear a definitive answer from the goddess, it was clear she intended to confront the calamity.
Knowing this gave her a slight sense of relief.
“Lady Bulizé!”
Just as she was about to return to the duke’s manor, she came to an abrupt stop.
A somewhat grating voice reached her.
She didn’t know who it was, but calling a duke’s daughter simply “lady” was rather audacious.
Bulizé turned around, intending to reprimand whoever it was.
What she saw took her by surprise.
“Sir Agnatz······?”
Ragged clothing and a crooked monocle from running.
Despite his shabby appearance, it was undoubtedly the renowned theologian, Agnatz.
He shouted urgently.
“Did she······ did she say anything?”
“What?”
“Lady Quellière! I saw you speaking with her just now!”
He was uncharacteristically unsettled.
As usual, he had been immersed in his research at the laboratory.
But when he saw the dragon─the White Silver Dragon King─he ran out.
However, his physical ability had failed him, and he arrived too late.
“Sir Agnatz, please calm down······.”
“I am calm! Or, no, I will calm down! But-”
He had intended to formally greet her if they met again.
There was so much he wanted to ask her.
For Agnatz, it was a lamentable situation.
With bloodshot eyes, he cried out.
“Please, tell me!”
The dreamlike, singular higher-dimensional being of this era.
He couldn’t afford to miss a single word.
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There were many rulers who dreamed of conquering the landfill over the long years.
From wise kings who ushered in golden ages, to conquering monarchs who unified great nations, and even legendary heroes and high priests who slew dozens of grand magical beasts.
The honor of erasing humanity’s greatest taboo was enticing enough, and the challenges to achieve it spanned thousands of years.
However, there were no cases of success among them.
All challenges ended in failure, leaving only scars behind.
Humans, as advanced life forms, learned from these failures.
Mentions of the abyss and calamities gradually diminished, and for nearly 300 years, no one dared to challenge the landfill.
──But today.
A new gust swept through that fortress-like wasteland.
“Waahhhhh──!”
Under the fluttering banner of the Arundel Empire, a meticulously selected force of thousands advanced.
They were the first challengers in three hundred years, carrying grand aspirations as they marched forward.
At the forefront stood the Empire’s Crown Prince, his royal guard, and a renowned swordmaster of the Grypheon family.
“Finally, we’ve arrived,” Artan said.
He was clad in the resplendent armor of spirits.
The swordmaster shared a brief observation.
“Yes, it’s rather oppressively humid here.”
“It’s fortunate the climate matches the records in the ancient texts. If it were any different, we might have faced great misfortune.”
“Do not let your guard down. This is the landfill where common sense doesn’t apply. Anything could happen.”
Exchanging words with Harold, Artan reflected.
The resolution passed in the royal council. With determination driving their movement, the campaign had progressed smoothly so far.
As the proposer of the expedition and out of his own volition, Artan volunteered for the vanguard.
“Of course, I know.”
The expressions on their faces were intensely serious.
It wasn’t just the two of them—every soldier of the Imperial Army was the same. This place stirred something primal within humanity’s core.
“As expected of the abyss. A foul aura pervades every corner.”
“It’s only natural, given the countless lives buried here.”
The Burial Grounds’ land was barren, with patches of dark red miasma spreading throughout. Resentful spirits writhed, and in the distance, a purple toxin wafted upward.
Even Harold, who had crossed many perilous thresholds, furrowed his brow.
“I’ve never seen a place as dangerous as this in my life.”
Artan agreed with his sentiment.
Not even the abyss of the Far East, where his life had been on the line, compared to this.
Although the rampaging beasts they had encountered posed no threat to their army, the true trial lay ahead.
“…But the real ordeal starts now.”
Swallowing hard, Artan steeled himself.
It was then that Hiloze, the vice-commander, approached.
“Your Highness!”
As the leader of the royal guard, even in the heat of this wartime situation, his gaze was unwavering.
He reported.
“The reinforcements from the Holy Nation have arrived!”
“…!”
The Emperor’s personal letters had been sent to nations around the world.
The most vital ally had arrived without delay.
Artan and Harold brightened.
“Is that so…!”
“They’ve come at the perfect time. As expected of the Holy Nation.”
It was genuinely joyful news.
Nodding, Hiloze continued calmly.
“The representative of the Holy Nation’s Liberation Army is a man named Targal, leading the Radiant Knights.”
“Targal?”
“He is the captain of the Radiant Knights. The Holy Nation has also sent other purifying forces, including the Holy Knights.”
The purification of resentment.
In this stifling abyss, it was an essential task.
Artan nodded deeply and said.
“I will meet with them. After that, we formally enter the landfill.”
*
After finishing my conversation with Bulizé, we left the capital immediately.
It was an unexpected meeting, but thanks to it, we had quickly gained valuable information.
The situation was unfolding more urgently than anticipated.
“Artan and the Imperial Army have already departed.”
They couldn’t have arrived at the landfill yet.
Determined to speed up, I spoke.
“Mishra. Head west. Increase our speed.”
[Even faster…? L-Leave it to me!]
The flight accelerated as if a gear had shifted.
This speed was satisfactory.
As we soared beneath the blue sky, Chandrafail struck up a conversation.
“Hey, Quellière.”
“What is it?”
Perhaps I had grown used to it; his ominous voice no longer unnerved me.
His characteristically low tone continued.
“That woman you spoke with earlier. The one with green hair.”
“Yeah. Do you have an interest in her?”
“Don’t be absurd. I found something curious about what she said.”
I joked, but only a cold rebuttal came back.
Such a boring fellow.
“What’s the question?”
I spoke curtly.
The Black Knight’s tone and intonation remained flat.
“There’s mention of someone named Artan.”
“So what?”
“It was implied he’s connected to you. Is he that remarkable? The Crown Prince of the Empire?”
Remarkable, if one were to say so, yes.
What he’s doing now was significant, and if alive, he was destined to achieve even more.
But that was just in general terms; he wasn’t someone the Black Knight would respect.
“That depends on the person. Artan is just someone I knew as a child.”
“As a child? You mean your childhood?”
“No, his. I helped him once. That’s how he ended up crawling all the way to the Snowfield.”
Still, this was an unusual question from Chandrafail.
Thinking it wasn’t a bad sign, I gave a bit more of an explanation. The Black Knight tilted his head in curiosity.
“The Snowfield? Seems he’s quite a strong human.”
“His potential is high, but for now, he’s mediocre. He collapsed at the entrance.”
However, that glimmer of interest quickly vanished.
His voice turned cold, as though he had lost all interest.
“Humph. I see. A worthless fool who relies only on status despite his feeble strength.”
“······”
A sharp critique.
That wasn’t entirely true.
The rest of this group was simply exceptional. Even at present, Artan wasn’t particularly weak, and with his vast potential, he was bound to grow further.
“Why are you concerned about someone like that?”
“I’m not. Besides, his status is one of his weapons.”
With that authority, he had managed to push bold initiatives.
In a world full of corrupt politicians, someone like him was useful.
This was my genuine belief.
It wasn’t that I was defending him because he’d ever been helpful to me.
“······Anyway.”
I redirected my gaze forward.
Cutting through the wind, we were soaring across the wide open skies. At this pace, we should arrive soon.
Our next destination was finally that landfill.
······.
Magical Domains exist on the continent but do not share the same rules.
This was true for the Snowfield of the Far East and the landfill of the Far West. Just as the Snowfield remained persistently cold, the landfill was perpetually hot and stifling.
That’s how we knew we had arrived. Despite it being winter, an oppressive heat enveloped us.
“···It’s hot.”
The intense heat was evident even from hundreds of meters in the air.
I was the first to notice.
As the Snow Maiden, I was particularly sensitive to environments opposing my innate attribute.
“Are you okay? You’re not feeling unwell, are you?”
Nell and Dewade expressed their concern.
“Lady Quellière and scorching heat are incompatible······ Please issue your orders. This humble Dewade will do anything.”
“I’m fine. It’s nothing serious.”
Their concern was appreciated, but it wasn’t severe.
While uncomfortable, the Snow Maiden wasn’t particularly weak to heat.
Direct exposure, however, could be dangerous.
“I managed the cold by circulating blood, but······ how should you handle the heat?”
“It’s not that hot, so don’t worry.”
I responded to Nell’s concern.
Compared to the Snowfield, it was an environment humans could live in.
Of course, that was only in terms of climate. The additional factors here were much more problematic.
“It’s chaotic.”
Chandrafail sat cross-legged on Mishra’s back.
With his arms folded, he observed the area with an unnecessarily elegant posture.
Whooooom!
In the distance, a black tornado swept across the wasteland.
A magical domain where divine power and resentment intertwined.
A place where no anomaly was abnormal.
The Black Knight’s gaze darkened.
“This is the Burial Grounds······ the birthplace of the Black Calamity.”
Perhaps because he had already lost to it once.
Feeling a tingle, he seemed to be igniting his fighting spirit.
As expected, only extraordinary companions had gathered. Not one among them showed fear, even in this situation.
Except for one.
“Ugh··· ah······.”
Paile, her mouth covered.
She looked around at the malice and strange phenomena, horrified.
It wasn’t a sight suitable for a young girl.
“This feels strange······ And there are peculiar people wandering around······.”
“Those are the dead.”
“What?!”
She became even more alarmed.
I placed my hand on her small head.
And quietly, as if to reassure her, I stroked her hair.
“It’s okay.”
“S-Sister······?”
“There’s no problem at all.”
Whether it was due to my words of comfort or not, Paile soon calmed down.
I let out a soft sigh and turned my head.
“······.”
Suddenly, I felt stinging gazes.
From Chandrafail and Dewade, whose eyes were hidden under their helmets, to Nell.
Everyone was glancing back and forth between my hand and the girl’s head.
“Why. What.”
“···Oh? No, it’s nothing······.”
Nell stammered, and the others quickly turned their heads back.
I tilted my head and gestured.
Anyway, it was time to descend.
“Let’s go down now.”
[Hm? But isn’t it safer to stay airborne? The ground must be dangerous.]
Mishra raised a reasonable question.
She wasn’t wrong, but the creators of this place had anticipated such loopholes.
To prevent exploits, they had implemented their own measures.
“The landfill is a place where common sense doesn’t apply. Being in the air isn’t necessarily safe.”
[······I see. What a truly dreadful place.]
“Yes. It might even be more dangerous up here.”
[Understood.]
Quickly grasping the situation, Mishra complied.
The ground grew closer as we rapidly descended.
Through the stifling air, our feet soon touched the earth.
A barren land.
The very air entering my lungs felt tainted and unpleasant.
“I don’t want to stay here long. It’s truly a cradle of disaster.”
“I agree. To think I’d ever see the day we’d share an opinion.”
My companions voiced their complaints one by one.
Unrelenting strange weather swirled around us.
As I braced against the sandstorm, I scanned our surroundings.
“······The Imperial Army must have arrived by now.”
Though I didn’t know which direction they came from, we would eventually meet if we kept moving forward.
After all, both sides were heading to the same destination.
“Ah, the dust! Why is there so much sand flying around? It’s already unbearably hot.”
“Ughhh······ there’s a massive scorpion crawling over there······. Do you think it’s poisonous?”
The horrors of the abyss that I’d only seen through screens were far worse in person.
As if it were some kind of initiation, my companions chimed in with remarks.
For some reason, I found it amusing and chuckled softly.
─────!
A thunderous noise erupted.
Immediately after, countless footsteps followed.
The source of the cacophony was clear—it was aimed at us.
“······!”
Uwooooo──!
Groaaaaa──!
Had they sensed the presence of a living being, or was it the sight of the Dragon Lord?
It was an army of the dead.
A frenzied onslaught of rotting corpses.
“What the hell is this!”
“Defiled beings who couldn’t return to the soil······!”
My companions all took up combat stances.
Meanwhile, I remained composed, as I had anticipated this.
With a calm and seemingly carefree expression befitting the Snow Maiden, I spoke.
“It seems they want an initiation.”
At a glance, I didn’t spot any ghouls among them.
They were just weak, ordinary undead.
In that case, there was no problem.
“Deal with them.”
I murmured coldly, raising my hand.
A frigid power began to surge.
Could Noah, who built the ark after receiving divine revelation, have felt this way?
*
The Holy Nation moved as though resolute in their commitment to humanity’s cause.
Deploying both their Holy Knights and Radiant Knights, the pride of Astar, along with skilled priestly battalions spoke volumes.
It showed that their determination to erase humanity’s disgrace was stronger than any other nation’s.
“Scary, isn’t it~ Scary, isn’t it~”
The original sin that had shackled humanity throughout its long history.
To save themselves from it, they had named their force the “Liberation Army.”
The group was a mix of elites, such as priests, and adventurers from lower classes.
“So, this is the abyss···! Indeed, it feels like an abyss~”
“···I agree. I’ve never been to a place that feels so unsettling, even just breathing.”
For now, everyone seemed to transcend the usual limits of their status.
Among them were the chief priest Lucia and the gold-ranked adventurer Sigina, who had developed a certain camaraderie.
Sigina murmured to herself, and Lucia coolly agreed.
“It’s clear why this place has such a notorious reputation! I used to wonder if I should explore it for treasure, but I’m glad I didn’t!”
“Oh, I almost didn’t get to meet you then.”
“Exactly, exactly~ Still, I feel a little safer with the Imperial Army here!”
Sigina walked on, maintaining her lively smile.
The Liberation Army, now joined with the Imperial Army, advanced from their rear.
This separation of formations was meant to prevent confusion in the chain of command.
It was also meant to ensure the purification process could be maintained for as long as possible.
Just like the light Lucia was scattering now.
Whooosh─!
“······This isn’t easy. The corruption here is far stronger than during the Undead Uprising.”
In the landfill, filled with malice and resentment, even just standing still drained one’s stamina and vitality.
Thus, it was essential to counteract this with divine power that opposed the resentment.
Flash─!
The priests and clergy forces also worked hard to spread their sacred energy.
They rotated systematically to conserve their strength.
After all, this wasn’t a task that would end in a short time.
“Lucia is certainly talented······.”
As expected of the High Priestess, her performance stood out.
Sigina expressed pure admiration, though it didn’t reach Lucia, who was focused.
Soon, her thoughts and gaze shifted.
“I wonder if Quellière is here too~?”
A woman who had been on her mind more often recently.
It would’ve been wonderful if she were here.
“Just making eye contact with her feels cold~ It’s way too hot here······.”
She muttered half-jokingly, her words containing a hint of sincerity.
Then she pondered the Imperial Army, the Crown Prince leading them, and the current situation······.
“Still, it feels smoother than expected─”
She uttered a jinx-worthy remark.
As if waiting for her to say it, a whistle immediately echoed.
Bwooooo─!
The signal heralded the appearance of the enemy.
From all directions, monsters resembling wild beasts began to pour in.
“Wh-what··· what is this······?!”
It was inevitable; these creatures wouldn’t leave such a large group of humans alone.
The hardened warriors raised their swords, their faces grim.
“W-What are these things?!”
Even the somewhat unreliable Sigina awkwardly raised her rapier.
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After a fierce battle, the fight came to an end.
The result was a decisive victory for the Imperial Army.
The land, filled with grudges, saw restless movements of lesser gods, more active than usual, but they were no match for the tempered legion.
When the final monster fell,
Thud-thud!
Artan shook off the blood from his beloved sword.
The intense skirmish at the front line left his spirit armor dirtied.
“This won’t do.”
He frowned but couldn’t help it.
Battles would continue again and again, and he had to prepare to get dirty as many times as needed.
He needed to let go of his dignity as the Crown Prince.
As he shook his head, Harold’s voice reached him.
“Your skills are improving day by day.”
It was a voice filled with admiration.
Artan turned to look at him.
“You flatter me.”
“Not at all. Your Highness seems to sharpen yourself with every ordeal, like a sculpture being refined.”
Unlike the other soldiers, Harold’s clothes were clean.
It wasn’t because he didn’t fight. He had fought more valiantly than anyone, and his appearance proved his skill.
Artan asked in return.
“A sculpture?”
“Yes. Truly, you possess the qualities of a hero. It is a fate that inevitably demands growth.”
Harold’s words were sincere.
The Crown Prince, startled for a moment, sank into deep thought.
“…A hero, you say.”
An awe-inspiring resonance.
It was the dream he had wished for as a naïve child, but was it still the same now?
At least, he no longer needed honor or wealth.
What he desired was peace for the world and…
Her smile.
It was a goal more challenging than anything else.
“If I can achieve that.”
Only then would he be worthy of being called a hero.
He murmured her name softly.
“…Quellière.”
Where could she be now?
The continent was in chaos.
If she, so kind and compassionate, was anywhere, she would not stay idle.
“Could she possibly be here too…”
The thought crossed his mind, but he shook his head.
It was unknowable, and even if he knew, his duty would remain unchanged.
She and the Black Calamity.
Those two transcendent beings were clearly opposed to each other.
One hurdle was overcome.
It was time to move forward again.
“Let’s resume, Sir Harold.”
“Understood, Your Highness.”
Harold nodded and signaled to a soldier holding a whistle. The soldier blew it with vigor.
Pwoo-ooo-oo!
A sound signaling their advance.
The soldiers, grasping the meaning instantly, readied themselves as Artan kept his gaze fixed ahead.
“…Hmm?”
Something unusual occurred.
The path was blocked. No, a dead end had suddenly appeared. What had been an open plain had inexplicably transformed into what resembled an indoor space.
Artan blinked.
He stared blankly at the wall obstructing the path and instinctively deduced.
“Space has… shifted?”
It was an unbelievable statement.
But he had no choice but to believe it.
The surroundings he slowly observed were entirely different from moments ago.
The terrain and environment.
The structure had all been distorted in a bizarre and supernatural phenomenon, one that far exceeded even grand magic.
“…Halt. Everyone, stop for now.”
Swallowing dryly, he decided to pause.
They needed to investigate the cause of the phenomenon.
“What is this─ Yes, yes! Your Highness.”
“Do not panic!”
Responses filled with confusion came back to him.
The voices were noticeably fewer than before.
Additionally, there were voices he could no longer hear.
Artan swiftly surveyed his vicinity, his face hardening.
“Sir Harold…”
The Sword Master was gone.
*
A short while earlier, the Liberation Army of the Holy Kingdom, pursuing the Imperial Army, was locked in battle.
Sigina, along with Lucia and the priests, barely managed to fend off the monsters.
“Haa… haa…”
It wasn’t easy.
She wasn’t weak by any means, but neither did she possess overwhelming martial prowess.
From the start, her rise to a Gold-Rank Adventurer had more to do with her sharp ears than brute strength.
In exploration or adventure, having keen hearing is a great advantage.
“Somehow, we managed to deal with it.”
“Yes… haa. Thanks for the help~”
Even in Lucia’s curt voice, there was a trace of relief.
Sigina, expressing sincere gratitude, spoke.
“With this, we should be safe for a while, right?”
She said this because the number of beasts they had faced wasn’t small. Lucia nodded immediately.
“Probably. No matter how disastrous the situation is, they can’t keep sending monsters of this caliber.”
“Right, right? Phew… at least we’ll have a moment to breathe.”
Sigina let out a shallow sigh.
Perhaps that statement was some kind of trigger.
At just the right timing, a whistle echoed through the air.
Puuuuuuuuu—!
It signaled that they were moving out again.
She reignited her resolve, thinking about the vast sum of money and the friend who had become a god.
“Let’s do this! Let’s see this through to the end!”
—That’s when the anomaly occurred.
Still clenching her fist and smiling, Sigina looked around.
“…Huh? What?”
Her eyes blinked rapidly.
Was she perhaps dreaming?
Or had she fallen victim to some kind of magic?
The abruptly transformed terrain spurred such thoughts.
As she felt the unfamiliar earthen walls, she muttered.
“W-what’s going on here…?”
But the expected response did not come.
She quickly looked around.
The number of people was still considerable but noticeably reduced.
There wasn’t enough time to notice that detail.
More than that, Sigina was shocked by something else.
Lucia was gone!
“…Uh. Huh? Lucia? Lucia!”
No matter how much she called, Lucia did not appear.
Did this mean she wasn’t in the vicinity?
What on earth had happened… as she agonized, she heard a foreboding rumble.
Thud! Thud-thud—thud!
Footsteps that couldn’t possibly belong to a human.
They all approached at once.
Her extraordinary hearing, far beyond the average person’s, detected the looming threat.
The surroundings, still unaware of the danger, were in disarray.
Sigina shouted urgently.
“Something’s coming! Everyone, be careful!”
*
The number of approaching undead was at least in the hundreds. On top of that, they were imbued with a surplus of vitality, making them far stronger than usual.
Of course, our side was absurdly overpowered, and their efforts amounted to little.
Boom! Rumble—!
The hastily constructed frontlines crumbled as quickly as they had formed.
But there was no time to savor the aftermath of the battle.
The space had flipped over immediately.
“…..”
The ominous energy and colors of the landfill remained the same.
But the terrain and structure had changed into something resembling a “maze.”
Gazing at the walls and branching paths that had appeared everywhere, I muttered.
“…This is.”
I was momentarily flustered but quickly grasped the situation.
It was a phenomenon I recognized.
A setting from the Four Seasons War that had been dormant in my memory.
“So… this is the ‘Landfill Maze.'”
It was one of the anomalous phenomena of the burial grounds.
A phenomenon caused by divine power, likely spread by the calamity.
Then the flow became clearer.
That creature tampering with the obelisk was a route present in the Four Seasons War as well.
“In the setting, divine relics are extremely dangerous… the results vary depending on timing and the calamity’s condition.”
Everything, from success or failure to the amount of power obtained, was determined.
I massaged my temples as I continued my thoughts.
When the creature unlocks the divine relic trigger, the final boss battle becomes the hardest.
From the looks of this situation, divine power had spread significantly, whether the attempt succeeded or failed.
“Even if it spread across the entire continent, this place is undeniably the most affected.”
The burial grounds.
One could say that the entirety of this place had been permeated by divine power, and naturally, that incomprehensible power attracted mysteries.
This time, the place was a Landfill Maze.
The maze was a magical space that had existed in ancient times, recreated by the obelisk where time and history were inscribed.
“What is this?!”
A voice filled with confusion.
It was Nell, with sweat-soaked hair clinging to her face.
“Suddenly, the space…!”
I had already regained my composure, but for someone experiencing this for the first time, being startled was natural.
I spoke firmly.
“Calm down.”
“!”
Her shoulders flinched.
She turned her small head cautiously, and her red eyes, which found me, reflected relief.
“…Quellière! Do you know what’s going on here?”
“Yes. This is one of those magical anomalies.”
“Magical anomaly…?”
“What that means is—”
I gave her a brief explanation as she tilted her head in confusion.
Once the principle was understood, it wasn’t hard to grasp.
As expected, after hearing my explanation, Nell quickly regained her composure.
“A phenomenon caused by divine power…? So, that massive surge of divine power trapped us in this maze?”
“Divine power has no will of its own. While it could occur naturally, given the timing, it’s probably…”
My sideways gaze lifted to scrutinize the ceiling of the maze.
As Nell swallowed nervously, I spoke.
“The work of the Calamity.”
“The Calamity… That monster again?!”
Her trembling eyelids hinted at her tension.
Suddenly, she looked around, startled.
“There’s no one here!”
Then she shouted.
“Everyone is gone! Quellière, it’s just you and me!”
“I know.”
“…Oh? Oh, right?”
“Yes.”
Before explaining, I had already confirmed the state of the others.
Though, there wasn’t much need for confirmation.
Right now, it was just Nell and me in this place.
“We’ve been separated. It’s an additional effect of the Landfill Maze.”
“Will they be okay? Can we meet them again?”
“Yes. As long as they’re alive. ‘Random transference’ only disrupts connections, so there’s no problem.”
It was a tactic to prevent too many people from gathering in one place.
Still, something felt strange.
There were only six of us, so why did the Calamity resort to this method?
“That doesn’t make sense.”
The creature couldn’t control the obelisk freely. This phenomenon was caused by brute-forcing its power, like setting off a bomb.
If it were willing to risk its safety, it would have chosen a more effective method.
Not dividing us and trapping us in the maze like this.
Which meant…
“…Artan must have already arrived.”
The target wasn’t us.
Considering the might of the Imperial Army, it wasn’t surprising for the creature to resort to trickery.
However, that didn’t mean the creature would lose to the Imperial Army… Most likely, the Calamity’s next goal was annihilation.
We needed to move as well.
“First, we must regroup with the others.”
The area we were in was like a room, blocked on all sides with only one open passage.
It was a common structure for a maze, divided into multiple sections.
While dim, it wasn’t too dark inside.
“Yes, you’re right. I think so too.”
“Let’s hurry.”
Nell followed behind me as I took the lead.
We exited the room and walked through a hallway veiled in dusty fog.
Step—step—
The ground beneath us was solid, and the sound resonated against the desolate earthen walls.
Boom!
With limited visibility and an empty space, the booming sound was sharper than ever.
Boom! Boom! Booooom—!
It wasn’t human.
It was undoubtedly the sound of a monster.
We stopped, and Nell asked.
“Is this also caused by divine power or something?”
“No. The ‘Landfill Maze’ simply creates a labyrinth. It doesn’t spawn monsters.”
These were creatures that already existed in the buried grounds.
The random transference affected both humans and monsters indiscriminately. Even now, the noise continued.
Boom! Boom! Booooom—!
The approaching footsteps were now close.
Avoiding them was impossible.
We had no choice but to ready ourselves for battle.
Amidst the tension, we glared toward the source of the noise, and just as suspected, a massive silhouette appeared.
However, I also noticed smaller figures and faint footsteps I hadn’t been aware of before.
“Ahhhhh!”
“Kyahhhhh!”
They were people.
People running away from the monsters.
At the forefront, braided hair fluttered wildly.
“Help us! Help us!”
“…”
At that moment, I realized two things.
The massive monsters chasing them were ogres, powerful magical beasts, and among the fleeing individuals was someone I knew.
“I’m going to dieee! The monsters are chasing me!”
The woman with brown hair flying in the wind was Sigina, the gold-rank adventurer I had parted ways with before.
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Thud! Boom─ Thud!
A horde of ogres appeared with a deafening roar.
Grinning maliciously, they charged forward, drooling.
“Argh! What are those things?”
“Calm down! We have to fight back!”
The sudden teleportation left some of the church army in utter panic.
Sigina, holding her rapier, tried to reassure them.
“I’m used to crises like this!”
Years of being an adventurer.
Thanks to countless perilous experiences, she managed to stay composed.
Sigina quickly analyzed the enemies.
“From my broad knowledge and insight, judging by their size and muscles······.”
The world was full of monsters.
Not even half of them had been encountered by humans.
She didn’t recognize the ogres but judged based on her experience.
“They’re probably mid-level monsters! At most, mid-high level! Nothing to be scared of!”
“R-Really?”
For ordinary people, this classification wasn’t weak.
But the warriors gathered here were an elite selection.
If it was mid-level, it shouldn’t pose a major problem.
Graaaah──!
Perhaps feeling underestimated, the ogres charged.
Unwilling to back down, Sigina and the church soldiers let out battle cries as they counterattacked.
“Uwaaah! Aargh!”
“I can yell too, you know!”
Their volume matched the monsters’.
However, there was one thing Sigina hadn’t accounted for. While a monster’s strength generally matched its size, exceptions always existed.
The ogres were classified as high level monsters.
Contrary to their bulk.
“Sigina! These aren’t mid-level monsters at all!”
“···Something feels off! That can’t be true!”
In the blink of an eye, the clash made people realize the oddity.
Sigina was the strongest combatant among the church army who had been transported.
She led the group like a commander, but high level monsters were enemies that required extensive preparation and manpower to confront.
And there were many of them.
The result was inevitable.
“Kyaaah!”
“Everyone, run!”
Defeated, they frantically fled······ and that was the flow of events.
The relentless pounding of the monsters’ footsteps filled the air.
As Sigina and the church soldiers were cornered, two silhouettes appeared ahead of them.
Not knowing who they were, Sigina cried out for help.
“Save us! Please save us!”
One of the figures turned their head.
Though they seemed to notice the group, they didn’t flee.
Instead, they stood with a calm, confident air.
At that moment, amidst the chaos, Sigina felt an odd sense of curiosity.
As they approached the figures and the shadows lifted, her eyes widened in shock.
“······!”
A cold, piercing gaze.
An enchanting presence and unforgettable beauty.
It was the friend she had been desperately searching for since being left behind at the inn in Striven.
It was Quellière.
Even after such a long time, Quellière didn’t show the slightest surprise upon seeing her.
Instead, she frowned at the monsters behind them.
Saaah─!
Three ice spears materialized behind Quellière.
······.
Ogres are formidable monsters.
However, they have a significant vulnerability to certain attributes. Although divine power isn’t one of them, my ice affinity and Nell’s blood magic were different.
“Nell.”
“Got it!”
Before the ogres could even comprehend what was happening, we launched a swift ambush.
Perhaps due to exhaustion from their previous battles, one ogre fell quickly, shifting the momentum in our favor.
Boom─!
“Quelli! It’s really you, isn’t it? ······And Nell, too! What’s going on?!”
“Quiet down for now.”
Sigina, flustered as ever, was ignored as the battle continued.
It wasn’t easy. Many of our reliable allies were absent.
The walls trembled, and the ground turned over.
The fight unfolded with devastating intensity······ and finally, it ended.
Boom!
“Is this the last one?”
“Yes. The battle is over.”
“It’s our victory. Well, this much is a piece of cake.”
Nell dusted herself off and shrugged.
There was still a hint of confidence, as if there was time to spare.
I smiled faintly and turned my head.
“······.”
The people who appeared to be soldiers from the Theocratic Army stared at me blankly.
It wasn’t hard to guess—they were likely reinforcements sent by the Empire after dispatching letters to various nations.
Among them, the most noticeable figure was Sigina.
I addressed her, who was staring at me absentmindedly.
“It’s been a while.”
“Oh······ Yes. It really has, hasn’t it~ It really has~”
Her tone was still lively and long-winded, just as I remembered.
I never expected to meet her here.
“How have you been?”
“Me? Oh, that’s what I want to ask you! But anyway, if I must say─”
Sigina tilted her head slightly, as if sulking.
Still, she answered my question earnestly.
“That day, as usual, I went to the room where Quelli and Nell were staying. But no one was there! I thought they had stepped out briefly, so I waited~”
“······.”
For some reason, I felt a hint of resentment in her tone.
She continued to speak.
“But then the moon rose, and even after the sun rose, they still hadn’t returned! After waking up from a deep sleep, I got worried! I thought maybe something had happened! But! But then─”
“Your preamble is too long.”
“Sorry?”
“Just get to the point. Keep it concise.”
I apologized silently, but there was no time for long stories.
Sigina pouted, her lips forming a slight pout.
“······Fineee~”
Finally, she got to the main point, and the gist of it was this:
After we left, she tried to track us down for a while but couldn’t find us.
Of course, she wouldn’t have imagined that we had gone all the way to Chelmberd.
Unable to find us, she stayed in Disdel, working as an adventurer, and eventually heard rumors about me.
“Rumors?”
Nell, curious, asked, and Sigina nodded.
“Yes, rumors about the holy land of Chelmberd!”
“Quellière’s name only spread later, though.”
“True, but honestly, none of the stories made sense unless it was Quelli!”
That was her reasoning.
“Hmph. Well, that much is true.”
For some reason, Nell looked proud.
Why are you proud of this?
In any case, she came to the origin of the rumors, encountered the attack of the false god, and, immediately afterward, joined the Liberation Army, lured by the promise of rewards.
A reason very much like her.
“Well, I knew Quelli would come too! Though I didn’t think we’d meet like this!”
“···I see.”
I gave a perfunctory reply and turned my gaze elsewhere.
Indeed, the atmosphere among the Theocratic Army was peculiar.
“If it’s Quellière······ the one from the rumors─ gasp!”
“T-To see someone like that in person······!”
Had there been some other rumor circulating in the Theocracy while I was gone?
In any case, there was no reason to linger here.
Glancing at the ogre’s corpse, I opened my mouth.
“This is an ogre, a magical beast.”
“An ogre?”
“Yes. A high-level magical beast.”
Sigina’s eyes widened.
“······A high-level magical beast! No wonder it was too strong for a mid-tier one!”
“Mid-tier···?”
I tilted my head.
An ogre had never been considered mid-tier.
Shaking my head slightly, I continued.
“High-level magical beasts are extremely rare on the continent, but here they’re just moderately uncommon. Still··· encountering one means your luck is the same, whether good or bad.”
“I think it’s the latter.”
Sigina rebutted with her sparkling eyes.
I stared at her for a moment before resuming my steps. The path ahead was hazy with sand and dust.
“Nell. Let’s go.”
“Huh? Oh, right.”
Who knew what else might happen?
Reuniting with the rest of our group took priority.
“Quelli! Where are you going? What about us?”
“Figure it out yourselves. The magical domain is vast. If you want to regroup with your allies, you’d better get moving.”
Despite my words, Sigina and the Theocratic soldiers followed me.
I ignored them and used my magic to clear the dust.
Though I had spent a considerable amount of energy in the recent battle, my magic reserves were still sufficient.
As I walked, I decided to replenish my memorized spells.
At that moment, a thought came to mind, and I stopped.
I turned to look at Sigina.
“Sigina.”
“Y-Yes!”
“Keep your ears sharp and follow closely.”
Sigina, with her Thousand-League Ears.
Her hearing was reliable.
Especially in such unpredictable situations, this was a significant help.
“Report anything you hear.”
“Yes~! Leave it to me!”
It was fascinating how old connections could be so useful.
I felt a subtle sense of wonder.
*
Meanwhile, elsewhere in the maze.
Dewade, who had suddenly been teleported, was uncharacteristically flustered.
“What’s going on?”
He looked around but found no one.
Unlike Quellière, he had been separated and left alone.
Momentarily disoriented, he soon shook his head and steeled his resolve.
“Hiding like a hermit crab won’t solve anything.”
Muttering to himself, he began moving.
This place was the worst kind of cursed magical domain and was ruled by the enemy of the world.
Nothing would be surprising here, no matter how bizarre, so there was no point in panicking.
First, assess the surroundings.
Fwoosh-!
Divine energy flared and wrapped around his mace.
Using it as a light source, he pressed forward.
“This is somewhat better.”
A dark and suffocating maze.
Even so, Dewade strode boldly through it.
Darkness and gloom were pervasive and unsettling, yet he maintained a slight tension.
Despite his vigilance, no attacks came.
“No monsters in sight.”
It was in this brief moment of relief.
Perhaps sensing his guard was down, an overwhelming presence descended upon him.
Saaaah──!
“······!”
He quickly raised his mace in defense, but there was no attack. The presence passed in an instant.
In fact, the source of the presence was still some distance away.
Its immense power had only made it feel as though it was close. Dewade widened his eyes and muttered under his breath.
“···The Black Calamity!”
A fleeting but vivid sense of malice.
It was undoubtedly the same entity he had encountered in Chelmberd.
Yet this felt even stronger······.
“This isn’t the time for hesitation.”
Snapping out of his thoughts, he sprinted off.
He was tracking the direction of the presence.
The calamity could not be allowed to roam unchecked.
“Blasphemous one! You will not lay a finger on Lady Quellière!”
Racing forward in a trance, he suddenly stopped.
Looking around, he found himself engulfed by thick fog.
The vast mist seemed to have blanketed the entire area.
Within it, voices that hadn’t been there before began to emerge.
─What’s happening?!
─Is this an illusion? ···No, it’s real!
The voices multiplied.
He could hear people shouting, alongside the sound of fierce blows.
The clash of swords and the chaos of magic resounded.
“What is······?”
Dewade blinked.
A man was pacing nearby.
The holy knight grabbed him and demanded answers.
“What’s going on here?”
“Hi-hiiik?!”
Piercing him with an intense gaze, Dewade scrutinized the man.
He was real. After hours of being alone, Dewade had encountered another human.
It seemed the man was a soldier involved in the expedition to conquer the magical domain.
“I don’t know either!”
“You don’t know?”
The startled soldier struggled to compose himself and explained.
“Y-Yes! I have no idea what’s going on. While moving to regroup with the scattered Liberation Army, this fog suddenly swept in. Then we were ambushed by unknown attackers!”
“Unknown attackers?”
“Yes, yes! Listen to the screams all around us!”
Indeed, the soldier’s words were true.
Dewade nodded and took a step forward.
“But who exactly are you─”
The soldier’s question hung aimlessly in the air.
The fog-covered surroundings were a complete mess.
This too was likely the work of the calamity.
Yet the presence of that being was nowhere to be found.
It seemed to have already passed.
“Is that vile creature content with sowing chaos and vanishing?”
He thought it was truly catastrophic as he charged into the battlefield.
Pwoosh-!
The enemies were undoubtedly strange.
There was a reason they were described as unknown entities.
Their forms flickered like smoke, making them inhuman, yet their overall shapes resembled humans.
“······.”
They wore black robes and used dark magic.
They were familiar foes.
“How are you here······? Weren’t all of you wiped out?”
Surely, they had been on the path of decline.
At that moment of contemplation, he noticed a dark blade targeting a woman.
The woman, busy firing beams of light, reacted too late.
A clear crisis loomed.
The holy knight leapt forward, intercepting the strike of the dark blade.
Clang! Chiiing─!
The metallic clash of steel meeting steel resounded.
The woman gave a startled bow of gratitude.
“Th-Thank you. I don’t know who you are, but······.”
The woman, veiled, was someone even Dewade knew.
She was Lucia, the Chief Priestess.
She was connected to Quellière, so he had previously investigated her.
However, Dewade had no time to respond.
This particular dark entity was formidable, but that wasn’t the reason.
“······You.”
Dewade’s eyes widened in shock.
His gaze was fixed on the dark entity before him.
It was understandable.
The familiar black robe and the recognizable face underneath it.
It was Adein of the Seven Apostles.
“···He should be dead. Could he have somehow come back to life?”
He had witnessed Adein’s death with his own eyes.
As Dewade muttered in disbelief, Adein responded expressionlessly.
─You say I died? Nonsense.
Neither the holy knights nor the Theocratic soldiers knew the truth, but Adein had not truly returned to life.
He was a temporary projection recreated through the authority of Mahabharata, called the “Illusion Barrier.”
Of course, his power was far more than just an illusion.
─It is you who will die, knight of the white armor.
“No matter what you are, I’ll kill you again!”
A fierce battle began, with intense attacks exchanged.
It wasn’t just this location; battles with illusions were unfolding everywhere.
Boom! Rumble─!
“Die, die, die!”
“What the hell are these things?!”
In the chaos of restricted visibility, they fought against beings neither fully alive nor dead.
This power demanded a relentless war of attrition, a wicked authority that was overwhelmingly potent.
Normally, even a calamity wouldn’t be able to sustain it for long.
However, the current enemy was imbued with divine power.
Nothing about this was normal.
“Return to hell, Adein!”
As the Theocratic forces drained their strength, something unprecedented occurred.
Ssshhhhh······.
Snow began to fall.
Unbelievable, but it was truly snow.
It didn’t matter that they were in a landfill or inside a magical domain.
Snowflakes scattered as icy winds carried frost and crystalline snow.
This phenomenon could be summed up in one word.
A blizzard.
“······!”
For a moment, everyone froze in place.
This included both humans and illusions.
The impact of this phenomenon surpassed even magical anomalies.
─What is this······.
“Snow? But we’re inside······?”
Their shifting pupils reflected confusion.
Meanwhile, those with sharp instincts felt a chill run down their spines.
Dewade and Lucia were among them.
“······Could it be!”
The two turned their heads hastily.
Their eyes revealed exactly the astonishment they expected.
She was there.
“So noisy.”
Quellière, with cold and piercing eyes.
As always, she was regal and frigid, standing before a group bearing the banner of the Theocracy.
Radiating an intimidating aura, she resembled a queen.
“Be quiet.”
A shocking turn of events.
Even the priests and illusions stood dumbfounded, their gazes fixed solely on her.
Quellière scanned her surroundings slowly, her lips parting slightly.
As everyone awaited her next words with bated breath, a lively voice interrupted unexpectedly.
“The reinforcements are here~! Everyone, don’t worry!”
It was Sigina, the Gold-Rank Adventurer.
She stole the opening line of Quellière’s entrance scene.
“······.”
Quellière’s eyebrows arched ever so slightly.
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Chapter 81: Landfill Maze (3)
······At the edge of the maze.
Chandrafail stood alone in an empty cavern.
“Magic, huh.”
He muttered as he looked around without a hint of agitation.
His movements were careful and composed.
Even if this phenomenon was caused by magic, he sought the caster’s presence with sharp eyes.
“Or is it just an illusion?”
Whatever it was, it was a skill that bordered on the divine.
An abnormality that occurred without him even noticing. It was clear the opponent would be a satisfying challenge.
“Hmm.”
There was no caster nearby, and he took a step forward in his armor.
“For now, I’ll keep moving.”
He had already confirmed that Quellière and the others had disappeared. From this, he deduced a logical assumption.
If this were a trap targeting him specifically, he would have been attacked already. This was a phenomenon affecting everyone.
He didn’t know why, though.
The Black Knight wandered aimlessly.
“It’s dark. And musty.”
In an unfamiliar place, alone.
Even amidst pervasive darkness, he did not bother to silence his steps. His confident strides caused loud noises, inevitably attracting nearby entities.
Kiiieeeek─!
Monsters with grotesque appearances, as if wearing doll-like masks, appeared.
They flicked their tongues and extended thread-like tendrils toward him.
Swoosh-!
With minimal movements, Chandrafail dodged and cut them down.
A display of overwhelming martial prowess.
In no time, the monsters’ severed heads decorated the ground.
“They’re more capable than the continent’s usual monsters.”
Even so, he didn’t stop his advance.
He pressed forward fearlessly, eradicating everything in his path.
His momentum was utterly different from that of others elsewhere. If one were to describe it, it was like a storm.
At some point, the monsters became the ones avoiding him.
The Black Knight clicked his tongue.
“Is this all there is to the monsters of the landfill?”
It was less impressive than expected.
This level was far from satisfying.
He had anticipated enjoying a proper hunt for the first time in a while, but perhaps he had gotten his hopes up too high······.
──Then it happened.
As if reading his thoughts, an overwhelming presence suddenly surged forth.
Gooooo──!
“······!”
Startled, the Black Knight’s hand trembled.
It wasn’t a joke. That reaction was proof of how strong the presence was.
He could immediately tell what it was.
“This erratic and endlessly ominous aura belongs to only one being······.”
The Black Calamity.
It had to be that creature.
The formidable enemy he had once fought in Chelmberd······ but.
“······It’s grown even larger than before.”
A tingling sensation crushed his entire body.
The Calamity was always on another level, but it hadn’t been like this before.
“Is this the influence of divine power or something?”
There was no time to ponder.
The presence swiftly moved away, possibly because it had another target.
An ordinary person would have thought they were lucky to survive and fled, but Chandrafail was different.
He immediately pursued the presence.
“Do not refuse my challenge, Calamity.”
The dulled fighting spirit he had felt while staying near Quellière was reignited.
Without hesitation, he increased his speed and charged forward.
*
“······.”
I glared at Sigina with a hint of dissatisfaction.
I was about to say something to draw attention, but why did she have to speak first?
Sensing my gaze, she turned to me.
“Oh~ oh? Quelli, why are you looking at me like that?”
Her innocent eyes were pure and untainted by any ulterior motive.
I sighed and shook my head.
“Nothing.”
“······Hmm~?”
“More importantly, this mist······ no, this barrier.”
I refocused on the situation at hand.
Guided by Sigina’s hearing, we had arrived at the source of the noise, where a detached group of the Church’s forces was struggling.
The peculiarity was in the nature of the enemies they faced.
Figures with hazy forms, like smoke.
Thanks to several factors, I figured out what this phenomenon was.
That’s why I immediately used the snowstorm.
“Is this a barrier?”
Nell, rubbing her arms as if cold, asked.
“Yes. This mist and the attackers within it… It’s one of the powers of a calamity.”
“A power…!”
I thought as I watched her eyes widen.
The official name was Illusion Barrier.
This troublesome ability was distinct from the magical anomaly of Landfill Mazes; it was a unique power of calamities.
The range of the mist marked the size of the barrier.
“So, we’ve entered the barrier? But barriers… aren’t they hard to dismantle from within?”
“Usually, yes, but this one is a bit different.”
However, it seemed to be larger in scale, likely reinforced by divine power.
Of course, the fundamental method of dismantling it hadn’t changed.
“Follow me. Sigina, you too.”
“Huh? Yes, ma’am~!”
I called out to Sigina, who was quietly gazing into the falling snow.
She, Nell, and the armed forces of the Holy Kingdom followed behind me. Their movement seemed to catch the attention of the people and illusions within, who stared blankly.
Saaahhh…
The snowstorm swirled wildly.
My signature grand magic began to thin the mist and destabilize the illusions.
Sensing danger, they charged at us.
─The barrier is weakening! Kill that woman!
“Block them! Protect Lady Quellière!”
There was nothing I needed to do.
The forces of the Holy Kingdom clashed with the illusions on their own, metal clashing against metal and sparks flying.
As I watched the holy magic being unleashed, I amplified the snowstorm even further.
─Graaahhh…!
The more I did, the more the illusions clearly suffered.
It was only natural.
Both the “mist” and “snowstorm” were classified as climatic phenomena in the game.
When two similar elements met, conflict was inevitable. Of course, if they were naturally occurring weather events, the rules were different. But in cases like this, governed by power, the rules applied.
It felt like just yesterday I had dismissed it as weak despite its wide range. In moments like these, the snowstorm proved its worth.
“Uh, Quellière.”
“What?”
“These guys… I feel like I know them. Am I imagining things?”
Nell tilted her head curiously.
I happened to be having the same thought.
A secondary ability of the Illusion Barrier.
It could temporarily summon puppets, those who genuinely followed the caster, as part of its army. Conveniently, there weren’t many like that.
Because the caster was the calamity itself.
“No, you’re right.”
“I thought so! These guys are those guys, right? Ugh, they’re so annoying.”
The cult of the Dark Holy Society.
The illusions wore their iconic black robes. At that moment, a mace swung down.
Thud!
The head it struck shattered easily, and the illusion collapsed.
Beyond it, a familiar white armor came into view.
“Oh… Lady Quellière!”
It was Holy Knight Dewade.
I’d wondered where he’d gone, and it seemed he’d been separated with the forces of the Holy Kingdom.
“To think you’d personally grace us with your presence! I should have resolved this earlier; my apologies!”
“You’re still the same.”
His fervent voice and deeply bowed waist were unchanged.
Not that he would have changed in such a short time.
In any case, it was perfect timing.
“You’re coming with me.”
“Yes! At your command!”
This power was difficult to face head-on.
Without knowledge of how to dismantle it, one could only suffer. That’s why the barrier was wary of me, who seemed to know its weakness.
─Die! Where do you think you’re going?
“You blasphemous wretch!”
Otherwise, the illusions wouldn’t persistently target only me. As expected, the more guards, the better.
The triangular formation of Nell, Sigina, and Dewade was quite solid.
Thud─!
“To maintain a barrier, there must be a core.”
Amid the fierce battle, I spoke.
My companions had the presence of mind to respond.
“A core~?”
“Yes. And the core cannot be placed outside the barrier. It must exist within.”
“So if we destroy the core-”
“We can shatter the barrier!”
“Exactly.”
That was the only way to break through.
I remembered the details clearly.
As my thoughts surged, a natural glow emanated from me.
Fwoosh!
The spreading sacred light.
The radiance’s effect was to “intimidate the impure,” and the phantoms cloaked in black paths shielded their eyes and retreated.
Meanwhile, the snowfall did not stop.
“Th-that radiance···!”
“It’s them! Lady Quellière, who gazed down from the terrace of the Grand Temple···!”
Our steps continued as well.
The people around us, or rather me, murmured as they glanced my way.
Some of them clearly recognized me, likely from hearing my proclamation back then.
“······!”
Among them was someone I recognized as well.
Lucia, the High Priestess.
A connection from the Church.
Seeing the wonder in her eyes brought a slight sense of familiarity, but now was not the time for small talk.
“Now, where could it be···.”
I recalled my player days and began searching the interior.
Clearing away the dissipating mist, I scoured various corners.
Then suddenly.
I spotted a cluster of mist huddled in a corner.
As my gaze landed on it, it twitched and rippled.
It was a subtle trick that I wouldn’t have noticed if the mist had been stronger.
I inwardly smiled.
“Found-!”
─Stand down immediately!
But I couldn’t finish my sentence.
A man in a black robe dashed in at once.
“Quellière!”
“You scoundrel!”
At the same time, my companions also moved.
I was quite surprised.
To get past their watch and the radiance and stand before me—it wasn’t an ordinary feat.
At that point, I could also infer the identity of the enemy.
There weren’t many roles in the Dark Holy Society’s hierarchy that were classified as strong.
─You monstrous woman! I won’t let you cause any more havoc!
Even though I understood, I couldn’t stop my pupils from dilating. Perhaps it was because the face was so unexpected.
“······Adein.”
Adein of the Seven Apostles, who was already dead.
He pointed his sword at me, his eyes filled with hatred.
I murmured reflexively.
“You should be dead.”
─Don’t spout nonsense! Who’s dead here?!
It seemed he wasn’t aware of his own death, as his reaction was frenzied.
Seeing him again didn’t bring joy, only irritation. He wasn’t worth my time.
“No, you’re dead.”
─You wench-
“Therefore, die again.”
I coldly spat and continued walking.
My target was the cluster of mist.
Adein’s interference only solidified my conviction.
─Stop! I won’t let you pass-
“No. You will let me pass.”
“You should deal with us first.”
The commotion from behind reached my ears.
The sound of a struggle.
I wasn’t particularly worried. They weren’t facing the real body but mere phantoms.
“You heretic! Take your filthy hands away!”
It seemed Lucia’s voice had joined in partway through··· but anyway.
I focused on my task, locking my gaze on the mist.
Or rather, what had disguised itself as mist, as it wasn’t truly mist.
“Hello.”
I tried greeting it.
The mass only quivered as though frightened.
Phantoms grew stronger the harder it was to distinguish them from reality.
“Here you are.”
Other phantoms, barring slight discrepancies, resembled humans almost perfectly.
But this one was different.
Its form was utterly opaque.
It was the result of deliberately lowering its combat ability to enhance mobility. While hiding, fused with the mist, I asked it a question.
“Who are you?”
There was no response, but I could guess.
It was likely another member of the Dark Holy Soceity.
Though overall blurry and indistinct, its smooth, bald head stood out clearly.
I considered for a moment.
“Hmmm···. I don’t know.”
In truth, I didn’t need to know.
The “core” only needed to be destroyed.
I reached out and formed a spear of ice.
Szzzt-!
It was a pattern I had seen countless times in the game.
At first, it had been tricky to locate, but now that I was accustomed to it, it was this easy.
If only the Calamity could be handled the same way.
“Farewell.”
Crunch-!
─······!
I pierced the core with my spear.
The core disappeared, leaving only a final, distorted scream.
At the same time.
Craaaaack──!
The Illusion Barrier shattered.
Losing its core meant its sustaining functionality was gone.
The entire area shook violently, and people screamed, struggling to stay balanced.
······.
Soon, the area returned to its original state.
In the moderately bright cavern, there were no traces of mist or illusions.
The immediate threat had been extinguished.
“It’s over.”
I nodded and turned around, but then I stopped.
The Holy Kingdom forces I brought with Sigina, along with those I had just met, were all staring at me.
Instead of sharing in the joy of reunion.
At that moment, Lucia approached.
“Saintess······ no, no, you said not to call you that. ······Lady Quellière!”
Her polite demeanor made me respond in kind.
“It’s been a while, Lucia.”
“Oh! Do you remember me?!”
“Yes.”
Lucia’s eyes filled with emotion.
She looked ready to burst into tears at any moment.
“Someone like me being remembered by you······! I can die happy now!”
“······So.”
I spent a brief, somewhat burdensome moment catching up with her. I managed to hear a rough summary of the situation.
A separated faction of the Holy Kingdom forces.
Lucia and the others felt the calamity’s presence shortly before the incident unfolded.
“By the way, Lady Quellière.”
“What is it?”
That’s when Dewade spoke up.
“I, too, witnessed the presence of the calamity. I immediately pursued it, which led me here.”
“···Which means.”
“This is the calamity’s doing, and it’s likely committing simultaneous atrocities elsewhere.”
······.
In that moment, my suspicion became certainty.
I shook my head and began walking.
It wasn’t surprising. Nor did it change what I had to do.
“We need to find the others.”
Reuniting with my allies to ultimately defeat the calamity.
That was all.
“Yes! I will guard you.”
As we set off, Lucia and the Holy Kingdom forces grew restless for some reason.
*
A short while later.
Somehow, they ended up trailing behind us.
The Imperial Army is the key to reclaiming the landfill.
They, too, were scattered, but fortunately, more soldiers remained by the side of Commander Artan.
They had already realized they had been caught in some strange trick.
“Protect His Highness, the Crown Prince!”
Although the Royal Guard and swordmasters were gone, many of the remaining Imperial troops were still highly capable.
The dire situation pressed on.
With their systematic training, they responded proactively.
Keeeck─!
Graaaah─!
“Hold the line! Do not retreat!”
They stood against the undead soldiers and ghouls rushing in.
The attack followed immediately after their random displacement. Despite the successive disasters, the Imperial Army did not falter.
Nor did the Crown Prince.
Slash-!
“······Filthy wretches. Undead in human guise dare to block the path of the Imperial Army.”
He unleashed his anger and hatred.
Artan wielded his skills to mercilessly sweep away the decaying creatures.
In the midst of this wartime chaos, rank mattered little.
Through slaughter and carnage.
He drove the front lines more fervently than any soldier.
“Do you think I will succumb to such trials?!”
Fragments of memories stirred in his mind.
When he had despaired beneath the cliffs in his boyhood.
When he had frozen at the entrance to the Snowfield during adulthood.
In those defining moments of trials, Quellière had always been there.
She always pointed out his flaws.
─Idiot.
He had been inadequate and powerless.
He knew it all too well.
─You were nothing more than a weed yourself.
So, he worked himself to the bone.
He believed in himself and in Quellière, who recognized his potential.
Thus, this was the reward for his efforts and his repayment.
Swoosh-!
Thud─
Another head fell, and as Artan turned his head, perhaps even the heavens had sided with him.
A welcome cheer erupted.
“Waahhhhh!”
“Your Highness! Are you here?”
A group bearing Arundel’s banner surged forward.
As Artan blinked, a nearby soldier confirmed the sight before him.
“Your Highness! It’s Sir Harold! The reinforcements have arrived!”
“······Is that so.”
Indeed, at the center of the reinforcements stood the Swordmaster.
His feats of fighting one against a hundred made him stand out clearly.
Truly impeccable timing. Although taken aback, Artan soon nodded.
“The reinforcements led by the Swordmaster are here! Victory is within reach!”
“Waahhhhh!”
The Crown Prince shouted, and an even louder roar shook the heavens and earth.
With nothing left to fear, a wave of fervor surged, leading to a one-sided massacre.
Crunch! Crackle─!
The undead were pierced, slashed, and crushed, leaving the ghouls no choice but to meet the same fate.
Before the legion of calamity, all they could do was fall and crumble.
“The end is in sight!”
Before long, the number of undead had dwindled significantly.
Progress was smooth, remarkably so.
A soldier was about to deliver the victory report.
─That was when it happened.
A colossal presence descended.
Goooooo──!
“······!”
Everyone hastily turned in its direction.
It was as if every hair on their bodies stood on end from the chill.
The atmosphere of triumph was instantly overturned.
When the presence revealed itself at last.
Artan’s eyes widened, and the soldiers’ hands began to tremble.
Saaaaaaa──!
“······What is that!”
A writhing mass of black and crimson resentment.
A form created from the entanglement of mingled demonic energy and vital energy.
Looking at that complete form, only one thought came to mind.
The Black Calamity.
The ruler of the landfill that had torn through the maze.
Once again, it had manifested in the mortal world since Disdel.
“······.”
“······.”
The cheers and fierce battle cries from earlier had vanished.
An oppressive silence settled over the battlefield.
Even the Swordmaster couldn’t hide his pale face, which only deepened the terror that spread among the troops.
In contrast, Mahabharata remained composed.
Like gazing upon filth, it looked down upon the imperial soldiers.
Its gaze didn’t stir anger from anyone.
Except for one person.
“Why do you look at me like that?”
Step, step─
From an arch-shaped opening came the sound of heavy footsteps.
The sound was the resonance of black armor, unaccompanied by a dark horse.
Even as the attention of both the imperial forces and the Calamity fell upon him, his steps were unwavering.
“Calamity.”
A chilling voice escaped from between the black helmet.
Though not enough to shift the tide of fear, it disrupted the atmosphere slightly.
“Do you remember me?”
The Black Knight, Chandrafail.
The one who had relentlessly pursued the resentment had finally arrived.
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I placed my hand on one side of the maze wall and moved forward.
I recalled hearing about this method for solving mazes on the internet.
However, it was useless here.
“······This is bad.”
The terrain changed constantly.
Walls disappeared or appeared anew, and the maze altered its form moment by moment.
Come to think of it, this maze had such a feature.
“But Quellière.”
Nell’s voice came unexpectedly.
“What is it?”
“How do we escape from here? Is there a way out of this maze?”
“···Well.”
I answered her reasonable question vaguely.
She tilted her head in confusion.
“Hmm······?”
Looking at her, I rummaged through my memory again.
Then, I corrected myself.
“There is a way.”
Escaping the maze was possible as long as you found the ‘key.’
Unless you had overwhelming power to destroy the anomaly itself, that was the only solution.
But how could we find it in such a vast place?
“Hmm.”
For now, regrouping was the priority.
If we increased our numbers, we could divide the search.
I took my hand off the wall and continued walking.
Behind me, Lucia and the Church soldiers busily followed.
“Hmm······ What’s this~?”
Sigina, who’s ears have been twitching, suddenly stiffened.
“What’s this······? What’s going on~?”
“What is it? What’s wrong with you?”
“Oh······ Ah! Ahhh!”
Ignoring Nell’s scolding, she turned to us. Her fluttering ears and wide-open lips signaled alarm.
She seemed about to shout something, but it wasn’t necessary.
Boom──!
An explosion roared.
The catastrophe answered in her stead.
Amid the noise, dust, sandstorms, and a significant tremor swept through.
“Whoa! It’s chaos!”
“What is happening?!”
People leaned against the walls, covering their ears.
Even in that moment, the shockwaves didn’t stop.
Sigina’s keen sense of hearing caught the threat.
The source seemed to be far beyond us······.
“Is this another anomaly?! Even if it’s at a distance, this impact is-”
“······This is no ordinary disturbance.”
Lucia and Dewade’s faces hardened.
I stared straight ahead into the dense dust storm. The chaos lay beyond this point.
“We need to check it out.”
A strange flow of energy.
A strong premonition surged within me.
*
······Some time ago, in a clearing filled with the corpses of the dead.
“Do you remember me?”
When the calamity remained silent, Chandrafail asked again.
He exuded an air of fearlessness, almost arrogantly.
The imperial soldiers wondered who he was and what he was thinking.
“······Do you know anything about him?”
“I apologize, Your Highness. I’ve never seen this man before. With such formidable energy, I would have heard of him······.”
Artan and Harold were no different.
The frigid silence and knife-like stillness persisted, as the Black Knight spoke calmly.
“Do you remember-”
【I remember. The Black Knight of the Goddess.】
Finally, the calamity responded to his persistence.
Its voice was as dark as the abyss. Mahabharata’s protruding eye quivered indifferently.
【But, knight.】
The Black Calamity and the Black Knight.
From their hue to their presence and attitude, they were similar in a way.
“What is it?”
But there was one distinct difference.
The calamity was darker, more ominous, and far more savage.
【How dare you. How dare you stand before me.】
“···What?”
【And how dare you gaze upon me with such eyes!】
The calamity pierced through the knight’s helmet with its words.
The moment Chandrafail’s eyes widened in shock, the calamity stirred.
The atmosphere shifted dramatically.
【Know your place! No goddess will embrace you here!】
As a dangerous aura began to rise.
Dark crimson tendrils lashed out in all directions.
Boom! Crack-crack-crack─!
It was the signal flare that marked the beginning of battle.
“It’s an attack by the Calamity!”
“Arghhh!”
The crimson and black tendrils, born of malice given form, tore through the battlefield.
The destruction they caused was on another level—breaking the ground, crushing soldiers, and tearing apart knights’ armor.
As if breaking free from petrification, the imperial army began to move.
“Surround it! Maintain distance between each other!”
“Where’s the mage? We need the mage!”
There was no time to succumb to fear.
They had to fight, no matter the outcome—life or death, that was all they could do.
“Your Highness! Please retreat. I will handle this!”
“No, Sir Harold! At this moment, I am not the Crown Prince but a knight!”
After all, they had come to subdue this “Enemy of the World.”
Status held no meaning in the face of such a battle.
Separated from the main force, the Black Knight moved alone.
“As expected of the Black Calamity. Truly a testament to its malevolence.”
Yet, despite the rare emotion in his voice, there was no fear.
Instead, a shiver of exhilaration coursed through him.
Sensing it, Chandrafail drew his demon blade and charged forward.
“This may become my grave… but.”
Retreat was not an option.
Facing the massive shroud of malice as if it were a curtain, he slashed through its edge as he always did.
─────!
A terrible sound echoed as the tendrils surged.
The Black Knight barely dodged and continued his attack.
“Sir Harold! The formation—!”
While Chandrafail fought a grueling battle, the situation on the other side was even worse.
The relentless onslaught of tendrils showed no mercy, causing the formation to collapse and plunging them into chaos.
“The formation is breaking! It’s too much to handle!”
“…We have no choice. Focus all attacks in one area! Follow me!”
Even so, the imperial army fought back, led by the Crown Prince and the Sword Master.
They, too, had no room to retreat.
“Yes! Follow his lead!”
Everyone already knew.
The Calamity was on a completely different level.
However, recognizing this truth and devising a path forward seemed to spark a faint glimmer of hope.
“…Calamity!”
Suddenly, an intruder—though an ally in the fight—intervened with a decisive strike.
Chandrafail’s swordsmanship, Harold’s valiant effort, and Artan’s commanding leadership.
Together, these combined to bolster the resolve and morale of the imperial army.
The scene was a sight to behold.
But they remained unaware.
【…】
The Calamity’s emotions, unmoved from the beginning, remained untouched.
Its gaze, cold as though observing insignificant insects, told the truth.
There was no retreat anymore.
For preparations were complete.
【Insects… Scurrying about so incessantly.】
A sinister energy surged behind the Calamity.
To it, their efforts were nothing but an irritation.
Indeed, neither the Sword Master nor the Black Knight were its match.
The insects had to be eradicated in one sweep.
It began to gather its power.
【But this ends here.】
A suffocating pressure weighed upon them.
Startled soldiers looked up to the sky.
High above the labyrinth’s ceiling, a black sphere had formed.
Rumble—Rumble—Rumble—!
It was a massive rock.
The imperial soldiers’ eyes widened in shock.
“…”
The manifestation of the authority: “Dark Meteoric Strike.”
Before they could even react, the meteor descended.
A torrent of destruction swept across the area with unparalleled force.
“Hurry, activate a barrier—”
─────!
Though they tried desperately, it was not enough.
Layer upon layer of barriers shattered like glass, and the shockwave roared like thunder.
“Arghhh!”
“Gyaaah!”
The ground in many places caved in completely.
Soldiers fell, torn apart by the fierce winds, and crushed like insects.
Screams filled the air.
“Your Highness!”
The Sword Master barely withstood the shock, but Artan, struck directly, was flung away.
Thus, with a single authority, devastation was wrought.
Now humanity came to know defeat and despair.
None would escape alive from here.
No one, at all.
“······.”
Yet, there was still someone moving.
The Black Knight, Chandrafail.
Facing the meteor head-on without fear, he was already a wreck.
Had the Mage Corps not diminished its power, he would have perished long ago.
“······Ugh.”
The surroundings were utter chaos.
The calamity was stronger than imagined—and growing stronger.
Victory was out of reach.
Anyone else would have collapsed, but he walked.
He pressed forward.
“······Even if I die here.”
His voice cracked, as though his tongue were dry.
His pupils were blurry, but his gaze was unwavering.
What slumbered within him was the will to fight.
This was a characteristic written by a creator and his true essence.
The soldiers stared blankly at him, their gazes following.
All of them shared a look of incomprehension.
“You will remember me.”
Crack—
At last, he charged.
The creak of his scorched armor and the weighty sound of his footsteps.
Amid the dissonance that reflected the situation, his sword struck.
【······.】
But there is no avoiding fate.
The calamity swung a palm-sized swirl of air.
A casual swing.
An indifferent motion, as if swatting away a fly,
The Black Knight was flung away powerlessly.
Boom! Crash—!
When he slammed into the wall, a cloud of dust gently settled.
He lay there, staring at the sky.
“······.”
Perhaps he had been hit in the wrong spot—his body was numb.
He needed rest, and he accepted it.
He had been defeated.
It was the predetermined outcome.
“Is this the end?”
Muttering lowly, he closed his eyes quietly.
He had never thought about death before, but maybe he should have, just once.
What would become of him now?
To find out, he waited.
He waited and waited, but as nothing happened, he cautiously opened his eyes.
“Chandrafail.”
“······.”
And he froze.
There was a familiar face—shadows cast over it and brilliant hair resembling the eyes.
“Once again, you’re doing something reckless.”
A voice as cold as frost, one he had heard countless times.
For some reason, this voice, faintly lingering as though it had been a long while, felt incredibly welcome.
He let out a breathless laugh.
“······Hah.”
It seemed it was not yet his time to die.
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The source of the noise was a wide clearing.
I immediately understood the situation upon entering—it was clear from the sight of the concentrated malice.
Boom!
When my eyes widened in surprise, black armor flew and slammed into the ground.
I had seen a similar scene before.
“…This time as well.”
The opponent was the Black Calamity.
It truly was the root of all evil.
First, I approached Chandrafail to check his condition.
“…Hmm.”
Though his injuries were severe, he could still speak well enough, and there was no major problem.
He wasn’t the kind of guy to die from wounds like these.
As I turned my head, my eyes met Mahabharata’s.
“Ah…!”
A sinister and oppressive aura came rushing in immediately.
Just looking at it made my heart tremble.
The creature had become an even greater monster after absorbing divine power.
I shrank back and watched it cautiously.
However, the Calamity’s reaction was unexpected.
【──!】
The moment it saw me, its body flinched, and it froze. Although it didn’t have a body, the flow of malice told me as much.
What’s with this reaction?
A brief standoff unfolded.
“Quellière…”
Suddenly, the Black Knight called out to me.
It didn’t seem like it was about to attack right away, so I looked down.
“Why?”
“…Are you fully prepared?”
“Prepared?”
“The Calamity has become much stronger than before. Even for you, it will be difficult to handle it as you are…”
I silently gazed at him.
His clouded eyes were filled with seriousness.
It was sincere advice and a warning, fitting for a Black Knight whose life revolved around combat.
“Look at this tragedy.”
At his words, I surveyed my surroundings.
The allies who had followed me did the same.
Their faces showed clear confusion and reluctance.
“This is the calamity caused by its magic.”
The scorched area was entirely devastated.
The ground was gouged out as if a meteor had struck, a technique I recognized.
The disastrous power of “Dark Meteoric Strike,” a massive-scale destructive ability of the Calamity.
I asked a question.
“Are those Imperial soldiers?”
“That seems to be the case. They were fighting the undead.”
“Undead?”
The Imperial army’s formation was utterly broken.
It looked like a disorganized, crumbling group.
Scattered fragments of undead corpses could be seen here and there.
Whether fortunately or unfortunately, the undead also seemed unable to escape the shock.
“…I see.”
This was the opportunity.
Even the Calamity likely couldn’t use such a large-scale skill in quick succession.
It was then.
A dark voice, sharp as it pierced the eardrums, seeped into the air.
【It has been a long time.】
Mahabharata had finished assessing the situation.
It glared at me with eyes sharp enough to kill.
【The only remaining foolish one.】
“You’re still spouting nonsense.”
I responded coldly.
I couldn’t afford to show any weakness.
After all, how much had I suffered because of this dreadful being?
“That rotting stench of yours remains unchanged, Mahabharata.”
【…Now I must ask. How do you know my true name?】
Though the question carried genuine curiosity, I had no intention of answering kindly.
“Don’t ask—think about it, you fool.”
I maximized the traits of the Snow Maiden.
Had anyone else dared to hurl such insults in the face of the Calamity?
The surroundings grew chaotic with confusion.
“Quill—Quellière?!”
“Do… do you really need to say that much?! I mean, sure, the Calamity is absolutely vile, but…”
The comments came from Nell and Lucia respectively.
Others were also flustered and noisy, but I had no time to look at them.
The atmosphere suddenly shifted violently.
Finally, unable to hold back, the Calamity lunged forward first.
【Silence that mouth─!】
A torrent of demonic energy crashed toward me like a storm.
I tensed and reached into my bosom.
Before pulling it out, multiple figures surged ahead of me.
“D-Calamity, stop~!”
“You blasphemous creature! Shut that mouth of yours!”
Nell and Dewade, who had spent considerable time with me, were here.
So were Sigina and Lucia, whom I had reunited with, along with the forces of the Holy Kingdom.
Overall, it was a reliable combination.
That is, as long as the enemy wasn’t the Calamity.
The battlefield was engulfed in bloodshed, and Mahabharata was rampaging.
Thud-thud-thud─!
A tentacle lunged toward me, prompting me to summon my magic.
However, before I could act, a slash from the side severed the tentacle.
It was an astonishingly swift sword strike.
“Greetings, Quellière.”
The culprit was a man I had never seen before.
With striking green hair, he appeared to be part of the Imperial forces.
“This is our first formal meeting.”
“···?”
“Though I’m sure you’re aware of my existence, I am Harold Grypheon.”
I tilted my head in confusion.
While his help was appreciated, his words were cryptic.
“I heard your sharp rebuke… no, confession earlier. Calamity truly deserves such treatment. Only you could confront it in such a manner.”
“Well, I mean… that aside—”
“Yes, I know. More pressing matters await. This is an urgent situation. Allow me to assist, even if modestly.”
With that, he charged into the battlefield.
Whoever he was, he didn’t seem like the type to listen to others.
“······Who is he?”
Anyway, I needed to focus.
Slowly, I turned my head.
The ferocious calamity and the heroes confronting it came into view.
KRRRRRRRRRRNG──!
The battlefield raged with relentless bombardments and fierce combat.
It was a scene straight out of a mythical epic.
Everyone was fighting valiantly, managing to inflict small damages on the Calamity.
However, I frowned.
“······This won’t work.”
The outcome was obvious.
It was already a struggle against the Calamity, let alone Mahabharata, empowered by divine strength.
As expected, our lines were gradually being pushed back.
Slowly, yet inevitably.
To the point of no recovery.
“You damn Calamity! The problem is clearly you! I should’ve blamed you instead of the gods!”
“Something’s falling! Everyone, get back~!”
We were being forced into a corner, rendered helpless.
I let out a shallow sigh and contemplated within.
A book came to mind as I did so.
「The Apocalypse of Calamity」
It was the only weapon capable of opposing the Calamity.
This was our sole hope.
I then pulled out the artifact, “Talisman of Dawn,” from my belongings.
“This comes first.”
I had only two items to sacrifice as offerings.
Since the Ring of Lost Origins was far more precious, I decided to burn the talisman first.
As an offering, the talisman turned to dust and scattered.
And then,
─────!
A burst of light erupted.
Blinding flashes swept through the battlefield.
Although smaller in scale than in Disdel, the intensity of the light was still remarkable.
【······!】
A groan of pain echoed.
It was the rarely heard voice of the Calamity.
That’s when I realized something had gone wrong.
It had only achieved that much.
The artifact merely inflicted “considerable pain” on the creature.
“What, what’s going on?!”
“This light…!”
Soon, the creature recovered, and the others uncovered their eyes.
Everyone’s gazes shifted back and forth between me and the Calamity, who stared directly at me.
The creature seemed to be enduring just fine.
“······.”
This was bad.
At this rate, all I had done was provoke it.
Just as I touched the ring in preparation for its attack, the Calamity let out a roar, its grotesque eyes contorted.
【──!】
The earth trembled as if heaven and earth were being shaken.
It seemed enraged and intent on killing me.
I hurriedly prepared the Apocalypse, but the Calamity’s voice reverberated in my ears.
【Kahahaha!】
“······?”
Though the roar was wild, it felt different this time.
There was a mix of anger and amusement in its tone.
Its next words confirmed it.
【Indeed… not yet. Goddess, I shall claim your life when the time comes.】
With a maniacal laugh, the classic villain’s line, it departed.
Like the setting sun, it sank into the ground.
Peace arrived abruptly.
Everyone blinked in confusion, and so did I.
“······Huh.”
Releasing my grip on the ring, I pondered for a moment.
Had I missed something?
As I reflected, a plausible hypothesis came to mind.
“‘Not yet’… was that really the reason?”
The Calamity’s decision made it clear.
It was undeniably overestimating me.
My attitude and its previous defeat must be the reasons.
Perhaps the recent pain further reinforced that delusion, leading it to retreat for now.
“Whether this is fortunate or unfortunate.”
At least I survived for now.
Should I be glad about this?
As I let out a quiet sigh, a cheer erupted around me.
“Waah! Waaahhh!”
“We… we defeated the Calamity!”
Thunderous shouts of joy.
Both the Imperial Army and the Holy Kingdom’s forces joined together in celebration.
There was no hint of worry on their faces.
Well, their immediate joy was overwhelming, after all.
“Quellière!”
At that moment, Dewade approached me.
He exclaimed in a voice brimming with heat.
“I saw it! I saw that majestic light! Quellière’s victory—”
“Stop.”
It was still too soon to celebrate.
As usual, I cut off the praise and turned my head.
Suddenly, I locked eyes with someone.
“Your Highness! Are you alright? Let me assist you!”
“No… no need. I am fine.”
It was Crown Prince Artan, staring at me as if entranced.
His staggering figure was in complete disarray, clearly a result of his insistence on standing at the forefront.
“…That’s right.”
I had forgotten about him.
I began walking toward him.
“Did you hear what the Calamity said? It definitely mentioned a goddess…”
“I-I heard it too. And it seemed to promise a future encounter… does this mean its grudge runs that deep?”
“…It must. Perhaps it has continued since before the Empire’s founding.”
The Calamity didn’t leave quietly.
It vanished after igniting a troublesome ember.
Though it was all a misunderstanding, the soldiers whispered among themselves, sharing astonishing revelations.
It was too late to stop them now.
I feigned composure, keeping my steps steady.
“…”
The closer I got, the more Artan’s pupils widened.
No one stopped me as I approached the Crown Prince.
Instead, they stepped aside as if clearing the way.
Eventually, I stopped in front of him.
Before he could utter a word, I spoke.
“Who are you?”
My tone was much sharper than I intended.
Of course, it wasn’t surprising to him.
“Uh… Pardon?”
Yet, it seemed surprising to him.
Artan was visibly flustered.
I continued.
“What are you doing here?”
“…I resolved to subjugate the Burial Grounds. That’s why I led this expedition—”
“Who doesn’t know that? You’re still as foolish as ever.”
He flinched, and internally, so did I.
I only meant to point out his flaws.
“Then what are you…?”
He accepted my cutting remarks naively, even as blood flowed from his battle wounds, his attention focused solely on my words.
“Didn’t you say you wouldn’t disappoint me?”
“…! You remembered.”
“And yet you nearly died here? Is this the sincerity you spoke of?”
We were still at the outskirts of the Burial Grounds.
If the leader were to die here, it would greatly demoralize the troops.
Not that it was my only reason… I’m not that cold-hearted.
“…That’s…”
Artan lowered his head, clearly ashamed.
My words had been harsh, but I was merely asking why he was so helplessly defeated.
I had planned to scold him for his carelessness and offer some light encouragement, but I had failed spectacularly.
“How pathetic.”
So, I pressed on.
The Crown Prince’s spirit sank even further.
At this point, I felt the need to offer some encouragement.
With the decisive battle ahead, I needed him to put in his best effort.
I also felt a bit of gratitude for how far he had come.
“Lift your head.”
“Excuse me?”
“Look this way.”
I scanned his entire body.
After identifying the most noticeable wounds, I brought my hand to his cheek.
“…!”
Artan flinched.
I used ‘Healing’ and spoke coldly.
“Stay still.”
The wound was not minor, and I needed to focus more carefully.
My touch swept across his skin.
He could only move his lips slightly, unable to budge an inch.
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A considerable amount of mana had been consumed before the treatment was finished.
The injury was significant but not overly severe.
Artan remained in an awkward stance the entire time.
“That’s enough. Now go.”
I bluntly spoke and withdrew my hand.
Gratitude was gratitude, but I didn’t want to linger too long near a man.
Artan carefully stepped back.
“T-thank you.”
He still seemed bewildered as he caressed the scar on his skin. Watching his trembling hands, I spoke.
“You did well coming this far.”
A moderate compliment.
Judging by his wide eyes, it was an entirely unexpected remark.
“······What?!”
Why such a reaction?
I wasn’t that stingy with praise.
He stammered as if to clarify his disbelief.
“I think I misheard.”
“······.”
“No way, you said something like that······.”
I understood what kind of image he had of me.
Disregarding it, I concluded the conversation.
“Just don’t die.”
With that, I turned my back.
A desperate voice called out behind me.
“W-wait a moment! Quellière—”
“Wait.”
A chilling voice interjected at that moment.
When I turned around, black armor blocked Artan’s path.
“You’re that Black Knight······.”
“You and I need to have a word.”
“What? What does that mean—”
Chandrafail obstructed his way without any room for negotiation.
It seemed he had already recovered a fair amount of strength.
Was he helping me, or did he genuinely have something to say?
Considering it was the Black Knight, I couldn’t be sure.
“······Regardless, it’s helpful.”
It made slipping away a little easier.
I passed through the murmuring coalition forces and headed towards where Nell was.
Other companions had gathered there as well.
Everyone seemed exhausted from the fierce battle with the Calamity.
“Good job.”
I offered words of encouragement first.
Nell, who looked noticeably pale, responded.
“Ah, ah······ Quellière. You too.”
“You look exhausted.”
“What?! No way! It’s nothing. I’m totally fine.”
She raised the corners of her mouth in a sly grin.
I smiled faintly in return.
It seemed there was no need to worry.
“But, Quellière.”
“Yes?”
Lowering the corners of her mouth, Nell asked.
“Did the Calamity escape? Where do you think it went?”
“······Well. Probably further into where the Obelisk is.”
That thing could cross through the maze as it pleased.
The final battle was far from over.
It was a moment where I steadied my resolve again.
“Truly, a remarkable display of power.”
A deep voice cut in.
It was a voice I had heard before, and as expected, the culprit was the man with green hair.
“Even as someone who considers himself a minor hero, I was pathetically terrified. But you are different. That strike that made even the Calamity tremble······.”
Genuine admiration and praise.
If I remembered correctly, his name was Harold Grypheon.
Suddenly, a thought crossed my mind.
“······?”
In the urgency of the previous situation, I hadn’t noticed, but this man’s green hair.
It triggered a memory.
And the surname “Grypheon.”
The clues all pointed to Bulizé.
“You.”
I decided to ask directly.
“And, uh······ yes. What is it?”
“Are you perhaps Bulizé’s older brother?”
“!”
Harold flinched in surprise and responded.
“How do you know that······! Don’t tell me you’ve met my sister?”
It was practically a confirmation.
The resemblance made sense now.
I nodded.
“Yes. I met her in the capital. She came to find me.”
“So, you visited the Empire. By the way, what did she talk about… She didn’t act rudely, did she?”
A slight nervousness appeared on his face.
I thought he was a calm person, but he had this side too.
“She didn’t.”
I briefly recounted my meeting with Bulizé.
As her family, he had the right to know.
She had asked me many questions but also provided important information.
Harold sighed in relief.
“······I see. That’s a relief.”
The siblings’ personalities were rather pleasant.
Was it a family that valued etiquette?
Harold exhaled deeply and then looked up at the ceiling.
The sky of the maze, faintly visible above.
Returning to reality, his face stiffened slightly.
“But what is this maze? Could it possibly be the work of the Calamity?”
“It is.”
“······What?”
“A magical anomaly, the Landfill Maze. It’s caused by divine power, and that creature must have manipulated it.”
I answered his muttered words.
Harold’s eyes widened as he spoke.
“A magical anomaly! I’ve heard of it. It’s said to occur rarely in very specific environments—”
“Here, it’s commonplace.”
“Such······ No, more importantly. Quellière, do you know how to escape this maze?!”
He lit up with hope as if he had spotted a lifeline.
The escape method for the maze.
I, too, fell into thought.
“I do know.”
To escape this place, that is, to destroy the phenomenon, a “key” was needed.
However, the key would constantly be moved.
Finding it in this vast expanse would take considerable effort.
Just as I was about to explain that, Sigina cheerfully exclaimed.
“Everyone, quiet~! I hear something!”
She placed her finger on her lips and twitched her ears.
At this point, I knew what her reaction meant.
“A sound?”
“Over there! Someone’s coming!”
All attention shifted in that direction.
As expected, Sigina’s ears were never wrong.
Soon, two figures appeared from the distance.
“······Huh?”
They were familiar faces.
A tall woman with silver hair flowing down and a slender girl—Mishra and Paile.
The two waved their hands as they saw us.
Though I was glad, I couldn’t greet them the same way.
“······!”
My gaze was suddenly drawn to Paile’s arms.
I saw something squirming there.
My eyes widened in surprise.
*
······A while ago, somewhere in the maze before the Calamity appeared.
Mishra realized something strange had happened.
“Is this magic? Quellière is······.”
Though she felt uneasy, she wasn’t afraid.
For someone who had lived for thousands of years, fear was a faint and insignificant emotion.
Rather, the desire to find her master quickly was far stronger.
“Ahh, whoa! Suddenly, everything around us······!”
She wanted to run off immediately but couldn’t.
A whining voice sounded next to her.
“Sister! Sister Quellière! Mister, too······! Where is everyone?”
The small, delicate creature was part of her group.
Paile, terrified by the bizarre phenomenon, whimpered as Mishra looked at her, momentarily flustered.
“Hold on! Don’t cry!”
“Sniff······ Ah. Dragon sister······.”
“Indeed, I am here! Calm down and stop crying!”
It seemed effective as she improved slightly.
In that moment, Mishra took the lead.
“For now, let’s move!”
Walking might change their mood.
And her urgency to reunite with the group was mixed in as well.
“Y-yes!”
The girl energetically answered and followed close behind.
The two of them walked through the maze-like interior, avoiding obstacles and dead ends.
During their journey, an ominous growl reached their ears.
Kueeek······.
It was an unsettling sound.
Mishra changed direction.
“Let’s head over there.”
They were in a situation where they didn’t know how many enemies might be present.
Mishra had to consider the girl’s safety.
She carefully avoided the eerie cries and ominous auras that occasionally loomed.
“Umm.”
Even the smallest threats were avoided.
It was her first time playing the role of a caretaker, so she was overly protective.
Nevertheless, she meticulously searched every safe corner to find her companions.
Her actions were different from anyone else in the maze, and perhaps due to this peculiarity—
She discovered something crawling at the edge.
“······Huh?”
“Oh?”
The two of them blinked.
Something digging into the dirt in the corner.
It had a flat, oval-shaped body with a yellow-brown sheen—it was an insect.
“It looks like a bug. What kind of bug is it?”
“I do not know. This is the first time I have seen such a creature.”
The bug was quite large.
It also had a striking feature that distinguished it from other creatures.
“Is that a jewel?”
On one side of its plate-like head, it carried something that sparkled like a diamond.
It didn’t seem to be part of the insect’s body.
“What a peculiar bug. Where did it find such a thing?”
The girl and Mishra tilted their heads.
It was a creature neither had seen before. It seemed harmless and was fascinating enough to keep their attention.
Although they didn’t know it, this was a “Muse,” a lifeform native to the Landfill Maze.
“What are you doing there?”
Mishra muttered as she approached.
Startled, the Muse hastily dug into the ground.
Rumble, rumble!
The ground shook violently.
Right after startling the two, the creature moved at an astonishing speed.
The occasional bulges in the ground barely traced its path.
“Let’s chase it!”
Paile exclaimed.
Her earlier gloom was gone, and her eyes sparkled with energy.
“Chase it? And for what purpose······.”
“It has a jewel! It looked super valuable!”
That was her sole reason.
Whether it was a diamond or not, it looked incredibly expensive—a sentiment fueled by the survival instincts of a girl who had grown up as an orphan.
The fact that it seemed less threatening than a monster also played a role.
“There it is! Over there, sister!”
“Got it—”
Rumble, rumble!
Mishra and Paile gave chase.
But no matter how hard they pursued, they couldn’t catch it.
“You little thing! You won’t escape this time······.”
Crash!
Even Mishra, the Dragon Lord, failed to catch it.
The Muse was incredibly specialized for escape and was in its home terrain, but there was another decisive reason.
“This insolent creature! Are you mocking me?”
Her pride had been wounded, and though she failed repeatedly without understanding why, she eventually noticed something.
“Whenever I approach, it scurries away······ Wait?”
She realized that the bug only ran when she drew near.
Looking closely, it seemed to allow Paile’s approach much more easily.
“Hmm?”
Why was that?
Was the bug discriminating against species?
It was something worth testing, and Paile nodded at Mishra’s suggestion.
“Hey, little bug~ It’s okay.”
The girl reassured it as she cautiously stepped closer.
Step by step—lightly and gently—
“I’m not a bad person. Stay still. Just stay still······ Oh?”
Nothing happened as her hand touched the bug’s back.
It was smooth and simple.
So easy that the two of them tilted their heads in confusion.
“······This bug. You truly discriminate based on species. You little seed of calamity—”
Mishra was muttering in frustration when—
Rumble, rumble, rumble!
A tremendous roar shook the ground.
Unlike the Muse’s tunneling, this was a genuine catastrophe.
“!”
The two of them instantly sensed it.
Something was unfolding over there.
Mishra shouted as she dashed forward.
“Follow me!”
“Y-yes!”
Paile hesitated briefly before cradling the bug in her arms.
As someone born in the slums, she had no reservations about it.
In fact, she even found it a little cute and quickly trotted after Mishra.
*
“So that’s what happened.”
“I see.”
We listened to the two newcomers explain their circumstances.
They had wandered the maze before following the sounds to find us.
I looked at Paile, who had brightened considerably upon reuniting with us—or rather, I focused on what she was holding in her arms.
“······The Landfill Bug, Muse.”
It was as grotesque as I had seen in the illustrations.
However, we were lucky.
This creature was the key to the maze.
“You asked about the escape method, right? That’s it.”
I revealed the truth.
Nell and Harold, standing beside her, were startled.
“What?!”
“That bug?!”
“Yes. That creature is called a Muse, a native lifeform.”
Ignoring their shock, I continued the explanation.
Everyone marveled at the surprising information and at me for knowing it.
The Muse is born alongside the maze’s creation.
There are likely a few others, but there was no need to search for them.
This one had the “core.”
“Core?”
“In simple terms, it serves as the nucleus of the illusionary barrier. It’s the core of the maze.”
I answered Nell’s question.
To be precise, it was a remnant of divine power.
Both mazes and barriers needed something to sustain their magical phenomena.
“Destroy that, and the maze will vanish.”
I gazed at the gem-like core and approached the Muse.
Stopping just short to avoid provoking it.
The Muse was highly sensitive to “mana.”
If I got too close while emitting mana, it would flee.
“Stay right there.”
I instructed Paile while activating my mana.
Although the Muse’s agility was extraordinary, it was extremely weak to cold, so this would be easy.
Saaah—
As my breath carried a frosty chill, Paile reacted.
“Uh, sister, are you going to kill Sparkle?”
Her expression was slightly uneasy.
I felt puzzled.
“Sparkle?”
“Because its head sparkles. That’s the name I gave it… But that’s not the point. Are you really going to kill it?”
She tilted her head and asked.
I was momentarily taken aback but nodded.
“Yes, I have to.”
“Can’t you spare it?”
“······What?”
It was possible, of course.
But her unexpected request left me momentarily at a loss for words.
“Why?”
“Because it’s pitiful. It hasn’t done anything wrong.”
“······.”
She had a point.
Still, it wasn’t common to speak so empathetically about a bug.
Paile’s words didn’t stop there, and what she said next was even more shocking.
“And it’s cute!”
“······What?”
“Plus, it listens to me so well. It’s clearly my destined companion! I’ll take good care of it!”
Her expressions were so sincere and pure.
I was mildly astonished.
It had been a long time since I’d been this surprised.
“······!”
Even the others around us seemed to feel a chill, their mouths hanging open.
It was understandable.
Calling a multi-legged bug cute was hard to process.
“······I see.”
In any case, I had no reason to oppose her.
All I needed to do was destroy the core.
“Do as you wish.”
“Sister! Thank y—”
“But.”
Saaah—!
My frosty breath extended and froze the Muse.
It tried to flee in a panic, but it couldn’t escape me.
I strode forward confidently and reached out my hand.
“I’ll take this.”
I grasped the core with my mana-infused hand.
That was it.
I stepped back and released the freezing spell.
Kiiing······.
The Muse, regaining its senses, burrowed into Paile’s arms.
The girl soothed it.
“It’s okay, Sparkle. Nothing happened.”
“······Hmm.”
It was a truly peculiar sight.
In any case, with the key in hand, it was time to leave the maze.
I looked around at the crowd.
Hundreds of pairs of eyes, at least.
All of them were fixed on me as I made my declaration.
“The maze will now be destroyed.”
“······!”
The Landfill Maze, which had abruptly manifested and caused so much trouble.
Hearing it would vanish, the soldiers murmured among themselves.
However, no one voiced objections.
“When the maze is lifted, everyone dragged here will return to the place they were before—humans and monsters alike.”
That’s why I had stepped forward.
Before we were separated, I needed to address everyone gathered here.
A cold but firm voice escaped my lips.
“Don’t give up. No matter how powerful the Calamity may be.”
It was a general call to stay strong.
After witnessing the overwhelming power of the Calamity, despair could easily take hold.
At times like this, even an exaggerated reputation could be useful.
“You are doing well.”
However, the reaction was more intense than I expected.
Artan and Harold seemed deeply moved.
From the five companions nodding solemnly to Sigina and Lucia—soldiers from both the Empire and the Holy Church.
They all stared at me with eyes that carried an overwhelming burden.
“······Ohhh!”
“Lady Quellière······!”
The fervor spread like wildfire.
Feeling something might explode, I acted instinctively.
Crunch!
I crushed the core in my hand.
It broke more easily than expected, and its fragments scattered like sand.
At the same time—
Crack—!
A sound, as if glass were shattering, echoed as a white light flooded the world.
Everyone’s eyes shut instinctively.
Flash!
The last thing I saw was the ruined chamber.
As consciousness was pulled away, my body floated, drifted aimlessly, and eventually settled once more.
“······.”
When my closed eyes reopened—
The maze was gone without a trace.
We had returned to a part of the Landfill.
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I returned.
To the place where I was first before being dragged into the maze.
The allied forces all realized this fact.
“Ba-back! We’ve returned!”
“We’ve escaped the maze!”
Those who regained their senses cheered joyfully.
Artan quietly watched them with a somewhat dazed expression.
At that moment, Hiloze came running, shouting.
“Your Highness! Are you unharmed?”
Behind him, the scattered Royal Guard reassembled.
Having been separated from their liege, the Crown Prince, their expressions were filled with urgency.
“Your Highness? Your Highness!”
“…”
But Artan gave no answer.
Lost in thought, he seemed dazed, but as the calls resounded once more, he regained his composure.
Looking around once again, he murmured.
“Ah.”
Then he hurriedly gave orders.
“Hiloze. Begin accounting for our forces immediately!”
“Pardon?”
“The damage inflicted in the maze is no small matter. Also, everyone was acting separately. Lead the Royal Guard and assess the condition of our troops!”
The calamity attacked the allied forces with unimaginable stratagems. Its grandeur was beyond estimation.
At the Crown Prince’s commanding orders, Hiloze bowed deeply.
“Yes! Carry out His Highness’s orders!”
“Assess the damages!”
Tat-tat-tat—
Watching them dash off, Artan turned his head again.
Unfinished thoughts came to mind.
“The Black Calamity…”
He recalled the harrowing battle.
A disaster that emanated a sense of dread so intense it seemed to twist all five senses, and yet that was only a fraction of it.
The black meteorite.
Witnessing the miracle that devastated entire armies, he understood why the magical domain remained unconquered.
“If Quellière hadn’t come, we’d have been dead for sure.”
At that time, despair loomed, but salvation existed.
Quellière. A celestial being who opposed, perhaps loathed, the calamity.
She had come with formidable figures who appeared to be her personal guard.
Heroes—a term befitting them.
Led by her, they repelled the calamity once again with what could only be described as an “unknown miracle.”
“…Ah.”
Suddenly, a scene flashed through his mind.
The ravaged gathering place after the bloody battle.
Her hands treating his wounds while reproaching him. Her hand brushing against his cheek.
Though her hands and sharp words were as cold as ice, they somehow felt so warm…
“Ahem.”
Now was not the time for this.
Artan shook his head and shifted his thoughts. The fight against the calamity was not yet over.
No, it was only beginning.
Finally, he had glimpsed its true power.
“—Do not give up. No matter how strong the calamity is.”
Before returning, Quellière’s words.
She understood their hearts, saw through them, and offered words of encouragement.
“…”
In truth, he had been shaken, just a little, by the calamity’s overwhelming might. Wondering if it could truly be defeated.
That sentiment lingered even now but had changed somewhat.
Because she was there.
And because they knew she was watching over them.
“—You are doing well.”
That fact provided strength beyond words. Of course, the calamity was not dead.
Even Quellière had failed to obliterate it.
“That is how formidable an opponent it is… However.”
In that case, they just needed to try harder.
Not giving up, but striving. Not despair and hopelessness, but determination and resolve.
To no longer be helplessly overpowered as before, and also…
“…To be able to assist her.”
Artan smiled brightly for the first time in a long while.
And once again, he renewed his resolve.
*
Similar sentiments spread throughout the allied forces.
It was not only Artan; the flame of determination ignited in the hearts of all who witnessed Quellière.
“She was truly stunning. If only I could see that unmatched beauty once more…”
“Bah! Snap out of it! She is a person beyond your gaze.”
Every aspect of her became the subject of admiration.
“Did you hear her words? The last words she spoke before we returned?”
“Of course, I heard! That such a person would offer us encouragement… I’ll never forget today.”
It was a moment when their lives flickered like candlelight, and they were psychologically cornered.
While their entire nervous system was overwhelmed, they witnessed a mythical battle and heard the voice of an absolute being.
They were filled with the illusion that they had become figures from legend.
And so, even in the heart of this magical domain, they were able to summon forth courage and resolve.
“We’re doing well! That’s what she said!”
“Come on, let’s really become heroes this time!”
Waaaah…
For a while, the fervent cheers showed no sign of stopping.
Meanwhile, in a corner of the Church forces’ camp.
Lucia and Sigina were also shouting at the sky, albeit in a different tone.
“Quellière-niiiiim…!”
“Uwaaah! Miss Quelli! How long has it been since we reunited, and now we’re parting again~!”
Sigina lamented, while Lucia wore an expression resembling Munch’s “The Scream.”
Already, there was no trace of Quellière’s presence.
Though they saw her after a long time, she was as cold, strong, and beautiful as ever.
As they regained a bit of composure, Sigina muttered as if it were only natural.
“…Miss Quelli is just Miss Quelli~.”
“Ahh… we’ll see her again soon, right?”
Lucia clasped her hands together, praying with hope.
From the Empire’s troops to the Church’s liberation forces.
The groups that had been in a frenzy finally completed their personnel assessments and restored their camps before setting off.
Bwooooo—!
Their destination was the depths of the landfill.
The advance continued until the calamity was driven out.
*
Near the Obelisk of the Extreme West.
Amid the swirling chaos, a black and sticky malice like tar festered.
The continent called it the Black Calamity.
Mahabharata stirred restlessly, radiating an aura of savagery and brutality.
─────!
It was an expression of rage.
The clash in the maze. It had been an opportunity to deal with those insects swarming like vermin, and everything had been going smoothly.
But he had failed.
The root cause was once again that detestable Absolute Being.
【…Goddess Quellière.】
In the maze’s shared space, at that battlefield.
Whatever means she employed, he felt an intense, searing pain. Quellière had seemed remarkably composed.
At the time, the calamity recalled its defeat at the Church and judged that it was not yet time for a full-scale battle.
Thus, he had retreated, vowing to fight another day.
【This marks my second defeat.】
Mahabharata’s inner self sank into a subdued calm.
He had never suffered such humiliation before.
Since his creation, he had been the embodiment of terror.
【…】
But at this point, he grew curious.
What exactly did that goddess desire?
Surely, all the gods had departed. So why had she returned alone?
And why did she stand against him?
It was the first time he had paid such attention to a single being.
【Strange and peculiar.】
Of course, it was only natural.
If she were absent—if Quellière were to disappear—his victory would be assured.
That’s why he had to find out.
About her.
Rumble, rumble, rumble—
At that moment, a resounding noise echoed.
The divine ruins quivered. Yet Mahabharata remained unfazed.
It was a tremor caused by his interference.
Rrrrrumble—!
The calamity had been tampering with the Obelisk.
It was all to achieve a phenomenon that bordered on the miraculous—something impossible by ordinary means.
【Goddess, wait for me.】
By carefully leveraging the absorbed divine power, he could manipulate the Obelisk.
Of course, some minor side effects would have to be endured.
Regardless, with this, it could be achieved.
Connecting to the goddess’s “World of Thoughts.”
【I shall peer into you.】
To uncover what she was hiding, her true intentions, and her ultimate purpose.
Then, a path would become clear.
But before that.
Kwoooaaah—!
At the calamity’s signal, the landfill’s monsters let out a great roar. Even now, the humans’ advance continued.
The war was already in full swing.
【For dealing with insects and vermin, these should suffice.】
There should at least be some obstacles to hinder them.
Watching as the monsters surged forth, Mahabharata gazed into the distance.
*
The dry desert wind scattered my long hair. The wind in the landfill was still scorching, and the parched earth felt oppressive.
“We’ve returned.”
When I muttered that, everyone nodded in agreement. There was no sign of confusion among them.
“Hmm.”
I nodded along as well.
I had grown more than accustomed to this by now.
“Quellière.”
“Yes?”
When Chandrafail spoke, I turned to look.
He had almost fully recovered from his injuries and now carried himself with relaxed confidence.
“Has the calamity gone deeper inside?”
“Most likely.”
Because that’s where the Obelisk is.
A divine relic imbued with vast divine power.
The portion that the calamity could manipulate was extremely limited, but even that was an unimaginably powerful weapon.
“Then the direction is set.”
“Indeed.”
At that, Chandrafail turned his gaze forward.
He seemed curious about the calamity’s base and our destination.
“We won’t get trapped in another maze, will we?”
This time, Nell asked.
Unlike the Black Knight, her question had a tone of genuine concern, and it was valid. Restrictions on movement were cumbersome and bothersome.
I answered casually.
“Magical anomalies can happen at any time.”
The landfill was just that distorted a place.
A land where the evil god was buried. On top of it lay countless deaths, and the accumulated hatred and sorrow created this foundation.
Nell pressed her lips together tightly.
“That can’t be—”
“But you don’t need to worry about the landfill maze. The same anomaly won’t occur consecutively.”
“…Oh? R-really? Whew.”
Thank goodness…
She sighed in relief, patting her chest.
At that moment, another voice interjected.
“Well, that’s a relief.”
“…?”
It was Mishra, standing idly by.
When Nell and I stared at her, she rolled her eyes and continued awkwardly.
“I just don’t want to fall again. Babysitting is harder than I thought.”
“…Indeed.”
It truly was an ill-suited task for the noble Dragon Lord.
I glanced at the girl she had been looking after.
Paile stood beside the Black Knight with a bright expression—a rare sight for someone as timid as her.
“Hehe…”
To be smiling here, of all places, in the magical domain.
There must have been a specific reason. More precisely, it was in her arms.
A small, ochre-colored insect wriggled within the cramped space.
“Sparkle~ Don’t squirm too much… Good boy~”
The landfill bug, Muse.
For such a sensitive creature, it was strangely attached to Paile.
Perhaps it was because she was the only one around with no magical power.
“Hehe… It’s so cute.”
“…”
The girl genuinely seemed to find Muse adorable.
She even gave it a name, which said it all. “Sparkle” was, admittedly, a cute name.
Now that the creature’s lump had disappeared, the name had become rather strange.
“Well, as long as she’s happy.”
Her tastes were unusual, but they deserved respect…
Flap—
A sudden sound broke my train of thought.
I looked up at the sky.
“…Hmm?”
In the sunset-colored sky was a bird.
More precisely, it was a “Blood Raven,” a sinister beast of the landfill, covered entirely in ominous red.
It was a foreboding creature I recognized from memory.
Flap, flap—
The bird circled the sky as if orbiting.
Its red eyes seemed to pierce into me.
As I silently observed it, Dewade stepped forward, his armor clanking.
“Lady Quellière. Shall we set off?”
“Set off?”
“Yes. The decisive battle is not far away now. I will lead the way.”
It was indeed time to move.
He took a heavy step forward, and we followed, pushing deeper into the oppressive desert winds.
The journey was smooth, but it was far from peaceful.
Screech—!
Monsters constantly attacked us.
A variety of beasts, creatures, and aberrations.
All of them were repelled by my companions, but their chaotic, frenzied assaults seemed suspicious.
Thwack! Crunch—
It was as if there was someone commanding them.
It must have been the calamity.
“Something about this feels more cautious.”
Two defeats would naturally lead to that.
Though the outcome had been a stroke of luck, if it had made the calamity anxious, that was a good thing.
Several more battles ensued.
This was due to the endlessly approaching monsters, though they were defeated without much difficulty.
Crack—!
Then, at some point, I saw something strange.
“…!”
Living plants.
Fluttering butterflies, towering brown trees, and most strikingly, greenery on the ground that defied the desolation of the landfill.
Overall, it was a scene that evoked spring.
My eyes widened momentarily, and my companions were equally startled.
“Is there really a place like this in the landfill?”
“Could this even be possible?”
I shared their doubts for a moment.
But understanding soon followed, and I spoke up.
“…Coexistence of the seasons. It’s one of the magical anomalies.”
“Coexistence of the seasons…?”
“Yes.”
The theme here was probably “spring.”
The reason it appeared spring-like was simple: it literally was spring. That part of the space operated as if carved out separately.
It was a magical phenomenon, but there was no need to dwell on it.
“It’s not dangerous. And it’s been so hot—this is convenient. Let’s take a short break here.”
“Understood!”
We set down our—well, what little we had to carry—and stepped into the spring greenery.
Although there was still some energy left in us, we had been fighting battles in succession.
Proper rest was necessary.
Flap, flap—!
Proper rest… though it was necessary.
An irritating noise pierced the air. It seemed everyone heard it as we all looked skyward.
Caw, caw!
The flapping wings and distinctive cries of a bird.
The culprit was a blood-red raven circling above. It was the same creature that had been lingering around earlier.
It was clearly orbiting me.
“…Hmm.”
It was indeed unpleasant.
The way its eyes gleamed, as if observing me, felt deeply ominous.
I tried to ignore it, but—
“This is bothersome.”
Its persistence conveyed a single truth.
Whoever had sent it was obvious.
At my muttering, Dewade reacted sharply.
“Is something wrong, my lady? You seem uneasy.”
“It’s just… someone is spying on me.”
At my words, he turned his gaze to the sky.
The Blood Raven continued its eerie cries.
“That monster! Let me deal with it!”
“No, that’s fine.”
I curtly dismissed the offer and summoned my magic.
If it was targeting me, there was no need to involve anyone else.
“I should handle this myself.”
The white magic swiftly formed into a snowball.
I used to be good at throwing rocks in the old days.
Holding it in my hand, I aimed at the creature.
Then, I hurled it like a shot put.
Woosh—!
It was a recreation of my old stone-skipping skills.
The Blood Raven attempted to dodge, but it was futile.
Thwack! Screech—
The direct hit sent the creature plummeting.
I caught the falling bird and gripped it tightly.
Its glossy red eyes were filled with desire.
I glared beyond it, imagining the presence behind the bird, and muttered a name with venom.
“Mahabharata.”
Had my emotions slipped through unintentionally?
My tone was cold, like frost in midsummer.
“Am I that much of a concern to you? But you really should know your limits.”
Perhaps sensing its impending death, the raven’s body trembled violently. However, its eyes remained unnaturally calm, as if detached.
The dissonance made me smirk coldly as I unleashed a sharp remark.
“Stop spying on me.”
Then—crack.
I crushed the Blood Raven.
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Quellière continued to move forward with her companions.
But Mahabharata could not see it.
His vision was blocked at the same moment she gestured.
Crunch-!
A blood raven fell, and the connection through the snow was severed.
It returned to the depths of the landfill.
【Noticed, did she.】
The calamity muttered softly.
He wasn’t particularly disappointed.
After all, he hadn’t expected her to remain unaware.
It was merely for brief observation and… a bit of time-wasting.
His purpose had been achieved.
【It is ready.】
Rumble─!
The obelisk trembled.
The divine energy swirling at the periphery writhed ominously. Through this source of power, a miracle would manifest.
Shaaah!
As the calamity extended its tendrils, the vibration turned into a violent convulsion.
Rumble-rumble-rumble──!
【What you must understand is my will…】
The connection to the world of thoughts.
That immense sorcery had finally been completed.
In no time, the miracle manifested.
Flaaash─!
An intense beam of divine energy exploded, and shockwaves roared outward.
It unleashed a destructive force throughout the landfill.
The will of the floating calamity shifted to another place…
…
How much time had passed?
Everything was white. No, it was beyond white—it was transparent.
He had arrived in a world of no color.
A highly unusual place.
Soon, the calamity recalled what had transpired and understood.
【I see. This place is…】
Quellière’s world of thoughts, perhaps.
Indeed, this space was very fitting for her.
【Goddess, let us see what you are hiding.】
He utilized his amorphous form to wander here and there. Having suffered losses from this sorcery, he was determined to gain something in return.
As Mahabharata searched with resolve, suddenly,
He found something and stopped.
【…？】
A phenomenon shaped by divine power.
He had reached a realm that no ordinary means could ever breach.
It was not Quellière’s realm but rather…
…the true image of a human heart from Earth.
【Where am I?】
Before he knew it, the world had transformed into an alien form. Structures and furniture he had never seen before.
In front of a rectangular object sat a man.
“──.”
The man seemed to say something, but no voice came through.
His gaze was fixed on the “box” in front of him. Inside the box was an image that kept changing.
A curious sight.
Not knowing what it was, Mahabharata focused his attention on it.
Then, he was startled.
【…!】
He was there inside the box.
The “box”… no, the “screen” displayed the battle between the Black Calamity and the player.
Though the man’s expression remained indifferent, as if he had seen it countless times, the calamity couldn’t even bring himself to look at him.
Standing before the calamity on the screen was a woman.
Her silvery-blue hair billowing, she was all too familiar.
The goddess Quellière.
【How is this possible? Such a scene doesn’t exist in my memory…!】
Extreme confusion.
Even so, there was no time to contemplate.
Within what looked like a temple, two beings clashed.
The calamity tensed.
Or rather, he had no choice but to.
“──.”
The man still appeared bored, and the outcome explained why.
A dull and anticlimactic progression.
Mahabharata’s crushing defeat.
【…】
Clad in mystical equipment, Quellière was utterly overwhelming.
As he froze in place, the image in the world of thoughts showed no mercy.
Scenes and memories continued to play.
The figures of Quellière appeared in succession, along with unknown individuals sporadically showing up.
Amidst them, the calamity died over and over again.
It was utterly incomprehensible.
【…Unless it’s the goddess.】
How could these strange people he’d never seen before be capable of killing him?
A continuous string of shocks.
He was overwhelmed with astonishment but continued his thoughts.
【In the world of thoughts, no falsehood can exist. It relies solely on the subject’s experiences and senses… If that’s the case.】
All these stories and characters.
It meant they all existed, or perhaps they “once existed” or “would exist in the future.”
That was his reasoning.
If this hypothesis were correct.
【Does this mean I am fated to die…?】
Intense bewilderment was soon overwhelmed by raging fury.
Even in that storm of wrath, his rationality did not waver.
The calamity furrowed its nonexistent brow, deep in agony.
At that moment, he glanced at Quellière.
The Quellière on the screen. His gaze, which had been fixed on her, now turned to the silent man.
【…】
Now that he thought about it, who was this man?
Who was he to appear so prominently in Quellière’s mindscape, observing “countless worlds”?
…The calamity couldn’t even consider the possibility that she and the man were the same person.
Thus, his frantic thoughts spun into another hypothesis.
A much more plausible delusion.
【…Ah!】
A realization struck him, and his body trembled.
Yes, that’s what it was.
This had to be the answer.
In short, he had been deceived.
【The gods… They hadn’t abandoned this world.】
They weren’t planning to leave him to his own devices.
These scenes were proof.
Beings capable of easily defeating the calamity… Only gods could do so.
Quellière, the man in the room, everyone on the screen.
They were all gods of the Pantheon!
【Even gods couldn’t defeat me this easily… Then they must be prime deities. These countless worlds could be the past, the future, or possibilities of other dimensions.】
Once the idea took hold,
His mind began to race furiously.
【But if they were capable of this, why did they leave me unchecked? …Or rather, why did they pretend to leave? Perhaps they were constrained by some limitation…】
Though consumed by shock, the calamity was a transcendent being.
He quickly regained a sliver of composure.
In that strange calm, he reflected.
【…If that is my destiny. If the future determined by the gods holds only defeat for me—】
There was no more room to hesitate over means and methods.
Yes, he must go further than ever before.
He had to carve his own flesh and break his bones if necessary.
He couldn’t afford to fall helplessly here.
Even self-sacrifice would not be off the table.
【Gods! Your will shall never come to pass…!】
He had to wager everything on this war.
As soon as the world of thoughts shattered, the calamity acted immediately.
Cra-crack—!
He praised himself for peering into Quellière’s mindscape today.
If he hadn’t, he would have been defeated without knowing anything.
…Though it was all a misunderstanding.
*
Even after the blood raven was destroyed, the attacks of the monsters continued.
It was an enlightening experience to realize just how many diverse and grotesque monsters existed.
Thwack! Crack—!
Of course, nothing could stop our advance.
Aside from the passage of time, that is.
“It’s getting late,” Nell remarked, glancing up at the sky.
The night in the labyrinth came quickly, and darkness descended in an instant.
I looked at the dim surroundings and nodded.
“True. Let’s call it a night here.”
“You’re not planning to keep going?”
“The darkness is home ground for monsters and calamities. There’s no need to make things easier for them.”
No one objected.
We set up camp and prepared for the night.
Honestly, considering our team, camping seemed almost unnecessary.
Everyone except Paile could go several days without rest.
“…Well, it’s just a manner of speaking.”
No matter how capable they were, resting in the labyrinth was essential.
Each person behaved according to their disposition.
Chandrafail sat cross-legged, while Dewade stood upright, maintaining a four-way vigilance.
Though their postures differed, everyone, including those two, was prepared to leap into action at a moment’s notice.
I sat off to the side, lost in thought.
“We’re getting close to the depths now.”
We had been running non-stop up to this point.
The same was likely true for Artan’s side.
As I reviewed the bloodstained battles of the labyrinth, I fiddled with the ring on my finger.
The luminous Ring of Lost Origins.
“The Talisman of Dawn is already used up…”
This was the last remaining offering.
Destroying the calamity, the fate of this world and the player’s task.
Though I came here full of confidence, I couldn’t help but feel uneasy.
“Will this really be enough?”
The calamity had grown stronger than ever before.
What would I do once this was spent?
What if it still didn’t die?
Anxiety and worry made my head heat up.
“…Maybe I should get some air.”
I needed to cool down.
I dusted off my dirt-stained ceremonial robe and stood up.
Now that I thought about it, I’d been wearing this outfit for quite a while.
A costume based on a ceremonial robe, called the “Herald of the Blessed Deity.”
“Quellière.”
As I trudged away, Nell approached me.
With a curious expression, she asked,
“Where are you going?”
I casually pointed toward my destination.
A tall, ancient tree towered in that direction.
It was part of the anomaly known as the “Coexistence of Four Seasons,” with spring embodied in this area.
Such regions were scattered throughout the landfill.
“Ah.”
Understanding lit up Nell’s eyes.
She quickly trotted after me.
“I’ll come too! Let’s go together.”
“Sure, why not.”
There was no reason to refuse.
We walked along what barely passed as a path across the rough terrain.
The surroundings were barren, and the air was stifling, but the landfill at night was surprisingly tranquil.
It seemed better than during the day.
Did monsters sleep at night?
“…Of course not.”
Some did, but most became even more ferocious.
As I indulged in these idle thoughts for a moment, the crunch of foliage underfoot and a fresh breeze greeted us.
Spring arrived prematurely.
Though I didn’t feel particularly refreshed, Nell smiled brightly, enjoying herself.
“Wow! It feels so cool.”
“Doesn’t it?”
“Look! Butterflies, and there’s grass, too. It’s been a while since I’ve seen a proper landscape—it feels great.”
Not far from the campsite.
Even without starlight, it was oddly bright.
“Quellière, how about you?”
“I don’t mind it either.”
Sharing in her sentiments, I glanced at the scenery.
It reminded me of the springs I often saw long ago, in my modern human life.
For Quellière, though, it was a rare sight.
Most of her time had been spent in the snowfield, leaving no opportunity to enjoy the seasons.
Perhaps that’s why it felt a bit unfamiliar.
Should I start enjoying more of the world from now on?
Not yet—after everything is resolved.
“If this is a magical anomaly, all four seasons must be here, right? Personally, I prefer autumn over spring…”
The serene atmosphere continued.
The chirping of insects mixed with Nell’s chatter.
I closed my eyes, savoring the breeze and the sounds.
Then, suddenly.
When I opened my eyes, a shadow passed by.
“…Huh?”
I blinked.
For a brief moment, a massive shadow had covered the area.
Something had cast it.
But when I looked up at the sky, my blinking turned to confusion, and I froze.
“…”
Slowly, I turned my head to survey the surroundings.
Only darkness remained.
Before I knew it, the world had been swallowed by shadow.
Not just Nell—everything, including the spring scenery that had surrounded us moments ago, was gone without a trace.
A mysterious anomaly.
And the culprit was probably…
─────!
At that moment, a bizarre sound rang out.
A terrible noise, as if vocal cords were being torn apart.
Shortly after, a mist-like mass began to approach.
As the saying goes, speak of the tiger, and it appears.
“…Mahabharata.”
It was him.
*
The night in the wasteland.
Unlike Quellière’s group, composed entirely of monsters, the allied forces were thoroughly human and busily at work.
“Hurry up! Stop slacking off!”
“Yes, sir! My apologies!”
They pulled out rations and began cooking their evening rice.
Preparing sleeping quarters, setting up night watches, and handling various camp duties kept them bustling.
Even during all this, monster attacks continued.
“Don’t let a single one through!”
This was the order of Hiloze, the sub-commander.
The royal guards and soldiers responded in unison.
“Yes, sir!”
To sustain such a large army, rest was essential.
In a way, the night hours were even more critical than the day.
As they continued to defend themselves tirelessly.
─Flash!
A strange burst of light suddenly swept through the area.
A wave of energy rippled out, rolling across the field like a tide.
“What’s going on?”
Hiloze remained vigilant, but the anomaly lasted only a moment.
It quickly reverted as if it had all been a dream, leaving no signs of disturbance.
“…What was that?”
Had he seen wrong?
As he tilted his head in confusion, monsters charged at them.
“You damn beasts!”
With no choice, he dismissed the incident and resumed the battle.
Not long after, Hiloze and the royal guards erased the strange flash from their minds, dismissing it as one of the landfill’s many peculiarities.
…Meanwhile, Artan was dozing in his hastily assembled quarters.
His expression was peaceful.
Rumble─!
But when the wave passed through, his face twisted uneasily.
He began to dream.
A strange dream.
“…”
A world fittingly described as colorless or transparent.
Artan wandered aimlessly.
He walked and walked until he eventually realized something.
“…No. This isn’t a dream.”
It was an infinitely surreal world, but there was no doubt.
His realistic senses and instincts were sounding the alarm.
Of course, that didn’t mean it was reality either.
He furrowed his brows.
“What is this place?”
Unbeknownst to him, this was the result of the calamity scattering divine power while attempting to access the world of thoughts.
Because the obelisk had not been properly controlled, the residual divine power had spread like an echo.
A highly accidental phenomenon.
Unwitting victim, Artan, decided to act.
He needed to grasp the situation.
“Did someone, or some causality, draw me in? Or is this just a trap?”
Even amidst his confusion, his thoughts didn’t stop.
He was greatly perplexed, but curiosity also stirred within him.
What could possibly be waiting for him?
With a tense resolve, his body felt oddly lighter than usual as he explored the surroundings.
The world was not fixed.
The colorless world soon took on a stark white hue.
Shhhhh…
Snow began to fall.
It was a scene he had seen before.
“…”
Snowstorms accompanied by ice crystals raged around him.
He could feel the cold, which shouldn’t have been possible, and his feet sank deep into the ground.
The snow shouldn’t have accumulated yet.
When he looked down, he saw a pure white snowfield.
“When did this appear…?”
As he shook his head in disbelief, suddenly.
A sense of déjà vu washed over him.
This snowfield—he had definitely seen it somewhere before.
It wasn’t a mistaken impression.
When he raised his gaze, he saw it.
An eternal winter.
The vast snowfield and, for the first time, the Snow Castle.
His retinas were filled with astonishment.
“…!”
Artan’s eyes widened.
Though he had promised himself not to be startled by anything, he couldn’t hide his shock.
In front of the white castle stood a woman.
Quellière.
Clad in exotic white garments, she was someone far too familiar.
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Artan’s pupils swam.
No matter how many times he blinked, the figure before him did not disappear.
Of course, it wasn’t truly her.
This world itself wasn’t reality, so it had to be something else—perhaps a memory, for example.
Now, even he had come to understand this world to some extent.
“A representation of the past… at a certain point. Or is it just a temporary reflection?”
If it were merely an illusion, it couldn’t possibly feel this realistic.
But the question lingered.
Who, why, and how?
“Why are they showing me this scene?”
The answer wasn’t easily forthcoming.
After agonizing over it for a while, he came up with a plausible hypothesis.
The hint lay in the place where he was standing.
“Ah.”
This was a landfill.
And within the magical domain, there was one famous ruin.
The greatest structure on the surface—the Obelisk.
A divine relic brimming with the power of the source… And Quellière was the source itself.
It was already an established fact that the calamity had tampered with the relic. That might have caused an anomaly, spreading the power in an unintended direction.
The power of the source, capable of anything and impossible to predict how it would act.
Its remnants were now showing him the ‘recorded’ memories within the relic.
“That must be it. There’s no other possibility.”
Of course, he was mistaken.
This was, in fact, the result of the waves of divine power materializing the ” World of Thoughts of Quellière – Past Edition.”
Mahabharata’s mistake as it tried to read her psyche.
However, Artan, unaware of this truth, convinced himself of his theory.
He raised his gaze again.
“…Quellière.”
Thump—his heart skipped a beat.
Quellière was still there, seated in the snowfield.
In front of the lonely Snow Castle.
Squatting down and moving her hands.
Artan, calming himself, began analyzing her actions.
“What is she doing…?”
After a moment of observation, he tilted his head.
He couldn’t help it. Her repetitive hand movements made her look like she was playing.
An uncharacteristic behavior for her.
What could possibly be the profound meaning behind this action…
“Huh.”
And then, when he happened to glance around the vicinity of the castle.
Artan blinked.
Whiiiish…
The area was completely empty.
On the barren snowy field, only the cold wind howled, carrying thick snowflakes.
There were no spirits present either, making it vastly different from the current state of things.
“…There’s nothing. Why?”
He had seen spirits and giants in the snowfield himself.
Not only were they missing, but there wasn’t even the faintest trace of them.
The castle appeared freshly built, with no footprints yet covering its pristine surroundings.
Every detail of life around it.
It all belonged solely to Quellière.
“…”
It was desolate and barren.
It made her seem like a loner.
Yet, she didn’t seem to care.
───.
She merely sat there, touching the snow, shaping it into balls, and stacking them like sandcastles.
As though the silence and emptiness were natural, she played alone.
Artan’s gaze turned vacant.
A significant shock struck him.
“…W-what!”
The scene before him felt impossibly distant.
A figure almost resembling a pure child.
Seen in isolation, it wasn’t a bad portrayal, nor was it anything to be shocked by.
But since the figure in question was Quellière, anyone who witnessed this could only be utterly bewildered.
It was a metaphor he never thought would fit her.
Even his eyelids quivered as he watched in disbelief.
As he stared in his stunned state, Quellière brushed off her clothes and stood up.
“…”
She quietly looked around and extended her hand toward the distance.
He could tell from the gathering of magical energy what she was trying to do.
“A spell, is it?”
As if to confirm his assumption, a breath of power condensed in her palm. It soon began to flow out.
One of her techniques.
The cold breath didn’t last long, shrinking like a dwindling stream before dissipating.
This too was different from the present.
Under normal circumstances, it would have been much stronger than this.
Is this really inside the Obelisk’s records? If so, how many years ago was this?
At that moment, when only questions filled my heart.
Quellière, having finished her magic practice, entered the castle. Artan followed her.
Shaa-aa-ang—!
The wind was so strong that I wrapped my collar tighter.
It was cold inside the castle as well, so there was no need to undo it.
“Ooh… I can’t believe there’s such a place in the Snowfield.”
He marveled after entering the interior.
A beauty that could not be seen outside. It was not very human-friendly, but the architecture was extremely mystical and elegant.
“It’s a pity. It would have been better to see it in reality.”
Although I had collapsed before even reaching this place.
Seeing such a beautiful view, old memories resurfaced. He turned to the side, slightly excited.
And then he froze.
Quellière, who was curiously observing her surroundings.
She wore a similar expression to mine.
“…Why are you here?”
If this is your domain.
You must have seen the same scene countless times, thousands upon thousands of times.
Why do you look so amazed?
As if it’s the first time you’re seeing it.
She then began climbing a spiral staircase.
Artan followed her with a head that had rapidly cooled.
“There are so many rooms.”
Even as he glanced around, the castle seemed vast.
It surely had many facilities, but he couldn’t recognize them yet.
After reaching the upper levels, Quellière entered a room.
It was a clean and desolate room with hardly any decorations or furniture.
Shwaaaah…
She sat down in the center and gathered her magical power.
The clump of magic squirmed.
And then it stayed like that.
She focused with a serious expression.
“Is this something that takes a long time?”
Artan sat nearby.
Patience was not difficult for him.
In this endless, distant world, it was even easier.
One fact added to the equation.
Up until then, there was no one around her.
Not the mischievous snowflake spirit, nor the frost giant, nor the white silver dragon.
In the midst of all this emptiness, he was the only one there.
She might not even know her own existence right now, but wouldn’t it be less lonely if there were at least two instead of just one?
“Hmm…”
As he quietly watched her work, Artan pondered. Where was this place? Was he missing something?
Somehow, something seemed to flicker in the corner of his mind…
“Ah.”
After quite some time passed.
The clumped magic began to stir and take on a faint shape.
Chwaaah—!
From her hands, a life was born.
A snowflake spirit with thin arms and a pure white body, wriggling.
It was the same spirit he had seen before.
───
Quellière did not smile.
But her joy was evident.
The fact that it showed on the outside meant that her feelings were strong, which was a good thing, but Artan, instead of smiling, was horrified.
“…!”
It was because of a sudden realization.
The vague doubts he had about the timeline.
They were cleared up the moment he saw the spirit.
It unraveled.
Where this was.
No, when this was.
Yes, this was probably…
“…A distant past.”
It couldn’t simply be categorized as ‘long ago’; it was a far, far time.
A day from the ancient past.
A time when neither he nor the empire existed.
No, the continent itself must have been in a very different state.
Perhaps this was the day when the goddess herself first created the spirit.
It wasn’t a baseless theory.
Because everything made sense now.
“The strange and pure appearance of the world, the clumsy magic, the fact that there’s no one around…”
If her creation was not long ago.
It all makes sense.
Could there be a more plausible theory?
At least Artan didn’t think so.
His pupils, filled with strong conviction, trembled violently.
“······I don’t know how long you’ve existed, but it must be far beyond what I can fathom.”
I murmured in a tone filled with reverence and gazed at Quellière once more.
She was brushing away the playful Snow Spirit with a curt expression.
Even that amusing sight felt like a bittersweet nostalgia to me.
And so, my conviction grew stronger.
──But of course, it was an absurd misunderstanding.
Chronologically, it was eleven years ago.
That was when Quellière had just been transferred and was devoid of any particular thoughts.
Artan’s musings continued, unaware of this.
“Quellière. To think even she had a time like this······.”
Meanwhile, the days in the World of Thoughts passed steadily.
Quellière created spirits, honed her magic, and spent tranquil yet uneventful days.
Was it the peculiar nature of this world?
There was no anxiety evident in her faintly perceptible emotions.
“······.”
Her frosty expression lacked contempt or disgust.
There was no hatred, no fear.
Artan realized something else.
“A time before humanity’s original sin and calamities existed.”
Thus, there was no need for her to struggle or rage as she did now.
Although his emotions surged, causing him to bite his lip······.
Of course, this too was a misunderstanding.
When she had just been transferred, she had rashly judged this world to be identical to the Four Seasons War.
Believing that the continent’s dangers were a matter for a thousand years in the future, she had allowed herself to settle in complacency.
Naturally, to Artan, who didn’t know this, she seemed entirely different.
That leisurely demeanor and indifferent face were unlike anything he had seen before.
“Back then, was Quellière······ this peaceful?”
He clenched his fists tightly.
He ground his teeth as he swallowed the guilt, the inexplicable anger, and the complex emotions.
For some reason, his vision blurred.
Amidst that haze, it felt as though his consciousness was being drawn away, the world growing distant.
It was nearly time for him to leave.
Sensing this instinctively, Artan looked at Quellière one last time.
He etched that serene face into his memory.
From that day on, he made another vow.
“······I will succeed, no matter what.”
He vowed as he muttered under his breath.
The Burial Grounds conquest.
That absurd, audacious feat—I will achieve it.
I will eradicate the calamity and return her to her peaceful days.
“Yes······.”
Because that’s the best I can do.
Even after the World of Thoughts crumbled, his firm resolve did not waver.
*
A world of nothing but darkness.
Suddenly pulled into that place, I came face-to-face with Mahabharata.
I tensed up involuntarily.
“What’s going on······.”
A writhing mass of crimson-black grudges.
The vast cluster, the ceaselessly wriggling currents, the veils.
Everything was overwhelmingly intense.
More striking than its power was the aura stirring on the other side.
An incomprehensible ray of light.
I couldn’t understand it, yet somehow, I could recognize it.
“······Divine power.”
There was an obelisk, and seeing it made me realize.
This is the depths of the Magical Domain.
The calamity had dragged me here using some form of power.
This wasn’t the calamity’s usual ability.
If so, then it must have used divine power.
“Seems like you’re pretty desperate, huh?”
I put on a bold front.
The barking of a dog cornered—the one truly in a bind was me.
The instant my cold voice fell.
The still currents began to stir.
【You think I’m desperate?】
The curtain-like veil of darkness swayed.
A voice, soaked as if from a well, reverberated in my mind.
【You’re not wrong. Goddess.】
“······.”
【I’ve resolved to endure much. In thousands, tens of thousands of years, this has never happened.】
That cursed word, “Goddess.”
I was utterly sick of it, but I had no time to dwell on such irritation.
The calamity’s words were sincere.
Even without an expression, I could clearly feel that he was very serious.
Cold sweat ran down my back.
I was not as strong as he mistakenly thought.
“This is the deep end of the landfill. What’s your game?”
I glared at him while fiddling with my ring.
Mahabharata responded.
【That’s what I want to ask.】
“What?”
It was not a playful question but a sincere one.
There was a definite sense of doubt and caution from the disaster. He gave me the answer, as I didn’t understand.
【What is the reason you willingly accepted my invitation? Winter’s great goddess?】
Only then did I realize the reason for the disaster’s caution.
I had been dragged here without a choice, but from his perspective, who was mistaken about my power, it wasn’t that way.
【Do you have something to say to me as well? Or did you intend to use this as an opportunity to kill me?】
“······.”
He spoke with an ominous energy swirling around him.
Fortunately, it seemed like he planned to clear up his questions first and didn’t attack immediately.
This was the chance.
To come up with a strategy, I decided to comply for now.
“Well…”
【Are you planning to hide something after coming this far? What does that even mean?】
“Don’t ask, just think. How long has it been since I said it? Have you already forgotten?”
An instinctive sharp retort.
My Snow Maiden nature became quite an obstacle in smooth conversation.
However, he seemed to have adapted, as he didn’t show any particular reaction.
【······Are you referring to what you said in the landfill maze? I see. You’re right. I should figure it out for myself. I can’t just let things happen without knowing anything······.】
He just spoke something rather random.
The disaster continued.
【You are well aware of my birth.】
“Of course. You’re just saying something stupid again.”
【The sins of humans. I am their product. So, goddess, I will ask you this.】
Suddenly—his eyes locked onto mine.
With eyes burning as if branded into his chest, he asked.
【Will you kill me and also destroy humanity?】
That was purely a word birthed from his delusion. A question formed from his own imagination.
“······What nonsense is that?”
I responded, almost grinding the words out.
I needed to buy time, but I didn’t know how to answer him.
On the other hand, the disaster was endlessly serious.
【Are you, a higher being, the creator of winter, trying to avoid responsibility?】
“No—”
【Is there no reason not to destroy us? If there is, what is it? Does humanity, which created disaster, and which has failed to eradicate it for thousands of years, still have value?】
The swarm of disasters surged violently.
His voice was filled with emotion.
This was an important topic.
An important topic, but not one I could answer.
【Answer me, goddess!】
“······.”
But he kept forcing me to answer.
Destroy humanity? I didn’t have even a speck of power for that, so what was he even talking about?
I furrowed my brows.
Anyway, if he wanted an answer, I had to give it.
Not as some divine goddess but purely from my own perspective.
“You’re mistaken. I don’t care about humanity’s survival or destruction.”
To be precise, I had never really thought about it.
Humanity was something that naturally had to exist.
【What? Then—】
“What shouldn’t exist is you, Mahabharata.”
I declared with eyes that glinted like blue flames.
Mahabharata flinched.
【······.】
In the end, this was the real problem.
The source of all evil in the Four Seasons War.
If this one guy disappeared, what need would there be to discuss anything else?
The disaster stood frozen as though turned to stone.
Then, at some point, he spoke.
【Yes. My true name······.】
His voice sank like the depths of an abyss.
A sound like a torn animal’s scream echoed, scorched with agony.
【That’s why you are a god. You are the supreme being, as I recognize.】
“······What.”
【You are different from the fakes who couldn’t look into the Book of Revelation······. Unlike those failed attempts to impersonate gods.】
Suddenly, something brushed against my cheek.
When I touched it, something small crumbled.
It was snow.
Saaaah…
The snow, foreign to this space, swirled and fluttered down.
“······?”
I squinted my eyes.
Looking around to find the source, I realized it.
If I had to describe it, it was winter.
This place was a magical phenomenon where winter among the four seasons had been embodied.
The calamity had deliberately chosen such a place as the stage─I was assessing its peculiar taste when it spoke in a voice lower than ever before.
【Therefore, I will face you as an equal.】
Immediately after.
Fwoosh─!
The swirling currents of the cluster surged.
I braced for an attack, but it didn’t come.
Mahabharata simply began to shift by itself.
The grudges that made up its being rippled, disassembled, then reformed and entangled.
A changing form.
That in itself wasn’t unusual.
The form of a calamity is never fixed.
But when I saw the new form it had taken upon completion.
“······!”
I was shocked.
It was one of the most startling moments since I came to this world, likely ranking near the top.
The sight was that incomprehensible.
“You are······.”
Tattered, worn-out clothing that didn’t belong to this world.
Deep dark circles under hollow, emaciated features.
The man who appeared to be utterly broken and destitute—was me.
*
Meanwhile, immediately after Quellière disappeared.
Nell, who had been walking alongside her, noticed her absence right away.
“Quellière? Quellière!”
She hurriedly called out to her.
But only echoes returned; there was no response.
The cold, indifferent voice she usually heard was nowhere to be found.
She began to feel uneasy.
To dispel that unease, she moved quickly.
She searched and scoured the surrounding area.
“She’s not here······ not here. Where did she go······.”
Even as she shouted repeatedly, there was no response or clue.
Quellière had vanished without a trace, like a mirage.
Nell’s anxiety deepened.
After some time searching, her face pale with dread, she finally dashed in the opposite direction.
“Wait, wait, wait! Everyone, listen to me!”
She arrived at the campsite.
Her companions, including Chandrafail, looked at her with puzzled expressions as she raced toward them at an incredible speed.
And when she, now entirely ashen-faced, shouted,
“Quellière has disappeared!”
Their faces contorted as if they’d heard something utterly ridiculous.
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Chapter 88: In the Name of the God
─Quellière had vanished.
The companions, who were bewildered, soon understood the situation and set out to search for her.
As they scurried in every direction, daylight arrived, but she was nowhere to be seen.
An unprecedented crisis.
They returned to their campsite and gathered their thoughts.
“It must be the work of the Calamity,” Mishra said.
It was a reasonable deduction.
It was unthinkable that Quellière simply disappeared, and if it was someone’s plot, the only suspect could be the Calamity.
Nell’s testimony that she had seen ‘the Darkness’ just before Quellière vanished added credibility to their conclusion.
“Then, does that mean Quellière is…?”
“She’s most likely in the depths,” Dewade and Chandrafail nodded, and a sense of agreement swept over the group. The theory that the Calamity had taken Quellière was turning into certainty.
The atmosphere grew heavy, and everyone’s faces darkened.
Whoosh…
As a dry, parched wind passed by the area, Nell suddenly lifted her head.
“Wait, wait just a second!” she exclaimed.
“Why?”
“Then… if that’s the case, are you saying Quellière was dragged away?!”
“Most likely.”
“That doesn’t make sense! That theory is strange!”
There was a strong rebuttal, as if she couldn’t accept it.
Chandrafail asked, “Why doesn’t it make sense?”
“Think about what Quellière is! There’s no way she’d just give in!”
Her words, without a shred of doubt, attracted attention.
It was a valid point.
If Quellière herself had heard it, she might have been horrified, but for everyone else, it was sound logic.
Everyone knew that fact.
“That’s not possible.”
“You know well! So this means—”
“Then Nell Sartilla, explain it yourself.”
“…What?”
“Why hasn’t that strong Quellière been seen? Where did she go?”
But Quellière was gone, and that was the only truth.
The contradiction pierced the heart of the matter.
Nell’s face twisted in confusion.
“That’s…”
“True. Your words are correct,” Dewade said, deep in thought.
Nell spun around to face him.
“But you’ve missed the point. Change your argument,” he continued.
“Change it? To what?”
“Instead of thinking about how the Calamity took her, think from her perspective.”
At that moment, a flash of insight struck her, and her eyes widened.
Dewade stared at her intently and gave her the answer.
“It wasn’t that she was dragged away. Quellière followed willingly.”
His words were a reflection of everyone’s certainty.
Nell’s mouth hung open.
“…!”
The realization brought forth astonishment.
She had figured it out, but even though she understood, she forced herself to question.
“That can’t be! That can’t be true! That she followed willingly… Why—?”
“Because she’s the master. No, because she is Quellière.”
Mishra interrupted her desperate denial.
Her voice, unable to protect her master, sounded as if it were sinking into a swamp.
“There are no traces nearby. No matter how powerful the Calamity is, it’s impossible to drag Quellière so easily. So there’s only one possibility.”
“Only one…?”
“She followed of her own accord. That’s the only explanation.”
“…But!”
Nell didn’t give up.
She squeezed out the words as if trying to force them into existence.
“That’s… strange! She followed on her own? But why? There’s no reason… No reason…”
But she knew it herself.
She knew, so her denial began to lose strength.
Mishra smiled faintly.
“Quellière is a high-dimensional being. She doesn’t need to borrow anyone’s power, nor would she ever. She’s also incredibly kind.”
The Dragon Lord looked rare in her sadness.
Her calm voice contrasted sharply with her expression.
“That’s why she must have chosen to fight alone. Perhaps it was because she saw the death of humans in the landfill maze. She stepped forward alone so others wouldn’t be hurt. Because she is so compassionate.”
“…”
A hollow wind circled once again.
Nell’s head drooped low.
“She’s too kind… She was kind to me, even though I’m just a girl…”
Finally, Paile added, and the group fell silent.
A heavy stillness pressed down on the room.
Everyone was cautious, fearing they might tarnish that heart, that goodwill, or that resolve.
“······.”
A silence that felt eternal.
Each person’s thoughts swirled chaotically in their minds.
Then, at some point, Nell raised her fist.
Swoosh─
A small, dainty fist.
The moment everyone’s attention focused there.
Bang!
The ground caved in deeply.
A fierce power that didn’t match her size.
She shouted.
“I was stupid!”
A near-agonized cry.
Nell, on the verge of tears, gritted her teeth and swallowed her frustration.
“Stupidly letting my guard down! I knew the calamity was still alive······!”
“Um, Nell, sis-”
“It’s my fault! It’s my fault······ No, wait. This isn’t the time for this.”
She raised her head.
“I can’t leave everything to Quellière.”
That wasn’t why they had followed her.
Now that they understood her resolve to sacrifice herself, they couldn’t allow it even more.
What was she planning to say? All eyes focused on her.
“We have to go, too. To the depths of the landfill where Quellière and the calamity are.”
“Wh-what? But she went alone. If we follow, wouldn’t that go against her wishes?”
“That’s fine. She made one mistake.”
Despite Paile’s concern, Nell smiled.
A grin—a still awkward one.
What she said next was almost laughable.
“If she wanted to handle it alone, she should’ve told us not to follow her. Don’t you think?”
“······!”
It was a stretch.
But it was also true.
At least, it served as a good enough excuse.
“Hey, lizard.”
When everyone’s gaze sharpened, she called out to Mishra.
Mishra nodded her head.
“I know. To get there quickly, you’ll need my power.”
“Sorry to trouble you. You’re probably the fastest among us.”
Though Mishra disliked having people ride on her back, she didn’t object this time.
Neither she nor anyone else raised any objections. They couldn’t leave Quellière alone like this.
Everyone shared that sentiment.
“But I do worry a little. Quellière once mentioned that even the air around the landfill is dangerous.”
“Even so, we have no choice. This isn’t the time to be picky about methods.”
“That’s true.”
Once they reached an agreement, they climbed onto the Dragon Lord’s back, and she soared into the sky.
At some point, Quellière had become someone precious to all of them.
Precious enough for them to willingly jump into battle to save her.
Their burning determination seemed to guide them.
······Though if Quellière had seen it, she might have clutched her head in disbelief.
*
Mahabharata turned into me.
This wasn’t a lie or a joke.
It was literally me.
Not the character I created, Quellière, but the “real me” who had lived on Earth.
Confusion engulfed my mind.
“······How did you get that face?”
There was no way he could’ve known.
Peering into the original world? As far as I knew, the calamity didn’t possess such abilities.
Snowflakes whirled in the darkness.
Unaware of my turmoil, Mahabharata sneered in the midst of it.
“Oh, you’re surprised. I guess it wasn’t a bad choice after all.”
A grating, chuckling voice.
I frowned and asked.
“That.”
“Hmm?”
“Where did you get it? No, where did you see it?”
“Oh~······ This?”
Despite my serious question, he remained endlessly playful.
Was he acting in a play? The moment he took my form, his demeanor completely changed.
He spoke amidst the falling snow.
“Where did I see it, indeed?”
He had a talent for getting under my skin.
My frown deepened.
“Speak. Mahabharata.”
“Hmm······. Ah~ Ah-ha! I remember. But, Goddess Quellière, you shouldn’t be asking me that.”
“······?”
What nonsense was he spouting?
The calamity twisted my face and spat out words.
“Where did you see it? It’s in your head.”
“What do you mean—”
“My death in countless worlds… no, ‘possibilities,’ I guess? Anyway. This thing I was looking into— ‘the nameless god’ that I looked into. Does that explain it?”
I blinked my eyes.
For a moment, I couldn’t understand.
No, I just couldn’t understand it at all.
“What… are you even talking about?”
What had he seen for him to say that my face was the “face of a god”?
Even amidst this, his words continued.
“A being who observes countless worlds… it must be a god. There can be no other being. I don’t know who though.”
“…”
“Could it be Quellière? They have such an ordinary face for a god, though. I suspect it’s a high-ranking god, like a ‘supreme god.'”
“…”
This calamity.
Could he at least speak clearly?
Even as I screamed inside, he sneered.
“You’re too much. I took the form of a god to ‘meet you face to face as equals,’ yet you’re staying silent.”
The way he shook his head was no different from a human.
He glared at me with unfocused eyes.
“Then, let me think. Who could it be? The summer’s supreme god, Mane? Or maybe the autumn’s supreme god, Hypnos?”
“You’re way off the mark.”
“What? Off the mark? Hahahaha!”
Mahabharata laughed.
He threw his head back as he let out an exaggerated, mad laugh.
“Oh, goddess! Don’t try to deceive me. I’ve already figured out all your plans.”
“Plans?”
“Yes. The wicked schemes you and your allies have been hatching.”
I glared at him with questions in my mind.
The face of the calamity was twisted in obvious anger.
“You’ve used every trick in the book to try and kill me! Were you that scared of me?”
“…?”
“Where are the other gods? Have they returned already? Or are they waiting for the right moment?”
“??”
As time passed, my head tilted further.
I couldn’t follow the conversation.
The calamity, who had been babbling like a madman, finally raised his head in anger.
“Or maybe, will you bring me down by killing yourself?”
It was like spontaneous combustion.
He lost control and rushed at me.
Kugugugu—!
At any rate, I had to fight.
I quickly grabbed the calamity’s apocalypse and shouted.
“You madman!”
Even as a human, the calamity was still the calamity.
I reined in my anger and extended my hand.
Between my fingers, the Ring of Origins gleamed brightly.
A holy artifact on the anvil.
Divine material atop it.
I hadn’t used it much, but it had proven very useful.
It was a precious item.
Gooooooo──!
The moment it was within reach, the ring oxidized and the pages of the apocalypse burned up.
Then,
─────!
A flash exploded.
Thunderous light spread like the aurora, instantly driving away the darkness.
In the now brightly lit world, the calamity twisted his body as he screamed.
【Kreeek! Khaaaak!】
Before long, his form had returned to the original black aura.
He must not have had the conditions to maintain his disguise.
【Khaaaak!】
However, unfortunately, I realized something.
Mahabharata thrashed in agony, but there was no sign of him dissolving.
I couldn’t even kill him with divine material.
“… Damn.”
I clicked my tongue and turned away.
I had to avoid him for now.
If he regained his senses, he’d try to kill me first.
I hurriedly transformed into mist and dashed off in the opposite direction.
*
Above the landfill.
The wings of the Dragon Lord cut through the sky, and the passing wind was hot.
It was an astonishing speed, and the flight was smooth.
More precisely, only the speed was.
After taking off, Mishra and the others soon understood Quellière’s intentions.
Screech-!
A swarm of gargoyles swooped down.
Though not weak monsters, they swarmed like a horde of mosquitoes.
“Oh no, oh no! Monsters! There are monsters!”
Following the girl’s scream, enraged monsters pursued her.
Not just gargoyles, but also smaller bat-like demons called “Kaim,” raptors known as “Ademo,” and all kinds of flying beasts appeared.
“This is bad. Black Knight, can you use your smiting skills?”
“Of course. I’ll cover the left side.”
Clang, clang, clang-!
The monsters couldn’t penetrate their defenses.
They maneuvered around the creatures and pressed onward.
But that wasn’t the only problem.
Suddenly, a fierce gale erupted.
Whoosh──!
[What is this?! Gah······!]
An unexpected freak storm.
It was powerful enough to make Mishra waver, though her quick thinking prevented them from crashing.
Crack, crack─!
The hindrances continued relentlessly.
Resentment condensed into hailstones that rained down, poison geysers erupted from the ground, and it felt as if the magical domain itself had a will and was attacking them.
This was no ordeal meant for humans to pass through. Yet they pushed forward, breaking through like iron-willed warriors.
“Quellière! Where is Quellière?!”
“We’re coming! Please hold on just a little longer!”
Their actions were more monstrous than the creatures they fought.
As they repeated their efforts, the destination drew closer and closer.
······And so, after some time.
They arrived at the depths of the landfill.
Despite all the trials, they scoured the ground like predators without even a single heavy breath.
That was when they spotted it.
A writhing, black mass of condensed resentment.
“──!”
The source of all evil and the very being tormenting Quellière. Perhaps because they had come so far without rest.
All at once, their composure snapped.
“That, that damn bastard!”
“Get us down! I’ll personally cut off that vile calamity’s head!”
Mishra dove sharply, and her enraged companions leaped into the fray.
*
······Meanwhile, elsewhere in the magical domain.
As Mishra flew ahead.
“That’s······!”
The allied forces also witnessed the Dragon Lord in flight.
Royal Guards reported to the Crown Prince.
“Your Highness! A dragon has appeared!”
“It seems to be one of Quellière’s confidants!”
Artan half-listened to their words.
He simply stared at the sky.
Though it was well-known that the white dragon was Quellière’s ally, something felt off.
The Dragon Lord’s flight seemed frantic.
“······It looks urgent, doesn’t it?”
“You feel the same, Your Highness?”
He turned at the sudden voice.
Sir Harold, the Swordmaster, stood with a grim expression.
“Ah, Sir Harold?”
“Yes, Your Highness. Furthermore, that’s not the only unusual thing.”
“There’s something else?”
“Quellière is nowhere to be seen.”
“······!”
The shocking statement spilled out bluntly.
Artan, startled, looked back up at the sky.
“······You’re right. Quellière.”
She wasn’t there.
Only she was missing.
A creeping sense of foreboding began to rise.
“Sir Harold. This is─”
“Yes. It seems we must hurry.”
It was clear that something extraordinary was happening.
Artan nodded, and a resounding horn echoed throughout the battlefield.
Hoooooo─!
The Imperial Army and the Church Army behind them.
The allied forces increased their pace and marched toward the depths.
The unfinished final battle.
Its end was approaching.
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Chapter 89: In the Name of the God (2)
Mishra and her companions, along with the late-arriving alliance forces, were in the midst of fighting against the calamities.
In the faraway imperial palace.
······Emperor Eoloman was having a private audience with the theologian Agnatz.
The atmosphere of the carpeted imperial chamber was luxurious and neat. It was a fitting place for those who led the great empire, following in the footsteps of their ancestors.
The emperor spoke first.
“You request a private audience? How rare.”
“Is that so?”
Although he showed the proper respect, Agnatz’s demeanor was similar to usual.
His standing in the country was briefly reflected.
Even so, the emperor did not furrow his brow.
“Indeed. It has been a long time, I suppose.”
“Your Majesty, I am sorry, but I cannot remember the last time I requested a private audience.”
“That is understandable. This is the first time.”
“······.”
They had a mutually complementary relationship.
Considering the years, they could even be called friends.
That was why the emperor had not brought any guards with him.
Emperor Eoloman chuckled, then straightened his posture as if to signal the end of the jest.
“Anyway, tell me. If you requested a private audience, it must be for something of great importance.”
The serious gaze of a ruler.
It was exactly what Agnatz had hoped for.
After moistening his tongue, he spoke.
“Your Majesty, I did not come here today with an ordinary mind.”
“That would be expected. I know.”
“No, Your Majesty. You must understand more. I stand here today with the reputation of a scholar on the line.”
The emperor observed him more closely.
Agnatz, rarely furrowing his brows, looked quite solemn.
“Reputation as a scholar, you say.”
An unusual atmosphere filled the air.
When the emperor gestured for him to continue, the theologian spoke again.
“I have devoted myself to theology for a long time.”
“Indeed. I heard you had an interest in it since you were young. I doubt anyone in the empire does not know that.”
Why was he saying this all of a sudden?
The emperor thought, but Agnatz’s expression did not waver.
With determination, Agnatz continued.
“The birth of the calamities. And the celestial beings who have departed. I have been curious about the truth behind it. I sought the truth and longed for a return to the ancient times.”
“······A return to the ancient times?”
“Redemption, Your Majesty. To cleanse the original sin and fill the void left by the gods. Just like in the distant ancient times.”
“Are you talking about the subjugation of the calamities? I know well that the reclamation of the landfill will not be easy. However, I also know Artan’s resolve─”
The emperor murmured what he had understood.
However, the theologian’s words were not yet finished. His next statement was quite shocking.
“Your Majesty, a season has returned.”
“That boy is often unreliable, but his talent… what did you say?”
“I have seen the goddess of winter.”
The words were spoken in a room where only the two of them were present, and there was no one else to overhear.
For an instant, the air trembled.
“······!”
A strong shock enveloped the emperor.
It was a rare reaction for someone who had sat on the throne for such a long time.
“A goddess…?”
It was the power of the phrase ‘the return of the gods.’
As he observed the shocked emperor, Agnatz thought.
The empire’s movements were essential to his plan.
The empire, being the dominant power on the continent.
And the one who moved the empire was the emperor before him.
“Indeed, Your Majesty. This is a matter of national importance. Please, first look at this.”
Agnatz was confident.
Considering the emperor’s temperament, persuasion would not be difficult.
Receiving a book, Eoloman looked through it. As he turned the pages, his pupils trembled.
“······Hah!”
The book was titled “The Record of Quellière,” written by Agnatz himself.
Before he could calm down, another shock overwhelmed the emperor.
Then, the theologian’s passionate voice descended upon him.
“The goddess Quellière! We must spread her existence and worship her.”
His arms were wide open, and his eyes shimmered with desire.
It was only natural. His lifelong wish was now within reach.
Finally, he declared his fanatic resolve.
“Thus, a new dogma is born! A unification of faith. We must unite the faith of the continent under the supreme being.”
The political situation on the continent was shaking violently.
It was an opportunity to wipe out the Black Devils and lay the foundation for peace.
What kind of future did he sense?
“A goddess… a goddess… The celestial being, the ruler of the world, has returned…?”
As if having an epiphany, or perhaps overcome with regret, the emperor muttered in an emotional tone.
*
I ran.
I ran and ran until my mana was nearly depleted. Then I released my transformation spell and sprinted again like a madwoman.
Rage and fear surged within me.
“…I couldn’t kill it.”
Even after offering up my divine relic, the result was failure.
There was nothing more I could do in the fight against Mahabharata.
There was no way to eliminate the calamity.
“Haa… haa…”
Consumed by anxiety, I pushed off the ground repeatedly.
When my breath caught in my throat, I finally came to a stop.
Lifting my head, I saw a vast field stretching out before me.
“…Ah.”
Clang— clang—
The sunlight struck my eyes.
It was a beautiful meadow bathed in sunlight and wind.
It was likely a magically constructed space embodying “summer.”
I stared blankly at the unexpected sight for a moment.
Then, startled, I turned to look in the direction I had come.
The calamity would surely be chasing me.
“Huh…?”
But there was only empty air.
Contrary to my tension, not a trace of it could be seen.
I tilted my head.
“Why isn’t it following me?”
Could the divine relic’s attack have inflicted that much damage?
If that were the case, it would be fortunate.
If it left behind some kind of lasting injury, something it would carry for life, that would be even better… though it was only wishful thinking.
As long as the calamity hadn’t been destroyed, it would eventually ruin the world.
As I agonized over what to do next, a thought suddenly came to me.
“Ah.”
I recalled my face.
My real face, which had been reflected back at me when the calamity assumed my appearance.
I was so shocked to see it after so long, but I recognized it immediately.
I still didn’t know what trick it had used, but the sight was profoundly moving.
At some point, I had stopped remembering it.
“…Why had I forgotten?”
The me from modern times, not Quellière.
The real me.
“…”
I quietly lowered my gaze.
A pale hand entered my vision.
Unlike my original self, this was a white and delicate hand.
Quellière’s hand.
This wasn’t me.
It was simply a vessel into which I had poured my time and energy, my painstaking effort—
“Just… a creation.”
And yet, at some point, I had become her.
Was it after ten years had passed?
Or had I been consumed by this world that felt more real than reality?
The reason no longer mattered.
I shook my head and lifted my gaze.
“It seems like everything is coming to an end.”
The thought made me sentimental, as if I were embracing the approaching conclusion.
Whether it would be my end or the calamity’s, I couldn’t be certain.
The depths of the landfill where the obelisk stood.
That was where my companions and the allied forces would be gathering.
If the calamity wasn’t chasing me, it would undoubtedly still be there.
I reluctantly turned back.
“…I have no choice. I’ll just observe from a distance for now.”
With the calamity’s presence signifying the end of the world, there was nowhere else to go.
I walked and walked.
As my anxiety resurfaced, my pace quickened to a brisk march, then turned into a full-on sprint.
After some time, I noticed something unusual.
Crack! Sizzle—
“What’s that?”
From a distance, something resembling thunder rumbled.
A surge of energy, mana, and vibrations scattered like sparks.
It was clear at a glance that this wasn’t ordinary.
I cautiously moved closer.
The moment I stood atop a hill and saw the wide-open view ahead, my eyes widened in shock.
“…!”
Near the obelisk at the heart of the landfill.
The calamity still existed there, but it was surrounded.
By the allied forces and my companions.
It was exactly as it appeared.
“When did they gather?”
From Nell to the Black Knight, all of my companions were there.
The Imperial forces led by Commander Artan and the Holy Nation’s forces, to which Sigina and Lucia belonged, were also present.
They, filled with rage and indignation, were confronting the calamity.
It was as if they were venting years of resentment, their emotions raw and fervent.
I don’t know exactly what’s going on, but one thing was clear.
“The final battle…”
The one who wins here will gain everything.
I watched the battlefield with tension, where the disaster, which had taken damage from the divine, was in disarray.
However, the one being pushed back was the human forces.
A sense of unease surged in my chest.
If we lose this battle, it will all be over.
“But I can’t do anything anymore.”
I had used up all my offerings, and my magic had been depleted.
I felt a throbbing headache and wrapped my head.
Is there really nothing?
Anything, even something trivial, would do.
I needed something to help them.
“My only weapon, the Apocalypse of Calamity…”
A weapon that exchanges something precious to me as a sacrifice.
There were no more items left.
Neither inside my robe, nor outside it.
My white fingers were clean, the ring was gone.
It was then that my gaze lowered.
I suddenly noticed the clothes.
“Oh.”
An unusual outfit.
A robe, a mix of blue and white, like a ceremonial attire.
It was the costume I had worn before going to the Church, and had used ever since, ‘Herald of the Blessed Deity’.
It wasn’t particularly special, but since it was a white base and fit well with the Snow Maiden, I had worn it often.
If it was precious, then of course it was precious.
After all, it was the outfit I wore every day.
“…Would this be treated as a sacrifice?”
There was a high possibility.
But there was one problem.
If I used this whole outfit, a great mishap might happen.
“…”
I hesitated for a moment.
Then, I brought the sleeve to my mouth.
Afterward, I bit into it.
Shhzzzz—
“Ugh.”
With the tearing sound, a thread from the clothing was cut off. Without stopping, I brought it to my mouth again.
I looked toward the battlefield.
Vrrrrrrr—
The allied forces were struggling, but gradually, they were getting exhausted.
The Black Calamity Mahabharata.
Everyone fought desperately in front of the terrifying opponent.
The bonds I made as Quellière in this world.
“───!”
Although I couldn’t hear the voice, the desperation was conveyed all the way here.
However, it seemed that it didn’t reach the disaster.
Gwooooooo—!
A malevolent aura rose around him.
Grudge and magic surged exponentially.
Was it difficult for him too?
The frenzied Mahabharata unleashed his power.
A mist-like aura, like a tumor, spread and swirled around.
Kwaaaaaaaaaah—!
The allied forces endured with their barriers and other methods, barely holding on.
No one, not even the Black Knight, could respond within the gaps of the power, and this blocked any interference.
Had he been aiming for this from the beginning?
The disaster’s gaze was fixed on me.
“······!”
Just as I flinched, he sped toward me at the speed of sound.
Seeing the approaching disaster, I raised the torn piece of clothing.
【Goddess! If you disappear, everything will be over!】
When he was right in front of me, the Apocalypse flashed in my mind. I immediately exchanged the torn piece of cloth and set one page on fire.
Fwooosh—!
A faint flash struck one side of him.
【······Tch!】
He stiffened for a moment, but was it not strong enough?
He immediately extended his tentacles like hands.
Fwoosh! Fwoooosh—!
I desperately unleashed a series of attacks.
While offering the torn cloth, I kept tearing at the fabric.
The pages continued to burn and sparks flew.
【Do not resist!】
It was working.
It was slowly having an effect.
As I saw a glimmer of hope, a growing sense of expectation filled me.
“It’s not me. The one that needs to disappear is you. If only you were gone…”
However, the barrier that was the enemy of the world proved to be larger than I had anticipated.
A gap I had failed to notice.
Whoosh—!
A tentacle pierced through my chest.
“──!”
The immense, searing pain struck me in an instant.
I couldn’t even form words.
Crunch!
Through my blurring vision, I realized.
It was a fatal wound.
Enough to make it unsurprising if blood poured out like a river.
But I was the Snow Maiden, and not a single drop of blood spilled.
That didn’t mean I wouldn’t die, however.
“Ah… ah…”
Manga, movies.
Or perhaps novels.
I had encountered death countless times in those mediums.
I never thought much of it.
It had always felt so distant from me.
But now that I was experiencing it myself, my only impression was—
Pain and groans.
【This is the end, Quellière.】
The world blurred and faded before my eyes.
An ominous voice descended over it all.
Like fate, I came to a realization.
I couldn’t help but realize.
I was dying.
Quellière was dying.
And then—
Swishhh—!
The Apocalypse shook violently.
At the same time, my body began to glow and fade away.
It looked almost as if I were ascending.
In my fading consciousness, I suddenly glimpsed a fleeting vision of the future.
Because a thought surged through me like lightning.
“…”
The floating Apocalypse.
I looked at it with a newfound gaze.
〈Apocalypse of Calamity〉
·Rank: ?
·Ability: If you offer something incomparable, the calamity will come to an end.
·Description: Equivalent exchange, the first principle of all magic. Truth does not distinguish between the right path and the wrong one.
Previously, when I encountered the calamity in the Holy Nation.
When the Apocalypse surfaced, I instinctively knew how to use it.
A simple, straightforward mechanism that wove power from an offering of something precious.
But perhaps “something incomparable” wasn’t what I thought.
This world’s version of me, the character that made the Four Seasons War even more beloved—my masterpiece.
It was none other than “Snow Maiden Quellière.”
“Ah… no way.”
The moment I muttered this.
The pages of the Apocalypse tore themselves apart and burst into flames in clusters.
Swishhh—!
As if affirming my suspicion.
A brilliant aurora-like light stormed through.
─────!
A light that illuminated the entire world, unmatched by anything else.
【Kraaaaaaah…!】
At some point, the loudest scream yet rang out. Even in my fading consciousness, I could hear it.
I tried to look at it.
But because of the intense light, all I could see was a writhing silhouette.
Whooosh…
And as the light faded.
There was nothing left to see.
“…?”
No trace or sign of it remained.
Though it was an unbelievable sight, the message that appeared proved its truth.
[Four Seasons War II: The Birth of Calamity has been cleared.]
A message announcing the annihilation of the final boss.
I realized then.
The calamity that had tormented me for so long, creating chaos, spreading disasters, and ultimately crushing my spirit—
It was gone.
Truly, completely gone.
“…Haha.”
A hollow laugh escaped me.
Even though it was something I had desperately longed for, my only reaction upon facing it was this.
At last, I had reached the final destination.
I was glad, but at the same time, it felt bitter.
In a world without me, would peace even have meaning?
[Cleared Character: Snow Maiden Quellière]
[Registered Secondary Characters: Jinjo Nell Sartilla, Black Knight Chandrafail]
The messages passed by in vain.
I was watching it with the dead fish eyes of a decaying corpse.
[First Clear!]
[Clear rewards are being issued.]
It was a moment of complete stillness.
Countless footsteps were approaching.
Rumble—!
“Quellière!”
“What happened?! That light just now, what in the world…!”
They were familiar faces.
At the very front were Nell with a strained expression and Artan with a bewildered look.
Even at that moment, the messages were being updated.
[…Error! An error has occurred!]
[Reward collection is not possible!]
My body, which was gradually becoming faint, had now completely turned transparent.
How it appeared to everyone was indescribable.
[Moving to the ‘Restoration Chamber’.]
I should have been dead.
My body and consciousness were being dragged somewhere.
The last thing I saw was Artan’s face, full of shock.
*
The disaster was an impenetrable enemy.
No attack could inflict serious damage, yet every single one of its strikes resulted in a fatal wound.
The allied forces, who had rushed in bravely, soon entered a standoff and gradually began to retreat helplessly.
Rumbling—!
The magic, scattered in all directions as if to hinder them, was a manifestation of power of a different caliber from the disaster’s.
The allied forces’ morale was crushed like straw.
And that created an opening.
[Is it over there?!]
The disaster flew toward a certain direction.
We couldn’t afford to miss it.
“Chase it!”
The first to shout and charge forward was Artan, followed by Harold and the Black Knight.
Quellière’s loyal followers chased after them.
The human army marched toward the world’s enemy.
The hope for liberation, the yearning for true peace, drove them forward.
The disaster headed toward a hill, and the moment it reached it, Artan’s eyes widened.
“!”
There, Quellière was.
Before the surprised Artan could say anything, a flash of light struck.
─────!
A dazzling flash.
It was a light so bright, I thought I might go blind.
It was clearly the work of Quellière, and soon, as they regained their senses, they hastily looked around.
The disaster was gone.
It was an astonishing event, but the strange occurrence did not end there.
Quellière was faint.
As if she were about to disappear, her body became translucent.
“The disaster disappeared…?! It might be a trap! We need to search the surroundings—”
“No. No, Hiloze… there’s no need.”
By then, Artan’s voice had become heavy and deep. There was no hesitation in his hand as he stopped the Royal Guard.
He knew.
He had known, because he had drawn her longer than anyone else, because he had watched and understood her.
He could understand what had happened.
“······.”
“······.”
Of course, that didn’t mean they could stay calm.
The others’ feelings were just as conflicted.
In the midst of an incomprehensible phenomenon, yet in a situation they had somehow come to understand, everyone’s expressions were vacant.
Confusion and panic slowly consumed the room.
Then, when Artan closely examined her,
He was even more shocked by her clothes.
“······!”
Her clothes were torn and worn out in places.
This was not the Quellière they had known, so dignified and graceful.
Seeing Quellière in such a pitiful state, which they had never imagined, everyone gasped.
How intense had the battle been?
They couldn’t even begin to fathom it.
“No…!”
Sadness and guilt weighed heavily on their hearts, and now everyone instinctively knew she was leaving.
But they couldn’t accept it.
Nell was the first to shout.
“Don’t leave! Quellière!”
Tearful eyes, trembling shoulders, aching hands.
Her emotions were vivid, even to those watching from the side.
Her cry was just the beginning.
Like a broken dam, the people’s wails poured forth.
“Quellière… No, Master! Can you hear me? Are you listening?”
“Lady Quellière! Please, look this way. I, Dewade, have yet to complete my mission!”
“If you leave like this, what are we supposed to do? What are we supposed to…!”
Among those particularly desperate was Artan.
Choking on his emotions, he forced out his words with great difficulty.
“What was the purpose of all our efforts? Why did we stake our lives on this?”
The entire world seemed engulfed by their lamentations.
Their sorrow pressed down on the area like a towering mountain.
But it seemed as though Quellière couldn’t hear them.
She simply stared blankly into the void, wearing an expression no one had ever seen before.
That only made their despair deepen.
“We believed! We wanted to believe… that with the calamity gone, without resentment… a world where you could smile happily would come…”
Their desperation and urgency were palpable.
Artan’s tear-streaked face, twisted with regret, was heartbreaking.
Yet such things failed to draw even a moment of attention.
Truly, not one person,
Could spare a thought for him.
“We believed…!”
Quellière, fading like a mirage.
Their collective cries echoed through the empty air.
At some point, the sky over the landfill had brightened.
Whooosh…
The heavens were clear, as if after a storm.
The vile aura and poisonous miasma had vanished without a trace.
And in this assurance of peace, humanity realized with clenched fists.
The goddess had fallen.
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The war was over.
That day, after the calamity was vanquished, the allied forces mercilessly invaded the Burial Grounds.
They slew the monsters, purified the lingering resentments, and erased even their remnants. It was an unforgiving extermination, as if dealing with an arch-nemesis, and the cursed land, having lost its calamity, was powerless to resist.
In the end, the Burial Grounds, which had remained unconquered for thousands and tens of thousands of years, fell into the hands of humanity.
The status of the Arundel Empire, which led the conquest, soared to the heavens, and the allied nations such as the city-state Yulistia and the Astar Church also reaped various benefits.
Emperor Eoloman set up a “Peace Assembly” to address issues, including the vacant lands in the far west and other matters, inviting the leaders of the various nations.
Geographically, it was the perfect location, as the empire was situated in the central part of the continent.
Weeks passed after the victory.
At the Peace Assembly, the official announcement was made regarding the extinction of the calamity and the stabilization of the continent.
People cheered, but at the same time, many felt sorrowful.
It was because of one woman.
The Goddess of Salvation, Quellière.
The only remaining god, the savior who had defeated the calamity, even ready to enter eternal rest.
Her followers quickly spread, but it was also the influence of her footsteps across the church, city-states, and the empire that played a major role.
Peace had arrived.
However, as people returned to their daily lives, a new wish quietly nestled in their hearts.
They hoped that the goddess would descend once more to the mortal realm in all her majestic glory…
Time passed endlessly.
Winter passed into spring.
The hot summer gave way to a chilly autumn.
Then, winter again without snow.
The years flowed like water, indifferent to those who had left or those who would depart.
The continent, unceasing and emotionless, began to stir.
In the midst of the hollow repetition of pointless activity…
*
At that moment, somewhere.
An unobserved, colorless space.
There, the “real Quellière” was— idly rolling around.
“…Yawn.”
This was no joke.
Literally, she was eating snacks, reading the same comic books again, and lying down.
In fact, calling her Quellière was somewhat misleading.
For now, she was a man.
More precisely, this was his original form from when he had been enjoying the Four Seasons War.
“Boring.”
The scenery around him was now quite different from what had been before.
A view that could not be seen in a fantasy world.
If one had to describe it, it was like the exact copy of his old dorm room.
“Thirsty. Where… Ah.”
He tried to drink something, but the cup was empty.
Reluctantly, he spoke.
“Refill. Please.”
─Understood, user.
A being followed the command.
It had a somewhat mechanical appearance, shining with a gloss.
It was an NPC helper from the Four Seasons War.
Though it didn’t appear in the game itself, it had been assisting players from the outside.
It had spent a significant amount of time with Quellière, or rather, with the player.
─By the way, have you decided on your reward?
Just before the drink was refilled, the NPC spoke.
He shook his head.
“No. Still thinking.”
─Please hurry. The recovery is right around the corner.
“I know. It’ll be decided soon.”
─This is the [X]th time you’ve said that…
“This time it’s real. More importantly, refill.”
He smiled brightly.
The NPC grumbled and left.
─…Understood.
In the now quiet space.
Left alone, he began to think.
This world could change slightly depending on his will, but it was no place to enjoy oneself.
Hence, he was stuck re-reading the comics he had already seen.
“Well, anyway, that’s going to end soon.”
As the helper had said, the recovery wasn’t far off.
It had been a while since he had done what it wanted.
“Rewards, huh…”
Lying down, he closed his eyes.
Now that it was time to go, even this boring place felt somehow different.
Reflecting and organizing his thoughts, he started to break it down in order.
*
From when he first arrived in this world.
Quellière had died.
I realized it in the midst of excruciating pain.
A message that appeared right after the extinction of the calamity.
According to it, I had been dragged to some place called the “Recovery Room.”
A room surrounded by mirrors on all sides.
My true face was clearly reflected.
“······!”
─Welcome, user.
It was then that I met the helper NPC.
The NPC approached me, who couldn’t hide my astonishment, and I received a kind explanation.
─Do you remember eleven years ago?
“Eleven years ago?”
─It refers to the time you were linked to The Four Seasons War II, marking the day you inadvertently started a new life.
At the time, I recalled several days when the system text appeared, such as during the subjugation of the Serpent God.
I then asked with a suspicious look.
“······Right. That was the beginning. I hardly remember it now. But what exactly is this world?”
At that moment, the colorless space changed.
The mirror-filled scenery vanished, replaced by a scene faintly lingering in my mind.
The helper NPC, who had withdrawn its hand, responded.
─There were unavoidable circumstances.
“Circumstances?”
─Do you remember your last day in the real world? You loved The Four Seasons War and clung to it until the very end.
“······That’s true. But why is that—”
─You will learn more details while staying here. For now, this is the Chamber of Restoration.
Indeed, that was the case.
Why was I, who had died by Mahabharata, here? The NPC’s explanation was straightforward.
─This place is, quite literally, the Chamber of Restoration. It is where the broken body of the Snow Maiden Quellière is being healed.
“Healing······. How long will it take?”
─It will take approximately several years for complete recovery.
It wasn’t a short amount of time.
Right now, I was in the form of a spirit, a temporary state taken because I had lost Quellière’s physical body.
A sudden question arose in my mind, and I voiced it.
“Does it really have to be Quellière? Can’t I just live like this?”
─That is not possible. The linked main character represents the user’s identity, and that foundation cannot be altered.
So it seemed.
I watched the verbose NPC and organized my thoughts.
“Got it. So, I just have to wait here until the restoration is complete?”
─That is correct. This space has been tailored to be as comfortable as possible, so you should not experience any discomfort. Oh, and······.
As I was coming to terms with the situation, the NPC handed me a catalog.
─Please take a look at this as well.
“What is it?”
─It’s a rewards list. As you were the first to clear The Four Seasons War II, you must claim your rewards.
I accepted the catalog.
I flipped through one page.
There was a lot. And it was lengthy.
I flipped to the second page.
Still a lot. Flip, flip─
It continued to be a great deal.
“······This is overwhelming.”
I didn’t know what all of it was, but it looked impressive.
A reward for the first clear. A common gaming system, so I understood it quickly, though choosing would take some time.
“Do I have to choose now?”
─No. You have time until the restoration is complete.
That meant there was plenty of time.
I decided to choose carefully.
Time passed like that.
As I adapted, the days turned out to be more boring than I had expected.
About a week in, I realized my state of mind had changed significantly.
Perhaps due to Quellière’s influence, the slow days didn’t feel particularly difficult.
Though they were undeniably tedious.
“Stats, traits, skills······. There’s a lot, including equipment and items.”
I occasionally looked through the catalog.
I pondered what to choose to ensure I was satisfied and considered the outside world as well.
“I wonder how the continent is faring.”
With the greatest threat, the calamity, gone, the apocalyptic scenario had naturally been averted.
It was likely they were enjoying a period of peace.
“I wonder what the others are doing······.”
Were they still traveling together?
Or had they returned to their respective homes?
There was no way to know from here how my death had affected them.
Well, they weren’t ordinary people, so I wasn’t too worried. They’d manage just fine.
Maybe they wouldn’t even care about someone like me anymore.
“······That’s not likely.”
It probably wasn’t.
I hadn’t treated them so coldly.
At any rate, the mostly solitary time passed aimlessly.
And so, today.
─User, here is the drink you requested for a refill.
“Ah, thanks······.”
On the day when the end of restoration was finally within sight.
I rose and took the glass from the NPC.
As I drank, I glanced around the room.
“Hmm.”
Once the restoration was complete, I would return to the surface. To the place I had been just before coming here.
In my case, it was near the depths of the landfill.
─The time has come. Please decide on your reward.
It was the final moment to choose a reward.
After much deliberation, I chose the option I had decided upon.
It wasn’t anything special, just an ability related to winter.
When I looked back at my days on the continent, I realized I hadn’t lived as the Snow Maiden I should have.
So, I chose this to truly become the Snow Maiden.
─Thank you, User. The restoration is also nearly complete.
My second life, which was not yet over.
I looked over Quellière’s almost fully restored body and nodded with satisfaction.
It was time to return to the world.
*
The Four Seasons.
It was an inescapable phenomenon in human life. At least, it was so on this continent.
The Four Seasons were said to have been created by the Four Gods, each of whom governed a different aspect. The most famous of them was, of course, Quellière, the Goddess of Winter.
As mentioned in the text, I hope you remember this.
The first time I learned about her was decades ago, back when I was just a fledgling entering the study of theology, but I officially heard of her only about ten years ago.
In the past, she wasn’t as famous as she is now.
Back then, a disciple of mine brought me information that became a major turning point in my life.
The shock I felt at that time is still vivid in my memory.
The rumors from the city-state, which have now become legends.
It’s a story that’s quite old, but those who know, know. The tale of the mysterious woman who defeated the Serpent God and saved the city.
That was her first trace, the beginning of her extraordinary journey.
From then on, I began to follow her path.
Her subsequent exploits were observed in the northern Astar Church.
Everyone has probably heard of them, but since recounting them would take days, I suggest referring to the author’s other books.
All of her accomplishments are remarkable.
There should be no objections to this, so I will point out just one of them.
The first defeat of the Calamity.
The event that took place in Disdel is something everyone must know by now.
It was then that Quellière was called the ‘Savior’ and revealed her majesty as a goddess.
However, the evil Calamity did not die.
It was an enemy so formidable that even a god could not easily defeat it.
This led directly to the well-known ‘reclamation conquest.’
Gods and Calamities.
The next battleground, filled with humanity’s original sin, desperate wishes, and yearning.
The Burial Grounds of the Great West.
The Allied Forces, longing for liberation, faced many mythical trials in that place.
Without the help of the Absolute, they would have perished there.
…Perhaps that’s why.
She sacrificed herself there.
According to the heroes who followed her, a magnificent light engulfed the entire world.
She fought alone to reduce the damage to everyone. I feel a lump in my chest every time I repeat that sentence.
When she disappeared, and the conquest ended.
The Imperial government moved, albeit too late.
Her life or death was uncertain, but there was no doubt that she had not truly perished.
As a new myth, her name and existence were carved into history. The widely spread teachings informed the world of her deeds.
Every time I encounter it, I feel proud of my own life.
Of my actions and choices as well.
In the world where peace had arrived.
Everyone longed for the Goddess.
Though some ignorant fools claim that her deeds were exaggerated or that she was not a god, the truth never fades.
I don’t know how many times I’ve written about her by now.
But, as I have said many times before, there is one fact that always tightens my heart.
Quellière never revealed that she was a goddess.
The reason remains unknown.
Perhaps she didn’t want to be worshiped, or maybe it was her nature.
It could have been due to her noble heart.
In any case, what I’m doing now, and what I’ve been doing all along, has been very close to going against her wishes.
But this, too, was my destiny.
I couldn’t stop.
I never learned that way.
So, I would like to take this opportunity to apologize to her.
No, it’s more like a reflection than an apology.
…Quellière.
Please understand.
We had no choice but to worship you.
We could only follow you and praise you.
If you didn’t want that, then from above, look down on us as before, and scold us.
Tomorrow marks your third death anniversary.
As always, there will be your heroes at the old site, but I too will visit, albeit late.
So, I must prepare. I’ll end this here.
Before the statue of the Goddess in the Temple.
─Theologian Agnatz
The landfill······ no.
Now called the “Old Lands,” the western magical domain.
The colonies and the majority of monsters had been exterminated, and the lingering grudges purified, but traces of divine power remained scattered across the region.
The same went for magical abnormalities.
“Still no snow today.”
The hill where Quellière had disappeared was still filled with the scent of summer.
Contrary to the current season.
Artan murmured, and Bulizé responded bluntly.
“How many times are you going to say that? Can’t you just get used to it already?”
“······I’m just saying it because it’s strange. That’s all.”
“There are other things to find strange. If Lady Quellière could see you now, she’d click her tongue. Also.”
Artan looked sheepish.
Meanwhile, Bulizé stood with her arms crossed.
“It’s not really something to be amazed by anymore, is it?”
She subtly followed Artan’s gaze.
The cursed land, now free of calamity.
Except for the areas where the “Coexistence of the Four Seasons” phenomenon manifested, the Old Lands had begun to mimic the continent’s seasons.
Beyond, skeletal trees swayed where biting winds howled.
“For years now, snow hasn’t fallen. Anywhere on the continent.”
“······I know.”
Their voices carried a trace of bitterness.
They were among those gathered to commemorate the third anniversary of Quellière’s death.
Behind them were notable figures such as the White Silver Dragon King, Pankaj Mishra, the Black Knight, Chandrafail, and the True Ancestor, Nell Sartilla······ an impressive assembly.
Those who had become heroes grew even more remarkable over the past three years.
Artan continued speaking.
“It’s probably inevitable. She was winter itself.”
It was midwinter now.
And yet, no snow had fallen.
Though the weather was milder than usual, it was still winter—cold and crisp. The absence of snow was peculiar.
It felt as if a part of the season had been cut away.
“Yeah······. That’s true.”
“······.”
An unusual silence descended.
A warm breeze, out of place in the magical space, stirred the air.
Artan fell into thought for a moment.
“······That day.”
Quellière, who had fallen on the hill.
Her agonized expression, one he had never seen before, remained vivid in his mind.
The memory pained him every time he recalled it.
Though he had to accept it now, her death still felt unreal.
She had seemed destined to live forever, high and aloof.
He had never considered even the slightest chance of her absence.
As if all of it were a lie, he half-expected her to reappear at any moment.
With her usual cold expression, looking down on them.
But.
“It’s just wishful thinking······.”
He knew better.
If she were capable of it, she would have already returned.
Unfinished regrets and deep sorrow weighed down his eyelids.
The continent was now unusually peaceful. There was no rush for anything.
Everything was smooth and easy.
“If one more person were here, it’d be perfect.”
He muttered quietly and suddenly turned his gaze.
To the high ground behind them.
There were Quellière’s confidants, the main players in the landfill conquest.
“Persistent as ever.”
Among them was a red-haired woman with slightly longer locks.
Nell Sartilla pointed at the air.
“Seriously, not even a flake of snow? Hey, snowflakes, snow showers! This is negligence, you know?!”
She was now venting her frustration on natural phenomena. Snow was Quellière’s symbol.
If it wasn’t falling because she was gone, wouldn’t its return mean she’d come back?
“Geez······.”
But it was futile.
Even she couldn’t tamper with the laws of nature.
Nell, staring at the distant horizon, casually tossed a remark to the person beside her.
“Hey.”
Clank. A black suit of armor shifted slightly.
From within the helmet that seemed to pierce through her, a voice emerged.
“What is it?”
The unusually eerie tone belonged to Chandrafail.
Unimpressed by his demeanor, Nell asked a question, part irritation, part curiosity.
“When did you know?”
“Know what?”
“That Quellière was, you know, a god.”
It was now common knowledge across the continent.
The Black Knight looked back at the fleeting past days.
Then, he responded briefly.
“When I was defeated.”
“Huh?”
“I realized it when I lost to her. When you experience an impossible shiver, you can’t help but know that she’s a being from a different dimension.”
A shiver that was only triggered with one hand.
Even recalling it now, it was an astonishing sensation.
But Nell’s eyes widened.
“…What?”
It wasn’t about when he knew.
She flinched at something else.
“Shiver? Could it be—”
“I felt it when our hands touched. It pierced through my armor. If I were to describe it, it felt like ‘touching the world itself.'”
“…!”
With those words, her guesses turned into certainty.
This Black Knight had experienced the same sensation as herself.
And, just like her, he was now certain that Quellière was a god.
“…As expected. She’s a god. There’s no other possibility.”
With another witness to this, it was undeniable.
For the first time in a long while, she felt her heart racing.
Then, she intentionally curled her lips into a smile as she looked at the Black Knight.
“I’m the senior here.”
“What?”
“You learned later than I did. I realized it right after I met her.”
Hmph—she raised her head proudly.
Chandrafail furrowed his brows slightly, but he didn’t bother to refute her.
Because there was no point in doing so.
“Is that so. I envy you.”
“Right? From now on, call me ‘senior.'”
The Black Knight, who had responded in kind, was now quite different from before.
In many ways, in terms of attitude and atmosphere, there was a noticeable change.
Could it be because of Quellière’s influence?
He now understood human emotions.
At least to some degree.
*
“I envy you.”
Meanwhile, just a little farther from them, on the green land.
Dewade stood side by side with Mishra.
“Is that so?”
“Yes. You’ve served Lady Quellière for a long time. It’s something to envy.”
His firm voice was deeply serious.
Mishra, with a slightly awkward smile, replied.
“Well, it’s not exactly like that. The time when the master was gone was very long.”
“Like now?”
“It can’t even be compared to now. For all those long years, Lady Quellière guarded the Snowfield alone.”
The combination of these two was quite fresh.
In terms of personality and history, they were opposites in many ways, and there was only one common point between them.
If they had met normally, they would never have exchanged a single word.
However, that one common point made them unparalleled comrades.
“…I see.”
Be it past or present, trials were unchanging.
Thinking such a thing, Dewade looked at Mishra, who smiled faintly.
It was a smile quite human in nature.
“Don’t be too disheartened. Whenever it may be, the master will return.”
“She’ll return… Yes. I will wait for her, no matter how long it takes.”
Dewade, who had shaken off a hint of melancholy and regained his resolve.
At that moment, Mishra wore a somewhat proud expression.
A soft voice then came from behind them.
“That’s right. She’ll be fine.”
It was the voice of a much more mature Paile.
The girl, wrapped in her snow bunny coat, was gently fiddling with it, as though cherishing it.
“Though it was Uncle who took me in when I was wandering as an orphan, it was Sister who warmly embraced me. She even provided me with a home.”
The costume she wore had been given to her by Quellière, and she had worn it often during the winters—no, it wasn’t just the winter, she wore it frequently.
Somehow, it felt as if Quellière’s presence remained within it.
“Someone like her… there’s no way she could have gone wrong. You all know how strong and wonderful she is.”
Though she had grown mature, her words were still pure and direct.
After a brief silence,
Soon, both of them nodded.
“That’s true.”
She had been betrayed by hope and trust several times already.
There was hope and belief that she would return, but sometimes, doubts would arise if it was really possible.
But in the end, all thoughts returned to one place.
Whoooosh…
Then, the wind of summer blew.
For some reason, it felt like the breeze had become cooler.
In that wind, everyone from the old site let their thoughts wander.
There were people from the Empire.
Most notably, Crown Prince Artan, Princess Bulizé, and Swordmaster Harold, who came before their mentor.
There were also people from the Church Kingdom.
Among them were Adventurer Sigina, High Priestess Lucia, Grand Commander of the Holy Knights Blefer, and Grand Commander of the Radiant Knights Targal… there were too many to count.
People also came from Yulistia.
Though fewer in number compared to the other two factions, figures like Local Lord Lysithea Krase, General Sorab, Lieutenant Sigila, and the returned wizard Anasha were not to be overlooked.
It was truly a bustling scene.
The number of people gathered was excessive for just one individual.
Of course, no one questioned it.
If the person in question was Quellière, it was only natural.
People of various backgrounds shared their thoughts, yet their expressions were unified.
“······.”
Unfaded sorrow and regret.
And gratitude.
Aside from the singularly unified expressions, their wandering gazes suddenly focused.
They all converged on one spot.
“······Huh?”
Someone muttered blankly.
The movements of the crowd, aimless like performance art, abruptly froze.
It was inevitable.
Saa······.
Snow was falling.
Softly fluttering snowflakes, the kind they thought they’d never see again.
Just a natural phenomenon, or the creation of a great god.
A woman’s symbol.
The pupils of every person grew wide.
“Snow······ snow? How long has it been······?”
“This······ this can’t be!”
They spoke frantically, their faces filled with astonishment.
Like a wildfire in the dry winter, a storm was brewing.
The falling snow intensified in response.
Before long, the snow turned into a blizzard.
Saa-aaah─!
An unnaturally strong snowfall.
A fierce snowstorm accompanied by icy winds overwhelmed even the blizzard.
It was as if all the snow that hadn’t fallen until now was being unleashed at once.
“Gah!”
At that moment, a man fell back in shock.
The people who had been staring at the sky in dismay turned their attention to him.
Following his gaze, they slowly looked again.
Toward the tall ancient tree.
The massive tree known as the Hundred-Year-Old Tree, because of its size.
What they saw next to it sent shivers through everyone present.
They were overcome with awe.
“······!”
Clothing in shades of blue and white.
An appearance resembling an artwork sculpted from snow, so striking that it overshadowed the exotic attire.
Her distinctive blue-and-white hair shone with elegance, like the feathers of a celestial steed.
How long had she been there?
Quellière stood with a mesmerizing face.
It was truly her.
“Lady Quellière······!”
Only one person managed to speak.
No one else dared utter a word.
But smiles naturally spread across their faces.
Shrouded in a storm of snow, she gazed around with her characteristically cold, piercing eyes.
Yet her gaze carried a faint sense of curiosity.
“······?”
In the continent’s midwinter.
Warm snow fell endlessly.

Author Note:
Hello, dear readers.
This is the writer, Yashijang.
Today, the work “I Have Become The Snow Maiden I Created” has finally come to a close.
It has concluded with a total of 90 chapters.
Though it is an incomplete ending that didn’t even reach 100 chapters, the word count already surpasses a hundred chapters, so I’ll rationalize it.
The rationalization is complete.
Now, I would like to express my gratitude.
I sincerely thank all the readers who followed me for almost three months.
It is because of you that I could be here.
Truly.
I know it’s a cliché.
But after experiencing it, it’s a phrase I simply couldn’t leave out.
To those who bookmarked, hit the alarm, left comments, pressed the like button, and finally, those who kindly supported me.
Thank you all.
The thank you’s are not over yet.
I’ll say more in a bit.
Before that, let me share a few brief thoughts.
Here are the parts I personally feel regretful about.
First, the material and setting.
This was the decisive reason for the short length of the conclusion.
An inexperienced writer, like me, shows flaws not just in writing skill but in every aspect.
I was inexperienced, and it showed from the very beginning, from the setting.
In fact, this story had too many constraints.
The protagonist Quellière’s abilities, motivations, goals, and the Snowfield and Snow Castle as the main locations.
The final boss Mahabharata.
The dark cult that wreaks havoc until we get to him.
And other minor gimmicks.
It was very difficult to give the protagonist a clear purpose, and since I couldn’t create a step-by-step growth, maintaining balance became tough, and the use of antagonists was insufficient.
As for the antagonists, there weren’t many of them.
Forcing in enemies was a shortcut to failure, so I had no choice but to use the disaster, the dark cult, and lesser gods as much as possible.
There were many other problems as well.
I also don’t remember all the things I wanted to avoid, but I vividly recall how hard I worked to avoid them.
Since these are likely not the kind of story you’d enjoy, I’ll just summarize it briefly.
In a nutshell, the lifespan of this work was more or less decided from the start.
Three months ago, I expected it to be around 100 chapters, and the length more or less matches that.
If the tempo had been faster, it would have been even shorter.
This is the result of having used nearly all of the given settings.
The material didn’t really fit with the web novel market, where long-form narratives dominate.
In fact, even 90 chapters was a product of considerable effort.
The second regret is the early parts.
I’m sure everyone can tell without me saying it.
Since this is my first time properly writing “Snow Maiden,” I couldn’t help it.
But if I were to write it now, I could do it much better.
That said, I’m not saying I’ll remake it.
The third regret is the ending.
In the week leading up to the ending, I worked tirelessly without resting.
While part of me wanted to finish quickly, a bigger reason was that it didn’t feel like resting even when I was resting.
They say first impressions and last impressions are very important.
I wanted to give it the most beautiful conclusion I could.
However, my condition gradually worsened.
Now that it’s finished, my back, especially my wrist, is in bad shape.
Other writers aren’t sick for no reason.
Having spent some time in writing, I now understand why.
Of course, I’ve never written sloppily.
I did my best with the ending, but personally, I still feel a bit regretful.
I wonder how the readers feel about it.
If I were to list everything, it would never end, so I’ll stop here for now.
Next, a word about my next work.
I’m sorry.
I apologize upfront, and you might be surprised, but anyway, I’m sorry.
In fact, I am no longer a civilian.
Soon, I will become a soldier.
I’ve been called by the country.
So, my next project will be uncertain.
This is also why it came to an end so quickly.
The afterword has become quite long.
Let me finish my farewell here.
Once again, thank you.
Because of all of you, I could smile and endure.
Even when it was hard, it was enjoyable.
I don’t know when it will be, but I truly hope we can meet again.
······Ah.
Lastly, just one more thing.
Take care of your wrists, everyone.
You really need to take care of them.
Seriously.
Ughh.
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