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    Chapter 1: Into The Lactea


[Normal ending]

Achievement Condition: Rescue the world from the Demon God.

Achievement Count: 789 times

[Immortal ending]

Achievement Condition: Reach the ending without killing a single being.

Achievement Count: 5 times

[Annhiliation ending]

Achievement Condition: Become an apocalypse and exterminate all life.

Achievement Count: 1 time

***

These are the endings that exist in the RPG game ‘Lactea ‘.

Although there are a few more endings, these are the only three officially recognized by Lactea .

Why? Because the rest are all Dead Endings.

As can be inferred from the achievement conditions, the difficulty level varies greatly for each ending.

The Normal Ending ends once the Demon God is defeated, but for the Immortal Ending, one must maintain peace without killing the Demon God, and for the Annhiliation Ending, all life, including the Demon God, must be completely exterminated.

Annhiliation and Immortal .

Because of these two endings, Lactea , which was once a normal hard mode RPG, suddenly turned into a crazy hell difficulty game.

Of course, this led to a surge in popularity and a significant increase in the number of users.

Why am I suddenly talking about this?

To explain the situation that just happened….

***

– Guys. They say Lactea will be updated tomorrow.

– It seems like it would be a minor item addition at best.

– Are you still playing this game? It’s a crazy game that’s been around for over 10 years.

– Still, Lactea is a masterpiece. There are still quite a few views on YouTube.

The community heated up with the news of the first update in several years.

Lee Sungwoon.

It had been over four months since he quit the game, but even he was eager to return, indicating the extent of his firepower.

He was not a famous YouTuber or BJ, but he was quite well-known among the users.

Not by the name Lee Sungwoon, but by the user name Olivia.

Nickname Olivia.

The first user to discover the Immortal Ending and the Annihilation Ending.

And the only user to reach the Annihilation Ending.

To users who were thirsty for content, Olivia was like a god.

– Olivia is so cool, I could die

-Hahaha

-Is Olivia just a pro gamer? How can she think of killing them all?

-Yeah. I killed them all once, and burned them five times

-The boss has appeared

-Olivia, I’m dead.

-Stop being so immersed in your character. Is Olivia really a girl?

-Olivia, bro. I’m dead.

-Crazy bastard.

Lee Sungwoon quickly scrolled down. He had no intention of wasting his energy on meaningless arguments of the trolls. How long had it been.

“It’s out.”

A notice was posted on the Lactea site. Lee Sungwoon clicked on the notice without hesitation.

[Lactea Update Contents.]

-New ending added.

Surprisingly, that was all. But a smile appeared on Lee Sungwoon’s face. The community was the same.

-It’s out!

-Will it rise? Will it rise? Will it rise?

-Olivia, please upload the strategy quickly. I’ll follow.

-Work, Olivia! Work, Olivia!

Lee Sungwoon launched Lactea without hesitation.

The update finished earlier than expected.

Shortly after, a familiar notification window popped up.

[Update complete.]

-Would you like to load the previous file?

Sungwoon, who was about to select “No,” hesitated.

Unlike other multi-chapter RPGs where you have to start from the beginning after finishing an ending, Lactea could transfer the growth stats from the previous chapter.

To put it simply, if you ended up as an archmage in the first round, Grand Magus 1, you start the second round, Grand Magus 2, as an archmage from the beginning.

Of course, not transferring the growth stats and starting from scratch was the orthodox way as you wouldn’t be able to experience the bad or tragic endings.

“But this is Lactea.”

Sungwoon quickly came to a conclusion.

“Let’s go with this.”

Unlike before, the loading screen was slower this time. This was probably because there was a lot of data for the last character.

“The last one was a Annhiliation ending, right? Then it’s going to be extremely tough.”

When transferring growth stats, the affinity built with NPCs would also be transferred. If you had a good relationship in the previous chapter, even strangers would treat you kindly and warmly like close friends.

But the same applied in the opposite case.

Since the last ending was Annhiliation, all beings in Lactea would harbor baseless malice towards Olivia.

“I can’t grasp how severe it will be. Will they attack me with swords as soon as our eyes meet?”

Truly insane difficulty.

No matter how strong you became by transferring growth stats, facing the powerful beings scattered throughout the continent all at once was close to impossible.

But who was he?

“Heh… I’ll defeat you within a month.”

Olivia was the first and last pioneer.

“Loading the last save file.”

-Name: Olivia

-Occupation: Grand Magus of Extreme Cold and Brainwave


-Level: 100(MAX)

-Titles: Emperor’s Executioner, Annihilator, Witch of the End.

“Do you really want to transfer the growth stats?”

Sungwoon clicked “Yes” without hesitation.

“I pray for good luck.”

At the same time, a dazzling light emitted from the screen enveloped Sungwoon.

***

“…It seems like I’ve entered the game world after all.”

The towering snow-capped mountains reaching the sky, the wyverns flying above the clouds, everything felt surreal.

And above all.

“Damn it…”

When the white-haired girl reflected in the ice put on a despairing expression, he realized.

…Olivia was a female character.

“Suddenly, I had this thought. Even if I saved the world hundreds of times, wouldn’t it be okay to destroy it once.”

The expansion of the accident happened in an instant. Mana’s flow was felt from the beautiful snow particles. Wind, clouds, sun. Mana was felt in everything, literally.

It was the result of a body change from Lee Sungwoon to Archmage Olivia.

Olivia reflected beyond the ice was beautiful.

Her unique sharp eyes portrayed an atmosphere like a high-class lady. And wearing a turquoise robe, it was no different from a painting.

Of course. It took several days to customize this.

…Not.

Damn it.

If the culprit was a mere mortal, anyone would be delighted, but she was not happy at all. Unfortunately, this world was not a fantasy Neverland, but a hellish pandemonium.

It was a world full of crazy people who saw her as a daughter of a prestigious family.

I wished the current situation was a dream.

Olivia denied reality and placed her hand on the ice wall.

It was cold.

The pinched cheek hurt terribly.

“This can’t be happening. Scientifically, possession is not possible……”

She couldn’t bear the overwhelming despair.

Could the government reproduce even the magic pulsating in the heart with experiments conducted secretly?

This is reality. A damn reality.

“No. I don’t know yet.”

Olivia said with a trembling voice, hoping things wouldn’t turn out as she thought.

“St, Status Window.”

But the next moment, a deep sigh flowed out.

[Olivia]

-Level: 100

-Occupation: Archmage of Extreme Cold and Brainwave

-Title: The one who destroyed the world, the exterminator.

Now she couldn’t even deny it.

This is not like a dream.

It was a damn reality.

***

In the previous episode, in order to see the annihilation ending, Olivia literally killed ‘everyone’.

To the extent that even the great demons who brought down the empire would say ‘this is a bit….’ in front of her.

Only humans, hundreds of millions.

After killing off elves, dwarves, giants, merfolk, and even dragons, she tore through dimensions, entered the demon realm, and exterminated all the demons.

She wasn’t called the Destroyer God in the community for nothing.

[The affection transfer has been completed.]

-Princess Aria is confused.

-Sword Saint Kiel wants to resolve his inexplicable discomfort.

-Red Dragon Elias is seething with anger.

-89.9% of the continent’s residents treat you as a witch.

That fateful encounter of the destructive deity account had been passed on, so even if you can’t, tens of billions of people start cursing and attacking Olivia as soon as they see her.

No, are they going to start with a knife fight?

Rather than returning to Earth, even surviving seemed overwhelming. It couldn’t get any more dreadful than this.

But the next moment, the notification window that popped up dragged her mentality from the ground to the depths of hell.

[Analyzing player’s abilities.]

[Player’s level is too high compared to the progress of the story!]

[Difficulty level is being adjusted to Hell.]

-15 key NPCs will regress with memories from the previous round.

-List of regressed NPCs: Princess Aria, Sword Saint Kiel, Archmage Melina……

One thing was certain amidst the uncertainty.

This is screwed.

***

Olivia stopped despairing and got up.

There’s no time for this now.

The notification clearly stated that 15 key NPCs had regressed. Not one, but all 15 of them!

If they were labeled as ‘key NPCs’ even in Lactea, it meant they were strong enough to hold their own even in the latter part of the scenario.

If all fifteen of them gathered, they could even achieve a normal ending without the player.

Of course, Olivia had experienced Annihilation endings and even tasted the marrow of the system, but that was all thanks to the system being designed that way from the start.

[To you who destroyed the world, the existence of the system was insignificant. In the end, you even destroyed the system itself.]

……the script appears, and the system dies.


As a result of absorbing the power of the creatures she had killed, she gained power surpassing that of a deity or something.

Just looking at it this way, the system may seem pathetic, but it is still the final boss of Lactea.

Its grotesque patterns and immense damage not only brought tears to the eyes of users but also turned them into mentally unstable individuals who couldn’t control their anger, driving thousands of users crazy.

Because of this, in the early days of the game’s release, defeating the system was out of the question, and just being near the Demon God made you be treated as a talented lunatic.

No, why was it so difficult to break through when just gathering the 15 key NPCs would do it?



 
  
    Chapter 2: The White Dragon, Glaceon.


It’s simple.

Collecting fifteen of them in one place is so incredibly difficult.

The major NPCs have personalities as unpredictable as those of the idiots on the continent.

Princess Aria, despite possessing the empire’s greatest strategic acumen, acts foolishly because she finds it bothersome, while Sword Saint Kiel, despite being the heir to a duchy, can’t stay still for a moment when it comes to the topic of wandering.

Just dealing with the two of them is this difficult, and now I have to gather fifteen?

And among them, there are even revolutionaries who loathe the caste system and villains who enjoy killing?

It’s not called a newbie’s nightmare game for nothing.

But now, all those NPCs have regressed.

“Carry memories of dying with me.”

Since Olivia died before the Demon God arrived, that arrow will be aimed at Olivia, who is not a potential threat as a Demon God but a real threat.

Gathering fifteen to catch the Demon God, they’re willing to join forces just to kill one person.

This is messed up. Definitely messed up.

Two, maybe three, we might find a way. But more than that?

We’re screwed. Absolutely screwed.

There was no intention of stepping into a chicken game where the outcome was predetermined.

Hence, there’s only one way to survive.

“Find a new ending.”

Of all times to have the new ending updated on that day, I got stuck in the game? Unless I’m an idiot, I should deduce that finding a new ending is the way out.

In fact, finding a new ending itself isn’t a big problem. Olivia was a pioneer who reached the summit in Lactea, and no matter how crappy the developers were, she was confident she could find any ending given enough time.

Yeah. Given enough time.

But now Olivia is stuck in the game.

What’s the problem with that?

It’s simple.

If I can’t find a new ending within one turn, I die.

Since it’s a matter of life and death, even trivial mistakes are not allowed. Let’s say, hypothetically, I killed a bandit I met on the road.

But what if it turns out that the condition for seeing the new ending is ‘Immortal’?

Even if it’s unfair to be trapped like this, I can’t die like that.

“There are four possible scenarios for seeing the ending.”

Olivia wrote the words on the ground.


	Normal Ending after inheriting the annihilation growth value.

	Annihilation Ending after inheriting annihilation growth points.

	Immortal Ending after inheriting the Immortal growth value.



Numbers 1 and 2 are relatively easy. Just hold out until the Demon God appears.

Number 3 becomes troublesome when people start hiding to avoid the Demon God.

Becoming the hunter in a never-ending game of hide-and-seek against millions is not as easy as it sounds.

There’s also the reluctance to kill people.

“…And number 4.

“If it’s an entirely new approach.”

Actually, this is the most frustrating.

Not knowing the problem, not knowing the answer. In this case, all you can do is rely purely on luck.

All I can hope for is that it’s not number 4.

“For now, hold on until the model answer is revealed. Whether to switch to the mole route or not will be decided then.”

What’s certain is that it’s impossible to handle it alone unless it’s the mole route.

That means if it’s numbers 1 or 2, there must be someone to help her.

“In this situation, how am I supposed to find someone to help?”

At that time, thinking she might have to learn mind control mana or something.

There was a cracking sound, and a huge shadow covered the sky.

“K-Kyaaaaah!”

The wyverns flying panicked and fled. After repeating their flapping several times, they fell to the ground as if frozen white.

Kwaaaaaah!

Crackle!

The wyverns collided with the ground, literally shattered into pieces. The wyverns from the north, with an incredible resistance to cold, froze in just a few seconds.

There is only one being capable of such a thing.

Olivia slowly turned her head.

“You, how on earth are you still alive?”

A huge White Dragon, emitting cold air, was staring at Olivia.

“Me?”

The creature’s body twitched for a moment as if it couldn’t believe a human inferior to insects could be so bold. It was a face as if seeing a madman.

No wonder, Olivia was smiling broadly.

There was no other way.

[Glaceon ]


	Level: 77

	Affection: -10 (Human Hatred)



That was all that appeared on the guy’s status window.

Even if the passive human hatred of those esteemed dragons was understandable, if the affection level had been properly inherited, it should have at least hit minus 80 to be normal.

But Glaceon ? It’s just minus 10.

There’s only one thing that signifies.

This guy. He didn’t die by my hands.

“Found you. Helper.”

***

White Dragon Glaceon .

In the community, Glaceon was called by another name. The weakest dragon, Ice Chicken, a scavenger who can’t deal damage more than a newbie…

And it’s no wonder, this guy, despite being a dragon, was only at level 77.

In the early stages of the scenario, he was a level that could easily beat a single kingdom alone, but also a level perfect for a big swordsman to cut his throat.

Yes, that’s right. It was Kiel who killed this guy Glaceon.

Kiel, who set off to the invincible northern border with the wandering barrier, would gain the overly generous title of Dragon Slayer from this incident.

That’s the content of the very early stages of the game.

In reality, you can’t meet Glaceon in the in-game.

Oh, come to think of it, we can meet him.

He might be displayed as a stuffed specimen in the Academy headquarters.

Glaceon wears a displeased expression.

[You’ve grown a bit. I’ve heard about you from Lord. Humans are a race that knows neither manners nor respect.]

The voice of the Dragon Peer Range echoed through the air.

[The title, ‘Brave in front of Dragons,’ is activated..]


-Immune to the status ailment ‘Fear.’

The window I had seen beyond the screen now appears before my eyes.

Indeed, which side truly knows neither manners nor respect.

Olivia smiled softly. And slowly reached out her hand.

Thump, thump.

Mana pulsated around her heart.

[Skill: Blizzard activated.]

Just thinking of using the skill brought up the message.

It was fortunate for Olivia. It meant she didn’t have to memorize spells or draw magic circles.

Saaaah-.

Suddenly, a fierce blizzard began to blow.

[Title, ‘One Who Sees the Truth’ activated]

– Mana power increased by 100%.

Anyone who reaches the maximum level, level 100, becomes the pinnacle of their field.

A title granted to only one person.

Therefore, there is no one better than Olivia in ice and lightning magic.

Even if her opponent were a dragon.

[Hm?]

Glaceon also seemed to sense the unusual atmosphere. But it was already too late.

“Let’s start by matching our eye levels.”

Kwaaaang!

Sharp ice chunks, carved by the wind, slammed into Glaceon’s sturdy body. Glaceon spread her wings to shield herself, but it wasn’t enough to withstand the impact.

Kyaaah!

Wings riddled with holes were of no help in flight.

Kuuuuung-!

Olivia pushed through the blizzard and walked towards where Glaesia fell.

It might be excessive magic for a level 77, but there’s a reason for everything.

After playing Lactea thousands of times, she learned something.

Dragons are all lunatics.

Red are the fighters, Blue are the hikikomori who never leave their lair even if the world falls apart, Green are the concept addicts who transform into humans and act weak, and Gold are the mercenaries who exploit dwarves for money.

So what about White?

They like to fight for real.

No, seriously, not kidding.

At one point, the community was on fire because of this.

It was because of a major NPC, the White Dragon Lord, Karsian.

-Guys, Karsian sent this guy to stop the Demon God, but he got corrupted.

-That’s typical White behavior. Probably got NTR because your DPS was weaker than the Demon God’s.

-Those guys love to fight. I messed up my DPS calculation during the Karsian raid and failed to defeat him, and suddenly got polymorphed into a frog.

-Can I see some proof?

-dogeza.jpg

-This is crazy lololol

Similar content is mentioned in Kiel’s recollection.

[Kiel looked at the trembling White Dragon covered in wounds.

Weak. Was he just a youngling who had just matured?

He seemed afraid of death for a dragon. He had no intention of killing him anyway. It was just to test out the new swordsmanship he had learned.

At that moment, the White Dragon moved its mouth.

What does he want to say? Kiel listened to the White Dragon’s words.

After a while, Kiel changed his mind.

This dragon must die.]

What did Glaceon say that made Kiel change his mind was not revealed.

And now the identity of that remark has been revealed.

“……Hmm.”

Olivia’s face twisted horribly. At the same time, Kiel’s action became painfully clear.

Glaceon was lying on the ground, drooling incessantly. Her eyes were half-rolled back, showing only the whites, and her body wriggled like a worm. She wasn’t even a dragon, but forcibly polymorphed into a human.

It seems that White Dragons have a remarkable talent for dirtying human feelings.

“Hey, stop drooling and get up.”

Every time I poked her with my foot, she flinched. How would the dwarves who revered Glaceon react if they saw this?

In the game, it wasn’t described in such detail, so I didn’t know, but seeing it in reality was much more disgusting than I thought.

Is this really suitable for ages 12 and up?

Reflect on this, Lactea.

“What have you done to my body?”

“I don’t know, but do you know the name of the nearest human village around here?”

“Village? Are you talking about human villages? Humph! R-release me!”

Olivia released Glaceon’s collar. She briefly looked disappointed, then seemed confused as if she couldn’t understand her own thoughts.

Is it right to use such a hopeless guy as an accomplice?

There were certainly strong players over level 80 on the continent, and if you looked carefully, you could find them somehow.

‘The problem is that I killed all of them.’

The premise condition for becoming an accomplice.

First, you must be strong enough to endure even in the late game.

Second, your favorability rating shouldn’t be terrible.

“Given that there was no one who could meet both of these conditions simultaneously, it was quite frustrating.”

“To be honest, does Glaceon perfectly meet the first condition? Well, not exactly.”

“Anyway, considering that their race, being what it is, grows overwhelmingly slower compared to humans, leaving things as they were would inevitably lead to a rather futile position in the latter part.”


“So, about the name of the village, do you know?”

“Uh, uh… I don’t know!”

“Answer.”

“I-I don’t know!”

As expected, their stubbornness was as impressive as that of a dragon’s. I didn’t expect them to yield easily.



 
  
    Chapter 3: Hatred and Revenge.


“Let’s change the topic. What year is it in Imperial Calendar?”

“Imperial Calendar? Like the empire of humans-.”

“Come on, it’s been around since before you were born.”

“I don’t know! I really don’t know!”

Of course, dragons descend into the human world for amusement whenever they’re bored.

But seriously, someone who’s not a hatchling, not even a polymorph, doesn’t know?

Instead of asking further, Olivia lifted a staff. The only advantage of this staff, which was nothing more than a Cody item, was that it was very sturdy, made rom the roots of world tree, unlike the dragon bone staff.

Olivia swung the staff lightly as she spoke.

“Do you know what? In my experience, this is the best for training White Dragons.”

“I, I don’t know what you’re thinking, but stop it for now!”

Whack!

“Aaaargh!”

Thud!

“I-I got hit! Ouch! Ouch!”

Even dragons had no way to deal with merciless violence.

It definitely tasted different to be on the receiving end rather than watching from behind the screen.

But seriously, could one really beat a dragon who could become a colleague like this?

Trust me, Lactea is originally this kind of game.

When I discovered the Immortal Ending for the first time and uploaded a strategy video, the community’s response was exactly like this:

-“W-What kind of ending is this?”

-“As long as you don’t get killed, it’s fine lol”

-“Olivia getting her butt kicked? If we were like her, could we beat the emperor in the palace?”

-“Peace (Physics)”

-“Lmao”

-“Olivia, seriously… what kind of fight did you get into?”

-“Seriously, it’s legendary to find the ending while playing like that. Wouldn’t that makes you less likable?”

-“If you don’t want to get hit, you should listen lol”

Even the emperor, who had such a dirty pride, listened well for a month after being beaten.

“Kkkuaaaaah!”

How long will this take?

10 minutes should be enough.

***

“Kkeo, kkeo? Kkkua?”

Glaceon’s eyes glazed over as if drugged. It hurt as if she were going to die, but since she didn’t actually die, her brain just went dumb.

Honestly, it was much harder than she had thought.

If she had been a warrior, it might have been different, but as a dragon, her whole body was stiff from constantly casting spells.

If it had been someone other than Glaceon, they probably wouldn’t have been subdued so easily.

It must be thanks to the White Dragon’s unique DNA.

By now, she would have realized. That it wasn’t some trickery, but the fact that her body itself was the problem.

Olivia was generous enough to give her time to wipe her runny nose, stopped the spellcasting and asked once again.

“Should we go the hard way or the easy way?”

“Ea, ea-easy! Let’s go the easy way!”

“Really? You’re not going to use honorifics?”

Glaceon heard the voice and widened her eyes at Olivia.

“I, I am a dragon!”

“A dragon that got beaten up like a dog by a human is no dragon.”

“That’s-!”

Whoosh-!

The staff made a cheerful sound as it cut through the air. At the same time, Glaceon’s body twitched.

“This is your last chance. The easy way or the hard way?”

“……”

“Answer.”

“I-I want to go the easy way!”

“Good, that’s the way.”

Olivia petted Glaceon’s head as if petting a dog.

“So, what’s the name of that village over there?”

Regression.

To turn around and return to the original position or state.

However, this is a word used in statistical data, not suitable for dealing with the reversal of time.

At least, according to Princess Aria.

“So, what time is it now?”

“It is the year 987, Your Highness.”

“……”

But is there a word that can better describe the current situation than that?

Thank you, Sorwin. I must have been confused in my dream. You can go now.

Sorwin smiles as if its okay and disappears. Ariya’s face turns expressionless, frighteningly, before the door closes.

It was a face that could never be imagined to have come from the princess, beautiful, compassionate, and warm.

“Did gods really exist?”

Ariya slowly sweeps the bed with her hand.

It was soft. It was something unimaginable during the times she slept on the rough grass.

The sensation matched her memories.

Ariya immediately gets up from her seat and heads to the window.

In the late afternoon, servants bustling around to finish the day were visible.

Ariya checks their faces one by one. Viktor, Dennis, Hugo, Kran… There were no faces she couldn’t remember.

Her memory was fine too.

There is one last thing to check.

Her senses.

Ariya takes out a fountain pen from her pencil case, presses it against her palm with force. Ink and blood mix, coloring the floor dark red.

It hurts. But not enough to make a sound.


“Ha… Hahaha….”

Stumbling.

Ariya staggers and collapses on the bed.

This is not an illusion. No matter how exceptional a great archmage is, even if it’s ‘that woman,’ they cannot create such a sophisticated illusion.

Ariya reaches out her hand into the air. Then, with all her might, she presses down as if strangling someone.

As if someone was there in front of her.

How painful it was.

How frustrating it was.

How much she wanted to kill.

Do you know?

“Even now, when I close my eyes, the scenery of that day comes to mind.”

[“Yes, how dare you…!”]

[Screams!]

Father, mother.

[“Princess, can’t hold on much longer.”]

Kie, Melina.

[“Protect the princess!”]

[“For the princess! Fight to the end!”]

The Sword Saint.

‘The people who believed in me and climbed the escape route.’

‘All, without exception, completely.’

‘Fell into Olivia’s hands.’

Clang!

Fingernails dig into flesh. She doesn’t want to remember, but her cursed memory does not allow her to forget.

She died. Her throat was slit. Her upper and lower body were separated.

Peasant Cedric froze to death from his toes.

Seed Edwin froze with his parents.

Tens of thousands froze to death in the imperial capital in just one day.

She couldn’t die. She absolutely couldn’t die.

She couldn’t abandon the hopes of those who sacrificed themselves to protect his insignificant self.

When those who sensed the end looked back, do you know what they said with their eyes?

Live. Survive.

Survive and defeat that monster.

So She stubbornly persisted.

Enduring and enduring, even if She had to sell his soul to the devil, She swore to kill Olivia at all costs.

But, but…

It couldn’t be stopped.

The dragons ruling the sky, the elves of the Great Forest, the merfolk of the Great Ocean.

In the end, they all faced the same fate.

Would it have been different if they had understood the true nature of that woman from the beginning?

Aria opened her closed eyes. The blood clotted in her right hand dyed the white sheet red.

She wiped the blood off with a towel as if it didn’t matter.

Aria murmured into the air.

“Lady Calliope, Sir Seth. I have something to say, please come out.”

There was no response.

“Your Highness has already informed me that the two ravens have been assigned to me. Come out immediately.”

Still, there was no response. But it was slightly different from before. For a moment, she felt a presence.

As if expecting it, Aria walked to the desk. Then, she lit the candlestick and brought it to her palm.

The flesh burned, and a sharp pain surged. The smell of burning protein filled the room.

Just as the charred flesh was about to catch fire.

“Stop it.”

The masked figure that appeared from the air grabbed Aria’s hand.

The masked figure, Calliope, could not hide her astonishment. The princess, who had been quiet until now, had turned into a venomous demon overnight.

“You’re coming out now.”

“What are you doing?”

“If you hadn’t done this, I wouldn’t have come out.”

It was a foregone conclusion.

Calliope clenched her lips.

The Shadow Knights, commonly known as the Night Ravens.

They were the emperor’s direct troops, his sharpest blades, and loyal subjects who followed only the emperor’s orders.

The emperor had ordered them to protect the princess.

When Aria burned her hand, the order and the rules clashed.

Calliope had no choice. In the end, she revealed herself and chose to protect the princess.

“Just one request. Please find one person.”

“We have no reason to fulfill the princess’s request.”

Aria smiled as if she were pitiful and took out a fountain pen from her pocket.

“If I stab my throat with this, will I die?”

The tip of the pen was aimed directly at the carotid artery.

“Let’s change the subject. This is not a request. It’s a threat.”

Calliope waved her hand.

“Alright. I lost. So please get rid of that damn weapon.”

“Now you’re talking sense.”

Calliope covered her face as if she had lost. She waved her hand up and down towards the corner of the ceiling. After a moment, the shadow wobbled and a sturdy masked man popped out.

“Captain. Is this okay for us to do this?”

“Whether we do it this way or that way, we should die comfortably. When the princess returns, it’s a matter between you and me.”

“If you help us, I will argue on your behalf.”


Calliope chuckled at Aria’s words.

It was a bluff.

“Yes, Your Highness. Whom shall I find for you?”

***

Aria stared out the window where Calliope and Seth had disappeared.
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If they are capable of information retrieval, it would not take them more than a few days to search the entire empire.

It’s just a matter of finding the location of one Witch, they should be able to figure it out quickly.

The god, who had harbored hatred until the very end, finally took their side.

At last, the time for revenge has come.

Olivia scratched her ear and asked.

“So, what do they call that place?”

“It’s called Rernas.”

“I’ve never heard of it. When was the last time you went out for leisure?”

“Well….”

Glaceon hesitated before answering.

“It was 15 years ago. I don’t really like going outside so much….”

“….”

It’s more serious than I thought.

“Then, do you know how many years it is in Imperial Calendar?”

“Oh, yes. It’s probably…987 years now.”

Olivia pondered while scratching her cheek.

‘987 years.’

It was the same as the starting date of the tutorial. When she saw the ending, it was exactly a thousand years in the Imperial Calendar, so Princess Aria, who died last, had returned with memories of exactly 13 years.

‘That’s somewhat fortunate. What would have happened if she had regressed all the way back to her childhood.’

Facing Princess Aria with the experience of middle age?

‘That’s a bit…’

As time passes, Olivia becomes more disadvantaged. As the condition for returning to the original world is almost confirmed to be ‘watching a new ending’, there is a limit to running away from those who become stronger as time goes on.

That’s not all. If it is revealed that there are constraints on actions…

‘It’s dreadful just to think about.’

Ultimately, the presence of an accomplice is indispensable.

“If you know anyone who seems strong, call out their names.”

“You mean their names?”

“Yes, their names.”

“Uh, well… I don’t have any friends.”

“I mean among the people you know. Hey.”

“No matter how much I think, it’s only my mother and father…”

“Whether it’s a rumor or anything, just tell me.”

“…”

“None?”

Glaceon hesitated and nodded.

“This is crazy.”

Just asked out of curiosity.

Indeed, Whites have an excellent talent for turning people inside out.

It’s like a talent to make people impatient.

“But why are you looking for strong people?”

“Do whatever you want.”

“I, I didn’t mean to provoke you! Honestly, with your abilities, you can make anyone strong by raising them!”

“Does that make sense…?”

Olivia paused while speaking and stroked her chin.

‘Wait a minute.’

Moderately talented individuals, that is, those with ‘potential’ at the level of 80, are somewhat exaggeratedly as common as dirt on the continent.

However, it is much more efficient to hold onto key NPCs than to raise them, which is why they haven’t done so.

“You said something smart.”

“Hehe. Did I?”

“But who are you to call me the master?”

“Oh, well, you didn’t tell me your name…”

“So, is it my fault?”

“Oh, no! It’s my stupid fault!”

Glaceon’s face turned pale.

‘This Girl is really insane.’

When Glaceon close her eyes, the memory of just now comes flooding back.

Pressing my face against the ground, with only her buttocks slightly raised, gasping for breath was not a dignified behavior for a dragon.

‘Honestly, I even doubted what was in front of me was a human. How could a human exude a colder aura than my deceased mother, who was a Ice Dragon?’

“Let’s work together.”

“Yes?”

As Glaceon struggled to hide her surprise, Olivia turned her body around and pointed beyond the mountain range.

More precisely, to the White Tower erected at its peak.

“When you say work, exactly what kind of work are you referring to?”

“Kidnapping.”

“…”

Glaceon gave up trying to understand.

[Um, Lady Olivia.]

“Why.”

[Didn’t you say kidnapping?]

“Huh.”

[…]


Glaceon couldn’t hide her bewilderment.

‘Is she being so blatant about it?’

Even though she was a dragon familiar with the dark ways of the world, she knew how kidnappings usually took place.

Wasn’t it supposed to be done discreetly, secretly?

She didn’t know about others, but doing it openly, especially with someone riding on a dragon’s back, was definitely not the way.

But instead of asking further, Glaceon kept her mouth shut. It was the result of fully grasping that Olivia was an individual who defied common sense.

‘Looks like a noble but has a temperament fiercer than a Red Dragon.’

Honestly, even in the eyes of a dragon, Olivia’s appearance was quite pleasing. Her silver hair and haughty eyes naturally exuded a cold beauty vibe.


The mana emanating from her was so pure that it was hard to believe she was human.

But if someone were to say that beneath that exterior lurked a psycho capable of unleashing demons, who would believe it?

‘A complete witch, a witch.’

Glaceon swallowed her words in her mind. In reality, calling a wizard a witch was a huge disrespect. It was akin to calling a dragon a lizard.

As Glaceon was consoling herself in her thoughts, Olivia’s voice, sounding irritated, reached her ears.

“Can’t you be a bit gentle?”

[…I will do my best.]

“Tsk. Do I need to get a saddle or something?”

[…]


Glaceon’s eyes flickered.

No matter what, it’s not a saddle. I won’t go around boasting to people ‘I was raised by humans.’

[Oh, is there something uncomfortable?]

“The scales are too hard. Can I cut some of them off? They’ll grow back anyway.”

[…….]

“If you don’t like it, I’ll fill the saddle.”

A bitch worse than a demon.

In the end, there was no choice but to make a decision.

[Gently… please.]

Glaceon tightly closed her eyes.

“Darn it, darn it, darn it, darn it! I should have stayed dependent! I should have listened to Mom!”

A dragon becomes a separate entity from its parents’ lair the moment it becomes independent. The Karsian said, “I’ve raised you to adulthood, so live your life well,” and then kicked Glaceon out.

It was good back then.

Being able to break free from the confines of parents and pursue the life she wanted.

If she had known she would meet such a bitch, she would have postponed independence for a hundred years.

“Sorry, Mom. I made a mistake this time.”

Glaceon tightly closed her eyes and tried to ignore the pain she felt on her back.

Thud!

It was miserable.

Thud!

These tears were not shed from pain but from the misery of her situation.

[Sniffle.]

“Stop crying. I only removed a few scales because they were so big.”

Olivia carefully inserted the scales she had removed with mana back into place.

“Now it’s a bit softer.”

At those words, Glaceon’s body trembled with emotion.

‘This girl is a witch?’

‘This girl?’

It was undoubtedly true that the definition of a witch had changed over the years.

“When we arrive near the tower, wake me up.”

Olivia lay down on the soft bare skin. Then she closed her eyes and immersed herself in thought.

The Magic Tower.

Where like-minded magicians gathered to explore knowledge.

The Red Tower delved into fire, the Blue Tower into water, the Green Tower into wind, the Black Tower into earth, and the Gold Tower into spacetime.

Thus, the five Great Towers were born.

However, as time passed, it became clear that the five towers were insufficient to handle all elements.

Light, ice, electricity, darkness…

Thus, several more towers were created.

Among them, The White Tower delved into light.

Light, collectively known as White Magic.

When you think of light in fantasy, what usually comes to mind?

Devout priests who believe in gods, grand mages who illuminate darkness, hope…

It’s not wrong.

In reality, most magicians who embody the White Tower are devout followers of light or naturally innocent individuals.

In short, they are considered good.

The reason the tower was erected on a filthy high mountain peak was to prevent the snow monsters living in the Great Snow Mountain from descending into the village, indicating their character.

Yes, that’s right.

Their character was rated highly.

If you’re going to kidnap someone,  wouldn’t it be better to kidnap someone who is polite even in front of people they don’t like?

The kidnapping list was neatly organized.

‘Honestly, I didn’t plan to go as far as kidnapping at first. At least for a dozen years, I didn’t do anything as foolish as revealing my location when I had to hide and live.’

“But if not now, there won’t be another chance.”

If Olivia had woken up in the City of Beginnings, it might have been different, but waking up in the Northern Great Snow Mountain, things got messed up right from the beginning.

“The princess would have noticed something strange. Maybe she could even suspect that I’ve regressed.”

Because the person who should be in the City of Beginnings is no longer there.

Not comparing the extent of not considering the possibility of the other party regressing and considering it.

Not only blocking contact with future key figures but also warning the close aides to be cautious of the key figure.

It might seem a bit excessive, but the other party is a princess.

“So, you started it. Princess. I didn’t plan to go as far as kidnapping.”

If you can’t influence the main characters of the future, it’s only natural to turn the arrow towards the supporting characters.

Olivia, who was rationalizing the kidnapping to herself, felt something strange and stood up.

“Have we arrived?”

[Yes.]

“Keep flying in place. I have something to check.”

A huge barrier surrounded the tower. Olivia reached out and touched the barrier. The next moment, a current flashed and pushed Olivia’s hand away.

” It stings.”

Olivia clicked her tongue and took a step back. It wasn’t a strong barrier. Without even having to reach the highest levels of magic, she was able to clean up on the Blizzard line she used on Glaceon.

But using Blizzard is out of the question.


If it ends with just breaking the barrier, it’s fine, but if someone dies among them, it will be a disaster.

“Keep looking around.”

[What?]

“Just keep circling around until they open up.”

Glaceon turned her gaze downward. The wizards of Magic Tower were running around in confusion.
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Well, that’s the normal human reaction when facing a dragon.

‘But when I think about this situation, because I was wrongly caught by a human who treated dragons like insects, tears filled my eyes.’

Will they open the door for us willingly?

“I can’t see them. Only you.”

A dragon that had been quietly living in the Great Snow Mountain suddenly found itself at the Magic Tower.

However, think about it as if the dragon, which has become like a bug to humans, is just outside the barrier quietly flapping its wings repeatedly.

It’s unlikely that a big dragon is stuck in this situation because it can’t break the barrier.

If there is a person with mind, they would first release the barrier and let Glaceon in.

After a while, the barrier disappeared, opening the way to enter.

“Land gently. Otherwise, you’ll know if your butt hurts, right?”

Glaceon didn’t add that now was the best time.

There was no benefit in trying.

Smoothly.

“…Is it over?”

Glaceon anxiously awaited Olivia’s evaluation. She didn’t understand why the dwarves were so anxious every time they came to pay tribute with rare treasures, but now that she was in this situation, she understood.

‘This is how it feels.’

Being in the receiving end is truly a shameful act. Thinking that the other party had the power to take their life made cold sweat run down her body.

Without saying a word, Glaceon a sigh of relief as they moved on.

What should we do now?

“Wait. Until the Tower Lord comes out.”

***

The White Magic Tower is on alert. Even the normally quiet elder wizards had to stand up in front of the dragon.

“Why is the dragon…?”

If the elder wizards were like that, there was no need to explain the state of the junior wizards.

“Aaaah!”

“We’re all going to die!”

“Please save us! Please save us!”

Those who trembled under the desk, those who seemed to have lost their minds and gritted their teeth.

The sight of those who claimed to pursue truth trembling in fear was not a pleasant sight.

But it couldn’t be helped.

The dragon had the power to paralyze the minds of lower beings.

“Still, this is quite severe.”

Senior wizard Aramis looked at them with a disdainful expression.

“Don’t be so harsh, Aramis. They’re not acting like that because they want to. They seem capable, so hurry up and help the injured.”

“Yes, Elder.”

Even after spending years at the White Tower, Aramis couldn’t understand the teaching to help the weak.

“Th-thank you, Aramis.”

“I’m in the way, so stay back.”

These people, what exactly do they gain by helping them?

Moreover, they are wizards. These are individuals who, in their pursuit of truth, should not back down even an inch, so how can they be swayed by just one dragon?

Even these individuals could not understand the Tower Lord’s policy of harboring and sheltering.

The room became noisy in that moment. It was a different kind of commotion compared to when a dragon appeared.

“Sir, it’s the Tower Lord.”

Aramis’s gaze naturally turned backwards. An elderly man with a kind face was walking towards the outside through the crowd.

A pure white robe symbolizing light. A face full of wisdom.

However, Aramis could read a faint anger hidden in the kind face.

Indeed, the Tower Lord was angry.

“3rd Elder. Have you identified who the dragon is?”

“Yes. According to the records, it is called Glaceon.”

“Hmm… I thought it was just a young dragon that hasn’t lived for a thousand years.”

“That’s correct.”

“Hahaha….”

There are only two occasions when a dragon appears in a manifested state.

When it is angry with humans, and when it wants to fill its lair with treasures.

It is inconceivable that the Tower’s wizards would provoke the dragon’s wrath by defying their authority.

After all, they controlled access to the Rare Mountain Range, so how could they provoke its anger?

So, there is only one answer.

They came to plunder treasures.

Wrinkles engraved on the Tower Lord’s face twisted.

“What will you do?”

“What can we do. If a great being desires treasures, we must offer them.”

“But…!”

“If it’s treasures, then so be it.”

The elders who understood the Tower Lord’s intentions remained silent.

The dragon does not fill its lair with just gold. It collects precious metals, works of art, and artifacts with special stories as they come across them.

Rather than confront the dragon, it was better to hand over such treasures and pass by peacefully.

However, sometimes, the dragon demanded things other than treasures.

Dwarves and wizards were examples of this.

Dwarves were relatively cooperative. They had to make artifacts for the dragon until they died, but at least they did not directly suffer harm.

But wizards were different. Wizards taken by the Rare were used as experimental subjects for the dragon until their minds and bodies were destroyed, eventually dying.

It was called an experiment, but in reality, it was no different from play.

The Tower Lord looked around.

They were young wizards. They had come all the way to this remote Tower with only a passion for learning.

If the dragon asked for these young disciples, what should be done?

‘It must never happen.’

No matter how powerful a dragon may be, there are lines that must be respected.

With a determined expression, the Tower Lord spoke.

“Open the gate.”

“Elders, prepare your attack magic.”


“Yes. All chief wizards, come with me!”

The siege of the Tower of Magic differs from ordinary castles. While a castle requires arrows, oil, and numerous soldiers, the Magic Tower is sufficient with the resident sorcerers.

Not only are wizards advantageous in a siege, but the giant magic stone at the top of the tower provides endless magic power, allowing them to cast spells for months or even years.

The reason the Magic Tower could be built in the remote north lies here.

No matter how many monsters attack, as long as the magic stone remains unharmed, they can hold out indefinitely.

For decades, they have defended the tower as guardians of the frontier, and they could not simply hand it over to a greedy dragon.

With a determined face, the Tower Lord approached Glaceon.

Who would look at that massive body and think it’s a young dragon?

‘But let’s confirm first.’

Although the likelihood is low, there is a chance that they came for a different purpose.

The Tower Lord bowed and politely asked.

“Great being, may I inquire as to why you have come to our tower?”

[Step aside.]

For a moment, the Tower Lord’s face twisted.

Ignoring the other party has its limits. Even the arrogant lords at least pretend to listen when addressing the tower lord.

Although they are weak humans, they become annoying when their numbers increase.

Concealing his emotional turmoil, the Tower Lord asked again.

“Our tower is too narrow for a great being like yourself to enter. Please…”

[I won’t say it twice. Step aside.]

Communication was not getting through.

If that’s the case, they have no choice but to be firm.

“We cannot do that. If you have a request, please speak here.”

[How insolent.]

Glaceon said with a flash in his eyes.

[Yes, speak as you wish here.]

The Tower Lord anxiously waited for Glaceon to speak.

[Hand over three of the humans in the tower.]

Three. That’s too specific.

“If I may ask without offense, could you explain why it must be three people?”

[It’s simple. When eating, three is the perfect… per… fect… Huh?]

“……?”

Glaceon whispered urgently to Olivia.

“When eating? Did I hear that correctly?”

“You did, so turn your head! He’s staring!”

Glaceon turned her head first.

“Our dragons also have a sense of pride! If rumors spread that they have eaten humans, who would see me as a dragon! They would see me as a beast cub!”

“What? You want me to kill them right now?”

Olivia raised her staff and forcefully pressed the bare skin where scales had fallen off. The struggle between the dignity as a dragon and the instinct for survival continued fiercely in her mind.

“If you can’t do it, say it now. I heard that even a dragon’s corpse is valuable. So, I’ll sell the meat to a merchant and give the bones to a necromancer. Even if I can’t do it, I’ll make a million gold. Right?”

“….”

In the end, it was instinct that prevailed.

[One is not enough, two is insufficient, three seems appropriate.]

“So, what is appropriate for what….”

Glaceon closed her eyes tightly and said.

[The amount is appropriate when eating.]

“What?”

There was a moment of silence.

“What did you just say?”

[I said to hand over only three wizards.]

“Before that.”

[The amount is appropriate when eating….]

“You’re crossing the line!”

The enraged Tower Lord lashed out at Glaceon.

No matter how young, a dragon is still a dragon. It was prudent to avoid fights that could be avoided, so he had tried to accommodate as much as possible.

But not anymore.

“Eating? Not even taking them away, but eating them?”

There was no way to continue a conversation with a creature that did not make sense.

The Tower Lord pulled out a staff from the air and struck the ground hard. A brilliant light enveloped his body. The next moment, his form moved into the Magic Tower.

“I give up on negotiations. Prepare for battle immediately.”

“What did the dragon demand….”

“He asked for three mages. Nothing else, just as food.”

The elders could not contain their anger and shouted.

“Unbelievable!”

“I’ll cut off its head right now!”

Elderly ranked wizards were arranged one by one, with three chief wizards on each floor. Considering the assistant wizards placed there as well, they could easily deal with a young dragon.

The Tower Lord opened his mouth with a determined expression.

“As of now, the purpose of the main magic stone is changed to attack! At the same time, all magic usage restrictions on wizards are lifted!”

The blue magic stone turned yellow, and at the same time, the magic concentration inside the Magic Tower began to rise endlessly.

“Ah!”

“Wow, how can you have this power!”

Exclamations poured out from the mouths of novice wizards experiencing such a situation for the first time. They only knew that maintaining such a massive barrier required a lot of magical power, but they hadn’t realized it would be enough to fill a Magic Tower.

“Wow……”

“With this power……”

The astonished wizards trembled. If they themselves had become this strong, how much stronger had the senior wizards become? What about the elders?

……And Tower Lord?

The wizards who had been leaning over the railing, looking up, were startled and quickly hid their bodies.

“Why?”


“Oh, Aramis is watching.”

Aramis looked down with a pathetic expression.

To be distracted before battle.

They had already memorized their faces. After the battle, an enormous amount of research and endless tasks would be waiting for them.

“First floor ready!”



 
  
    Chapter 6: Journey to The White Tower -3


“The second floor is ready!”

“The third floor….”

The elders of each floor shouted in a loud voice. There was no trace of fear in their voices.

“Aramis.”

“Yes, Tower Lord.”

“This task will be a good experience for you. No matter how strong you are, I hope you learn through this task that there are limits to what an individual can do.”

“I will keep that in mind.”

White Tower Lord said with a serious face.

“I know your way of thinking is different from others.”

“….”

It was unreasonable to call Aramis a wizard of light. He was endlessly cold to others, and had no hesitation in cutting off even long-standing relationships.

He was a man who suited ice more than light, cool and composed.

Yet the reason Aramis did not leave White Tower was because the place that took in the orphan was White Tower.

“I am considering you as the next Lord of the White Tower.”

“That position does not suit me.”

“Then we’ll make it suit you.”

Tower Lord patted Aramis on the shoulder.

“The 19th floor is ready!”

All floors were prepared. Tower Lord  erased his smile and shouted with a determined face.

“As the Tower Lord, I command! Show the power of White Magic to that vile dragon!”

As the magic circle unfolded, the beginning of the battle was announced.

Boom!

The beginning was a countless rays of light. Thicker than the waist of a general, the rays shot towards Glaceon in an instant.

Kwagwagwagwagwag-!

The rays collided with the shield and exploded, making a dreadful noise. Glaceon grimaced as if she had expected this to happen.

“Just let me taste it once, and I’ll spare a few.”

Which sorcerer would accept such an absurd proposal? Especially when the opponents are the renowned White Wizards who value their comrades.

“Die!”

“You arrogant lizard!”

“This is the power of humans!”

It was unfair.

“I’m not like that!”

She only did as Olivia instructed.

Although she usually treated humans like insects, she never resorted to intimidation unless they intruded into her territory.

But the statement ‘I want to eat humans’ was enough to ruin her image built up until now.

“How did this happen….”

She heard the insulting term ‘lizard’ but was not even angry. Honestly, she wanted to grab anyone and complain about this unjust situation.

“It’s all because of this damn bitch.”

Glaceon glanced slightly at Olivia. In her heart, she wanted to flip her over and crush her with all her might.

But knowing that she would be cut in half and die before she could even flip her over, she had no choice but to endure.

“Glaceon.”

Glaceon, who was stung for no reason, interrupted.

[P-Please speak.]

“Shoot a breath at the main gate. Be careful with the power so that the people inside don’t die.”

[…Yes.]

Glaceon, who flew up as instructed, took a deep breath. Her swollen belly contracted in an instant, emitting a dreadful coldness the next moment.

Kwaaaaah-!

With a fierce momentum, the Breath shot towards the tower, but as it approached, the momentum faded and eventually disappeared without reaching far.

[…Huh? This can’t be happening?]

Flustered, Glaceon took a deep breath once again, this time with a hint of sincerity…

At that moment,

Twa-a-a-a-ng!

The beam of light shot precisely at the moment she took a breath. It was a speed incomparable to the previous spells.

“Danger…!”

In the next moment, a shield in the shape of a snowflake appeared.

Glaceon looked at Olivia with a bewildered expression.

If she hadn’t blocked it, her wings would have been pierced.

“You aren’t concentrating?”

[Sorry!]

Olivia looked down at the White Tower with an annoyed expression.

It was clear in her eyes.

The magic circle that shone white when Glaceon’s breath touched it.

‘Absorption Shield.’

A next-generation defensive magic that absorbs magical damage and reflects it back. It was no problem to repel the weakened White Dragon breath.

I almost forgot about that.

With Olivia’s magic, she could easily shatter that Absorption Shield.

‘And also shatter the tower behind it.’

The answer was clear.

Physical attack.

“Hit it head-on.”

[…What?]

“Smash your head into the main gate.”

[Wha-what is that…?]

“I just saved you once, can’t you do this one thing?”

As Glaceon hesitated, Olivia took out her staff and poked her back.

“If you don’t do it, I’ll drop you.”

Crack!

Between Glaceon’s eyes darting between the staff making a chilling sound and the seemingly sturdy tower, the decision was made.

Whatever happened, the outcome of colliding with the tower remained unchanged.


In the end, the answer was already set.

[I-I can do it alone!]

Then, as if by magic, the tension dissipated.

“Damn it! I was grateful for a moment, but now I’m an idiot!”

Glaceon flapped her wings. In an instant, she soared up to the clouds and then twisted her body to plummet at a tremendous speed.

‘Ohhhhh noooooo!’

It’s going to hurt like hell when she crashes, right?

Maybe her head will explode.

But even knowing that, she couldn’t slow down.

Thwack!

Glaceon smashed through the main gate of the tower, toppling dozens of pillars before finally coming to a stop.

Having fulfilled her role perfectly, Glaceon rolled her eyes back and fainted.

“What the heck just happened!”

“Did she eat something bad?”

The wizards exclaimed in surprise at the sudden turn of events.

“Do not let your guard down, everyone!”

The Elder warned. At his command, the wizards quickly shut their mouths.

It was at that moment.

Thud.

Footsteps pierced through the silence.

Someone was walking towards them from beyond the dust.

“……”

A quiet silence spread. The sound of someone swallowing saliva was almost deafening.

The wizards couldn’t take their eyes off the mysterious figure. Even the usually composed 9th Elder couldn’t hide his astonishment while looking at the figure.

The mysterious figure turned out to be a beautiful woman with a haughty look. To call her simply beautiful would be an understatement. If you were to gaze into her blue eyes, you would be captivated as if under a spell.

And what about her hair? It was like an untouched sea of purity that no human hand had ever touched.

But, but……

As they stared at her, an inexplicable rage began to rise. The rage grew larger and began to engulf their minds like a whirlpool.

If they were not wizards, let alone the famous White Wizards known for his ability to control emotions, a bloodbath might have occurred.

No, it probably would have.

Even the Elder of the White Tower found it difficult to control his emotions.

‘What on earth is this girl doing?’

The mysterious figure appeared not from anywhere else, but from the back of a dragon. He had only encountered a dragon once in his life, but he knew what it meant to ride on a dragon’s back.

‘A close friend who would give up his back, or a master.’

If she were a friend, she would have rushed to the dragon in a faint and collapsed state, not staring at them with an ambiguous expression.

So it must be the latter.

The dragon that was flying in the sky crashed into the tower out of the blue, and it made sense to think that it was because the villain ordered it like that.

‘What she’s doing is no different from a witch.’

While a wizard gains magic power from nature, a witch gains it from serving a demon.

The demon’s magic power is destructive and much denser, but to obtain it, many human lives must be sacrificed.

It’s not for nothing that witches are called renegades who betray humans.

And witches were also enemies of the White Tower.

‘Now, reveal your true identity!’

The elder spread his magic lightly and sent it towards the villain. Fine strands of magic power that could not be felt until reaching a certain level enveloped the villain.

The villain seemed unaware.

‘Alright!’

The elder smiled with repentance. He may have been low in rank, but he prided himself on his control of magic power, which was second to none.

The results would soon be revealed.

Evidence that this scoundrel is a wicked witch…

But nothing happened.

‘Huh?’

The elder sent out the magic power strands once again. The result was still the same.

In disbelief, the elder widened his eyes.

‘It’s not changing color?’

The light’s magic power is specialized in opposing evil. If the villain is truly a wicked witch, the magic power strands should have turned black.

There were only two possibilities in this case.

First, if the magic power was so pure that it could be compared to nature.

This was the case with the high elves who had become one with nature. Being near a high elf gave the feeling of standing in the middle of a forest no matter where you were.

It is fundamentally different from that wizard who gives off aggressive feelings just by looking at her.

So, the second possibility was if the approach had been blocked to prevent reading his magic power… that’s all.

This meant one thing.

‘…She’s stronger than me.’

And overwhelmingly so.

If she attacked recklessly, everyone would die.

In that case, let’s start with a conversation…

That moment.

“She, she’s a witch!”

The wizard, who belatedly came to his senses, pointed at the villain and shouted. The other wizards, who had not yet calmed their minds at his words, were startled and cast their spells.

“Oh light!”

“Judgment of justice…”

Tens of thousands of spells.

The echoing chants from all directions were enough to blur the elder’s response.

“Stop right now!”

Too late to come to his senses and shout, several spells had already been shot towards the villain.

Damn it!

There is only one way now.

The 9th Elder pulled out his staff and slammed it on the ground.


Light Spear.

Overflowing magical power formed a massive spear of light.

Originally a spell used to deal with large creatures like Yetis, but now is not the time to be picky.

The sight of hundreds of spells pouring in one direction was truly spectacular.

Kwagwagwagwagwag!
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The opponent may be strong, but it would be impossible to not receive any damage in that explosion.

At least a momentary gap will appear.

That was enough.

If only she can buy time to prepare the next spell…

That moment arrived.

“Did you guys make the first move?”

With a voice echoing through the smoke, a blue light flashed.

Zap!

With a chilling sound, blue currents surged from the villain’s fingertips.

Thunderbolt.

“Aaargh!”

The shocked wizard screamed and fell. The current did not stop there but spread in all directions like a snake.

One strand became two, two became four.

Before long, the blue current filled the entire hall.

“What is this….”

The 9th Elder turned his head dazedly. The current that had approached right in front of his nose filled his vision.

***

“Definitely weak, maybe because it’s the early stages.”

Olivia turned her head from the fainted 9th Elder.

Even if the average level is in the 20s for ordinary wizards, it was a bit unexpected for the early 50s elder to fall in one hit.

Calculating damage is much more difficult than expected. It’s fortunate that the wizard had some magic resistance, but if it was used on an ordinary villager…

“Just thinking about it is dreadful.”

Olivia glanced at the destroyed staircase. The collapsed pillars completely blocked the way up to the upper floor.

All of it was Glaceon’s work.

Thanks to that, reinforcements couldn’t come down from above, but we couldn’t go up either.

Judging by the noise from the staircase, it seemed they were preparing to clear the pillars and come down.

‘In that case, I’ll go in the opposite direction.’

Olivia went to the exact opposite point of the staircase and stopped. The next moment, her fist, surrounded by currents, struck the ceiling of the first floor.

Crash!

With the sound of the ceiling shattering, debris shot upwards.

“Enemy spotted!”

As Olivia ascended to the upper floor, she quickly scanned her surroundings.

[Kacy]

[Ronan]

Unfortunately, the people she was looking for were not here.

Then?

Zap!

“Aaargh!”

If she knocks out everyone and goes up to the next floor, it will be over.

Next floor.

“Intruder!”

Crackle!

The next floor.

“Intrud…”

Crackle!

The floor after next.

“Sleep…”

Crackle!

Oh, it’s faster than before.

Olivia had already adapted without realizing it.

Breaking through five more floors, a completely different scenery awaited her compared to before.

There were an incomparable number of people. It seemed like all the remaining wizards had gathered here.

“Evil ends here. Witch.”

A familiar old man appeared in the crowd.

The White Tower Lord, Lloyd Claysian.

With a grandfatherly demeanor, he was a popular figure in the community for beating demons like dogs with his huge gap in power.

When players walked the righteous path, he would smile kindly and cheer them on, but when they strayed, he would not hesitate to destroy them completely.

-Haha, just dashingly. Let me fix that stubborn head of yours.

She used to really like him.

There was a time when she even entered the White Tower and painstakingly learned White Magic because of Lloyd.

It’s been quite a while since she left the White Tower.

Olivia stopped reminiscing and raised her head.

[Lloyd Claycian]

-Level: 66

-Affection: -80

Despite the information displayed in the status window, Lloyd remained expressionless.

But she knew. Lloyd was extremely angry.

His stoic expression meant that he considered Olivia to be a demon, or at least a renegade on par with a demon.

The gazes of the other wizards were the same.

Hatred, disgust.

All sorts of negative glares were directed at her.

To the wizards of the White Tower, she was already an enemy, a foe to be killed.

What, in a way, it was natural.

‘It was not just one or two that I had to knock down on my way here.’

“I didn’t kill you.”

“That’s why I’m willing to cooperate for a while.”

Actually, at first, she tried to say it with words.

But the moment she met eyes for the first time, she realized.

‘This is not something that can be resolved with words.’


If the magicians of Tower Lord are at this level, there was no need for others to see.

It was a moment when she truly felt that I had become an enemy of the whole world again.

But!

Olivia has a goal. A goal to see the damn ending of this damn world.

To do that, she needed a helper.

Even if the method was wrong.

Olivia asked for the last time.

“Even if I say I’ll leave if you hand over just three people now… you won’t believe me, right?”

“You know well.”

“Even if I swear not to cause harm with my mana?”

“A traitor who sells his soul to the devil, such an oath is not worth listening to.”

“I’m not a witch, though?”

“Don’t make excuses like that.”

Words don’t get through.

Was Lloyd Claysian originally such a person? No. Lloyd knew his own personality better than anyone else.

Then there is only one answer.

Damn likability has distorted his thinking.

Olivia laughed, holding her head with one hand.

“Ha, hahaha.”

These crazy game company bastards. Just try to leave.

“Haha……”

Olivia’s laughter abruptly stopped in the middle.

And she said firmly.

“I definitely warned you.”

A deep chill emanated from Olivia’s surroundings.

The next moment, light and ice collided.

When wizards duel, there is one rule.

The first attack will be just a warm-up.

It was like knights lightly clashing swords before a fight.

At the moment of collision, he realized.

‘…She’s strong.’

Lloyd silently stared at Olivia standing in front of him.

This is not a duel. It’s more ridiculous to follow rules in a battlefield where they kill each other.

The most important thing on a battlefield where life and death are at stake is winning, and the next most important thing is also winning.

Using a high-ranking magic spell was for the same reason.

Light of. It looks like an ordinary light cluster, but when it touches other elemental magic, it explodes into a flash magic that blinds the sight.

If Olivia had used attack magic to dispel the orb, the battle would have ended at that moment.

Because a blinded wizard has only two choices left.

Indiscriminate all-round attack, or defense.

Either way, defeat is inevitable. The former has lower firepower compared to the magic power consumption, and the latter dies when the shield is shattered.

This is why other wizards avoid fighting the White Wizards.

The common sense of responding to Attack Magic with Attack Magic is crumbling.

As the level increases, the number of magic used increases, making it more difficult for the opponent.

However.

He blocked it.

Lloyd tightly gripped his staff.

The moment Olivia saw the Light of, she responded with an ice wall.

Not an attack, but defense, even with Ice Magic that reflects light.

With a confident face, Lloyd said.

“Indeed, she’s a witch.”

The reason the White Tower was built in the remote north was to prevent the horses coming down from the Great Snow Mountain, and to gain firsthand field experience.

But the biggest reason was to minimize the exposure of White Magic.

The most outstanding advantage of White Magic is breaking the sense of magic.

That means, when fighting against someone who knows the ‘sense of White Magic’, you have to fight losing one advantage.

Then how did that witch find out?

Betrayal? That’s impossible.

The wizards permitted for external activities are all those who have taken the Oath of Mana.

No matter what happens, they are not allowed to disclose secrets.

Then.

“…How many people did you kill exactly.”

Olivia frowned.

It seemed like she had seriously misunderstood something.

‘You told me yourself. Damn it.’

Olivia clicked her tongue.

Because she remembered what Lloyd said in his early days.

-The reason we can’t enter the Five Great Towers is simple. Because the limits are clear.

-Not as strong as the Red Tower, not as good at defending as the Blue Tower.

To put it nicely, the balance of offense and defense is well maintained, but to put it bluntly, there is nothing outstanding about it.

That’s why they gave up on nurturing White Wizards.

What would they achieve by setting it up in the early stages? They would all be caught up in the later stages.

While other tower owners start at level 70 at least, Lloyd is only in his 60s for the same reason.

‘Growth is slow, magic is weak.’

It’s not for nothing that users who choose the White Magic route are treated as perverts.

‘Sure, they’re good at beating demons and monsters, but so what. It’s not like there are only demons among the enemies.’

Olivia looked around. In the eyes of the wizards staring at this side beyond the protective shield, anger and fear coexisted.

Fear stemming from the thought that the Tower Lord might lose.

Of course, not everyone thinks that way. There are also wizards who suppress their anger, overcome their fear, and look at this side with calm eyes.

[Jaina Iculane]


[Ro Fernandi]

[Aramis]

Familiar names.

They are the ones she met dozens of times while nurturing characters in the White Tower. Naturally, they must be closely related.

Jaina Iculane. The next Vice Tower Lord.
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Ro Ferdnandi. The top level White Wizard.

And Aramis.

An individual with as much potential as a future top liveliest. He’s even the youngest with top level in the empire. But why is someone like Aramis a supporting character?

Just like how among the main characters, there’s only one who wields a sword, Kiel, there’s also only one who wields magic.

‘And that position is already filled.’

The Archmage Melina.

A master with Space-Time Magic and the Lord of The Gold Tower.

No matter how much Aramis is considered a genius, he doesn’t match up to Melina.

That’s what it means to be a ‘main character’ in Lactea. There are about fifteen of these guys, and it’s strange that not one of them can catch a demon.

Olivia, who had finished her meditation, glanced back at Aramis.

Heh heh heh. Looking back, his potential is outstanding.

Olivia checked her status window and smiled wickedly.

Now, those three, no. Including the Ice wizard, a total of four, need to be somehow useful before entering the main chapter.

“That’s how I live, and how you all will too.”

Watch your necks and wait.

The three who met Olivia’s eyes shivered for an unknown reason.

“…… Why is my body like this?”

“I don’t know. Ugh… I feel weird.”

Jaina Iculane brushed the goosebumps off her arms.

“Shouldn’t we fight together? What on earth is going on in the mind of Tower Lord?”

“Yeah. At least we could be of help…”

“No, it’s a distraction.”

Someone spoke rudely behind them. There was only one person who spoke in such a rude manner in the White Tower.

“……Aramis.”

Jaina’s face stiffened. Without knowing whether he knew her feelings or not, Ro Fernandi asked innocently.

“Why would it be a distraction? Can’t we assist by attacking the witch’s square?”

Although Aramis was the senior wizard among the three, they could speak casually because they had entered the tower on the same day.

“Because…”

“If we attack the witch, the witch will pay attention to us, and casualties will occur. But if it’s one-on-one, there’s no reason for that. The witch would rather focus on us, who are idle, than waste magic on us. It’s better to suppress the top level first.”

“Wow, smart.”

Ro exclaimed, raising his thumb.

“……”

“Is that what you were trying to say, Aramis?”

“You got half of it right.”

Jaina grimaced. Even with such a blatant display of dislike, one would expect anyone with a sense of social cues to disappear tactfully, but Aramis was undoubtedly a sociopath whose empathy had been shattered.

“Do you know how long it took for her to get up here?”

“A few minutes?”

“3 minutes and 47 seconds. However, she spent 3 minutes of it on the first floor.”

Sensing something unsettling, Jaina interjected, “…What are you trying to say?”

“That witch is strong.”

“I know th—”

“Stronger than the Tower Lord.”

“…Don’t cross the line, Aramis.”

“Taking down five Elders in a minute is something even the Tower Lord can’t do.”

“…,” Jaina bit her lip.

As much as Aramis lacked manners and empathy, his ability to analyze situations was unmatched.

He had learned over the years that his speculations often hit the mark.

But Jaina couldn’t help but retort.

“…That’s not enough. The Tower Lord constantly replenishes magic from the magic stone. Even in a prolonged battle, the Tower Lord would ultimately win.”

“Still, it’s unfavorable.”

Unable to contain her anger any longer, Jaina grabbed Aramis by the collar.

“Who are you siding with?”

“J-Jaina! Calm down. It’s not the time for us to fight each other!”

Ignoring Ro’s protests, Jaina released her grip. Ro turned to Aramis, smoothing out his wrinkles.

“Aramis, why would the Tower Lord lose?”

“It’s not that he would lose, it’s the probability of losing is high.”

“Why?”

Aramis pointed beyond the barrier with his finger.

Due to the dust created by the explosions when their magic clashed, visibility was limited to a few meters. They could only guess each other’s positions from the flashes of light.

“Why there?”

“Remember when the Tower Lord used his Light Orb earlier?”

“Yeah, the witch blocked it with ice wall.”

“And then?”

“To block the reflected light, the Tower Lord expanded his barrier.”

“That’s right.”

Aramis nodded as if to confirm.

Ro frowned. He couldn’t understand what he was talking about.

What’s the problem with this situation…

A sigh came from another direction. It was Jaina.

“…Insane.”

“Do you see it now?”

“What’s going on? Instead of keeping it between yourselves, why don’t you let me know?”

Jaina’s face contorted as if she had seen a monster.

“That girl… was toying with the Tower Lord.”

“…What?”

“It’s a simple game of numbers. When the witch casts a spell, the Tower Lord has to use two, maybe three, to counter.”

Only now did Ro’s face stiffen as he grasped the situation.

Could a witch of that caliber not cast three spells because she didn’t want to, or because she couldn’t?

“No, that can’t be.”


It wasn’t until then that he understood what it meant to be watched over.

‘What if that side also starts using three?’

Just the thought of it happening was dreadful.

“You knew that, and yet you just stood by and watched?”

“No, I was looking for a way.”

“So, did you find one?”

Aramis nodded.

“We have something we can help with.”

“And you didn’t think to mention that?”

“Shut up…!”

The Tower Lord, Lloyd’s face sank further. What’s the point of receiving magic constantly from magic stones if you’re just going to waste it? The amount being used is far greater than what’s being received!

Whenever it seems like the magic has recovered to some extent, she detects it like a ghost and unleashes a top level spell, making it impossible to let your guard down for even a moment. It feels like his focus is diminishing with each passing moment.

But if that were all, he wouldn’t be wavering like this.

“Attack quickly. Waiting is exhausting.”

Olivia, who spoke those words, countless shards of ice floated behind her. There was only one reason she didn’t shoot them; she was watching.

“How dare you!”

Fury ignited in Lloyd’s eyes. Such insult hadn’t occurred since he ascended to the position of Tower Lord, no, in his entire life.

“Treat me with sincerity, witch.”

“Sincerity breshly debranded.”

“Shut that mouth!”

Zzzzat!

Lloyd’s staff began to absorb the surrounding light with a terrifying force. The concentrated light slowly spread out, then suddenly transformed into the shape of a sword-wielding angel.

Wuuuuuung!

The angel raised the sword of light towards the sky. The soaring blade pierced through the ceiling, pressing down on the surrounding air fiercely.

The sword of exorcism that burns demons.

The tip of the sword slowly moved towards Olivia.

“Everyone, step back!”

Elders watching the fight behind the barrier were astonished.

“Judgment?!”

“That witch is at that level?!”

Occasionally, some people believe that the magic of the White Tower is not human magic, but the judgment of God.

In reality, there is no connection with God, but angels appearing in the realm of advanced magic are enough to cause such misconceptions.

With eyes closed, an angel wielding the sword of condemnation.

Honestly, it’s stranger not to have that misconception when seeing such a sight.

Thunk!

Lloyd swung down his staff as if he had been waiting, and the angel’s sword shot out at a terrifying speed.

Kaddddduk-!

Sparks flew crazily where the sword and the shield met.

A fierce struggle between those trying to pierce and those trying to block.

The wizards clenched their fists, and even Aramis couldn’t look away.

Uuuuuung!

“This isn’t over yet!”

Lloyd’s staff once again glowed. With a much more terrifying momentum than before, it finally conjured up another angel.

The top level magic, Double Invocation. It was a feat that all wizards dream of and something only the Tower Lord, who is responsible for the entire tower, could achieve.

“Tower Lord! Kill that witch right now!”

“Uwaaaaah!”

Jaina, forgetting what she was trying to do, shouted with clenched fists. Rod, alongside other wizards beside her, were no different from her.

But Aramis saw it.

‘…This attack will be the last.’

The Tower Lord had reached her limit.

Eyes trembling like a willow tree. Arms shaking under the weight of the staff.

If the witch dies from this attack, it doesn’t matter. Magic exhaustion can be cured, and for a wizards who has reached the level of the Tower Lord, it’s not that easy to die.

But, but…

Aramis’s eyes widened in astonishment.

‘Is she laughing?’

The witch was still laughing.

Is it a bluff? It couldn’t be.

Even if that witch were a genius of acting, it would be impossible to maintain a smile in front of such dreadful pressure.

‘It doesn’t faze her at all.’

This pressure, this momentum, even just standing next to her makes you tremble.

It’s not even a threat to the witch.

Aramis gritted his teeth and looked around. It was already a festive atmosphere here. They hadn’t even started fighting yet, but they were already assuming victory based on the surface situation.

They were no different from the elders.

How could humans who call themselves wizards have such pathetic insight?

‘If we stay like this, we’ll all die.’

Aramis accelerated his thinking.

If this continues, his plan to disrupt the witch’s magic using the remaining magic around them won’t work.

“We don’t have time. Follow me.”

Aramis grabbed Jaina with one hand and Ro with the other and dragged them to a corner.

“Hey, hey! Let go of this right now!”

“Uwaaah!”

There was no time to explain. Only a few seconds remained until the next collision at best.

Jaina Iculane and Ro Fernandi.


They lacked ‘eyes’ to see just like the others, but when it came to intuition and situational awareness, they were better than most elders.

That’s why they were kept close.

They also allowed him to speak informally.

“You, what’s this sudden…?”

“Help me.”
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Aramis drew a magic circle on the ground without any further explanation.

“What’s he trying to pull now…?”

Jaina, upon seeing Aramis’s face, closed her mouth shut. Aramis, with a stiff expression, was sweating profusely.

It was Aramis, of all people!

‘What’s with that face…’

Realizing the seriousness of the situation, Jaina silently began drawing the magic circle along with him. Fortunately, it was a spell she was familiar with.

In theory, at least.

“Jaina? What’s all this sudden…”

“Shh, sit down and follow along for now.”

“Uh, um…”

There are only two cases when a wizard draws a magic circle.

When facing magic which is a higher level than their own abilities.

And.

When facing magic of a different attribute.

‘It’s spatial magic, isn’t it? How does this guy…’

In the past when the system of magic wasn’t established, it might have been different, but the current trend was to ‘avoid meddling with different attribute magic unless absolutely necessary.’

For high-level wizards who had created their own magical systems, it might be different, but for lower-level wizards like Jaina, different attribute magic was merely a curiosity.

It was generally better to master one thing properly than to know two or three things half-heartedly. That’s why, even if one was interested in different attributes, like Jaina, it was typical to only dabble in theory.

Today, however, Jaina found Aramis more monstrous than usual.

‘No one would have taught him that!’

But now wasn’t the time to dwell on such things.

Woo-!

When the three combined their powers, the magic circle was completed in an instant.

Aramis raised his head to assess the situation as he felt the surge of magic beyond the protective barrier.

The moment the angels drew their swords at Olivia, Aramis reached out and activated the magic circle.

Shooo-!

A golden energy erupted from the magic circle and flew towards the swords at a terrifying speed.

As the golden energy collided with the swords, the space distorted, and the tips of the swords refracted into unprotected squares.

Thunk!

A different sound was heard than before.

“Got it!”

Aramis shouted, clenching his fist. He had clearly observed the Pasa sword penetrating the gap in the barrier.

‘Even if she’s a monster, here…’

However, the moment the dust cleared, the sight that was visible was greatly different from Aramis’ expectations.

First of all, it wasn’t Olivia’s body that was harmed.

‘The sword? Why is the sword…?’

Aramis looked at the Pasa sword disappearing into light and slowly raised his gaze.

Olivia was saying something with her mouth shaped into an ‘o’.

‘You…?’

‘Did you just…?’

“…Huh?”

The next moment, Lloyd dropped his staff. He tried to reach out for it again somehow, but his strength seemed to have drained as he slumped down.

“Are you already tired, old man?”

“Ah, I still have more to do…!”

Thud!

Olivia slammed her palm into Lloyd’s throat.

“G-g-groan!”

Lloyd staggered, groaning but not losing consciousness.

“Hmm, it worked well in the movies.”

“Y-you shameless…!”

Crackle!

“S-stop!”

It seems electrocution was a bit too much to hope for.

The room fell silent in an instant. The elders, the chief wizards, no one dared to speak.

Even to those without sight, it was clear that Olivia was the mastermind behind this chaos.

“S-stop!”

“Do you want to pass out too?”

A blue current crackled around Olivia’s fist. The 1st elder, who confirmed the magical power contained within, swallowed his saliva.

“T-that’s not it…”

“If it’s not that, then what?”

“W-well, that is… um…”

The first elder, who was taking his time, raised his staff.

“Dieeee!”

When dealing with a witch, one shouldn’t be choosy about means and methods while the ambush was cowardly…

‘Huh? Why does the ground seem to be getting closer and closer?’

‘At this rate, we’ll be crushed…’

“Stop! Stop!”

Olivia pointed at the writhing elder.

“If you want a fight, come now.”

Even witnessing the top two in the wizard rankings being defeated, there was no one reckless enough to challenge her to the point of being senseless.

If the wizards and the elder were dead, well, in a fit of rage, one might somehow manage to challenge her…

“S-stop!”

‘…But it doesn’t seem like he’s dead at all.’

“No? Then anyone who dares to challenge me from this moment on will die. Got it?”

“…”

The wizards cast their eyes downward, doing their best.

If we meet her, we die!

It’s definitely electrocution!

In the midst of this strange atmosphere, Olivia broke the silence.


“I’ll give you one minute. Three people who want to face me, come forward.”

“…”

‘No, what will happen if we go out?!’

‘At least tell us who’s at fault! You crazy witch!’

The attention of the busy-eyed wizards suddenly shifted in one direction.

“Ah….”

The three wizards, who had tried to flee upstairs but failed, quietly sighed.

All wizards seek the truth. It is the origin of the world, an undeniable proposition that no one can refute.

Some seek answers in the hottest flames, while others seek them in the endlessly circulating water.

Wizards sought the answer in light.

It is the origin of all things, the beginning of all life.

Jaina also had a mission to reach the truth. So she steadily raised her level, slowly but steadily.

There was a search  that need  be to finish by the end of today.

‘So dying here…’

“What are you guys doing?”

Jaina turned her head slowly, swallowing her saliva. The crazy witch was glaring at them as if to kill.

“M-me?”

“Yeah. You.”

Olivia’s finger was pointing directly at Jaina.

“Actually, it’s all three of you.”

It was honestly a grim feeling.

“It’s my fault for trusting this idiot Aramis.”

Jaina glared resentfully at Aramis.

If she had just stayed quiet, she might have been electrocuted, but now she got into more trouble for nothing.

“Come here.”

Jaina hesitated but couldn’t move forward.

She looked like a noble’s daughter on the outside, but her actions were those of a third level thug. The disparity made Jaina hesitate.

“Aren’t you guys coming? Geez, saying wizard people have good personalities was all lies, huh?”

No, would you go if you were like her?

As Olivia approached confidently, cold sweat dripped from Jaina’s face.

Honestly, that woman was ten times scarier than a dragon.

As she unconsciously stepped back, advice she had heard since she was young came to mind, ringing in her ears.

“Jaina, there are times when you must be bold in life. You can’t achieve anything if you’re paralyzed by fear.”

Jaina gritted her teeth. Her father’s words were right.

As a wizard, she couldn’t afford to be afraid forever. Jaina defiantly raised her head and stared back at Olivia.

No matter what threat she faced, she would stand firm…

“No, why is this happening again? Just stay lying down.”

Creak.

“Sh-shh!”

“Gak, gakgegegek!”

…The courage disappeared in an instant.

‘If I confronted that witch who didn’t know how to respect the elderly, I didn’t think I would be able to get even a bone.’

If Father were here right now, what would he say? Would he not have advised me to live and see what happens?

Jaina’s decision was swift.

She knelt down and bowed her head as if in supplication.

“Please spare me! I’ll do anything!”

Ro was taken aback and said, “J-Jaina?”

“Shut up and keep your head down!”

“Ugh!”

Jaina swiftly brought Ro down and pressed her head against the ground.

Though she could feel numerous eyes upon her, why will it matter?

The revenge of an high level wizard doesn’t wait even for ten years. One must live to be able to exact revenge.

“Anything?”

“Yes, yes!”

“But this one doesn’t seem to have any intention to cooperate?”

Jaina’s head slowly turned to the side. There stood Aramis, his head held high.

“Aramis? Are you insane…”

“No need to kneel. This girl doesn’t seem to have any intention of killing us anyway.”

“Oh?”

Aramis looked sharply at Olivia and said, “Isn’t that right, witch?”

“Aramis, still, some respect…”

Aramis cut Jaina off. 

“If her only purpose was to kill us, there would have been plenty of opportunities. Just like toppling the Tower Lord and the Elders. There must be a reason why she should keep us alive.”

Jaina’s mind raced. Indeed, there was no flaw in Aramis’s words.

“The lower floors won’t be much different. They’re probably all just knocked out.”

Aramis stared at Olivia. Though his actions resembled those of a neighborhood thug, he was no ordinary one.

Tower Lords don’t just appear out of thin air. Only the greatest wizards, who have surpassed thousands or even tens of thousands of odds, can claim such a title.

The Tower is a decisive weapon in itself and the most important resource of the Empire. And the witch before them is the one who brought down such a strategic weapon in an instant.

There may be no one stronger than a White Tower Lord, but such formidable individuals all belong to kingdoms or clans.

The Knight Commander of the Sacred Kingdom is one such person and Harten of the Eastern Harten school is like that.

“They may be able to win against Tower Lord, but they wouldn’t dare do such crazy things even for a back-up plan. No matter how formidable they are, if they provoke the empire, they won’t be safe.”

“A group that doesn’t shy away from fighting the empire.”

There’s only one crazy group like that on the continent.

Old moon.

Seven years ago, a criminal organization that overthrew a Southern Kingdom.


If the witch in front of them belonged to Old moon, it was possible to explain why they weren’t killing them.

Perhaps it was a ploy to sell them as slaves. After all, wizards are expensive resources.

Although slavery is illegal under imperial law, it was a possible course of action since it wasn’t prohibited in other kingdoms.

“I’ll make it clear, witch. While others may tremble in fear at the sight of you, I do not. Don’t think you can intimidate me with violence.”

The frightened wizards closed their mouths after seeing Aramis’s confidence.
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“Damn it…”

“I’m ashamed. I’m so ashamed for being weakness.”

This person clenches his fist.

The one reigniting the grudge.

“If Tower Lord wasn’t alone, if we all fought with determined will, you wouldn’t have been anything. We didn’t put forth our full effort from the beginning in the thought of minimizing casualties, and that was our mistake.”

Aramis’s speech lifted the mood.

But Jaina couldn’t bring herself to agree. She couldn’t, seeing Lloyd sending her desperate glances like a stroke patient, trembling all over.

Aramis?

…Tower Lord said that’s not it?

We all die if we all fight together?

“Grrrr!”

“…”

It was already the third shock.

Jaina tightly shut her eyes at the gruesome sight.

Aramis’s end was already visible in her eyes.

“So, if we all attack at once, you will win against me?”

“…Yes.”

“Really?”

“…”

Olivia sighed and pulled out a staff.

As she struck the ground with the staff, ice wrapped around Aramis like chains.

“…!”

“You deserve a little hit.”

Olivia brandished the staff.

It was electrocution, everyone thought so.

Crack-!

A completely unexpected sound was heard.

“What? Groin? Groin? Did the damn witch hit him in groin?”

“Aaargh!”

Aramis, struck in the groin, collapsed on the spot.

“I told you! If you’re embarrassed! You should’ve come out sooner, didn’t you?”

“Ugh! Ugh!”

Crack! Thwack!

Unable to stand by any longer, Jaina turned her head.

She’s been hitting the point like a madman for a while.

When Aramis blocks it with his arm, she keep hitting his arm until he remove his hand. If he can’t hold on and remove his arm, she keep hitting the vital point she originally hit.

Even if he blocked the hit, it still hurt, but if he didn’t, it hurt so much he felt like he would die, so he had no choice but to keep hand with tears in his eyes.

“Grrr…”

Olivia didn’t stop there; after forcibly raising Aramis, she threw him next to the Tower Lord.

“Squiiiiish!”

In the excruciating pain that far surpassed the limits of the mind, Aramis collapsed.

“She’s not human. She’s a demon.”

It was only then that Jaina understood Lloyd’s feelings.

Death seemed preferable.

“Do you all feel the same? Want to take a crack at me?”

Jaina swallowed her saliva.

The answer was clear.

***

“Squuueee….”

Glaceon staggered to her feet. She had transformed back into her human form, likely due to the shock.

Glaceon, who was playing with her hair, saw the shattered front door.

“…I’m going insane.”

Since when had a dragon become a substitute for a trebuchet?

Glaceon’s gaze shifted upstairs. There seemed to be quite a commotion up there.

“A crazy psycho.”

She could endure a million times being hit. But while being beaten like a dog, Glaceon couldn’t tolerate being lenient with humans as much as she had endured.

While it might not be fitting to be lenient with someone who smashed the main gate of the Mage Tower and electrocuted dozens of wizards, at least Glaceon felt that way.

‘Are you saying you’re a human too?’

When she had ordered to ram into immediately at the Magic Tower, she had explicitly instructed to land in such a way that no one would die.

Glaceon looked around with an irritated expression. The surroundings were filled with unconscious wizards.

But that was it. They weren’t burned black, nor were they broken anywhere.

“You damn bitch. This means I could have handled it gently too.”

Bruises were forming on her arms and legs. How on earth do you hit a dragon hard enough to leave bruises?

Glaceon raised her head again. Olivia didn’t seem to have any intention of coming down yet.

“….”

Glaceon pondered for a moment.

No matter how skilled Olivia is in flying and magic, Glaceon didn’t think she could catch the dragon that was determined to flee. Especially in a situation where all eyes were on her!

Glaceon’s dilemma was short-lived.

“Hehehe… Farewell, damn human!”

With a laugh, Glaceon flew into the sky.

“Hmph! I won’t even look back towards the north from now on!”

At least she felt she could relax once she escaped to the east.

She had to give up her beloved rare, but it was better than living as a slave.

“Let’s just hibernate for a thousand years. When that human dies, then I’ll come out…”

Clang!

With a tight pull, Glaceon’s body was suddenly jerked backwards.

Growl!

Glaceon, now fallen, touched her neck in disbelief.

Something hard was touching her.


‘What?’

‘What is this?’

“What… What is this?”

Even with force, she couldn’t loosen it.

She didn’t know what it was, but it felt like a leash.

Glaceon collapsed on the spot with a face of loss. It felt like being played with on the palm of a demon’s hand.

And then it happened.

“Hey, what are you doing there?”

At Olivia’s words, Glaceon turned around abruptly.

“Who’s there… I was just watching around!”

“Watching?”

“Yes, yes!”

Olivia chuckled.

If you’re going to lie, at least don’t exaggerate.

‘Normally, I would have administered strict education, but at least not now.’

“Ah, my arm hurts.”

It’s because Aramis lasted longer than expected.

“Alright, you gotta bend your waist a bit since we need to carry these kids.”

“These kids?”

Glaceon lowered her head. There were stumbling sorcerers tied up like criminals.

One woman and two men.

The face of the man standing at the back was pitiful beyond measure.

Glaceon swallowed her saliva.

‘What sin must one commit to have a face like that?’

The notion of being humane is off the table.

This girl was a crazy girl who beat both humans and dragons fairly.

“Um… are they criminals?”

“No, my disciples.”

“Oh, I see?”

‘Huh? What did she just say?’

‘They’re disciples, not slaves?’

Olivia shrugged in disbelief.

“Anyway, they’re my disciples.”

“….”

“Let’s go to the Lair first.”

“We’ll accompany you.”

It was just the moment when Glaceon soared into the sky.

At the edge of Olivia’s vision, there was a flash of light for a moment.

Watching the approaching light with wary eyes, Olivia shouted.

“Crazy!”

Olivia pulled Glaceon’s leash. Glaceon, gasping for breath, stopped in her tracks.

Whooosh!

The next moment, the sky directly above Glaceon split into two.

“What, what’s happening!”

“Just shut up and fly! Fly higher!”

It was crystal clear in Olivia’s eyes.

“What’s with that guy! Why is he here and not heading to the capital!”

Black hair rarely seen on the continent, a massive sword that was overwhelming just to look at.

There was only one person who met both of those criteria.

The Sword Saint, Kiel.

It was their first encounter.

-Who are you?

“It must have been one of the seven major portals. I don’t exactly remember where it was.”

-Olivia

He froze the charging horses in an instant and reached out to olivia, covered in blood.

-Nice to meet you. Duke Kiel.

Olivia’s hand, which had been emanating cold, felt warm.

It was a memory she now wanted to forget.

***

“Come down immediately!”

The red aura of Kiel’s sword flickered.

“Darn it! It’s a level 2!”

The vision swordsmanship of Duke Rothschild, the Spatial Blade.

Though it’s named for its ability to cut even space, since the first head of family, no member of the family had reached that level.

[Main NPC, ‘Sword Saint Kiel’ is using ‘Spatial Blade.’]

Except for one, Kiel Rothschild.

Kaddddddang!

The sky splits with a dreadful sound, Olivia grimacing at the surreal sight.

Olivia’s mind raced.

Kiel must be here for a reason.

The answer came to her quickly.

At this point, Kiel’s position was indeed northern. But logically, wouldn’t it make more sense for him to return to the mansion first to assess the situation?

That lunatic.

‘If that’s the standard for wandering beyond the wall, then it’s madness, damn it!’

Releasing the leash on Glaceon, Olivia spoke.


“Glaceon, go to Rare first and wait.”

[…Is that alright?]

Glaceon’s tail perked up slightly.

“But, just remember one thing. If you get caught while running away, it won’t end with just one kill.”

[……Yes.]
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“Alright, when I give the signal, just follow and go up.”

‘Now!’

As Glaceon shot up into the sky, Olivia jumped down and clapped her hands together.

[Memorize]

Hundreds of spells flashed through her mind.

The appropriate spell to use now is……

[Using skill ‘Lightning Strike.’]

[Activating the ‘Elementalist’ trait.]

[Electricity flows through the body.]

This is it.

Goooo!

Dark thunderclouds filled the sky.

A bolt of lightning struck towards Kiel.

Kwagwagwagwag!

Despite the sudden attack, Kiel did not panic but instead dove inward. If there was lightning falling so close that it couldn’t be avoided, he would deflect it by holding up his sword.

It’s definitely difficult to deal with opponents at this level.

[Using skill ‘Levitation.’]

Floating magic.

A magic that must be acquired when facing a swordsman.

Of course, this alone is not enough. The body of a swordsman at the pinnacle allows for everything except flying, literally making everything possible.

Shoot the body like a bullet, cross a mountain with a single jump, or send a sword beam into the sky tens of meters high.

[Using skill ‘Blink.’]

So the wizard had to move faster. Faster than the swordsman’s dynamic eyesight, pouring an unimaginable amount of magic faster than can be perceived.

[Using skill ‘Thunderstorm’.]

The unabsorbed charges accelerated rapidly, tearing through the air like arrows. Although there was a disadvantage that even the caster could not predict the direction, it was a problem that could be solved by pouring thousands at once.

Zzzzzap-!

Invisible currents ruffled Kiel’s clothes. Despite instinctively trying to avoid the damage, it was clear that the damage was accumulating.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 83

-Affection: -100

Even in the midst of the thunderstorm, Kiel did not take his eyes off Olivia. It was the vengeful gaze of a revenant who vowed to kill at all costs.

Olivia landed on the ground without lowering her guard.

She froze in place, planning to join forces with Glaceon.

It was at that moment.

[‘Returner Perk’ trait is activated.]

[‘Sword Saint Kiel’ temporarily regains all abilities from past lives.]

Damn it, the Lactea staff was even crazier than expected.

[‘Sword Saint Kiel’ uses ‘Severance’.]

Olivia quickly flew up.

“Crazy!”

Ssshhhh.

As if flesh were being sliced by paper, a pain surged, and vision blurred. The mana endlessly rising from the heart suddenly stopped circulating.

‘I let my guard down.’

[Severance].

The 5th form of Spatial Blade, a technique that cuts through the origin itself beyond space. Not a direct damage-dealing technique, but a staggering morale technique to the point where it is better to take damage.

[Cannot use natural mana for a certain period of time.]

[Cannot recover mana for a certain period of time.]

The severance here is a severance from the world.

When a wizard uses magic, their mana dissolves into the natural world. Even if they are called grand wizard, the essence of dissolving into the natural world does not change.

The only way to recover the mana already used is to absorb the mana from the natural world. However, once the connection with the natural world is severed, the mana will eventually run out.

“Now it’s a bit fair.”

Kiel rose from the thunderstorm. He had canceled the magic to reduce mana consumption.

Swoosh-!

Kiel pulled out the Sword that was stuck in the ground with one hand. It looked much cleaner than expected, but it seemed that the Sword was serving as a bloodthirsty role.

[‘Sword Saint Kiel’ uses ‘Cross Slash.’]

Kwaddddeuk!

In the next moment, the space twisted into a cross shape.

Ice, clouds, atmosphere, everything tore in the direction of Kiel’s sword.

[Uses skill ‘Blink.’]

At present, Kiel’s skill level was at least 90, even if he wasn’t skilled.

Such a dramatic level increase was something that shouldn’t normally happen. Even if you gather all the hidden pieces and hit the Full Doping, it is common to have a 4-level advantage.

“This is completely unbalanced! Is this reasonable? You damn developers!”

Olivia gritted her teeth.

Kwaddddeuk!

[Uses skill ‘Blink.’]

There was no moment to lose focus. The sword flew menacingly to the opposite side, as if not giving any chance for a counterattack.

The seemingly endless mana began to diminish.

Kiel seemed to have felt it too, as a smile crept onto his face.

Kiel’s aura was overwhelming compared to other swordsmen.

The fact that he used only half of his aura also meant that Olivia had used a considerable amount of mana.

A warrior can continue fighting even if their aura is depleted because their body is inherently strong.

But a wizard is different.

The reason why a wizard’s win rate decreases as the battle prolongs.

[Uses skill ‘Blizzard.’]

Chunks of ice the size of a house poured down like a storm, different from the Ice Age.

There was no reason to hold back now.

Kiel did not retreat. He raised his sword to the sky and unleashed all his strength.

[‘Sword Saint Kiel’ uses ‘Sky Splitting!’]

The red sword energy and the blue ice clashed to break each other. The two energies were so intense that it was unpredictable who would prevail.


But Olivia had no intention of leaving it at that.

[Activates ‘Archmage’ trait.]

[Skill cooldown is reset.]

[‘The characteristic of ‘seeing the truth’ is activated.

The skill cooldown is reset.

A sense of powerlessness was felt in the heart. It was a feeling that had never been experienced before in this world.

This time, it cannot be stopped.

[Using skill ‘Blizzard’.]

At the moment when the storm was stacked three times, a notification window appeared in front of the eyes.

[The fusion skill ‘Erna’s Blade’ is activated.]

Spot!

Kiell, who had not reacted for the first time, opened his eyes wide. His left arm froze in an instant.

“This is…!”

Yes, that reaction is normal.

No matter how strong one’s mental strength is, they cannot be indifferent in front of the magic that killed them.

‘Erna’s Blade’ has weak damage but has an overwhelming number of hits. The winds imbued with cold turn into invisible daggers and instantly freeze the one they touch.

Remember Kiel’s end.

He resisted to the end with Melina, buying time for Princess Aria to escape, but he froze to death.

[The duration of the ‘Revenant Reward’ trait ends.]

[‘Sword Saint Kiel’ returns to his original level.]

[The status effect ‘Severance’ ends.]

The mana, which had been reduced by half, recovered at once, and the heart throbbed.

Kiel gritted his teeth. But that was all he could do.

“Kill me.”

“….”

Olivia stared at Kiel silently without answering. She wanted to kill him in her heart, but if she did, all the suffering she had endured so far would be in vain.

‘Does this damn bastard know how much I suffered to subdue him without killing him?’

No way. He’s a selfish bastard.

Olivia, who decided to knock Kiel unconscious, slowly reached out her hand.

It was at that moment.

She suppressed the regressionist ‘Kiel Rothschild’ without killing him.

Obtain clues related to the main quest!

‘What is this again.’

‘… The main quest already?’

‘No matter how much I search my memories, it was too fast even for a clue. I have never encountered a case where the main quest was intertwined this quickly.’

Main Quest

-Clue #1 – Obtained

-Clue #2 – Not obtained

.

.

.

-Clue #15 – Not obtained

-Detailed information can be confirmed.

There were a total of fifteen clues.

‘Hmm, quite a blatant number. It feels like one will open every time I meet a main NPC.’

Olivia pressed the first clue.

After a moment, a brief message appeared before her eyes.

[Clue #1]

[Memory of the Empire Year 992.]

-You can view Kiel’s memory for one year.

-If you place your hand on the head of the subdued opponent, you can view their memory.

992? What did I do in 992?

Olivia stumbled over what Glaceon had said.

It is now the year 987 of the Imperial Calendar. So, 992 is a story that takes place 5 years after the current point in time.

‘But I can’t remember what I did.’

Major events like graduating from the Academy come to mind to some extent, but even those memories are jumbled up.

“It can’t be helped.”

“What are you doing!”

Kiel shook his head vigorously, pushing Olivia’s hand away. He realized that she wasn’t just trying to kill him.

But that doesn’t change anything.

Putting her hand back on Kiel’s head, a message came to mind.

[Accessing memories of the year 992 of the Imperial Calendar.]

-Time limit: 5 minutes

Five minutes.

It seems that instead of explaining in message format, she needs to directly enter her memories to find out.

After a moment, consciousness flickered.

When she opened her eyes again, she was in a strange forest. But something felt familiar. Trees reaching towards the sky, the sound of cicadas coming from all directions…

“Euran.”

The Great Forest where the elves’ kingdom is located, which is responsible for the wood element.

After a while, a message appeared.

[Olivia]

-Level: 78

-Occupation: Advanced Ice Magic.

Title: Trusted One, Academy’s Top Graduate.

[The hourglass begins to move.]


-Remaining time: 4 minutes 59 seconds.

It seemed that she had inherited the abilities from the previous episode.

Her profession was only an advanced wizard, not a grand wizard, and she hadn’t even mastered the Lightning Magic.

“Even the somewhat existing Ice Magic has improved significantly.”

The title before the profession of an Ice Wizard changes depending on the proficiency level.
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Beginner wizards are associated with Cold, intermediate wizards with Ice, advanced wizards with Glaciers, and in front of the archmage is the title of Extreme Cold.

“Are you awake?”

A familiar voice came from behind. The black-haired knight stood there, suppressing a smile.

“Kiel?”

“It seems like I was too loud. Sorry, Olivia.”

“….”

Olivia’s mouth fell open as she looked at Kiel, who was smiling and replying.

‘Status window.’

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level 88

-Affection 50

The level has increased by 5 since 5 years ago.

Considering it’s the leveling of an NPC, it was a remarkable growth.

But what needs attention is not that.

The affection was not minus 50, but plus 50. At that level, it was more than just a friend, reaching the level of a trusted companion.

It was difficult to regain composure when the being that seemed ready to attack and tear the throat out was now smiling and chuckling.

‘I’m going crazy.’

Olivia shook her head from side to side to regain her composure. The hourglass was still running out.

In any case, the fact that she needed to find clues in this memory remained unchanged.

The Great Forest quest was a quest that could be completed with the Sword Saint Kiel.

Olivia searched through the message window and found the quest list that was trapped.

[Euran Great Forest – Finding Ancient Magic]

Progress: Complete

-Reward: One type of ancient magic of the Frozen Realm

[You cannot acquire it due to insufficient proficiency!]

It seems that the quest was already completed.

Well, an affection of 50 is not something that can be achieved by just a few battles.

It takes months of fighting in the Great Forest to reach that level.

“Kiel.”

“Hmm?”

“Is there something you’re hiding?”

“What do you mean?”

“Anything.”

Kiel absentmindedly stroked his chin. After a moment, he tilted his head and spoke.

“I don’t know. Why suddenly ask that?”

“Nothing, really.”

Olivia clicked her tongue.

Kiel knew his own personality better than anyone else.

He was a noble who did not discriminate against people, a true knight who protected the weak.

Kiel’s only flaw was that he often neglected his family after putting on the family crest.

‘And he’s not interested in women either.’

Well, if Kiel, a wandering knight in his late years, were to marry, he would probably suffer from loneliness for the rest of his life until he died. Kiel probably knew that, which is why he never married.

Olivia, who had stopped pondering, stood up from her seat.

“I’ll take a look around for a moment.”

“But there’s nothing around here?”

“I’ll just go and come back.”

Leaving Kiel, who was scratching his head in confusion, she walked into the forest.

Three minutes passed.

Olivia couldn’t hide her despair as she lay on the ground.

‘What kind of clue is this supposed to be?’

She tried to venture deeper into the dense forest, but a transparent wall blocked her path, preventing her from going any further. As she walked along the wall, she found herself back where she started.

She quickly realized the reason.

This place was inside Kiel’s memories.

The transparent wall was the boundary of the landscape Kiel remembered.

The trees losing their color as they moved further away from view were evidence of that.

“Sigh….”

This isn’t a clue. It’s just showing memories.

[Remaining time: 1 minute 00 seconds]

What am I supposed to do with this?

Why bring back old memories?

Kiel, who had been quietly watching Olivia breathe heavily, approached her and asked.

“Is there something wrong?”

“…There is a problem. A very big problem.”

“Can you tell me what it is?”

Olivia tilted her head at that question. How could she explain when she didn’t even know what the problem was?

She didn’t understand why this situation was a clue or what exactly she was supposed to find.

As Olivia remained silent, Kiel spoke with a slightly disappointed tone.

“I thought I could trust you.”

“You did trust me.”

Olivia replied coldly.

[Remaining time: 10 seconds]

The hourglass was racing towards its end. It was despairing to think that she would have to leave without any harvest.

“…Does that mean you don’t trust me now?”

Why is he acting like this all of a sudden?

“It’s a different issue from trust.”

“In the end, isn’t that what it is?”

Kiel’s eyes welled up with tears as Olivia’s eyes did the same. And the falling grains of sand, and the world fading into a gray hue from the edges.

“You won’t understand even if I tell you.”

[Clue #1 viewing time has ended.]


With that statement, memories turned to dust and disappeared.

***

Olivia opened her eyes. Kiel, who seemed frozen all over, was staring at her with a piercing gaze.

Honestly, she would rather face this side than receive the deep gaze of the other woman.

“…Have you returned too?”

Olivia felt a strange sense of unease in Kiel’s cold tone. She knew that Kiel had returned.

But Kiel didn’t know.

‘Probably because the current me is too strong.’

For a year, even if you work hard at the academy, reaching level 30 is the most you can achieve.

But Olivia’s level is currently 100.

It was not just a power that could be obtained by simply regressing.

At the beginning, ‘Olivia’ was at level 1. It is not unreasonable for Kiel to be mistaken.

…If I do this well, I might be able to fool and surpass him, right?’

The reason Olivia avoided contact with the main NPCs was precisely this.

For fear of being caught regressing.

More precisely, it is not regression but possession, but fundamentally not much different from knowing the future.

But her thoughts changed after seeing Kiel’s reaction.

“As long as they don’t find out that I know the future!”

Olivia’s mind accelerated. The Archmage’s brain quickly found the answer.

All she needed was a little acting.

“You’ve been calling me ‘you, you’ since earlier… Do you know me?”

“What is this…”

“No matter how much I think about it, I’ve never seen you before, right?”

And then it was a showdown.

Kiel tried to say something, but Olivia didn’t give him a chance.

“Is it right to speak informally to someone you’ve never met before? If you don’t want to die, at least pretend to beg for your life. Was attacking out of the blue not enough? Geez, I’m speechless.”

“…”

Whether Kiel believes this or not is not important.

What’s important is planting the seed of doubt.

Kiel’s bewildered face was evidence of that.

“Are you trying to deceive us again? Did you think we would fall for your little act?”

However, he could not hide the suspicion engraved in the corner of his eye.

If it continues like this…

It was that moment.

A dark shadow fell over Kiel’s face.

“…You have always been like that.”

The emotions contained there could not be summed up with just one word, anger.

“You deceived us at every moment, betrayed our trust.”

Uh…

Uh, um…

Cold sweat formed on his back.

“But then, you expect us to trust you?”

“….”

‘Damn it.’

“But then, you expect us to trust you?”

Silence fell. It was a very deep silence. Even the raging snowstorm was quiet at this moment.

[Title ‘Bold One Before the Dragon’ is activated.]

-Abnormal status, ‘Tension’ disappears.

Olivia, who barely regained her senses, opened her eyes wide.

It was dangerous to get involved any further.

If Kiel were to reveal this fact to the other regressors, there would be absolutely no turning back.

In that case, in the worst scenario, she might have to continue to restrain Kiel.

Because she couldn’t kill him.

“Darn it, should I have taken the spirit world route instead of the Ice world?”

High-level magic like memory manipulation was completely impossible without using that technology.

If that was the case, she had to find another way to counter it.

“Should I just put him in a ten-year hibernation?”

If that was possible, she would have done it. However, hibernation requires at least minimal means of sustaining life. No matter how extraordinary Kiel was, he couldn’t survive for years in the empty ice.

Olivia stared directly at Kiel. She dared not cut through the anger contained in those eyes.

To oneself, it was just a game beyond the screen.

But to Kiel, she was the enemy who executed the emperor, a madman who slaughtered tens of thousands.

‘…But it’s a bit unfair.’

No. It was not a bit unfair, but very unfair.

Who would think that a game would become reality and play it?

Would you play a game because you’re scared?

From the start.

Do you have the right to be angry?

If you think about almost dying of anger because of you, it’s not a trivial matter on this side either.

Olivia faced Kiel and said in a cold tone.

“Don’t believe it then. Who would believe it?”

When she raised her head, Kiel was looking at her with trembling eyes.

13 years.

Olivia spent that many years in Lactea.

She lived in the game for thousands, no, tens of thousands of hours.

Do you know how many times she died to Kiel among them?

Twenty-three times.


Kiel killed Olivia twenty-three times. And the other way around?

Once.

Only once.

“If you know me so well, you must know how old I am, right?”

There was no answer.
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“My family history? What I like? No, do I even know anything to begin with?”

Let’s say I’m the one who destroyed the world a hundred times over.

Then I saved the world seven hundred and ninety-five times.

What have you been doing all this time?

Fighting amongst yourselves, starting wars as you please, driving me away when I came all the way to the North for help, killing me because you didn’t like me.

It’s not just once or twice that I’ve been driven to madness by you, who wouldn’t even listen if it didn’t suit you.

Just once. Just because of one time, you’re acting like this?

As if being possessed wasn’t enough?

Fine. I admit that I lost it in the end and killed everyone.

You can hate. You can despise to the point of wanting to kill.

Yes, I know that’s possible.’

“But deceiving me without even knowing me properly? Betraying trust?”

My anger reached its peak.

If you hadn’t gone crazy, you wouldn’t have even attempted the Annihilation Ending.

‘I’ll gather all the crazy things just to please you bastards. I’ll please you.’

‘How much did I suffer when I just started Lactea because of these guys?’

[Suddenly, that thought came to mind. Even though I saved the world hundreds of times, wouldn’t it be okay to destroy it once.]

‘Now I understand why that sentence came to mind at first.’

“Sigh……”

With emotions welling up and then suppressed, Olivia spoke.

“One thing’s for sure, I met you for the first time today.”

The hand holding the staff trembled.

‘Damn it, I got excited without even realizing it.’

‘Why am I so angry about this?’

“…You don’t know anything about me.”

Kiel stood still as if stabbed in the chest. He stared without even breathing for a long time.

‘I’ve met Kiel thousands of times, but I’ve never seen that expression on his face before.’

Regret, anger, distrust, confusion, astonishment, affection… Affection?

‘Anyway, it was surprising to see such complex emotions revealed on one face.’

Olivia slowly reached out her hand. Unlike before, Kiel did not avoid it this time. Perhaps he had resigned himself by now.

“Remember. Pretend to know next time and you’ll be dead.”

A blue current sparkled from Olivia’s hand.

Thud.

Kiel’s body collapsed weakly.

Olivia froze Kiel’s body, sticking out her tongue. Once it’s frozen properly, he should thaw out in three days.

“I’ve made him faint for now……”

Hahaha……

What am I going to do now.

***

[Hmm……]

Glaceon looked anxiously outside the lair.

[Why isn’t she coming……]

Glaceon recalled the recent situation. When the dark figure swung the sword, the sky split, and his neck was almost cut by a hair’s breadth.

Glaceon once again touched his neck. Fortunately, it was still attached.

What if the dark figure had killed Olivia?

‘If that happened, I would be very happy……’

No matter how crazy Olivia was, even though she was a psycho dog, a witch who could easily kill a dozen people with a wave of her hand, she at least had no intention of killing her.

‘That person has his good times.’

In any case, Glaceon’s opinion was that the afterlife was better.

“……Ugh.”

Glaceon turned his head in the direction of a groan.

The three humans, or rather, disciples writhed on the stone floor. It seemed they were just regaining consciousness now.

Their bodies were in such a mess that it was an understatement. Two of them were relatively okay, but one of them was on the verge of death. It would be a big problem if left alone like that.

Whether that guy was Olivia’s disciple or not, who would be responsible if he died?

Glaceon sighed and transformed into human form. Seeing Glaceon approaching, Jaina shouted, “Ah, ah!”

“Shut up, Women. I am about to heal…”

As Glaceon reached out to Aramis, a presence was felt from behind.

“What are you doing?”

Glaceon’s head whipped around.

“Uh… Olivia?”

Olivia was walking towards them, holding something in both hands.

“Were you trying to eat my disciples?”

“Oh, no! Misunderstanding!”

“What misunderstanding. Whether woman or man.”

Olivia whispered in Glaceon’s ear.

‘Everything’s fine, but if you mention women or man in front of me, I’ll split you in half.’

Glaceon nodded frantically as if crazy.

“Okay, okay. If you understand, step aside for a moment.”

Glaecia moved aside. Olivia, squatting on the ground, grabbed Jaina’s neck from behind.

“Help…!”

“I won’t kill you. This is a potion.”

Jaina, smelling the familiar scent of strawberries, widened her eyes. Seeing her reaction, Olivia chuckled.

‘Jaina has the best adaptability.’

She has charisma and is friendly. If you leave her alone in the jungle for a month and come back, she’ll be so popular that she’ll be friends with the cannibals.

“Wow!”

Olivia fed potions to Ro and Aramis, who were surprised by the delicious taste. Although Aramis, whose human distrust trait had been triggered, had a happening of closing his mouth, Olivia lightly tapped him with a level difference.

It was said that the potion was forcibly pushed in.

“Gulp, gulp!”

“You spilled all this precious thing. Disciple, do you really want to die?”


“I am… not your disciple!”

“Really?”

Electricity sparked from Olivia’s grip.

“I don’t remember bringing someone who is not my disciple.”

Jaina, who was startled, raised her hand.

“Um, I am your disciple!”

“…Jaina?”

Aramis glared as if she had gone crazy, but Jaina didn’t care.

“But, can I ask one thing? Master?”

She doesn’t dislike that kind of cheekiness.

Olivia nodded as if to say speak.

“What are we going to learn?”

“Magic.”

“S-So, what kind of magic is it… hehe.”

It was clear what Jaina was thinking.

If she was a real witch, the magic she taught would also be related to demon, and she would probably think it would be better to die than to disgrace her family by getting involved with demons.

‘Goodness.’

[Jaina Iculane]

-Level: 37

-Affection: 0 (Wow, this tastes delicious.)

Hearing these words from Jaina, who had the highest affection, made Olivia feel bitter.

If these three were in a state of low affection like the others?

Such conversations would have been unimaginable.

“For starters, I’m not a witch. I’m a wizard.”

“There’s no evidence to prove that.”

Olivia chuckled at Aramis’s words.

“The fact that I haven’t killed anyone is the evidence.”

“….”

Aramis closed his mouth in response to Olivia’s argument.

He knew deep down. If Olivia was truly a witch, then everyone in the White Tower would have died.

“Anyway, the magic I will teach you is this.”

Olivia poured out scrolls from her inventory. They were items she had collected diligently since her beginner days.

“This, this is?!”

“Wow! This is the original Cruulis of the Cariel school!”

“And there are two hundred summoning spells of Solmian!”

Olivia quickly separated the scrolls into three types. One was Ice Barrier, the other was Lightning Strike, and the last one was White Magic.

“Think carefully. Do you understand what it means for a wizard like me to teach you with this level of material? This is an opportunity. A chance that won’t come twice in a lifetime.”

Olivia whispered.

‘If you don’t like it, leave now. I’ll send you off.’

The White Tower disciples were shaken.

***

Wizards are inherently a race that seeks knowledge.

Whether it’s exploring high-quality spellbooks or learning from exceptional masters, it all boils down to the same context.

To gain more knowledge, to build more innovative magic.

In that sense, the current situation was nothing short of a dream for them.

Just by seeing them immersed in the spellbooks, forgetting the fact that they had been kidnapped, it was clear.

Ro Fernandi sighed and covered the grimoire.

“It’s all authentic. Unbelievable……”

“Ro, really?”

In response to Jaina’s question, Ro nodded as if he couldn’t believe it.

300 years ago, the great wizard who led the revival of magic, Balta Krana, personally authored the grimoire. The ‘Balta Krana’ series.

“I heard that there are only three copies even in the royal family……!”

The treasure was now in front of them, with five volumes.

Just this alone felt overwhelming, and on top of that, with artifacts never seen before appearing, it was impossible to keep one’s mouth shut.

Gulp.

‘It’s tempting.’

“Just a little, I want to read a little more!”

Even Aramis couldn’t take his eyes off the grimoire at this moment. If Fernandi, who was called the ‘ancient script interpreter’ at the White Tower, said it was authentic, then it was authentic.

So, these stacked grimoires are all authentic.

‘What on earth……’

Aramis glanced sideways. What kind of person must they be to show such treasures as if they were nothing.

Even if they hide it tightly, it’s not enough.

It was clear that the ordinary person and their way of thinking were different.

Clang!

With the sound of fingers snapping, the grimoires were sucked into a void. The White Tower wizards licked their lips as they watched the grimoires disappear before their eyes.

“Ah……”

“Well, that’s it for the tasting. If you want to see more……you know?”

“C, can I ask a few more questions before deciding?”

“Of course. I’m a generous person rather than a viewer.”

Ah……

‘You were generous.’

So you treated people like dogs.


Jaina barely regained her senses and asked.

“If you were really a wizard, couldn’t you have politely asked Tower Lord for permission and brought me here? Why did you have to bring me here so harshly and cruelly?”

There is a fact in your words.

The reason why it was not done that way was simple.

‘Your Tower Lord would not have allowed it.’
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You’ll be fortunate if your neck or eyes aren’t targeted.

At minus 80 in favorability, there was that much power.

If you had asked politely from the start, you could have gone to the Royal Academy, why go to a remote corner like White Tower?

‘…I can’t say that.’

There was a need to speak tactfully.

Olivia, who had been pondering for a moment, spoke up.

“It’s because of my curse.”

“…Pardon?”

“Exactly. When ordinary people see me, they harbor ill will towards me. The reason the Tower Lord tried to kill me is the same.”

Everyone remained silent, looking quite shocked.

‘I didn’t lie.’

‘I just slightly embellished the truth.’

‘Honestly, I’d rather have a curse than have my favorability plummet.’

“…Then what about us?”

“Occasionally, there are people like you who aren’t affected by curses. I don’t know the reason.”

‘Well, I know.’

‘I know very well.’

You all are alive because of me.

“It’s quite a remarkable coincidence that all three with unique constitutions were at Tower.”

Aramis spoke in a provoking tone. Olivia suddenly pushed her face close to Aramis.

“You still haven’t learned your lesson?”

“Oh, no. It’s not that. This is just how I talk.”

Aramis was surprised and clapped his hands. Whether she liked it or not, Olivia had no intention of stopping.

No matter how formal it may be, a disciple is a disciple.

Even though she was older, at least listening to honorifics was appropriate.

She was definitely not saying that because she was old-fashioned.

Definitely.

“No, you haven’t been hit enough yet. Even so-and-so next to you has never used honorifics in their life, but now they use them well.”

Their gazes naturally turned to one side.

“……”

Glaceon glared at the gazes directed at her.

‘Look at me, you brats!’

The trio, who had hesitated for a moment, turned their heads.

‘No, what. Did we do something wrong?’

‘We just looked at her. They’re too sensitive.’

Glaceon sighed deeply in her heart.

Since when did the dignity of dragons come to this?

Olivia, who had quietly watched the heartwarming scene, spoke.

“Aramis.”

“Why are you calling me?”

“M-me?”

Aramis bit his lip. But when he heard the familiar rustling sound from Olivia’s grip, he had no choice but to lower his tail.

“Why are you like this.”

“Yeah, yeah. That’s it.”

“Ugh!”

“Kukuku!”

Aramis clenched his teeth as he watched the motives of those who were holding back their laughter.

“Call me a Master from now on.”

“M-ma-master……”

In Aramis’s mind, the face of Lloyd, who had taken him in as an orphan with nowhere else to go and had been his benefactor as a disciple of Tower Lord, appeared. No matter how emotionally stable and rational Aramis was, he knew at least the basics of propriety.

“My Master is the only one. That will never change.”

But he didn’t want his brain to be overwhelmed by the current again.

‘That was a kind of pain that I never wanted to experience again. Just the thought of going through the humiliation of crawling on the floor like a worm made me dizzy already.’

Aramis slowly raised his head. Olivia, with a subtle smile on her lips, was fiddling with the staff.

‘W-what kind of gaze is that…!’

Olivia’s focus remained unwaveringly fixed on herself, with a face that was impossible to read.

It was truly madness.

Aramis unconsciously swallowed his saliva. The image of Lloyd foaming and collapsing in front of his eyes flickered.

-Grrrrrr!

He made up his mind. After honing his skills under Olivia, he would seek revenge on Lloyd.

‘I’m not doing this out of fear.’

No. Absolutely not.

Even the next White Tower Lord would understand.

Because you have to stay alive first.

“……Master.”

Aramis, who had said that much, raised his head slightly.

And he saw.

The face of Olivia, who was right in front of his nose.

In the face of that eerie expression, Aramis finally let go of his last bit of pride.

“……master.”

“Oh, ok.”

Olivia chuckled and stepped back.

Letting go of pride is difficult the first time, but it gets easier from the second time.

‘Aramis needs to learn to let go of his pride a bit.’

If the opponent is strong, you must know how to yield. If you can’t do that, at least you should know your place. If you don’t, you will die.

‘That’s why he broke.’

Aramis from the previous episode died before Olivia could start the assassination route.

With two of his friends.

Breaking the silence, Aramis spoke up.


“May I ask a question?”

“What’s missing behind. Disciple.”

“Master……”

It sounded like his teeth were breaking every time he spoke, but he didn’t pay attention.

Olivia was very lenient.

“If you learn under the master, can you become the best?”

“No?”

“……Yes?”

Aramis made a new sound. The same was true for Jayna and Ro, who were watching from behind.

Olivia checked each of their faces one by one and asked.

With a different, profoundly serious expression than before.

“What do you think is the best?”

“That’s……”

The room was filled with silence.

The best……

Have they ever thought so seriously about it?

Becoming a top wizard, rewriting the history of magic.

And reaching the truth.

It was the dream and goal of all wizards.

But is that really the best?

There have been individuals who have reached the truth once every few thousand years, or even every few hundred years.

Then, are those who have become the ‘best’ unable to progress any further?

No.

‘The best is a relative concept.’

The best pursued by an ordinary wizardand the best pursued by a mage at the top of the tower would be incomparable.

Aramis slowly raised his head. Olivia seemed to know why she said such things.

‘The question was wrong.’

Not the best, but the goal.

‘Master, no.’

Aramis looked at Olivia with a slightly different gaze than before.

“How far can you take me?”

Olivia raised her finger and pointed to the sky.

“Above your goal.”

With her arrogant confidence, Aramis chuckled unknowingly.

“Ha, hahaha!”

She’s insane.

‘No matter how much I think about it, this woman is indeed crazy.’

‘Where do you think my goal is.’

But one thing is certain.

This woman.

Olivia.

With a mortal body, she was a sorceress who soared higher than the majestic dragon.

Aramis recalled the first lesson at the White Tower.

[Wizards! In the pursuit of truth, never back down!]

Suddenly, he wanted to see a mirror. He was curious about what expression he was making right now.

But shortly after, when he saw the faces of his peers, he realized there was no need for that.

They had decided not to back down.

Seizing this opportunity, they were trying to get closer to the truth, even if only a little.

He was no different.

Thud!

The wizards of the White Tower all bowed at once.

It was the moment when the disciple of the witch who could destroy the world, no.

The disciple of the witch who could save the world.

“Hmm….”

Aramis frowned at the strange energy he felt on his fingertips.

‘It’s cold.’

What unfolded from his hand was none other than Ice Magic.

“How is it?”

“To be honest… I’m not sure.”

It’s the first time, so it’s natural. But this side suits you much better.”

“Is that so?”

Olivia nodded her head.

Magic reflects the personality of the wizards. Those with fiery personalities are better suited for fire magic, while gentle individuals are better with water magic.

In that sense, Ice Magic was the best match for Aramis. Jaina was lightning, and Ro was equally light.

“Watch closely.”

Poof!

Snowflakes bloomed at Olivia’s fingertips. The snowflakes fluttered in the wind, blooming and falling repeatedly, until at one moment they formed the shape of a cloud.

The cloud didn’t stop there and continued to grow in size. In no time, the cloud that had swelled like a snowball suddenly compressed and began to rotate around its axis.

Aramis’s expression became subtle.

He was a person who lacked nothing to be called a genius. Even though he couldn’t enter the top five towers among the Five Great Towers, he thought there was no one among his peers who could surpass him.

But look at the spectacle before your eyes.

At first glance, it seems like he’s using three attributes simultaneously.

That’s not it.

That is purely magic constructed with Ice Magic!

The cycle of blooming and falling snow replaces the wind, and the clumped snow in the air serves as the role of the cloud.

“Hmm.”

Aramis couldn’t help but let out a shallow groan.


-The ones in the Golden Tower can all do this much. This is basic, basic.

The Golden Tower. Where the most outstanding individuals among all the towers on the continent gather.

He thought the Golden Tower was nothing special. But no matter how much he thought about it, he didn’t have the confidence to make such an application as he was doing now.

Combining water, wind, and ice magic in moderation could create something similar, but then the mana consumption would be unbearable.

Even the power is stronger over there.
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Focus and concentration.

There was no shortage in calling it the textbook example.

“Can you do it?”

‘I’ve seen it, but I don’t have the confidence to do it the same way.’

-If you can’t do it, just ask right away. If you wait and ask later, it’ll split in half, so figure it out on your own.

Aramis, recalling Olivia’s words, spoke up.

“To be honest, it seems a little difficult to do in just one day.”

“It’ll be fine.”

“But still, just a little…”

“Do you agree?”

No, if you can’t do it, speak up.

Is that what a Master should say?

“Alright, I’ll show you again. Look.”

Even if you say that, it doesn’t change the fact that it can’t be done.

“If you say you can’t do it this time, be prepared to get smacked.”

Aramis tightly closed his eyes.

No matter how much he thought about it, it seemed like he had made the wrong choice.

“Hey, disciple.”

“Yes.”

“Do you think you’ll become a Tower Lord by practicing so leisurely?”

Olivia tilted her head.

“No. Absolutely not. Of course, someday, maybe. When I’m around 50?”

‘If a Tower Lord is 50, this damn master knows that they’re part of a very young generation.’

“Becoming a Tower Lord at such an old age would be meaningless. I was a Tower Lord in my 20s, you know? So, my disciples like you can do it too.”

“…You were a Tower Lord?”

“It’s the first time I’ve heard of it.”

“No, I’ve never heard of anyone being a Tower Lord in their twenties.”

“Yeah, a Red Tower Lord.”

“Oh, really? Uh… what?”

It would’ve made sense if she was a blue. But suddenly being a red like hearing something completely new.

Aramis subtly glanced around without even realizing it.

Jaina, Ro, and even Glaceon were frowning.

Their faces clearly showed what they wanted to say.

“That’s absurd.”

“No, that’s a bit much.”

“No wonder her personality is as dirty as red.”

One of them seemed to have a slightly different thought, but that wasn’t important.

“You were a Red Tower Lord… in the Red Tower?”

“Yeah. I did it once in the Blue Tower too, and in the Green and Gold towers.”

“….”

Unable to hold it in any longer, Ro suddenly stood up.

“I’ve never heard of someone holding the position of a Tower Lord in multiple towers!”

Ro, who was usually quiet, couldn’t even imagine such a thing. He was ready to burst into a frenzy at any moment.

“Please explain!”

Silence enveloped the room. Even Olivia looked at Ro with her mouth shut.

‘Oh right. He was a high-level official.’

A stickler.

They can tolerate gates opening and aliens appearing in medieval fantasy, but they cannot tolerate Rococo dresses appearing.

Ro Fernandi was one of those sticklers.

He earned the nickname “authenticity detector” for his habit of reading ancient books, but as a result, whenever history was mentioned, he contracted an incurable disease that made his eyes roll.

Of course, Olivia had no intention of explaining. Since she hadn’t done anything like Tower Lord in the previous episode, there was no evidence to present….

‘Why not just show it?’

Even though she hadn’t practiced magic, she had memorized all the formulas.

Swoosh…

Olivia’s staff began to trace graceful curves. To her, the air was a canvas, and the staff was the brush.

“That’s…”

A red residue remained where the staff passed.

It was a spark. Even though only ashes remained at the end, one could only watch it in a daze.

[This is magic that goes against the main attribute!]

-The power of the magic is diminished.

-The mana consumption increases significantly.

-The duration of the magic is decreasing.

Olivia didn’t care.

‘Anyway, this is just for show.’

‘Your master is such a person.’

So trust and follow.

She was as familiar as someone who had practiced magic all her life. There is no hesitation in drawing lines, connecting them, and linking formulas.

Swooosh.

“Spread.”

Finally, when the magic circle revealed its form, the surrounding scenery began to change.

Sometimes it looked like a flower garden, and sometimes it felt like it was on top of a lofty tower.

It was impossible to distinguish whether this was a dream or a fantasy.

Saaaah….

The flames that enveloped the world in her colors gradually weakened. The illusion became fainter. When it finally turned into ashes and disappeared, the disciples sighed.

“Uh, uh…….”

Even if they didn’t have eyes to see, they understood that the magic they had just witnessed was extraordinary. No. It wasn’t just extraordinary; it was almost the ultimate pursuit of perfection.

“Why, don’t you show something else?”

“Ah, no. It can’t be.”

Ro’s mouth hung open.


“Uh, it wasn’t mentioned in history, was it?”

It wouldn’t be. That was something from a very ancient episode.

Olivia said as if it didn’t matter.

“Just because it’s history, doesn’t mean you know everything.”

“…….”

The disciples fell silent. Olivia, on the other hand, didn’t seem to care at all.

Clap!

Olivia applauded to lighten the mood.

“Alright, anyway. Let’s start with what I taught you. Call me when your mana runs out.”

***

What is the most important thing in Lactea?

Items? Rare skills?

They’re all important, but ultimately, it’s the level that matters most.

Leveling up isn’t just about changing numbers. It’s about elevating one’s own prowess and advancing to higher places.

This is why levels hold such absolute importance in Lactea.

What happens when your level is high?

Literally, your prowess changes.

A level 5 goblin is just food for junior mercenaries, but a level 50 goblin makes junior mercenaries its food.

Rusty daggers barely pierce, plate armor is penetrated, and arrows bounce off.

‘How do I know this?’

‘I didn’t want to know.’

Lactea isn’t called a newbie extermination game for nothing. Even Olivia, known as a pioneer, almost met her end.

‘Anyway, how do you raise such an incredibly important level?’

First of all, the easiest way is hunting.

Of course, that doesn’t mean blindly hunting goblins. Not only is it unhelpful, but it’s also highly inefficient.

So, how should one hunt?

You have to hunt goblins on the fierce battlefield where life and death are at stake.

In the midst of blood splattering and your vision blurring, in those critical moments!

That’s when you hunt goblins.

Surviving in such a battlefield is proof of one’s own worth and elevates one’s status.

…That’s what the operators said.

“Well, they’re insane no matter how you think about it.”

Walking the path of a ruined game, what contributed the most is undoubtedly those damn operator bastards.

It’s a battlefield soaked in blood, yet ultimately it’s just telling you to fight monsters while getting beaten up.

Even if warriors with abundant stamina could manage, telling mages to fight while getting hit?

This is just telling them to quit the game.

“But in the end, we found the answer.”

A build discovered by tens of thousands of wizards users.

That is…

“Ma, Master, I’m out of mana.”

Jaina raised her hand. Since Lightning magic consumes the most mana, it was a natural consequence.

Even if she had exhausted her mana to the last drop, she seemed to be enduring it without showing much effort.

Perhaps there was something she learned from Olivia’s magic.

“None left?”

“None. Absolutely none.”

Olivia took out a potion and handed it to Jaina.

“Drink this and try again.”

“Huh?”

“Try again.”

A build?

There’s no such thing.

“There seems to be something happening in the north?”

“It’s not a big deal. They said they lost contact with the White Tower.”

Calliope’s face twisted. It seemed that the Seth couldn’t understand Calliope’s reaction.

Losing contact in the northern region was quite common due to its geographical characteristics.

“Do you seriously think this woman is in the north?”

“Fifty-fifty?”

“Ah, seriously, do you think a woman like this would go to the north?”

“Then have you ever thought that the princess might be as poisonous as to grasp my hand?”

“That’s… “

Seth trailed off. Even he, who had been through everything, was greatly shocked by what had happened last night.

Aria, who had been called naive and foolish, was just too pure. But the Aria he saw yesterday was different. It was as if she had become someone else, with eyes filled with hatred.

What on earth happened between them?

Seth checked the picture Aria had handed him again. White hair, against the wall. It was an appearance reminiscent of a well-bred lady.

“Is there something we need to know?”

“It will be in the City of Beginnings. If you find it… come back to me.”

What if it’s not there?

They couldn’t bring themselves to ask such a question.

Aria’s gaze was too firm. Olivia’s tone implied that she didn’t even want to imagine a situation where a woman named Olivia wasn’t in the City of Beginnings.

But Olivia wasn’t in the City of Beginnings. They searched three times, but the result was the same.

“I had a bad feeling about this.”

Calliope frowned.

“I think going east would be better. With looks like this, not being recognized…”


“No, it’s the north.”

“Captain!”

“It’s a feeling, a gut feeling. You trust my gut, don’t you?”

Indeed, Calliope’s intuition had something inexplicable about it. It had saved their lives countless times.

“Even the captain doesn’t know the real nature of the princess.”
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“……I’ve never believed in the past being real.”

Seth sighed.

‘This woman simply didn’t know how to admit defeat.’

Was it because she was from the South?

“Well, let’s at least take a warp gate! Don’t we have money? Our expenses are generous.”

“That’s all recorded, and we’re moving without Majesty’s knowledge. If we get caught, it’s the gallows for us.”

Seth scratched his head irritably, as if indicating annoyance.

He wasn’t unaware of that. He was just frustrated.

“Ugh, walking all the way to the North without a word……”

Seth’s complaining gaze turned backward.

“Kieeek!”

A massive wyvern descended at a terrifying speed with its claws spread. They hadn’t even been outside the city for long, and they were already encountering such large creatures.

Seth clenched his fists and made a thudding sound.

Luckily, it seemed they wouldn’t need to walk.

“Kieek, kieeek……”

The wyvern, flying non-stop for hours, crashed down. Normally, it would have flown all day without trouble, but having two people riding on its back was another story.

Thud!

Calliope landed lightly. It was thanks to the artifact that slowed down their fall.

Kwaaang!

“Ugh!”

Calliope looked sideways at Seth, who landed recklessly bare-bodied. If it weren’t for his reckless nature, he would have been promoted long ago.

“Follow me. Once we cross this mountain, it’s White Tower.”

They swiftly traversed the mountain.

Next moment.

“……!”

The sight of White Tower, reflected in their eyes, appeared. Calliope drew her rapier without hesitation.

“You scout the surroundings!”

“Got it!”

Calliope swiftly entered White Tower. The interior was just as she had expected.

Surrounded by the corpses of wizards……

“……Huh?”

The wizards who should have been dead were gathered in one place, casting fire.

“Chu, it’s cold…”

“Ugh, damn it. Why did I bother learning useless Light Magic?”

“I don’t even have firewood, let alone a spellbook…”

Do monsters in the north have a hobby of just destroying buildings and running away?

No, that’s unlikely.

Calliope instinctively observed the faces of the wizards. When she spotted a familiar face among them, Calliope changed her pace.

“White Tower Lord. What’s going on here?”

Lloyd, who was casting fire behind, slowly turned his head.

“Do you know me?”

Calliope vaguely gestured around.

“Your Majesty sent. She said the reports stopped.”

“Reports… right, there was supposed to be a regular report.”

Lloyd looked dismayed. It was unsettling to see him, always bright, wearing such a face.

“Tell Her Majesty. I’m nothing but a sinner without the qualifications of Tower Lord.”

“What on earth happened?”

Clang!

Caliope’s gaze went down. Beneath the robe, Lloyd’s fist was clenched tightly.

When Lloyd raised his head again, his eyes were bloodshot.

“It’s the witch, the witch took my disciples.”

“A witch, you say?”

“Yeah, that damned witch!”

Lloyd couldn’t continue. His whole body trembled like a person afflicted with illness.

“Ugh!”

The next moment, Lloyd clutched his chest and collapsed.

“Lord…!”

“Hey, bring some medicine!”

“Ugh, ugh…”

Barely regaining consciousness, Lloyd grabbed Calliope. Then, with all his might, he opened his mouth.

“My disciples, save my disciples… Ugh!”

“He’s having another seizure!”

A witch. Nonsense.

But if that’s what the Lord says, the story changes.

‘Kidnapping, is it? Then are they sacrifices?’

Young wizards are sacrifices that demons like. It was a very plausible possibility.

“Do you know where the witch went?”

***

“Brain, brain, brain…”

“Heh, heh… can’t see ahead.”

Jaina and Ro were half out of it. Normally, Aramis would have said something, but he couldn’t bring himself to scold them.

He had just regained consciousness after losing it.

“I feel like I’m going to die.”

‘I’ve never heard of such a foolish training method before.’

‘Honestly, at first, I was confident. I had experience pushing magic to its limits, and I had plenty of practical experience.’

Skill? Compared to my peers, I could proudly claim to be several times better.

But this is truly hopeless.

Aramis turned his head to look at Jaina.

Thud.


It was already the third collapse. When Aramis saw Jaina’s eyes wandering without vitality, he couldn’t help but close his mouth.

The friendly magician had disappeared, and an unknown zombie was crawling on the ground.

“Oh, our disciple collapsed again. Swallow it all, swallow.”

“No, I can’t. I can’t…”

Gulp, gulp.

“Now, feel the energy surging? Get up and try again.”

“N-no…”

“Don’t like it?”

“Oh, no. Actually, I love it. Wahahaha… I am happy. I am happy…”

Is that really something a person would do?

But Aramis couldn’t bring himself to complain.

-This is the path you chose! Endure it with evil and strength!

They had already crossed a river that couldn’t be turned back.

Thwack!

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh!”

“Wake up! Is it reasonable not to keep up with my class while wearing a dragon’s mark?”

“S-stop the violence!”

“Stop? Stoooop?”

“P-please! Please stop!”

Crack!

In an instant, the surroundings brightened. Glaceon lay on the ground with the smell of burning flesh. Olivia pulled out a potion and shoved it into Glaceon’s mouth, as if she had been waiting.

“If she gets up after that, she’ll be pushed again.”

Compared to the other side, this was heaven.

At least it didn’t hurt.

“Heaven? Is this heaven?”

For a moment, Aramis, who was on the verge of cognitive dissonance, suddenly snapped back to his senses.

At least, he shouldn’t crumble like that.

“I am the pride of the White Tower!”

Aramis opened his eyes wide and gripped the staff tightly. He had been repeating this crude training for six hours now. At first, he couldn’t grasp it at all, but now it seemed possible.

No, it must be done.

Olivia had called this basic. He knew she exaggerated to stimulate him, but perhaps it was true that all the wizards of the Gold Tower could do this.

If he couldn’t even master the basics, he wouldn’t even see the truth, let alone become a Tower Lord.

Aramis’s eyes sank heavily.

“This time, I will succeed.”

Thanks to the potion, his physical condition was excellent. Honestly, this training method was crude; it was a method that even most masters wouldn’t dare attempt.

Potions skyrocketed in value just by restoring physical and magical energy at once, and there were no side effects.

Who would use such a treasure for training their disciples?

And not feel the slightest regret about it.

‘Honestly, I wish someone would feel regret. Anyway.’

To clear his mind, Aramis took a deep breath and infused magic into the staff.

Snowflakes bloomed one by one in the air. There weren’t many of them. Compared to the snowflakes Olivia conjured, they were woefully inadequate.

But it didn’t matter.

Because what mattered wasn’t the quantity, but the power.

He infused magic to hold the falling snowflakes.

The snowflakes that couldn’t fall collided with each other, repeating the process of breaking apart until, at some point, they formed into a cloud shape.

“It’s easy up to this point.”

He had succeeded many times up to this point. Ice and water were fundamentally similar, so there was no need for adaptation.

But the next step was the problem.

Compression and rotation.

“First, let’s increase the size.”

As the cloud grew larger, mana plummeted rapidly. Mana that was once abundant quickly hit rock bottom.


At first, this was why he failed. He was afraid he couldn’t handle the mana drain, so he didn’t even try.

-Scared? Even though there’s a potion, you’re still scared?

But he realized after being hit like a dog. The pain of mana exhaustion was much worse than being hit with a staff.

Aramis focused on increasing the size of the cloud. Whatever happened to the mana didn’t matter.

“Ugh.”



 
  
    Chapter 17: White Tower Disciples -5


With an expression that showed Glaceon was fed up, she looked at the disciples who had collapsed after filling ten each.

“Does that really work?”

As the number of repetitions increased, the magic became more stable and the casting speed increased. Visible changes began to occur after the fifth repetition.

Finally, after filling ten times, the clumsiness had disappeared without notice. The smile spreading across her face, which had been hardened by rigorous training, was evidence of that.

She was satisfied with the magic she had unleashed.

“Whew…”

Glaceon exclaimed in admiration.

It seemed that the ignorant training had indeed been effective.

Well, it would have been stranger if there were no effects, considering how every moment squeezed the limits.

Actually, squeezing the limits is easier said than done; even a slight mistake could lead to disaster.

Still, Olivia seemed to have controlled it well enough, so there weren’t any major problems…

“Master… Uwook, uwuwook!”

“Uwaeek…”

…Hmm.

Now that she think about it, it seems somewhat serious.

Glacia blinked her eyes.

Their appearance, sprawled out on the ground in any old way, was literally a disgrace.

Shivering in the cold, they looked pitiful enough to make her sympathize.

“…Should I just leave them like that?”

Would she have asked that in such a helpless tone?

“It’s okay. I’ll let them rest now.”

No, that’s obvious!

At least provide a bed, or even just a blanket!

Can’t you see them shivering like that on the bare ground?

Thinking that she had to keep going with someone who didn’t even give such minimal acknowledgment made her spine itch.

If she treated her disciples like that, how harshly would she treat someone who wasn’t even a disciple?

“You seem to have something to say. Say it now.”

“…I have nothing to say.”

“Now or never.”

“Seriously, there’s none.”

“Really?”

Seeing Olivia stepping back obediently, Glacia heaved a sigh of relief.

When dealing with that human, she must never give any clues.

The answer is already set.

‘It’s always my fault, and I’m the only idiot.’

Glaceon, realizing her position, tightly closed her eyes.

It was that moment.

Whoosh!

The chilling wind rushed in with a sharp sound. The cold it carried was as unsettling as the chilling noise.

“Uhh!”

“Achoo!”

“Cough, cough!”

The disciples hit by the wind quickly stood up and hurriedly put on their robes inside out. Watching them calmly, Olivia spoke up.

“Hey.”

“…Yes, what is it?”

“Are you cold right now?”

…What kind of stupid question is this?

Can’t you see the blizzard outside?

But the moment she faced Olivia’s face, she couldn’t help but understand.

Olivia really didn’t understand.

‘Didn’t she realize it’s really cold?’

Come to think of it, it was the same when they first met. Even amidst the freezing Wyverns, Olivia stood there unscathed.

She thought it was because of magic back then, but now she realized Olivia’s cold resistance was ridiculously high.

“Damn it. I should have felt how strong it was back then!”

Glaceon, barely coming to her senses, asked.

“Did you just ask if they’re cold?”

“Would I have asked if it was hot?”

“…Sorry. I’m congenitally deaf.”

“So, you asked if it’s cold.”

“I’m fine, but… They might not be, right? Since Leaire is where the dragons sleep. I think humans would be quite uncomfortable there.”

Olivia bowed her waist and brushed the floor with her hands.

Even the ordinary stones, rare as a white dragon’s answer, were imbued with coldness. Now, upon closer inspection, she noticed ice crystals hanging from the ceiling. The fact that they didn’t melt and maintained their shape should have raised suspicions.

Olivia plucked one ice crystal with precision. It emitted coldness like dry ice, then melted away at her fingertips.

“Hmm, it must be quite cold.”

She only felt a brief chill herself, but her apprentices with weaker cold resistance would feel differently.

It must feel like being inside a freezer.

They had endured so far because they were students of the White Tower, equipped with robes enchanted with cold resistance, and their generous master provided healing potions constantly.

But even that would have its limits. If they continued like this, they might end up with frostbite tomorrow.

“Hey, do you have anything useful?”

Olivia pointed casually at the items piled up in the corner.

It was the treasure Glaceon had amassed over the past few years.

Without any dwarves.

Alone.

“This damn girl is finally raiding my house….”

It had reached a desperate point.

“If you mean something useful… How about a cold resistance artifact?”

“Oh. Do you have it?”

‘As if! she sounds like a blue dragon using underwater breathing artifact!’

Glaceon nodded as politely as possible.


“We don’t have it.”

“If I find it, I’ll kill you.”

This time, there was no immediate response. It seemed like they were genuinely trying to remember if they had it.

“I really don’t have it.”

“Tsk.”

Olivia clicked her tongue. There’s nothing you can do if it’s not there.

‘I’ll have to use mine.’

The approaching footsteps made the apprentices who were crouching in their robes break into a cold sweat.

‘Oh, here it comes! Don’t tremble!’

‘But it’s, it’s too, too cold.’

‘Hold it in! Shut up and endure!’

The apprentices pretended to be asleep, silently praying that the damned master wouldn’t notice and leave.

‘…Is she gone?’

It was the moment Jaina cautiously lifted her eyelids.

She couldn’t help but see.

Olivia, who was staring down at herself, opened her eyes wide.

“Waa, we’re doomed.”

Jaina tightly shut her eyes.

‘I definitely didn’t pretend to be popular!’

Did they really wait for me to wake up?

“Is this for real?”

Woooooo!

In the next moment, an undesirable sound echoed in Jaina’s ears. Other disciples also flinched upon hearing the same sound.

The sound of the Hell Gate, no, the resonance unique to opening a rift in space.

Whenever that sound was heard, without fail, a red potion revealed itself.

And then.

-Seven more times to go. Just ten more times of fainting, right?

Endless hell awaits.

“How did I even succeed!”

Even the thought was dreadful.

“I can’t do it anymore. I can’t….”

But what Olivia produced was completely different from their expectations.

It was a plain-designed circular bracelet.

“Here you go, guys. If it’s cold, say it’s cold.”

Olivia made the sleeping disciples wear the bracelet artifact. After a while, the artifact glowed red and emitted heat in all directions.

The disciples who realized Olivia’s intention had surprised faces.

“…It’s warm.”

The trembling in their bodies gradually subsided. In an instant, they felt the tension release, and their eyelids felt heavy.

“Good job today. Rest well.”

Olivia silently stared at the exhausted disciples. They seemed to be very tired and fell asleep right away.

“Mom, I miss you….”

“Sob, sob….”

Hmm.

‘Was I too harsh?’

Olivia scratched her head with a troubled expression. Well, Jaina had quite a bold personality, to say the least.

As for Aramis…

“Kill… You must kill her. That damn witch…”

‘He’ll need some education later on.’

‘Anyway.’

‘Honestly, I didn’t expect him to follow along so well.’

‘I thought it would be fine if he failed ten times and succeeded once, but he managed to succeed ten times each.’

“Much tougher than I thought?”

No matter how intimidating, some people just can’t be touched. That’s an unchanging fact.

The mental fortitude to endure rigorous training isn’t something everyone possesses. Even more so the ability to keep getting back up after falling multiple times.

In that sense, these three were indeed geniuses. They were the next generation of talent leading the Tower Lord.

If we maintain this trend steadily, they’ll surely pull their weight in the latter part of the story as well.

But still…

Olivia’s gaze shifted sideways.

[…!]

The frost spirit she had planted near the mazetop sent a message of determination. Olivia immediately transmitted magic power and shared auditory senses with the frost spirit.

[Commander, it’s a dragon. A dragon. It’s better to call for reinforcements…]
[Just confirm. Just confirm.]
[Oh, come on, really…]
[Did the witch really control the dragon or not…?]

The signal cut off. Judging by the diminishing volume, it seems they had gone beyond communication range.

Spirit magic was all well and good, but this was the problem. Not only was there noise, but with only voices and no visuals, it was impossible to know whose voice it was.

One thing was for sure, they weren’t White Tower wizards. They’d be too busy trying to salvage the tower, let alone crossing the mountains.

And above all, Tower Lord doesn’t refer to someone as “commander.” Mercenaries or such titles aren’t used.

“That voice sounded familiar.”

It was a voice heard many times before.

At this time, the only person worthy of coming to the north is probably Kiel, the Sword Saint. However, Kiel has already been knocked out, and the mercenaries staying in the nearby villages don’t bother to come even as far as the distant White Tower.

“Could it be that they’ve already sent reinforcements from the Gold Tower?”

Whatever the case, it needed to be confirmed.

“Guard this place. I’ll be back in a moment.”

“Excuse me?”

“Wake the kids if they stir, okay? And make sure to infuse the artifacts with mana from time to time. If the kids catch a cold while I’m gone, deal with it.”


“Uh, okay…”

Olivia’s figure disappeared in an instant. Only the teleportation magic circle engraved on the floor indicated that Olivia had been here just now.

“Grghhh!”

Glaceon’s eyes turned with rage. Foam formed at her mouth.

Now, not only a slave, but also taking care of kids? That damn bitch!
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“Die for real! Die! Please, just die!”

Glaceon screamed.

***

“Someone dared….”

Olivia peered through the blizzard with steely eyes.

It was a man wearing a black mask. Though his attire resembled that of an assassin, the thick muscles hidden beneath denied that fact outright.

Olivia glanced at the woman beside her with cold eyes.

Fiery red hair. Olivia instantly recognized her as a Southerner.

“Calliope….”

The leader of the Night Ravens, Calliope. The muscular man beside her must be her partner, Seth.

“They must be the ones who should be in the Royal Palace.”

There’s no way they could have escaped here unless they were insane. It would be more convincing if Aria had roasted them alive.

“Caught.”

Olivia furrowed her brow.

If Aria mistakenly thinks, ‘Olivia has regressed too’ then things will take a serious turn.

As the Royal Palace has a close relationship with the Gold Tower, this news will reach Melina, the owner of the Gold Tower. Then she’ll issue a warrant to all towers, and once the chaos of the towers’ activities becomes known, other regressors will also understand the situation…

“It’s endless if I keep thinking like this.”

Olivia shook her head.

It hasn’t even been two days since the regression started. It’s absurd to think that in such a short time, they’ve searched the city thoroughly and made their way up to the North.

Calliope is a sharp woman. Although her skills might be lacking compared to other leaders of the Palace, she’s definitely not weak. Her innate sense of combat derived from overwhelming intuition compensates for any shortcomings.

Probably, her reason for coming North is in the same vein.

Calliope was heading straight for Lare without hesitation.

“No, this can’t happen.”

“If you just think about running away with Glaceon, thinking only about the rare, that would be enough. Dragons sometimes leave the lair behind and go on adventures, so they might understand too.

‘But if we keep going like this, we’ll run into Kiel in the middle of the road.’

‘It’s because Kiel attacked us while we were on our way to the lair. If I had known it would come to this, I would have left them in a more secluded place.’

It’s almost impossible to find someone buried in the ice in such a snowstorm, but of all people, it had to be Calliope doing the searching.

If her intuition serves, she’ll find traces of a fierce battle, and she’ll even discover Kiel lying there defeated.

And immediately she’ll return to the palace to report to Aria.

‘The witch who kidnapped the three wizards of White Tower’ and ‘the witch who defeated Kiel’ carry different weight from their resonance.

Then Aria will likely consider that Olivia has returned with even greater strength regained.

Once caught, there’s no turning back.

“Damn it.”

Olivia’s decision was swift.

Olivia’s body slowly descended to the ground. When her feet touched the ground, a large witch hat was suddenly perched on her head.

Whooosh.

Her hair fluttered in the wind.

The deep blue robe contrasted with her pale skin, creating an ethereal atmosphere.

[Blue Moon Hat]

-A hat imbued with the chill of the coldest moon.

-Wearing it exudes a mysterious aura.

[Blue Moon Robe]

-A robe imbued with the chill of the coldest moon.

-Wearing it increases one’s dignity.

[Blue Moon Cape]

-A cape imbued with the chill of the coldest moon.

-Wearing it enhances one’s grace.

A cash item solely focused on appearance. It didn’t even have the common stat-boosting effects, but there was a reason Olivia wore it.

Firstly, it was different in color from what she wore before. If the previous one was a light green, the Blue Moon set was a deep blue.

And above all, the Blue Moon set exuded a ‘witch’ vibe.

“I’d rather go with this.”

No point trying to explain she was a wizard; no one would believe that anyway. So, it’s better to openly play the witch card.

“This way, there’ll be no room for doubt.”

A few slaps and they’ll naturally accept the witch frame.

This way, while the regressors might not get it, the ordinary people’s approach would surely diminish.

“Just like controlling a dragon lair.”

It’s like dragons controlling access to their Lair territories.

How would any human take kindly to a dragon occupying a whole mountain?

But that doesn’t mean there aren’t crazy ones trying to intrude as Lair.

By gradually taking down those who charge in without knowing the topic, she too would naturally receive such treatment.

“Keep pushing until they can’t even squeak.”

With her future course of action decided, Olivia moved forward.

***

“Captain, are we going the right way?”

Seth asked suspiciously.

Normally, even if not sure, on a day like this when a blizzard rages, it’s overwhelming to find the way, let alone go back where you came from. Just looking at how footprints vanish behind you in an instant tells you everything.

“Rather than complaining, look around.”

“What am I supposed to see in this?”

The wind makes it hard to even open your eyes properly. On days like this, even monsters can’t roam around.

What Lair?

Does it even make sense for a witch to control a dragon?

Honestly, it’s doubtful if she’s even a witch.

The first thing they investigated at the ruined White Tower was the residual magic.

If she were a witch borrowing magic from demons, there would inevitably be traces left behind.

“However, there were no such traces.”

Therefore, the intruder is not a witch. That was the conclusion Seth reached.

“No, it doesn’t make sense. It just feels like a dragon went through here.”

What exactly was the commander thinking…?

Seth’s train of thought was interrupted. His animal instincts were telling him to look back.


“Captain! Over there…”

“I felt it too.”

Shwack!

Calliope had drawn her rapier in no time. With sharp eyes, she scanned her surroundings relentlessly.

“What’s going on?”

Not hunting. If one were to be precise, it was closer to exploring this area. That’s something monsters cannot do.

Monsters may explore, but they cannot hide their presence.

“Who’s there?”

“Am I the one you’re talking about?”

“…?”

At the majestic voice coming from behind, Calliope involuntarily turned her head.

Through the blizzard, a blurry figure appeared. Slowly, it approached, pushing through the storm, then stopped at a certain distance.

Thud. Thud. Thud.

Clear sounds echoed through the storm.

Soon after, as if by magic, the storm subsided.

In an instant, the surroundings fell silent. They couldn’t help but be amazed at the overwhelming sight.

Summoning a storm is not a difficult feat. For a wizards who has reached a certain level, it’s even easier to achieve.

However, instantly calming a storm of this magnitude is a different story. Especially if it’s a naturally occurring storm rather than one cast directly by magic.

The one who quelled the storm slowly raised her head.

Her blue eyes, filled with wisdom, were captivating as if drawing one in. Occasionally, her flowing white hair with a hint of light seemed enchanting enough to mesmerize onlookers.

But no one could simply admire her beauty.

“Now I understand why they called her the Witch of White Tower.”

Witch. Is there a word that could better describe this situation?

‘Just by looking at them, there’s no other existence that makes me feel repulsed. Even though I don’t know how the filthy wizards hid, their essence couldn’t be concealed.’

“…Where have I seen her before?”

Seth tilted his head. In the next moment, Seth realized something and clapped his hands.

“Captain! Look at this!”

Shwoosh!

Seth immediately unfolded the scroll. Then he compared the witch in front of him with the picture Aria had drawn.

“…Isn’t the real one prettier?”

Not at all.

Seth scratched his head.

“…Do they look alike?”

“It’s not just alike, it’s exactly the same?”

“What are you talking about? Clearly, she’s prettier over there. It seems like the princess has no talent in art…”

“Snap out of it! How can you say such foolish things in front of the enemy!”

Thwack!

Calliope swiftly punched Seth’s nape like lightning. Seth, who hadn’t expected it at all, groaned as he fell over, drooling.

“Ugh, ugh. Is it right to beat your comrade in front of the enemy?”

“You seemed to be bewitched by the witch, so I beat you.”

“…Is that so?”

“Even if you’re stupid, you wouldn’t do such a thing in this situation.”

Seth’s pupils shook.

‘Is this praise or insult?’

But for now, it seemed like a wake-up call.

Well, there’s nothing as foolish as criticizing someone’s appearance in front of the enemy.

“I didn’t hit you that hard. Get up.”

“Ah, understood.”

Calliope lifted Set up and turned his head. The witch still stared in their direction with an unreadable face.

‘I purposely showed vulnerability…’

At least she didn’t seem to have the intention to attack first.

But she’s still a witch. Ultimately, they’re those who gain power from the blood and flesh of other humans.

Although she might be watching out of mere curiosity for now, you never know when she might change her mind.

Seth raised his finger and pointed at Olivia.

“Are you the witch who kidnapped the wizards of White Tower?”

“No?”

“…Not?”

In the words of Seth, Calliope frowned deeply.

How could you ever think of appointing such a foolish fellow as a knight?

Even if most of the nightbirds are from the back alleys, isn’t this a bit much?

“Come here.”

“I said no, but if you insist…”

“Come!”

“Fine.”

As Seth retreated, Calliope turned her head sharply and cleared her throat fiercely.

“Ahem, well. You’ve shown quite a sight.”

“….”

With a serious face different from before, Calliope asked, “I am Calliope. What’s your name?”

“Olivia.”

“Alright, I have a question for you. About the collapse of the White Tower…”

“Just a moment.”

“…Hm?”

Olivia chuckled and snapped her fingers.

“When did you start using informal speech with me?”

“….”

“Speak formally. Speak formally. You’re still young.”


Calliope’s face twisted. For a moment, her temper flared, but she managed to control it.

“How old are you anyway?”

After a moment of thought, Olivia replied, “Twenty-three?”

“I’m twenty-nine.”

“You’ll be thirty next year. Ah, must be nice to be older.”
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“…”

The composure that had remained unshaken even during years of being together was now on the verge of crumbling at this moment.

Endure, endure.

You must not kill. First, we need to extract information.

“Ask again. Is the collapse of the White Tower related to…”

“No, didn’t you just hear me? Why are you speaking informally?”

“I’m older…”

“Not twenty-three. I’m twenty thousand three years old. Tsk tsk. Has the young lady lost his mind?”

Twenty thousand years old?

Not a hundred or a thousand, but twenty thousand?

It sounded like the sound of something snapping from Calliope’s head.

Shlink!

The rapier was pointed towards Olivia.

“…It’s your own doing. Witch.”

‘This girl is truly insane.’

You have to give him a slap or two to get him to listen.

Calliope brought the rapier close to her face. It was her own strategy to maintain composure.

In the next moment, Calliope’s eyes sank as coldly as the blade.

Regardless, their opponent was someone who single-handedly destroyed the White Tower. Just by calmly handling the aura emitted by the two knights, it was clear.

However…

Calliope maintained a firm expression.

‘You chose the wrong opponent.’

They were the Night Ravens.

They were the ones who, given the choice between an honorable defeat and a dishonorable victory, would not hesitate to choose the latter.

Loyal to their lord, yet not bound by any means.

Knights, yet infinitely un-knightly individuals.

That was the identity of the Night Ravens.

Calliope gestured with her eyes.

“Seth. If you see an opening, go for it.”

“Got it.”

Olivia said, watching the set sneakily moving sideways.

“Are you going to attack simultaneously?”

“Why? Feeling a little scared now?”

“Scared as a mouse? I think anything more than that might be a bit challenging.”

Olivia flashed a bright smile. But no one failed to notice that it was a provocation.

Calliope wiped the smile off her face.

No need for further conversation. Just facing that witch’s face, even the slightest provocation ignited anger.

“Let’s see if you can still laugh when that arm of yours gets cut off!”

In the next moment, Calliope’s divine blade shot forward in an instant. With the sound of air being sliced, countless sword strikes flew.

A crimson torrent of sword strikes filled the field of vision. Each one carrying the precision of a cutting blade.

Olivia watched the spectacle and her eyes sparkled.

“That’s more like it.”

Honestly, it was much more dazzling than Kiel’s swordsmanship. While the power might be stronger on that side, in terms of dazzle, this side was superior.

And when it came to swordsmanship alone, Calliope was an unmatched individual.

Though not widely known, she was a figure with the prowess of a commander. There was no way such a person would be weak.

Clang! Clang! Clang!

Sword strikes poured in from all directions.

“If fighting in this game is the same as fighting in real life….”

Olivia slowly reached out her hand. A blue energy spread from her fingertips.

Thud! Thud! Thud!

The sword strikes couldn’t penetrate the thick shield and bounced off.

“Ugh!”

Calliope was pushed back three steps in an instant.

“It’s tough.”

Not just in strength. The closer you got to her, the more you felt your entire body freezing.

Calliope brushed off the ice fragments clinging to her blade. They seemed to have frozen in just a moment of contact.

With this, not only was coordination difficult, but even getting close was not easy.

“Argh!”

The set that bounced away without breaking the shield landed with a loud noise.

“That thing’s darn tough.”

“I know.”

“Captain, do we have fire?”

“…Fire? Why?”

“My hands are frozen. I can’t open my fists.”

“….”

Why are there people like this?

Calliope looked genuinely bewildered. She knew he was a blockhead, but she didn’t know he was this much of a blockhead.

Asking to start a fire during combat?

And because his hands are frozen?

This damn idiot…

‘I must suggest to His Majesty to get rid of him.’

Sensing the ominous atmosphere, the seth opened his mouth as if to justify himself.

“Do you think I’d be careless in battle just because I’m crazy? There’s a reason for everything.”

“What reason?”

“It’s a matter of survival.”

“What?”

The seth pointed at Olivia with his fist. It was absurd to see him unable to extend his fingers and resorting to holding his fist entirely.

“That witch. She has no intention of attacking us.”

Calliope’s eyes widened.


Come to think of it, by now, she would’ve attacked long ago…

Jjeojeojeojeok!

“Whooa! My hand! My hand!”

Seth trembled in fear, shaking his whole body. Whether he liked it or not, the coldness spread relentlessly through Seth’s body. In that brief moment, his arms were frozen to a bluish color.

“Captain! Captain!”

What? No way out?

Ready to kill.

Without hesitation, Calliope turned Seth’s head. He was so physically fit that leaving him alone like that wouldn’t kill him.

“If we leave him like this, he’ll freeze to death, won’t he?”

“……”

Instead of answering, Calliope gave him a cold stare.

Now that she looked, the temperature was abnormal.

‘…Why didn’t I notice?’

It was so cold that even her breath couldn’t go far, a sudden coldness that could make her angry with a decision. It was a serious problem not to notice such a drastic change, even if her body was getting hot.

Now she realized it wasn’t just cold around the witch.

Jjeojeojeojeok!

The entire mountain range was frozen.

Calliope’s dilemma was short-lived.

If she delayed any longer, both Seth and herself would freeze to death.

“…Cancel the talk of cutting off his arms.”

Go all out at once.

Hwaaaah!

Calliope’s rapier emitted an intense red energy.

The blade rose like a pillar of fire, instantly quelling the cold.

Calliope lightly shook the rapier from side to side. The snow piled on it melted in an instant.

“Magic sword?”

“Even if you noticed, it’s too late!”

Twaang!

The ground where Calliope stood shattered into pieces. The next moment, her new form shot forward like an arrow.

Countless sword strikes, split into dozens, flew towards Olivia from all directions.

But it was different from before. The hot sword wind created by Calliope pushed the cold air aside as it advanced.

As the number of sword strikes increased beyond count.

“Seth!”

“I know it!”

Chwaaaaaack!

Suddenly, a seth of recovered arms emerged from behind Olivia.

He had a face that suggested he had planned this situation from the beginning.

“How about this!”

Within the Night Raven, the bear known as the Seth was called. Clumsy and foolish, but with a cunning mind.

He was someone who knew how to take advantage of his own foolishness.

“Hahaha! Die!”

A fist imbued with dark magic tore through the air, ready to strike.

At the same time.

“Try to block this too.”

The essence of the rapier.

Amidst dozens, hundreds of slashes, only one thrust hidden amongst them revealed itself.

In fact, the rapier was a weapon designed for thrusting. It wasn’t incapable of slashing, but due to its light weight, putting force behind it was difficult.

There’s no one who doesn’t know that simple fact.

Chwajwajwajwajwak!

But amidst those countless sword strikes, there wouldn’t be anyone who could recall such common sense.

Intense heat emanated from Calliope’s entire body.

Reinsell Family’s Secret Technique.

Single Flash.

Shuooooo!

Calliope’s strike advanced, slicing through time. Its overwhelming speed made it difficult even for the originator of the swordsmanship to read its trajectory.

A single thrust!

The overwhelming rotational force contained within it was something even Seth, who had been with Calliope for years, no. Even Calliope herself had never experienced.

It was like a flower blooming in the midst of ice.

Penetrating through solid ice and spreading its stem, it advanced, piercing through everything in its path.

“This can’t be avoided!”

An attack launched simultaneously from the front and the back.

“It was an unstoppable finishing blow that couldn’t be ignored.

External shock.

This brat.

The best remaining option for him was to take one of the crows as a hostage, but no one had made such a choice so far.

Not even the villains known throughout the continent.

They all made the same choice, and not a single one survived.

As Olivia reached out her hands in both directions, a sly smile crept onto Calliope’s lips.

“So you’re trying to block both sides, huh!”

The next moment.

Boom!

The explosion created by the collision of powers erupted, reaching even the clouds.

***

“Cough, cough, cough…”

“Huff, huff, huff…”

‘The Ravens, who had been swept away by the explosion I created, struggled to get up, panting heavily.’

Fortunately, they avoided serious injuries thanks to the thick layer of snow they fell on.


Calliope looked down at her trembling right arm.

Not only was it trembling uncontrollably, but it was also a mess of bruises and burst blood vessels.

It seemed like it would take at least a month of rest and recuperation to recover.

‘But how am I supposed to get sick leave? How do I explain sneaking away to the north without the princess’s permission? If I say I defeated a witch, will that be considered acceptable…?’

Taking into account… … .
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“Wait.”

“… Seth.”

“Captain, can’t you just spit one more time like you did just now? My arm is in terrible condition…”

“Seth!”

The smoke from the explosion slowly cleared.

“Why are you doing this?”

Seth’s gaze slowly turned towards where Calliope was looking.

It was the most powerful blow since the Night Raven had entered. It was impossible to survive even taking that hit…

“H-how…”

Olivia was standing there.

Brushing off the dust from her clothes with an indifferent expression.

“T-this can’t be. It’s definitely…”

That couldn’t be possible. The distinct taste of his handiwork was unmistakably what came out when breaking through a protective barrier.

Calliope’s eyes trembled like a thicket of bamboo upon discovering something.

No matter how many times she checked, the result didn’t change.

The protective barrier was clearly shattered.

Just one.

“H-how…”

“You were surprised, weren’t you? You damn.”

…They were surprised over there?

Not us?

“Let’s ask one question.”

“…”

“Who sent you guys?”

Olivia, who had suddenly approached, flashed a devilish smile.

Having gone through all sorts of trials and tribulations.

Days spent traversing every alley with nothing but venom.

The day she became the leader of the Shadow Knights, she thought he had moved beyond the emotion of fear.

‘Fear? Terror? I thought only cowards would have those.’

But.

“What? Not talking?”

“Squelch.”

It was a big mistake.

With a thud.

A knight who boasted the top ranks in the Order collapsed with foam at the mouth.

It was already the eighth time.

At first, even the knight who lasted thirty minutes eventually began losing consciousness every three minutes now.

No matter what torture was inflicted, there was confidence to endure it.

The Night Raven were well-trained and always ready to commit suicide. That’s why they hid poison capsules behind their left molars.

Just like now.

“Knight.”

“Understood.”

Approaching Olivia, they bit into the poison capsule, ready to answer any question fearlessly.

Crunch.

With a pungent scent, the poison flowed down the esophagus.

It was a lethal poison that could dissolve even trolls in an instant. It was impossible to resurrect someone turned into bone.

They prided themselves on its effectiveness in preventing leaks of information.

After all, pain was only for a moment.

Comfortable rest would follow soon.

“…It was supposed to be that way.”

Why!

Why didn’t they die!

The poison had definitely spread successfully. That much was certain.

Olerga’s movements ceased, and the slowing heartbeat was evidence of that.

“Ah. Who dared to defy their fate?”

But Olivia perfectly countered their attempt to die by forcing their mouths open and administering the potion.

Just like now.

Slurp.

Olivia forcefully administered the potion as the knight was about to faint.

The instinct of the unconscious knight couldn’t overcome the urge to resist recovery.

They didn’t know what consequences their choice would bring.

The overwhelming resilience automatically opens the eyes and forces energy to surge throughout the body.

“Cough! Cough…”

Truly miraculous.

But Seth couldn’t be any less pleased.

“What round is it now?”

Seth’s body trembled.

“Ah, it’s the ninth.”

It’s a principle not to say anything when undergoing torture.

But since silence only led to passing out, Seth had no choice but to answer.

“Alright. Isn’t it about time you started talking?”

“…”

“No? Alright then, don’t talk.”

Deep sighs emanated from both sides, but Olivia remained indifferent.

“I’m telling you, I wasn’t always this type to beat people up.”

Calliope glanced at Olivia with a look that said, ‘What nonsense is this?’

“But after beating up one guy, two guys, ten guys, a hundred guys, I realized. Oh, these bastards only listen when you hit them. No use being nice to them, coaxing them nicely.”

Olivia spoke as if she were a prophet imparting enlightenment.

How many players suffered because of these stubborn NPC’s in Lactea, playing thousands of rounds?


Of course, without knowing the full story, the Night Raven might consider Olivia a lunatic who spent her whole life studying how to beat people, but that’s another story.

“And…”

“Olivia looked down at them with sharp eyes.

“What you did and what I’m doing are actually the same.”

“…What do you mean?”

“You attacked because I didn’t answer, saying you’ll cut off my arm.”

“….”

Well, that’s true.

“Did I try to kill you, cut off your arm? You should be grateful just for being hit. Anyway, I’m the problem because I’m kind, too kind.”

“….”

Calliope tightly closed her eyes.

If that’s being kind, then the back alley should be called Utopia and the demon realm should be a heaven where only angels live.

‘I’ve met quite a few villains so far, but none as malicious as this one.’

‘It’s even more annoying because he’s not wrong.’

Both Calliope attacked first, and Calliope threw the saltwater. Olivia just provoked them.

It’s true, but…

It’s definitely true, but…

Why does it feel so unfair?

“No words? Are you going to keep hitting?”

It was the moment Olivia smirked chillingly and nudged the staff.

“Wait a moment!”

“Hm? Finally feel like talking?”

Set let out a shout with all his might.

“Why, why are you only hitting me!”

“Curious about the reason?”

Set nodded his head.

“If you tell me, I’ll tell you too.”

“That’s…?”

“Don’t want to? Honestly, you’ve endured so far that you can’t even say it’s not worth it.”

“….”

Seth’s eyes, missing the timing to speak, were filled with deep despair.

‘He just wants to hit me.’

Those are not the eyes of someone trying to extract information. They are the eyes of a lunatic who sees people as stress-relief punching bags.

“Right on. You bastard.”

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!”

“Sometimes it’s scarier to watch the right thing instead of doing the right thing, isn’t it?”

That was Calliope’s perspective at the moment.

In that brief moment, Seth’s entire body swelled up. Now it was difficult to tell whether it was a person or a bun.

“You’re growing more and more.”

Talents that shouldn’t grow are growing.

“Drink, you brat!”

“Just a moment…!”

“Shut up! I don’t want to hear it!”

Squelch, squelch, squelch, squelch.

It was a sight impossible to watch with wide-open eyes.

No, and what kind of witch carries around so many potions like that?

‘While I’ve seen plenty of people who show no hesitation in killing, I’ve never seen someone repeatedly beat and heal someone until just before death.’

If an imperial torturer saw this sight, they would praise her as a pioneer in torture techniques.

“S-s-stop…”

The Seth, who had already been healed ten times, groaned. He was already at his limit mentally and physically.

“W-why not just… use magic…”

“No.”

“…Why?”

“Because then you’ll die. Can’t allow that.”

What a beautiful soul. Worried even about the enemy dying!

Calliope smiled contentedly.

“Just kill him already, you damn bitch!”

If this continues, his mind will break first.

Becoming a fool and living on has no meaning.

“Stop it now!”

When Calliope couldn’t stand it any longer and shouted, Olivia stopped beating and looked at Calliope .

“Why? You want to speak for him?”

“…Yeah.”

Calliope accepted reality.

If the pain repeats endlessly without death, even the strongest Night Raven must speak out.

Calliope, watching that, would likely feel the same. What if she were the one directly affected?

Ultimately, it was a matter of time.

“I am powerless.”

Unable to resist even for a moment due to her frozen body, it was regrettable that she couldn’t resist.

“The one who sent us… “

“Captain.”

“Seth. I no longer have confidence in myself.”

“Captain!”

“I will bear this dishonor alone. Even in death, resent me. I apologize for being such an incompetent leader.”

Calliope said with a calm face.

She had thought that such a day would come someday. Although she hadn’t imagined that her final moments would be such a dishonorable death, it was meaningless to dwell on it now.

Still, if she were to die, she wanted to die proudly.


“Listen, witch. The one who sent us… “

“Wait!”

Calliope turned her head in the direction of the voice, her face contorted with annoyance.

She said she would tell us, so what’s the problem again…?

Seth?
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“Why does the captain get to decide that! I can’t accept it!”

Seth spat out foam with all his might, laughing mockingly.

“Was it the captain’s decision? Did she faint?She’s been just watching all along! Now that she feels like she might get hit too, she suddenly wants to play hero! What kind of thief’s trickery is this!”

“Calm down…”

“Aargh! I feel so unjust! I can’t stand it! That so-called captain!”

“…”

Calliope’s eyes shook as if there was an earthquake.

‘Is what I’m hearing correct?’

“Even if you say it, I’ll say it again! Me! I aaaaa! How could I hold it in?

“…”

Does one’s tongue get tied when too flustered?

Calliope was at a loss for words.

“Um, right. It’s correct that you, who got hit, should be the one speaking.”

Why are you even there?

Calliope looked at Olivia incredulously.

Olivia was suddenly backing Seth up.

“Gosh, that’s totally psychotic. She hasn’t even been hit once yet. You’d at least understand if she had been hit similarly. Right?”

Nodding.

“She’s totally hopeless. What should we do? Should we also beat her up?”

Seth glared at Calliope for a moment.

And then…

Nodding.

“That won’t do. He’s telling me to hit you. You should get hit first.”

Calliope’s face trembled with anger.

“Hey, you lunatic!”

“You betrayed me first, Captain!”

“When did I!”

If their limbs hadn’t frozen, they would have rushed at each other immediately.

Olivia wiped her nose at the sight of the chaos caused by the crows in real-time.

“Much more effective than I thought.”

Though naturally reticent, there are ways to get even the most closed mouths to speak.

One such method is this.

Intimidation.

“And, don’t come any closer! Stop! I’ll burn everything down. I said I’ll burn it down!”

“So, if you want to talk, you’re going to get hit harder than him?”

No, why does it have to come to this?

‘I’m trying not to hit, but if you want to burn, you should be hit?’

“What nonsense….”

Calliope couldn’t finish her sentence.

Crack!

Olivia’s staff struck Calliope’s head directly.

“Guh…guh….”

Of, consciousness…..

“Hehehehehe!”

Beyond fading consciousness, the laughter of a cowardly traitor echoed.

“So….”

Olivia stroked her chin as she spoke.

“The princess sent you? Then, did the princess draw this picture too?”

Calliope nodded obediently. It seemed she regained her senses after fainting once.

“That’s quite fascinating. I’ve never met the princess, but how did she draw you so accurately?”

That’s what Calliope actually wanted to ask.

The memory of Aria facing the demon in front of her eyes was nowhere to be found, no matter how hard she tried to recall it.

Even if it’s the face of a close friend, it’s natural not to be able to draw it when asked. But Aria effortlessly drew the face of this demon.

Of course, Olivia’s face is not ordinary. It’s rather engraved in her mind.

But even so, can one draw someone they’ve never seen?

No matter how much I think about it, it’s impossible, but now that it’s become reality, it’s crazy enough to drive one mad.

-Was it not a dream of the princess? This woman was met in a dream. And the princess was such a genius that she remembered it perfectly and could draw it.

Now, this nonsense doesn’t sound like nonsense anymore.

‘I don’t even know what’s what anymore.’

A sigh escapes involuntarily.

“What did she say when they sent you?”

“She didn’t say much. Just said to report back if I found anything.”

“Did you report back then?”

“….”

Calliope pursed her lips.

She seems like someone who lives without a thought, but her questions are insanely sharp. It feels like being interrogated by an expert.

Despite being clearly caught, Olivia grinned at Calliope, who seemed hesitant to speak.

“If you didn’t report, that’s why you came here, right? Isn’t that so?”

“….”

“Answer.”

“…Yes.”

Olivia breathed a sigh of relief inwardly.

‘Well, that’s a relief for now.’

Princess Aria still doesn’t know. Discovering this fact, disregarding everything else, is the biggest gain.

Even if she’s Aria, without any information, she can’t infer the disappearance of the Night Ravens is related to Olivia.

‘Assuming I’m a regressor, considering all possibilities.’

‘Olivia at this point was only at single-digit levels, although I don’t remember the exact details as it was a long time ago.’

Even if it’s Olivia, if her level is like that, she wouldn’t stand a chance against the Night Ravens, let alone gain an advantage. Her head would explode with a single blow.

Aria must have had the same thought.


“So they sent the Night Ravens.”

To kill Olivia perfectly as soon as they found her.

If they just wanted to locate her, they could have hired friendly nobles or information brokers. But Aria didn’t do that. She sent the strongest duo from the Royal Palace to block any possibility of Olivia escaping.

But what to do.

“I’m a possessed person.”

Hehehe.

“Let me ask a few more questions. How many of you came to the north?”

“…Just the two of us.”

“Really? Did individuals in charge move without much thought?”

“…”

“Seriously?”

“Y-Yes!”

Crack!

“Screaaaam!”

Calliope grabbed her head and collapsed to the ground.

“Who does this idiot take us for.”

Calliope is fundamentally a cautious person.

She must have prepared safety measures.

Whether leaking information to acquaintances or marking signs only the Right Ravens could understand.

“I’ll have to get rid of all of those to get some rest.”

Thirteen years until Demon god descends. To raise the 3 Tower Lord and a wizard to the level of the top ten continents, it is truly not enough even if you put your soul into it.

There is no time to waste with such people.

Olivia pointed at the staff.

“Do you know anything?”

“I have a guess.”

“What is it?”

Set glanced at Calliope. Calliope had a resigned face. She knew too. It was too late to shut her mouth now.

“Can I speak?”

“Do as you please.”

Just blow up everything, even the emperor’s underwear location!

Calliope also had a mindset to let things happen as they may. If it’s going to blow up anyway, it’s better to get hit a little less.

Seth spread out his fingers.

“First, there are four.”

“Four?”

“Our captain has a bit of an editorial tendency, so please understand that.”

Olivia crossed her arms.

“Go on.”

“But first.”

Seth interrupted and came in.

“Promise me one thing.”

“What? To spare me?”

Seth shook his head.

“I don’t even hope for that. Just kill me at once without pain.”

“Is that so.”

‘You cannot do it with just words. Swear by the true name of the demon you serve. If we speak the truth, we will kill you without pain.’

“Why do I have to do that?”

“Do you know what the biggest flaw of torture is?”

Olivia raised her eyebrows as if to say speak.

“You cannot tell if it’s the truth or a lie to avoid the situation.”

“So?”

“If you swear, I will swear too. I will speak only the truth.”

Olivia opened her eyes in surprise.

Certainly, there was a clever aspect to this situation.

By preventing the other party from playing tricks, they promise a painless rest without any loss.

Certainly not something the culprit would think of.

‘The emperor would be pleased with the Night Ravens.’

Who would have imagined that a man with such hazy eyes would be so cunning?

One thing for sure, nineteen must have been deceived by his ignorant appearance.

Even the commander Calliope had a surprised look on her face.

But…

‘I chose the wrong opponent. This guy.’

Olivia nodded her head.

“Yes. Swear.”

“Alright.”

“I, the witch Olivia, swear….”

Wooong!

Magic spread out from Olivia’s center. The magic circle formed from her heart was evidence that she was swearing.

The oath of a wizard and the oath of a witch are not much different. The only difference is that if a wizard breaks the oath, they lose mana, but a witch loses their life and soul to the demon.

‘With my life at stake, I cannot afford to play around, no matter how great the temptation…’

“…That, thing. What was it…? Thing…. Anyway, I swear.”

Seth’s face twisted.

What kind of witch swears like that!

Straighten up!

“I did?”

“That’s nonsense….”

“I’m not dead. So I did the right thing.”


Seth blinked blankly.

Oh……

Is that so?

Witches die if they break their oath. They die even if they joke. They die even if they mention another demon’s name.

That was an unchanging truth and common sense.
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“Then is that ‘thing’, ‘what-was-it’ the truth?”

“So, when demons hear the truth, do they weaken? Lose power? Why ‘that thing’, ‘what’s-was-it’?”

My head is spinning.

“That’s enough now, right?”

“Um… well…”

“I said, is it over?”

“…Yes, it’s over.”

‘What can I do?’

‘But I have to believe, since she’s still alive and kicking.’

Seth spread out four fingers.

“First is the mark. We have a special mark only we can recognize, honestly, you don’t need to worry about this. Unless you walked barefoot to the North or were too busy catching wyverns to mark it.”

“Okay, next.”

Seth folded down one finger.

“Next is…”

Olivia cross-checked Seth’s information with what she knew in real-time to confirm if he was telling the truth.

“It’s all correct.”

The fact that each clan has two Night Raven attached, the thoroughness of their surveillance system, marking major cities—all true.

Of course, there was nothing substantial.

They rushed to the North too hastily, didn’t have time to deploy spies at the halfway point or to mark anything.

Seth breathed out as if relieved after holding his breath for five minutes.

“…That’s all.”

“Okay, okay.”

Olivia nodded.

“That’s everything you’ve said, right?”

“Yes.”

“Really, everything?”

“…”

After a moment of hesitation, Seth nodded.

‘So that was the plan from the beginning.’

Calliope, realizing Seth’s intention, smirked from behind.

Even if that witch had the ability to discern lies, it would be of little use in this situation.

Because Seth didn’t lie in the first place.

He just didn’t tell the whole truth.

Calliope’s insurance consisted of five things. And Seth omitted one.

The most important one.

It was a scroll embedded with message magic.

Every week, if the circuit wasn’t updated, it was considered an anomaly in Calliope’s system, and it was a device that sent a message to all members of the Night Raven.

-Northern. White Watchtower.

‘I thought it would be annoying to update it every week.’

Who knew it would be this helpful.

Even if she were to die here, the remaining members would seek revenge.

Calliope could finally find peace of mind.

That was the moment.

“Just in case I’m asking.”

“You can ask anything.”

“Like, for example, a scroll that sends messages to all members if it’s not updated weekly.”

“….”

“That sort of thing. Doesn’t exist, right?”

The pupils of Olivia’s staff set on the Seth, sensing the magic in its infancy, causing a tremor.

“One last question. Doesn’t exist?”

“Uh, uh, it doesn’t….”

“By the way, did you all swear to tell only the truth?”

Olivia grabbed Calliope and the Seth by the hair and pulled them towards me.

“By the way, I have plenty of potions. Like, for about 10 years’ worth. How about it? Want to give it a try? Are you confident?”

Olivia winked.

“Where did you hide it, you little bastards?”

Four hours.

It had already been four hours since Olivia disappeared.

‘At this point….’

Olivia’s disciples were fast asleep. In that state, they wouldn’t even notice if someone carried them away.

“It seems safe to sleep.”

As Glaceon sneaked a glance, the magic circle inscribed on the floor lit up.

Glaceon shot up from the ground.

“You’re here!”

“Indeed.”

“….Did you change your clothes?”

“I changed.”

Olivia took off her blue moon hat and hung it on a rock. Then, she casually shooed away the ravens beside her. Her face was so swollen that it was hard to recognize her.

“Huh?”

It was a familiar scene to Glaceon.

“Is that a person, or a corpse?”

Olivia chuckled, reading Glaceon’s thoughts.

“They sneaked up on me from this side, so I caught them.”

“Oh, so they’re not a disciple then?”

“Disciple? What kind of crazy person would go around with their disciple like this?”

“…”

Glaceon smiled contentedly.

‘It’s you. You’re the crazy one. How can someone be so consistent, and in such a negative way?’

Glaceon hid her boiling anger and asked, “So what are you going to do? Are you going to kill them?”


“No.”

Olivia looked displeased as she glanced down at the ravens.

“Tsk.”

Even if she wanted to kill them, she couldn’t.

‘Even though I gave them a chance, they still try to betray me.’

The reason she had agreed to such a mediocre oath was to find out the location of the message scroll. Even though the deceased was well-versed in locating Lactea, it was impossible to deal with items that changed storage locations every time.

Why didn’t she die after taking the oath?

‘She wasn’t even a witch to begin with; how could she die?’

Olivia’s attire unmistakably marked her as a witch to anyone who saw her. She couldn’t be trusted as a Seth.

Anyway.

According to the interrogation, the place where Calliope stored the scroll was the northern fortress of the City of Beginnings.

Fortunately, it wasn’t the capital.

Of course, there was a possibility that this was also a lie, but that problem would be solved if they traveled with Calliope.

However…

“If this women goes wild, it’s going to be a headache.”

Calliope wouldn’t bother the citizens by going crazy, but just yelling or jumping into the crowd would attract all sorts of attention.

If that happens, well, it’s over.

As soon as the coordinates are marked, all sorts of regressors will come running to cut their throats. Fortunately, there aren’t any strong NPCs in the City of Beginnings.

It was the only consideration of the operations team.

Most users felt it was worth it in the early stages.

At most, monsters were foxes, wolves, or occasionally orcs.

“If you’re really unlucky, you might even encounter a wyvern chased out of its pack, but there’s no need to worry because Seth has likely already killed it.

Anyway, that’s why the infiltration difficulty of the City of Beginnings is low.

Unless you’re an idiot, success is guaranteed.

Plus, there’s plenty of time. There are still six days left until the scroll activates. Of course, Olivia had no intention of delaying this.

“Hey.”

Olivia tapped Calliope’s unconscious head.

“I know you’re awake, so get up quickly. Or I’ll hit you as much as I’ve hit him until now.”

Calliope sprang up.

“Ah, I understand.”

“…..”

Glaceon gave her a meaningful look. It seemed like they briefly shared a moment of understanding.

Olivia squatted down to Calliope’s eye level.

“Listen. You and I are going to get that damn scroll from now on.”

“Yes.”

“But let’s say you try to run away. What do you think will happen then?”

“What… what will happen?”

“I’ll kill everyone there.”

Calliope couldn’t argue back. Because the witch in front of her was truly capable of doing so.

“If you try to lure me to a strange place? I’ll kill everyone. If you scream? I’ll still kill everyone. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

Calliope nodded quickly.

“I, I won’t ever disobey.”

Olivia nodded.

“Glaceon.”

“Yes!”

Olivia pointed to the inflated Seth like a bun.

“Just in case, leave this guy outside.”

“Yes? But won’t it freeze to death?”

The blizzard showed no sign of stopping. In fact, it was even worse than when Olivia went out.

Even bears would freeze to death in weather like this. No matter how robust the Seth was, sleeping outside on a day like this…

Well, as long as they brought it back before it died.

“If anyone doesn’t cooperate and comes late, they’ll freeze to death. Understand?”

Calliope was startled by her words.

“M-Mistress. Please calm down for a moment…”

Olivia subtly gestured to Glaceon.

“What are you waiting for? Go and leave it outside.”

“Yes!”

Glaceon dragged the set to the entrance. When she returned, she was, of course, empty-handed.

“Oh, right. Go freeze the arms and legs again. Just in case they try to escape…”

“I-I’ll go right now. I’ll bring them back immediately!”

Calliope desperately clung to Olivia’s leg.

“We don’t have time for this! Go now!”

“Are you saying you’ll freeze to death in an hour?”

“Oh dear, I understand. What’s an hour! I’ll bring it back within 30 minutes!”

Olivia nodded satisfactorily.

“Take good care of the house.”

“…Yes.”

It felt like becoming a guard dog, but she couldn’t show her annoyance.

…It’s better than freezing to death in real time.

***

Ting-ting.

4 AM. The sound of cicadas echoed loudly in the deeply sleeping city.

“Ugh!”


The only people awake at this hour were the alcoholics whose life was booze. Of course, they weren’t exactly sober.

Shoooom.

“I need to pee, I really need to pee……”

“Hehe. Pee time!”

A bizarre sight caught the eyes of the men swaying their hips.



 
  
    Chapter 23: The Message Scroll.


Jump and jump.

Two figures clad in thick robes were approaching this way, their steps heavy and purposeful. They were suspicious individuals, and the situation of their approach in the dead of night only added to the intrigue, yet their faces remained indifferent.

“It’s a women.”

Though their faces were completely obscured, one could deduce from their stature and footsteps. And most importantly, they stood out.

It seemed.

Thanks to the parting clouds and the moonlight illuminating the alley, one could catch a glimpse inside the robes for a moment. And upon seeing the face, the man could do nothing but gape in awe.

“Beautiful.”

Beyond the striking red locks, even in the darkness, the confidence in her eyes was impressive.

Not only was she someone not to be trifled with, but the figure next to her amplified it.

“…Incredible.”

“Damn. Life’s been wasted.”

Their appearances aside, there was an aura about them that was far from ordinary. It was chilling and cold, making it impossible to even approach them with words. Their demeanor was reminiscent of a dragon’s.

It was an appearance that conveyed authority.

“This is a bit… I have a conscience too.”

“Squids should stick with squids.”

The men couldn’t bring themselves to approach the women and could only step aside to let them pass.

Olivia glanced at the men yielding their places with an expression of curiosity.

“These ruffians are surprisingly giving way. What trouble have we stirred?”

It was a consequence of the game not reflecting appearance stats, but she had no way of knowing.

“How much farther do we have to go?”

“We’re almost there.”

They were currently near the northern walls of the city, where sporadic lights from watchtowers indicated guards were alert.

“And when are we getting a raise?”

“A raise? Do you really think we’re out here fighting monsters like the frontlines, dealing with serial killers?”

Nearby, guards were chatting.

“They should be making way for us.”

Calliope bit her lip.

Observing her frustration, Olivia said, “Just knock them out.”

“…What?”

“If you don’t want to, I’ll do it.”

“….”

Calliope’s face contorted. If that wicked witch failed to control her power, the City of Beginning would be reduced to ruins that day.

With a swish, Calliope’s figure disappeared into the shadows.

“Ugh.”

In the next moment, two guards lost consciousness and collapsed. Calliope roughly sat them on chairs before moving forward.

She might have knocked out about six more.

“We just need to go a little further.”

“That’s the third time you’ve said that, you know?”

“Yes. I know.”

Calliope pointed to the watchtower visible beyond the window. It was the largest and tallest among the watchtowers in the castle. Naturally, there would be the most guards there.

Olivia grimaced.

Of all places to hide.

“You didn’t hide it behind the bricks, did you?”

“Yes. I hid it behind the top floor bricks.”

If someone could hide in the shadows like Calliope, they could easily go there and come back without any trouble.

But Olivia couldn’t.

There was no invisibility magic in Lactea. No invisibility cloak either. There wasn’t even anything remotely similar.

Still, nothing changed.

Once you bring it, releasing it right in front of your eyes will be the end of it.

“7 minutes left. Do you know how long it took to get here?”

At that, Calliope held her breath and calculated the remaining time.

She had teleported from the north to here a total of five times.

It takes 1 minute to activate teleportation once.

Then, the remaining time is…

“Darn it!”

Calliope didn’t look back and ran towards the watchtower.

Watching the torches extinguishing one by one, Olivia thought.

“Indeed, one must adapt.”

It was another moment of realizing the truth once again.

“Is this it?”

“…Yes.”

A scroll of deep black. Its appearance matched the memory. Olivia spread it out on the floor, unsettlingly.

[Message Scroll]

-Saturated with the owner’s blood, it’s in an activated state. Embedded with message magic.

-Remaining time: 6 days

“What are you doing? I’m not disarming it.”

At the notification-like words, Calliope tightly shut her eyes. But she knew better than anyone that there was no other way.

As a Night Raven, she had hunted considerable witches. That’s why Olivia knew better than anyone how monstrous she was.

Such a monster couldn’t be dealt with by a lone Night Raven. It was better to leave her alone in the north to live as she pleased.

“Don’t you hear anyone freezing to death soon?”

“Y-yes, I will.”

Calliope lightly cut her palm with a dagger. A drop of blood fell onto the scroll.

The blood-soaked scroll glowed red, creating a small magic circle.

It might seem like a scene where a demon summoning ritual would be mistaken, but in reality, it had nothing to do with demons.

‘Or, does it?’

All scrolls of this kind are distributed in the black market. And the creators are all black wizards. More precisely, ‘relatively safe’ black wizards who haven’t made pacts with demons.

The emperor of the empire is a capable human. Rather than excluding dangerous elements like black wizards, he chose to gather and manage them in one place.

Honestly, those who dabble in scrolls and such in the black market are closer to scholars studying chaos than wizards.

Why would someone like a knight captain use such dubious things?


Well, there’s no magic as efficient as black magic when using a medium like a scroll. If you asked white wizards to make something similar, even thousands of scrolls wouldn’t be enough.

It’s cheap, efficient, and there’s no reason not to use it.

‘Of course, only the Night Raven can pull this off.’

Like the Central Knights, knights active in sunny areas use scrolls made by warlocks?

They would immediately be treated as supporters of black magic and permanently expelled.

Hmmm.

Calliope, finished releasing the scroll, stood up from her seat. Then she handed the scroll to Olivia.

“Here it is……”

“Hand it over.”

Olivia stared at the scroll for a moment. Confirming that the magic was released, Olivia immediately set the scroll ablaze. Calliope widened her eyes at the scroll turning into ash and disappearing in an instant.

“I suppose the locations of the Night Ravens receiving the message were also included here.”

“……”

Yeah, that’s why she was surprised.

‘I naturally assumed she would use that as a threat. But she simply set fire to the scroll as if it were inconsequential.

‘What on earth…’

As Calliope was lost in thought, Olivia glanced at her and spoke in a tone more serious than before.

“Let me explain. Unlike other witches, I despise getting involved with humans. The reason I’ve been secluded in the North for centuries is for the same purpose. If I had abducted humans like other witches and offered them as sacrifices, I would surely have caught the attention of your emperor.”

Calliope couldn’t refute Olivia’s words.

No matter how remote the North was, if she had abducted people, rumors would have spread somehow. After a few years, even if it was deemed a coincidence, after more than a hundred years, the narrative would change.

By that point, it wouldn’t be a coincidence anymore; it would be evident that she hadn’t abducted anyone.

“I intend to let you go for now.”

“What do you mean?”

“Hear me out till the end. I said ‘for now.'”

“Are there conditions?”

Olivia nodded.

“Your Night Raven have been hunting our witches for generations under the emperor’s orders. Isn’t that so?”

“Are you asking us to stop hunting witches? That’s beyond my authority…”

Olivia interrupted with a sideways shake of her head.

“I’m not asking you to stop. Frankly, I want to instigate it. I don’t like the other witches. It’s pathetic how they offer sacrifices just to gain a bit of power.”

“…”

“Just kill all those bastards. I’ll even give you their addresses.”

“Why not just do it yourself from the beginning?”

“Well, even if I’m like that, directly killing fellow practitioners in the same industry feels a bit… off.”

Calliope looked at Olivia with suspicion in her eyes, but Olivia’s pupils didn’t waver in the slightest.

There was no need to kneel in the first place.

“You also abducted wizards, didn’t you?”

“I did.”

“So what’s the difference?”

“I didn’t bring them to offer as sacrifices. I’ve been living alone for a long time, so I brought them to train as disciples. If you don’t trust me, you can check later.”

Calliope, who had been listening quietly, spoke slowly.

“How can I trust that?”

‘Don’t believe it.’

“…Yes?”

“If I hear one more word about someone being kidnapped in the north, it won’t be too late to bring the knights then.”

“Umm….”

Olivia said to Calliope, who was hesitating whether to believe it or not.

“There’s nothing to lose, right? Honestly, if people like you die here, it’s a big loss for the entire empire.”

Calliope nodded unconsciously.

“You guys don’t want to come all the way to the north just to die for nothing, right?”

“Umm….”

That’s true.

Who in the world would wish for death?

“And I don’t want to kill you guys for no reason and end up on bad terms with the empire.”

“Umm…. Umm!”

Olivia smiled inwardly as she watched Calliope struggling with indecision and pain.

‘What are you hesitating for? You want to live, don’t you?’

As Calliope, there is no reason to object.

By now, Calliope is probably considering Olivia on the same level as harmless dark wizard.

Humans are weakest when they see even a single way out.

“What are the conditions?”

She asked!

Olivia, who was enjoying the conversation, chuckled softly.

“If anyone asks what happened to me, say that I’m dead.”

“…Tell Tower Lord?”

“Yeah. Something like ‘We took care of the witch. But her disciples were already dead.'”

After a moment of thought, Calliope said,

“Can we really believe that two Raven defeated a dragon and a witch at the same time?”

“The dragon was being controlled by the witch. Just say that the control was released during the fight, and they won in a three-to-one battle.”

“Oh… If that’s the case, Tower Lord might believe… Ahem! Ahem!”

Conscience-stricken, Calliope coughed.

There was a moment of silence.

Ahem!

“Is everything settled?”

“…Yes.”


Calliope’s face flushed as she hurriedly replied.

“So, to summarize, the witch in the north has been dealt with, the dragon under the spell has returned, and the kidnapped disciples of the White Tower were found dead. And when the princess dispatches the investigation team later, your Night Raven faction will take care of it, right?”

“Exactly.”

“How’s that sound? Good?”

No matter how you look at it, there’s nothing to lose. Nobody dies, and we don’t have to play watchdog anymore.



 
  
    Chapter 24: The Night Raven.


Knight, too?

From the beginning, she was a Night Raven.

‘What mattered more than my honor was the Lord’s victory, and for that, I could be as dishonorable as necessary.’

“Whatever happens, I must stay by Her Majesty’s side.”

This is absolutely not about running away.

Absolutely not!

Calliope slowly nodded.

“There’s no reason to refuse.”

“Right. You’ve thought well.”

“But, perhaps…”

Calliope hesitated for a moment before speaking.

“Could you also tell me the whereabouts of the other witches you mentioned earlier?”

“Outright?”

“We’ll block the investigation teams for each three witches.”

Olivia firmly shook her head.

“No. Just one.”

“One is too little.”

“Wanna fight?”

“…Upon reconsideration, it seems quite fair.”

Olivia and Calliope shook hands.

If the Tower Lord, Lloyd, had witnessed this, he would have been furious, but unfortunately, he was not present.

***

“Aaaaaah! Aramis! Aramis…!”

Thunk.

The despairing voice of Lloyd echoed from behind the closed White Tower door. Seth, who had been waiting outside, approached.

“Captain, is this really okay for us to do?”

“If the disciples hear that the witches have captured them, would they just stay put? They’ll go to die by the witches’ hands. It’s obviously the best choice.”

“….”

Seth couldn’t argue. Though uncomfortable with concealing the truth, the fact that no one had died was important.

“Captain, do you really trust that woman?”

“I have to. If we break the promise here, only we will lose. No matter how despicable he is, the Central Knights cannot be reckoned with.”

“Could she kill only the three she kidnapped and then disappear?”

“Do you really think that’s possible?”

Witches are incarnations of desire. They want one thing if they have one, two if they have two.

“If she really wanted a sacrifice, he would have taken all the wizards from the White Tower.”

But Olivia only took three. And those three were deeply asleep, even snoring.

Of course, if Calliope had perceived their ignorance, things might have been different.

“It just doesn’t add up. Damn bastard.”

“In many ways, it’s true.”

“Alright, let’s go.”

“Yes.”

Calliope glanced back one last time. The snowstorm had suddenly calmed down. Beyond, the bright dawn was slowly emerging.

“Hmm, when we arrive, I should request to be transferred to the First Prince’s Palace.”

From now on, the Princess’s Palace is our embassy here.

The deal with the Night Raven was successful. Despite quite some time passing, not even a semblance of an investigation team came, which was evidence in itself.

In return, Olivia sold information about a few witches. Specifically selected ones that could be dealt with from the Night Raven’s end.

Honestly, it wasn’t a bad deal. But one couldn’t rely on such luck next time.

“I was lucky this time.”

The reason Calliope was able to deal with her was that she was in power. After all, those in power don’t entertain sweet proposals easily, even if the one proposing the deal is someone they despise.

The position of a knight captain in a country cannot be achieved solely based on skills. If she wasn’t someone who understood politics in the first place, she wouldn’t have reached that position.

Calliope must have gained a considerable share from this deal.

Having disposed of four witches hiding in the border zone, she would have sent various things as a gesture of gratitude to the Sacred Kingdom. Not only winning the hearts of the people but also gaining the Emperor’s trust.

If Calliope, a former member of the Central Knight Order, was active in the border, it would have been a level of contribution worthy of a ceremony.

One might argue that the ceremony was a bit too much, but considering that one witch usually sacrifices thousands of people on average, it wasn’t such a strange event.

A simple calculation: four thousand people.

Moreover, the ones Olivia selected were particularly wicked among the witches, so it must have been a good result.

“Well, I didn’t expect to catch four of them so quickly anyway.”

Anyway, Calliope soon sent the reports. Fortunately, this time, she used a teleport scroll instead of Wyvern.

“…Anyway, that’s how it is. There won’t be any investigation teams established in the north for other reasons.”

“Because they were buried with other witches’ affairs?”

“Exactly. The kidnapping of the three wizards is nothing. Those guys are really…”

Seth seemed reluctant to continue.

Understanding the reason roughly, Olivia nodded in agreement.

“Wouldn’t it have burned well?”

“We burned them until their whole bodies were charred. They only died yesterday.”

“Witches are tough. Just in case they might still be alive, lock them up in the holy water from the start.”

“Is that so?”

Set subtly glanced around.

“Let’s see.”

Actually, if it was just to deliver news related to the investigation bureau, there was no need to come all the way to the north. The only reason he came here was to check on the condition of the wizards who had kidnapped Olivia.

But there was no need to check secretly. After all, they were right there in plain sight.

“Huhhhhh!”

“Hush, hush, hush, hush, hush!”

There, another kind of hell was unfolding.

The wizards who had been ‘kidnapped’ from the White Tower were screaming in agony, possessed by evil.

“I’m, I’m, I’m dying. I’m dying!”

“Jaina, straighten up.”

“No, I really feel like I’m going to die!”

“Shh!”


“Sobbing.”

“Oh, she fainted again. Wake her up.”

“Yep!”

Surprisingly, it was a scene of intense training.

Last time, he had only seen them lying down, but today, it occurred to him that they might not have been resting at all, but rather fainting.

‘Luckily, it seems like they’re not being tortured.’

No, is that actually torture?

This ignorant method of training was something he had never seen before. While Seth himself was somewhat sensitive to being called ignorant, it wasn’t to the extent of what he was witnessing.

That was truly ignorant.

“Doesn’t doing that hurt your body? I’ve heard that when wizards run out of magic, it puts a strain on their bodies.”

“It’s fine as long as they’re healed right away.”

“Healed? Without a priest…”

Seth’s gaze stopped somewhere.

On the ground, there were jars with a familiar appearance, wriggling.

Seth lowered his head and sniffed one of them.

Sniff.

“This, this is!”

The instinctive fear imprinted in his genes rose as soon as he smelled the familiar scent of strawberries.

“Is there anything else special…”

“Ugh… uuuugh… uuuugh.”

Olivia shot a fierce glare at Seth, who was vomiting wildly.

“Sorry. I, whoooa, whoa!”

“……”

“Please, don’t hit me. I, I haven’t been able to eat strawberries since that day.”

Was hitting him really the right thing to do?

“Okay, okay, I messed up. I messed up big time. I, I, I messed up…”

Seth crouched in place, trembling all over.

“……Fine. Just hurry up and leave.”

Seeing his pitiful state, Olivia couldn’t bring herself to scold him further.

“I-I’ll go! I’ll go right now! Hiiiiiiiii!”

Seth dashed out uncontrollably.

“……”

Watching him go, Olivia couldn’t help but chuckle.

“He wasn’t always like this.”

He used to be a bit more forceful, strong, a manly character.

Feels like ruining a person somehow.

Anyway, according to what Seth said, for the next few months, she could focus on nurturing her disciples without any interference.

Olivia discreetly checked the date.

“Is it time to thaw out?”

She had somewhere to go today.

***

“Why do I have to keep doing this? It’s not like it’s some kind of daily quest.”

Grumbling, Olivia flew in the direction of where Kiel was.

It was about time for Kiel to regain consciousness.

Of course, there was no intention of letting Kiel off the hook.

Why did she release the Ravens? Because Aria sent them.

She sent them to find Olivia, and if communication was cut off, who else would be suspected first?

Naturally, they would think Olivia killed her, or at least, had some involvement.

It was more beneficial to let him live than to execute him.

But Kiel was different.

“He can be detained.”

Wrapped in thick robes, concealing his identity, and wandering alone across the continent, thanks to the Rothschild family’s tradition, not only the Rothschilds but also the information brokers across the continent didn’t know Kiel’s whereabouts.

In other words, even if they held Kiel here for several years, no one would know.

Disappearance? Abduction?

Would the Rothschilds, who knew Kiel better than anyone, really think that?

They would know better than anyone where he would be wandering.

Of course, there were strong individuals on the continent who could confront Sword Saint Kiel.

But most of them were commoners, and they were not foolish enough to oppose a duke who stood behind the emperor.

The conclusion was that there was no one on the continent who could confront Kiel except Olivia.

“It’s such a nuisance.”

Of course, that didn’t mean keeping him detained would be easy.

“Let’s find a way. Does a lifespan of three days make any sense? Three days.”

Even if Kiel was a superhuman, being trapped in ice for a few years would lead to death. So, he had to melt and refreeze every few days.

Once every three days, which means roughly one hundred and twenty times a year. Considering the intermittent recoveries, it would be even more.

To repeat that for a staggering thirteen years.

He hadn’t even visited his buddy once, but now he had to visit his archenemy a thousand times.

“…Can we move up the time for the Ascension?”

‘It’s not like he don’t know how to make a demon god descend. He also knows the locations of all demon worshipers. but… … .’

Olivia shook her head.

Kiel could handle it alone, but dealing with the Demon God alone was impossible.

That would be ruining his life just for temporary comfort.

“Darn it. If only I could just quickly eliminate them, it would be so much easier.”

But that’s not possible, and that’s the unfortunate reality. Not just Kiel, but everyone who might interfere…

“Hmm?”

Olivia, who had landed on the ground, narrowed her eyes.

Kiel was still frozen, but the difference from last time was that he had regained consciousness, and he was glaring sharply in this direction.


[Kiel Rothschild]

Level: 83

Affection: -100

The status window remained unchanged.

“Already awake?”
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The current from the first time was not weak at all. Considering Kiel’s outstanding magic resistance, it hit much stronger than usual.

“Could it be some special bonus for regressors or something, like a permanent increase in stats? Nah, impossible.”

Aaargh.

Now that she think about it, the ice surrounding Kiel is melting much faster than expected.

It seemed like her ominous premonition was right on the mark.

“…Those lunatics among the game management. Did they create this just to break?”

Olivia sighed deeply as she approached Kiel.

“Why did you spare me?”

“….”

There’s no need to answer such a question. It’s just a way to fish for information from my side.

Kiel’s eyes sharpened a bit more.

“What trickery are you planning?”

‘Trickery? What trickery? Why did you come here to freeze me again?’

“….Even if you do, I won’t forgive you.”

‘Yes, yes. Don’t forgive me.’

As electricity crackled from Olivia’s fingertips, Kiel abruptly turned his head.

“Me….”

But Kiel couldn’t continue his sentence.

Zap!

Electrocuted, Kiel collapsed right there.

That was the moment.

Ding!

[Clue #1]

[Memories of Imperial Year 992]

-Kiel’s memories can be accessed once.

‘…Could I watch this again?’

“Can I see it every time I suppress him?”

Olivia looked at Kiel with a subtle smile.

“You fell behind.”

Hehehe.

***

With a familiar sense of transmission, consciousness flashed.

“As expected, I was right.”

Slowly opening my eyes, a familiar landscape unfolded before me. It was the grove of trees, Euran.

This game management had plans all along.

[Memories of Imperial Year 992.]

-Time Limit: 10 minutes

“Even the time limit has doubled. I can’t believe you prepared this much.”

A crescent-like smile appeared on Olivia’s lips.

“Is there something good happening?”

Olivia turned her head in the direction of the voice. Kiel was squatting under a tree, repairing equipment. His body was covered in monster fluids, as if he had recently been in battle.

‘Wait, battle?’

‘Weren’t they camping last time?’

Olivia looked around with cautious eyes. The surroundings were filled with scattered monster corpses.

Some were completely shattered like broken ice.

Olivia reached out and prodded one of the frog-like corpses, scrunching up her face.

This one hasn’t been dead for long.

‘There’s no way I missed this disgusting smell last time.’

“The location has changed.”

Originally, this was the outskirts of the Great Forest where these frog creatures appeared. I’m not sure where the camping site was in my memory, but at least it wasn’t the outskirts.

‘How do I know? If you tilt your head up and see the sky, it’s the outskirts, and if you don’t, it’s the center.’

“Damn. What’s going on now?”

“You’ve been muttering to yourself since earlier…”

Snap!

Olivia suddenly grabbed Kiel’s wrist.

“Kiel!”

“Uh, huh?”

Kiel looked bewildered. Although Olivia had spent several months with him, she had never seen him act so recklessly before.

“What day is it today?”

“….”

“No, I shouldn’t ask like this. There was a time like this before, right? When was that?”

“A time like this?”

Kiel furrowed his brow.

No matter how much he thought about it, this moment felt the weirdest.

It’s incredibly odd to suddenly ask such a question.

Wasn’t he just sitting here normally a moment ago?

“Calmly, tell me slowly. We have plenty of time to listen.”

“No, there’s no time.”

“It’s okay. There’s no one here to listen…”

“There’s no time!”

“….”

Kiel reached out and touched Olivia’s forehead. He thought she might be delirious from some disease, but fortunately, that wasn’t the case.

Then was it from the frog poison?

Olivia seemed to be gesturing and trying to explain something.

“I, uh, I mean…!”

She definitely doesn’t seem in her right mind.

But Kiel couldn’t bring himself to say she was acting strange to his comrade.

“Have you ever been acting strangely?”

“It’s frustrating, driving me crazy! Remember last time when I went out to look around the neighborhood! Don’t you remember?”


[Remaining time: 8 minutes 54 seconds]

Even amid the current situation, time continued to flow. Yet, without informing Kiel of such circumstances, he merely tilted his head in confusion.

“Exploring the surroundings… Ah, I think I remember now.”

Only then did Kiel nod his head.

Indeed, Olivia seemed a bit different that day. Suddenly deciding to explore alone and sighing heavily.

It felt like she was a slightly different person.

Of course, she quickly reverted to her ‘usual’ self.

When was that again…?

Slowly reminiscing, Kiel spoke up.

“It was three days ago.”

Olivia furrowed her brow as if what Kiel said was unbelievable.

“Three days? Three whole days have passed? I was only gone for like 5 minutes!”

“…I’m not sure what’s going on, but just calm down for now.”

Calm down? Do I look calm right now?

“What the hell is this? What exactly are you implying? Think, think…”

Olivia bit her lip slightly.

Peeking into a 5-minute memory and finding out three days had passed.

Now that the time limit had been extended to 10 minutes, the next peek would reveal a whole week gone by.

Then 12 days, 24 days, 48 days…

It’s now 992. And Kiel dies six years from now.

Olivia’s head spun madly. Then, as if struck by lightning, she opened her eyes wide and let out a sigh.

“…Eight times left.”

The plan to indefinitely knock her out until she finds out was rejected.

The only fortunate thing was that the time she could stay in her memories had increased.

Of course, it was still less than half a day combined, but it was better than nothing.

But, but…

“What’s a hundred times? I was going to keep repeating until I found the answer, even if it took a thousand or ten thousand times!”

That method is now blocked.

Olivia looked up at the sky with a helpless gaze.

‘What did I do so wrong!’

‘Why am I the only one not catching a break!’

Damn it all!

“Huff, huff…”

Olivia sat down on the ground, taking deep breaths.

Something fleeting passed through her mind as she calmed her anger.

‘Wait a minute.’

Did the location change?

If the clue was an object, and if it was about finding that hidden object, then the location shouldn’t change like this.

‘Then I should have kept starting from the first campsite.’

Since the location has changed, it’s not an object.

It’s a clue to the main quest, not something made so carelessly.

What hasn’t changed. If you focus on that, you might figure out what the clue is.

The place? Different.

The time? Different.

Even the situation, literally everything, was different from last time.

But there was only one thing that hadn’t changed.

“…Kiel.”

Kiel alone still holds that position.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 88

-Occupation: Sword Saint

-Affection: 52

-Titles: Duke, Wandering Swordsman, Master of the Sword, Dragon Slayer, Ruins Explorer…

If we must point out what’s different from last time, it’s the affection. It was 2 points higher than last time.

At this moment, Olivia was in the midst of what they call affection farming.

The goal was affection level 90. That was the threshold where you could sacrifice ‘even your life’ for the player.

There wasn’t anything particularly special about the reason. It was just to make the assassination ending a bit easier to handle.

“What method did some player discover? When affection is high, the response to a backstab is much slower than usual.”

The higher the affection, the more pronounced the effect.

In a way, it’s obvious. If a stranger approaches with a weapon, you respond by drawing your weapon, but if a close friend approaches with a weapon, you first think it’s a joke.

Year 998 of the Imperial Era. The day Olivia committed her first assassination of the assassination round was like that too.

Even when she cast magic in the middle of the palace, no one suspected a thing. Even when that magic was aimed at the emperor.

Until the emperor was on the brink of death, Kiel, Melina, and Aria stood still for quite some time without realizing the situation.

They don’t deny it.

Truly, it wasn’t something one should do as a human being.

“If that’s what it takes to redo it, then I’d rather not.”

How traumatized would someone be after experiencing the assassination ending and quitting the game for a few months?

Anyway.

“Is the answer to be found in Kiel?”

‘No matter how I think about it, this inference seems right. After all, this is within Kiel’s memory.’

“But what?”

‘I asked Kiel a similar question last time. If he’s hiding something.’

Kiel replied like this.

“Hiding something? I’m not sure.”

Kiel isn’t the type to act well in the first place. If there’s something fishy, it shows on his face right away.

In other words, the clue isn’t something like a secret…

[Remaining time: 5 minutes 23 seconds]

In the end, it’s back to square one.


Olivia bit her nails anxiously. A drop of blood formed on the torn nail.

“Olivia. Calm down.”

Kiel grabbed Olivia’s shoulders tightly. Olivia raised her head in surprise at the sudden weight.

Kiel looked down at her with a serious expression.

“Get a hold of yourself and stand up. This isn’t like you.”
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“Ouch, it hurts.”

“…Sorry.”

Kiel let go of the hand he had been holding onto. He cleared his throat a few times, seeming uncertain, before speaking in a calm voice.

“Tell me what’s going on. It seems like this happened before. Last time, I let it slide without saying anything, but I won’t let it slide this time.”

“…”

Olivia checked the timer.

[Remaining time: 3 minutes 42 seconds]

There was still plenty of time. Three minutes was enough to explain and have some left over.

But she didn’t know where to start the story.

Did she come into your memory now, with not much time left to stay?

Is one of the clues related to you for finding the main quest?

It’s fortunate if it’s not just nonsense.

“Is it a matter of trust? If it’s personal, I won’t pry further.”

“…”

Meeting Kiel’s determined face, Olivia closed her eyes as if resigning herself to whatever was to come.

‘Forget it.’

It’s just memories of the past anyway. Whatever she says here won’t have any effect on the Kiel trapped in the ice of the present.

‘Kiel remembers the nonsense I did last time.’

It’s about the things that happened three days ago.

‘Wait a minute.’

Olivia, who was about to rush ahead, stopped in her tracks.

He remembers?

The events from three days ago?

Doesn’t that mean they’ve been overwritten on existing memories?

Does he remember what she just said now six days later, twelve days later, twenty-four days, forty-eight days, and even years later?

Olivia’s eyes widened.

That means…

‘…Can I change the memories of the Annihilation Ending?’

[Remaining time: 13 seconds]

‘If Kiel also remembers what happened here, then?’

This needs to be tested.

“Kiel.”

“Yeah?”

“Let’s meet in a week.”

“In a week.”

With that, Olivia patted Kiel’s shoulder and turned away.

“…Huh?”

Kiel couldn’t understand. Because such words were usually said when something was anticipated.

And now, isn’t she standing right in front of him?

That’s why he couldn’t immediately respond.

“What does that mean? Shall we meet again?”

There was no answer. Olivia just kept her head bowed, staring at the ground. Her small shoulders rose and fell with each breath.

“…Olivia?”

Just as Kiel felt a strange sensation and approached, Olivia suddenly jerked her head up.

Her sharp eyes, scanning the surroundings, melted away as soon as they met Kiel’s.

“What did you just say?”

Hearing the slight change in her voice, Kiel paused.

Could the atmosphere change so suddenly?

“Kiel?”

“….”

A person can’t change in just one day. They might shed their mask, but they couldn’t change overnight.

And Olivia was someone who didn’t fit the word “mask” more than anyone else.

At least, until just now.

It was difficult to speak up.

“…Did you perhaps not hear?”

“Yeah. Sorry. I guess my mind was elsewhere.”

Olivia is an honest person. If she doesn’t want to answer, she’ll say so, she’s not the type to deflect like this.

Kiel slowly opened his mouth. As if explaining to a child, he spoke softly.

“You just said we should meet again in a week. I’m asking what that meant.”

Olivia tilted her head.

“…Did I ask that?”

Kiel’s face hardened.

“…Are you playing with me right now?”

“I’ve never played around. Ah, your blade is blunt. Give it here. I’ll fix it for you.”

Olivia reached out and grabbed the sword in one swift motion. No, if Kiel hadn’t stepped back, that’s what would have happened.

“You….”

Kiel reached out to stop Olivia from approaching further, then took a few steps back.

“Why are you like this?”

Olivia approached with her usual wide smile.

A smile that eased the heart.

But at least not today.

It felt unfamiliar.

Kiel couldn’t understand why he felt that way. They had been together without any issues until now, and he had faced that smile countless times.

‘Is that appearance unfamiliar?’

No.

“This is the usual appearance of Olivia.”

But, but…

What on earth is this sensation?

“Is it a sword or armor? Or did you get hurt somewhere? If you don’t like it, should I make you something else? You really like sandwiches. There’s pickles and ham, oh! I left out the tomatoes.”


Olivia pulled out a sandwich from the void. Seeing the shaking bread in front of her, Kiel furrowed his brow.

“Did I mention I liked this?”

He wasn’t the type to say such things. But seeing that she had gone through the trouble of preparing it, he must have said something somewhere.

She doesn’t even have to be told, yet she knows.

“Here’s some water too. Oh, should I freeze it to make it cool? With some ice cubes?”

But is it possible for someone with such a good memory to not remember something that happened just a few seconds ago?

Does that make sense?

Really, does he have absolutely no memory?

Kiel unconsciously reached out his hand. If he didn’t alleviate this sensation, he felt he wouldn’t be able to calm his restless heart.

Tap.

Kiel grabbed Olivia’s shoulder. Olivia widened her eyes, but that was all.

There was no expected reaction.

-It hurts, damn it.

Unable to wait any longer, Kiel finally spoke up.

“…Does it hurt?”

“Huh?”

“I asked if it hurts when I grab you like this.”

“Um… no? It’s bearable.”

Why is the response different?

He intentionally pressed a bit harder than before. Did some patience emerge in that brief moment? Or did the patience that was there disappear in that moment?

What on earth…

Kiel silently withdrew his hand. Reflected in Olivia’s pupils was a face he had never seen before in his life.

“So, are you not going to eat this? I even added bacon that you like.”

“….”

No voice came out.

For the first time that day, Kiel refused Olivia’s kindness.

***

“The only way to confirm if the conversation in memory still affects the present is to talk to Kiel.”

Olivia looked at the unconscious Kiel still trapped in the ice.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 83

-Occupation: Sword Saint.

-Affection: -100

-Titles: Regressionist, Duke, Wandering Inspector

The current Kiel is neither a dragon slayer nor an explorer who has penetrated the ruins of Great Forest. No matter how much he regresses, he cannot catch up with the achievements of the past.

The only thing allowed for a regressionist is the miserable memories of the past.

To overwrite new stories amid such vivid memories, ordinary means are not enough.

“The time difference must be significant.”

For Olivia, who enters the memories, it is just a story from a moment ago, but for Kiel, it is a story from several years ago.

It was fortunate if one did not forget the fact of having a conversation, let alone recalling its contents.

“You have to tell stories that are so amazing and shocking that they are engraved in the brain. Only then can they be preserved in memory.”

Of course, it is still unknown whether the memories in the clues also affect the present.

But for now, it is assumed that they do.

Anyway, it’s a case of cutting one’s losses.

Olivia picked up a pen and paper to jot something down. It was a schedule for the next investigation.

It was to roughly understand what Kiel did in the Empire’s power for a few years, what goals he pursued, and where he went.

As Olivia wrote down the memorable events, she frowned.

She was missing an important fact.

“There’s a shortage of samples. Although this time the time limit has doubled, there’s no guarantee it will happen again in the future. But….”

To attempt predictions based on original data, a minimum of three samples is required. If the time limit is doubled to 20 minutes next time, it’s ‘reasonably’ inferred that the time limit will double from then on.

But then, one opportunity would be wasted.

Eight more times ahead. None could be squandered.

Adding up all the given time amounts to roughly 3.5 days. Of course, under the assumption that the time limit continues to double.

“There’s no point in thinking about it any further. Finding the best solution is a priority.”

Olivia slowly closed her eyes. She decided to trust her instincts.

Olivia’s consciousness revisited the events of the past one by one.

She and Kiel mostly went to the magic world. Euran, the demonic spirit of wood, Moria, the demonic spirit of gold… … .

The main reason for roaming the magic world was because of smooth likability gains. There was nothing better for earning the favor of warrior-type NPCs than engaging in intense battles.

Knowing what NPCs liked and how to behave to make them like you was basic knowledge.

“Making sandwiches during battles, repairing weapons… It was chaotic.”

The meaning is that even in Olivia’s memories, it implies that by catering to Kiel’s preferences with all her might, she is raising her favorability, suggesting, “How do you not know that? Ultimately, that too is a record of my play.”

So, if you behave in the opposite way, it is a saying that it will definitely be engraved in the memories.

20 minutes, 40 minutes, 80 minutes are too short to directly translate into action. So, at this time, the focus is only on imprinting the existence in the memory.

But after that.

160 minutes, 320 minutes, 640 minutes…

From this point on, she actively engages in substantial actions.

In the end, she can be in the memory for a whopping 42 hours. More than combining all other things, the last one was important enough.

The point where the time limit extends to 42 hours is four years after completing the logarithmic conquest.

Then it’s the imperial year 996.

“Where was I then? What was I doing in the year 996?”

Memories get mixed up. Perhaps it’s because she played the game for a long time or, if not, maybe it’s due to having seen countless endings.

Countless scenes pass through Olivia’s mind.

“….”

She remembered.

Imperial year 996. That was the year the demon first revealed its appearance. Olivia herself defeated the demon and gained the trust of numerous NPCs.

But this time…


“It’s okay to do it a little differently.”

Tick. Tock.

Olivia closed her eyes and counted a few more seconds in her mind.

“….”

“….”
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Reality- 

‘At some point, I felt a sharp gaze.’

Olivia slowly opened her eyes.

With thin ice between them, Kiel was staring her way.

“This time it took a little longer.”

In fact, Olivia had been waiting until Kiel regained consciousness. Of course, there were reasons for her to make such a choice.

[It is impossible to subjugate!]

-Unconscious enemies cannot be subdued.

– Subjugation can only be done once a day, one person at a time.

There was a cooldown for subjugation. Because of that, they had to wait a day to try again.

Electricity flickered from Kiel’s fingertips.

In the silence, Kiel spoke.

“…Again?”

Olivia didn’t answer.

Anyway, having a conversation ‘right now’ was meaningless.

Olivia gently placed her palm on Kiel’s forehead.

In an instant, light spread in all directions.

Ping!

It was now a familiar notification sound.

[Remaining time: 20 minutes 00 seconds]

A crescent-like smile appeared on her lips as she checked the message.

It was time to change his memories.

.

.

In his memories-

Kugugugugu!

With one sword strike, the sky shattered like glass.

“Heh, hehe!”

The thieves, as soon as they met Kiel’s gaze, started to flee in fear.

Watching them silently, Kiel sheathed his great sword.

Kiel didn’t bother chasing the fleeing thieves. The wizards standing next to him was more experienced in subjugation than anyone else.

Ice magic was specialized in incapacitating and subduing rather than killing. Of course, if one had the will, it was possible to take lives, but at least Olivia never killed anyone.

It would be more accurate to say she couldn’t.

Her mentor, Archmage Melina, said so.

-Olivia, that child inherently lacks aggression. She doesn’t know how to harm people. But seeing her have no hesitation in ending the lives of monsters is also fascinating.

It was the first time Gold Tower Lord showed such a smile. Living solely for the goal of ‘truth’ all her life, she seemed to have found the meaning of life while raising a resolute disciple.

-Someday, she’ll surpass me.

-She’ll become the next Archmage after me.

-Archmage? No, my disciple is the one who will reach the truth instead of me! Hahaha!

Melina raised her glass, toasting to the future of her beloved disciple.

That was already a year ago. Back then, Kiel had only heard of a sorceress named Olivia through word of mouth.

During his journey to the Magic Academy, and when he heard the name of the wizards who had rescued him from danger, Kiel could understand why Melina was so proud of her disciple.

She always found the best solutions, a dedicated person who never stopped yielding and caring. She was always confident but not arrogant, and she never lost her positive smile.

Olivia was the person who best embodied the word “perfect.”

Maybe that’s why.

A long time ago, he had overreacted to something.

-Let’s meet in six days.

It could have been a joke uttered without much thought. Or maybe he really forgot. Or perhaps he was planning an unexpected surprise party.

It could have just been a mistake.

Even the most perfect person can make mistakes in life, can’t they?

But.

Not Olivia.

She is a wizard who knows the physiology of warriors, instantly deciphers ancient texts not recorded in imperial history books.

She moves the hearts of authoritarian elven elders with a few words and remains calm and composed even when surrounded by thousands of undead in the unseen darkness.

She’s, too perfect.

That’s why those words stuck in his head like a dagger.

Today was the exact sixth day.

Kiel hadn’t taken his eyes off Olivia all day long. This time, it was to find out the meaning behind the phrase “Let’s meet again.”

They spent dawn together, started lunch together, and walked side by side at dinner. He never left Olivia for a moment.

Darkness fell on the streets unnoticed. The promised six days were coming to an end.

But Olivia was still Olivia.

“…Was it a mistake?”

Kiel watched as the thieves vanished into dots. Olivia, for some reason, chose to release them rather than confine them in ice.

“Was there a reason you let them go?”

It was a meaningless question. Releasing such petty criminals without weapons wouldn’t cause any trouble.

“…Uh, well.”

At the sudden sound, Kiel swiftly turned his head.

“Was I supposed to catch those guys?”

“….”

“Yeah?”

Kiel didn’t answer. No, he couldn’t.

‘…She’s here.’

There stood Olivia.

Olivia had a lively, colorful face that Kiel hadn’t seen before. How should I describe it? From a face that he thought only knew how to smile, such an expression emerged.

Clearly strange……

He can’t help but laugh when he see her doughy face.

“Why are you laughing?”

“No, it’s nothing. Just a mistake….So, can I let them go?”

“Yes. You can let them go.”


Phew.

It took Kiel a few breaths before he could calm his mind. Olivia, looking at Kiel strangely, narrowed her eyes.

“Anyway. What day is it today?”

“From the last time things were strange?”

“Yeah, that.”

Now he understand why they agreed to meet again.

“Exactly six days have passed.”

The Olivia he met again was very human.

***

Olivia looked at Kiel with a strange face.

‘Why is this guy laughing so awkwardly?’

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 88

-Occupation: Sword Saint

-Affection: 52

-Titles: Duke, Wandering Swordsman, Swordmaster, Dragon Slayer, Ruins Explorer…

Surprisingly, Kiel’s affection had not changed at all from six days ago. She wondered.

‘…Why did this happen?’

If he had raised it by 2 in three days, he should have raised it by 3 or 4 in six days.

‘Even if I just fed him a sandwich, it should have gone up by 1.’

Giving a favorite food increases affection by decimal points per feeding.

Olivia glanced at the space.

[Ham Sandwich without Tomato] * 164

[Ham Sandwich without Tomato but with Pickles added] * 121

[Ham Sandwich without Tomato but with Pickles and Bacon added] * 74

It didn’t decrease.

The numbers matched perfectly with the last time.

‘He didn’t eat any.’

More accurately, it would be correct to say that Kiel refused. Since affection events can only happen three times a day, it’s unlikely that he missed them.

Even if she recommended something he didn’t want, his affection would only decrease, so she wouldn’t have recommended it twice.

It’s obvious without looking.

However, it was unexpected that his affection did not increase at all and remained stagnant. There was no memory of this happening when she played the Annihilation Ending.

[Remaining Time: 19 minutes 45 seconds]

‘It must have been the brief moment I entered his memory that influenced it.’

If not, that affection level is inexplicable.

‘Well, that’s not important.’

Affection is not important. No matter how much effort is put into affection events, what awaits at the end of this memory is a desperate betrayal.

This place is both Kiel’s memory and the past.

In the end, ‘Olivia’ will run towards the predetermined destination of the annihilation round, and changing that outcome is impossible.

Kiel dies at the hands of the Olivia in the Annihilation Ending.

This fact does not change.

‘Then, at the very least, a justification.’

A reason must be given for why ‘Olivia’ had no choice but to betray. A reason for why she had to kill the emperor. A reason for why she had to destroy the empire.

Olivia closed her mouth tightly and looked at Kiel.

‘A reason why I had to betray you.’

From now on, this is what must be created.

[Main Quest]


	Clue #1 – Acquired

	Clue #2 – Not acquired



.

.

.


	Clue #15 – Not acquired



Only then did those clues appear different.

“…….”

Fifteen clues mean fifteen regressors.

Suppressing Kiel opened the first clue. And Kiel, the first regressor to fall into ‘Olivia’s’ hands.

“……It’s about the order.”

The order in which they died by Olivia’s hand.

After confirming the emperor’s death, Kiel rushed forward first, followed by Melina, who denied her disciple’s betrayal until the end.

Now she understand why Kiel was placed first.

Kiel witnessed the emperor’s death, but not the empire’s downfall. He saw Melina raging, but not her death.

He was the first to fall, hence the most ignorant.

Now it’s clear. That’s why those are clues.

They’re signposts.

They’re telling us who to meet among the regressors first.

‘In the end, I must meet them all.’

Some of them met a desperate death. Holding on until the very end, remembering the deaths of all, even the dead.

From now on, we must enter the memories of such individuals.

Automatically, a sigh escaped.

“Follow me.”

Kiel followed discreetly.

After walking for who knows how long, Olivia stopped in the vast plain where the thick darkness had descended.

“Alright. If you have any questions, feel free to ask. I don’t know if I can answer all your questions, but I’ll do my best as long as time allows.”

“…Time allows? Are you going to disappear again?”

Olivia raised her hand as if to calm Kiel.

“One question at a time. First, when I talk about time, I mean the time I can maintain this [consciousness] as it is now. And disappearing means… exactly as it sounds.”

“You…”

Kiel had a face with a shut mouth. He opened his mouth as if expelling blood and forced himself to speak.


“…How much time is left?”

“What?”

“The time you can maintain that [consciousness].”

Olivia quickly checked the remaining time.

“About 10 minutes.”



 
  
    Chapter 28: Going into Kiel’s Memories -4


In Kiel’s memories-

“…So, will you disappear again?”

“And then come back.”

“In a week?”

“Probably no more than ten days.”

“….”

Olivia spoke in as composed a voice as possible.

“That period will probably extend little by little. Eventually, someday…”

The easiest way to justify misdeeds is.

“To disappear.”

“….”

The victim creates the justification.

To deceive someone, you must never reveal your intention on the surface. You must hide it until the end, until the frustrated party throws themselves into the water.

It’s the same with dealing with Kiel.

No matter how Kiel might be a wandering inspector, casting aside his lineage, he’s still a nobleman well-versed in high studies like politics and diplomacy.

Just like modern politicians, the nobles in this world learn to deduce hidden meanings from a single word or gesture from childhood.

Lower nobles like viscounts and barons argue over large-scale commerce and academia. The fate of dozens of small and medium-sized high levelers is decided by their words.

Higher nobles like marquises and earls rule over these lower nobles. They cannot control nature, but by controlling the flow of rivers, they can manipulate the harvest and price of grains as they wish.

Nobles who decide the lives and deaths of tens of thousands with their tongues. At the pinnacle of those nobles reigns the duke.

One person, above everyone else.

That was Kiel’s current status.

To rashly reveal intentions to someone like Kiel would undoubtedly result in exposing one’s true intentions and falling out of favor.

Perhaps she could be treated as ‘the ghost who tried to take over Olivia’s consciousness.’

Never rush. That’s human psychology. If you want to make the other party hurry, you should remain calm yourself.

Calm your mind. No matter how the other person reacts, always remain composed.

That’s how conversations work. The one who reveals the emotion of ‘urgency’ first loses control.

[Remaining time: 9 minutes 34 seconds]

“And winning is on my side.”

Both information and time were on Olivia’s side.

Information is under our unilateral control. The fact that there is a limited time to maintain [consciousness] also works in Olivia’s favor. Since no one can force someone before their deadline.

Kiel looked very confused. Naturally.

By now, he must have started to doubt which is the real Olivia between the perfect Olivia he had been with for months and the human Olivia in front of him now.

“This is where the separation ends.”

The first step is to make Olivia from the extermination round and the current self perceive each other as separate entities.

Originally, naturally, one should think of the ‘perfect’ Olivia as the real one. Because of the absolute difference in the time spent together.

But Kiel chose to withhold judgment rather than do so.

The reason for that could be roughly guessed.

‘I was too perfect.’

It’s not about boasting. There was not a single flaw in oneself when playing the extermination round. Not a single mistake was tolerated, and always moved with the most efficient route.

As a result, even achieving the highest level wasn’t enough, as all the main NPCs’ favorability tasks were completed.

Why does being perfect become a reason?

Because Kiel is a living, breathing human being. He’s not someone whose favorability increases just because he hands over a sandwich without tomatoes.

Humans cannot accept perfection.

“Why the long face? It’s not like anyone’s dying.”

“……”

Olivia said casually.

“If you have questions, ask them now. Time keeps ticking even as we speak.”

“You…”

“Hey, are you going to ask questions in the midst of your geographical pondering? What’s up? Speak up.”

Kiel gritted his teeth. He stood there for a long time without saying a word, like someone who had been hit in the back of the head with a hammer. Olivia, quietly watching him, pulled something out of nowhere and threw it at Kiel.

Thunk, Kiel confirmed the object in his hand.

It was a familiar herb.

“Chew it. It’s arnica, it’ll help you calm down.”

Seeing Kiel staring blankly at the arnica, Olivia raised her eyebrows.

“Should I chew it and put it in your mouth? You were told to chew, right?”

Crunch.

Kiel wrinkled his eyelids at the bitter and tangy scent that flooded over him. But the next moment, as if it were a lie, his heartbeat returned to normal.

“How’s that? Effective, isn’t it?”

Kiel nodded.

But he still kept his mouth shut.

Truthfully, he wanted to ask.

Which one of them is real. Whether the Olivia he knows is real.

But Kiel couldn’t bring himself to open his mouth.

“……”

Because he faced the endless emptiness hidden beyond Olivia’s pupils.

-Someday… will she disappear?

It was a gaze he had never seen before.

Why does his chest feel tight when he meets her, why does his heart flutter and his words get stuck.

He felt like he had found the answer now.

‘What on earth…’

No human being can hide their own weakness in the face of death.

Even the generals standing at the forefront are the same. They’re just better at suppressing fear than others.

It’s not the sharp blade that’s frightening. It’s not the magic that burns the body in an instant. It’s not the pain that shatters the body and mind.

They’re just means to lead to death, not death itself.

Death is feared because it is unknown.

Death is feared because one doesn’t know its destination.

There is no way to confirm if the final choice was right, so it is feared.

It is feared because one cannot meet their loved ones again.

Therefore, those who claim not to fear death are all liars.


At least, that’s what Kiel thought.

No matter how much training he underwent, he couldn’t shake off the fear of death.

So he planned a journey.

A journey to understand the unknown of death.

At first, he approached battles recklessly, believing that standing on the boundary between life and death would help him understand death better.

Once, he fought a dragon. With each breath the dragon exhaled, he teetered on the edge of life and death.

Once, he faced death head-on. He fell off cliffs with his bare body, confronted ogres with his bare hands.

After repeating these actions for three years, he realized that the fear of death, no matter how much it grew, did not diminish at all.

Because they were ultimately just means to an end.

After that, he set out to visit sacred places. He thought that if he met the saints of each religion and asked for answers, he could rid himself of the fear of death.

That’s how he met Saint Rebekah. She was the most fitting person Kiel had ever met to be called ‘holy’ among all the saints he had encountered.

She sincerely loved her enemies, fulfilled the role assigned to her by God faithfully every day, and even answered the impolite questions of rude uninvited guests without hesitation.

“Lord Kiel. Did you ask if I’m afraid of death? Of course, I am afraid. Where could a human be found who is not afraid? But I am only more afraid of the sins I will commit in the future.”

Their god freed his followers from the fear of death by creating a hell more fearsome than death itself.

But that was not the answer Kiel wanted. He wanted to understand death itself without the refuge of hell.

Finally, he headed to The Golden Tower. He thought that those with the greatest intellect on the continent might be studying the unknown of death.

But…

“Death, huh? Interesting. I never knew you had such a sentimental side, Kiel. But Kiel, let me ask you one thing. Do you know why wizards strive so hard to prolong their lives? Even becoming undead like liches?”

Melina said, staring through the sky.

“Because life is too short to reach the truth.”

The greatest minds on the continent, because they were so wise, ironically had no time to look back on death.

Kiel didn’t stop his journey. Or rather, he couldn’t stop.

With a will stronger than steel, with religious faith, with a pinnacle intellect. He couldn’t understand or overcome death with any of those things.

But…

But Olivia in front of him was different.

She was smiling while talking about her own demise. It wasn’t a facade to shake off fear.

Having met countless people on the brink of death, she knew. Her eyes resembled theirs.

No, they were much darker. Deep and cold to the point where the end couldn’t be seen.

“Aren’t you going to ask questions? I don’t have much time left now, you know?”

She was truly accepting her own demise, without regret.

‘What kind of life have I lived?’

‘What kind of death have I experienced?’

‘Can I calmly laugh in the face of my own annihilation?’

Kiel spoke to the unfamiliar friend.

“…Next time.”

Kiel raised his head. Olivia’s shoulder, faintly illuminated by the moonlight, looked particularly small and fragile today.

“When did you say you would come next time?”

“In two days, after the banquet.”

“Is that so?”

Kiel replied with a gentle smile.

“Don’t wait.”

He wanted to hear her story.

***

In reality-

[Clue #1 viewing time has ended.]

Returning to reality, Olivia stood still for a while.

“Um….”

…Why didn’t he ask who the real one was?

Certainly, he should have asked. Even if others didn’t know, the Duke Kiel should have asked.

Anxiety spread across Olivia’s face.

‘Status window.’

In this situation, she should check if anything has changed….

Huh?

What’s that?

Olivia widened her eyes.

The first thing Olivia did when she came to her senses was to check Kiel’s status window.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 83

-Occupation: Sword Saint

-Affection: -100 (+7)

-Titles: Reincarnator, Duke, Wandering Inspector

The plan had fallen apart. Slowly gaslighting her with the memory of ‘Olivia was also a victim of manipulation.’ has gone completely wrong…

“Huh?”

Olivia widened her eyes.

“What’s that?”

The number 7 was shining brightly in the affection bar. Shaking eyes revealed how surprised she was.

“Crazy. I was right! I was right!”

Olivia raised both hands and struck a victorious pose.

With this, she proved that past memories still influence the present.

Indeed, people should not play fair with facts but should win with persuasion and fabrication. How beautiful is this result?

“…But why isn’t it shown as minus 93, and why is it divided instead?”

Olivia, feeling something strange, stopped in her tracks.

Affection points are either positive or negative. It’s impossible to have both states simultaneously. At least that’s what Olivia knew.

But why the hell aren’t those damn affection points merging and ominously staying apart?

“Kiel’s affection points details. Only the last two events.”

[987 AD: -100]

[992 AD: +7]

[Warning! Affection points obtained using ‘clues’ will not be applied until they reach the relevant time period!]

[The (+7) affection points will be applied correctly in the year 992, five years later!]


Olivia looked up at the sky with a satisfied smile.

…Are system management bastards crazy?

Do I have to endure five years from now on?

***

“….. Coming.”



 
  
    Chapter 29: Punishment for Gambling -1


At the Lair entrance, Ro, who was fiddling with the spyglass artifact, suddenly opened his eyes.

From afar, an ominous aura was felt.

“She’s coming! She’s, She’s coming! About five hundred meters ahead!”

“She’s coming? Now?”

Jaina, who was shuffling her Trump cards, looked at her hand with a bewildered expression. Four shining aces. A full house.

“Do you want me to die leaving this card behind?”

It would be foolish to die holding Ace cards, if it were a full house, it might be another matter.

Jaina spoke in a subtle voice.

“If it’s five hundred meters, we might just barely make it to the end of this round. What do you all think?”

“…Seems like a pretty good plan.”

“You can think as you please. And you, Glaceon?”

Glaceon was sitting on Jaina’s left. Her mouth burst this morning, so she couldn’t speak properly.

“Hehehehe. She’s a mute. I’m also a mute.”

She could vaguely understand what they were saying.

“Okay. Glaceon called. Aramis, what about you?”

“…Raise. Two more bottles.”

“….”

“If you’re scared, you can fold.”

With a sly smile, Aramis spoke. Jaina raised her hand to cover her mouth seriously. It was to hide the twitching corners of her mouth as if she were going crazy.

“Fool. You’re going to raise with that? You’re doomed.”

Jaina coughed awkwardly, pretending to be surprised.

“T-Two bottles?”

“Yes, two bottles.”

“Hmm… that’s quite the commitment.”

Their stake wasn’t money. In the cave where everything except freedom was present, money was nothing but pieces of metal.

The stake was usually rights. The right to use the artifact lent by Olivia, the right to read the spellbook first.

But today’s stake was the empty bottles left after drinking potions.

People who ask why such garbage could be a stake would understand if they observed cave life for just one day.

-Ten bottles per person per day. That was your quota.

Interpreting Olivia’s language, it meant to roll until you fell ten times a day. Anyway, the sentence that says you ‘die if you can’t’ is silent.

The bottle containing the potion named Celestial Strawberry, didn’t break even when smashed against the stone floor.

What’s worse is that it was designed to be opened only when exhausted after using up all magical power.

In other words, the number of times you can open it decreases every time you exhaust it to the bottom.

‘I have to eat that no matter what!’

Flames rose in Jaina’s eyes.

The basic bet was one bottle, the one added in the middle, plus the two additional bottles Aramis raised, making a total of four bottles.

It was a game with stakes as high as eight instances of exhaustion.

“Call!”

“Are you Korean!”

Jaina and Glaceon slammed the ground and rose to their feet.

“Ro! How much longer until the master arrives?”

“Three hundred meters left!”

There was enough time. Time to lay down a few cards, that is.

They needed to tidy up without being noticed, but at least there was nothing to worry about right now.

Jaina glanced at Aramis, giving a subtle hint.

“……Are you suggesting that I should open first?”

“You raised. So, it’s only right for you to go first.”

“Um, okay.”

“……”

Aramis flipped his cards with a smirk in response to Jaina and Glaceon’s combined pressure. And in the next moment, laughter erupted from Jaina’s lips.

Aramis’ hand was trash.

“Heh heh heh, did he really think he could bluff like that?”

Even if it wasn’t a bluff, he couldn’t beat a full house. What? Losing to a pair of sixes and eights?

Unless the world turned upside down, that was impossible.

It would be more likely for Olivia to become kinder.

“Oh, wait. Come to think of it, that’s impossible.”

That person wouldn’t change even if they died ten times over.

Olivia might as well have been a witch, always claiming to be a wizard. Nowadays, she even wore witch’s clothes, too lazy to justify herselves as wizards to others.

If only her personality had been better, she would have been the greatest master on the continent.

But her personality was completely ruined.

Jaina casually laid down her cards.

Plop.

“Well, an ace for the win. I guess I won, right?”

“…Insane.”

Jaina chuckled at Aramis’s sigh and reached out towards the empty bottles in the middle.

“Anyway, I’ll enjoy this round….”

“Wait.”

Glaceon opened her eyes wide and grabbed Jaina’s arm.

“I didn’t check my deck.”

“…Ah, right.”

Even after looking at Jaina’s hand, Glaceon still held a grudge. Her swollen lips looked ridiculous, but there was no one bold enough to laugh openly in front of a dragon.

“Check.”

Jaina took a deep breath at Glaceon’s confidence.

“…Could it really be a straight flush?”

But even after waiting for a long time, Glaceon’s hand didn’t turn over.

10 seconds.

20 seconds.

Unable to wait any longer, Jaina spoke up.

“Um… Glaceon?”


“……Huh?”

“When do you think you’ll lose by any chance…….”

“…….”

Jaina furrowed her brow.

Is this perhaps a delaying tactic?

No, even if it’s a dragon, it’s hard to believe they’d resort to just four empty bottles….

“Glaceon?”

“T-There, you! Those who are monitoring! How long are you planning to keep me waiting until your master arrives?”

“We’re about two hundred meters away now…… Huh? She’s gone? Gone, you say?”

Without realizing it, he blinked.

Olivia, who should have been in the middle of the mountain range, had suddenly come within 50 meters.

It seemed she used Blink because she couldn’t be bothered to walk.

“Emergency! Intruders!”

Seeing Olivia rapidly approaching, Ro quickly jumped into the lair.

“Turn the table over immediately! Turn it over!”

“Dammit! Hurry up and make your move!”

“Hehe, can’t do that! If I don’t say this table is rigged, then we’ll all die here!”

Glaceon froze the dice she was holding in her hand.

“So, what are you going to do now, human? It seems like your friends share the same mindset.”

“Jaina, I pray you make the right decision.”

Aramis smirked.

“If you concede just once, two people can be happy.”

“Would you do the same if you were in my position?”

“Well, otherwise, we’ll all die together. You know what would happen if it’s revealed that you’ve been skipping training and gambling, right?”

“T-This is insane. Ugh…….”

Jaina grabbed the back of her neck. Then, as if going crazy, she shook her head vigorously.

“Fine! Do as you please! Take it all! See if I ever play such a game again!”

“Hehehe, it was a good deal.”

The disciples picked up their share of empty bottles and scattered in all directions after hiding their cards.

In an instant, the gambling den transformed into a training ground.

The disciples pretended to practice magic while sneaking glances toward the entrance.

Shortly after, Olivia suddenly appeared in midair.

“Hehehe. Have you come?”

Glaceon approached briskly, rubbing her palms together. Seeing her, Olivia smiled contentedly and said,

“Have you all been practicing diligently?”

“Yes!”

“Really?”

“Yes! We’ve really been working hard!”

Olivia took something out of her pocket and tossed it.

It was a crystal orb equipped with recording functionality.

The disciples, who only realized the seriousness of the situation yesterday, remained frozen in place, their expressions solemn.

“You said you worked hard, didn’t you?”

“……”

“Well, then, what do you think will happen when I activate this?”

“……”

Olivia infused mana into the magic circle.

[Koooooool!]

[Even if you can’t eat this, it’s gold!]

[Flip the board! Flip the…!]

Thud.

Before they knew it, Olivia held her familiar staff in her right hand.

“While your master is running around trying to save the world, what are you doing? Gambling? Fooling around?”

“I just saw… failure…”

Kwaaaaang!

Before Ro could make any excuses, he lost consciousness and fainted. A large bump had risen on his head.

Failure? You just saw failure?

‘Instead of making excuses, you should have practiced.’

Sounds of swallowing saliva echoed.

“I won’t accept excuses from worthless disciples like you.”

Hmm, seems like she’ve been too lenient with them.

“For the next week, think twice before sleeping.”

“If you’re sleepy, drink a potion and tough it out.”

It feels like Aramis head is going to explode.

Aramis pinched his calf, trying to free himself from the overwhelming drowsiness.

“…I’m going crazy.”

Really going crazy. He wondered.

‘Why am I feeling the urge for sleep as if it’s one of the three basic needs? In just one day, in just one day, the disciples have turned to mush.’

‘Of course, if it were just staying up late, it wouldn’t have been this hard. But because of the constant fatigue and forced wake-ups, I couldn’t endure the overwhelming drowsiness.’

“I’ll die if I sleep.”

Next to him, Ro lay sprawled, still unconscious. In the first room, Ro had gone straight to his deathbed and still hadn’t woken up.

“Lloyd.”

‘Today, I especially missed you, White Tower Lord.’

Of course, looking at the quality of the class alone, this side was overwhelmingly superior. The quality of the teaching materials, the teacher’s skills, the experience…

“Damn it!”

‘Why the hell doesn’t Tower Lord have anything to boast about!’

Aramis tightly closed his eyes.

At that moment, a familiar voice reached his ears.

“Are you asleep?”


Aramis, startled, jumped to the side. Olivia, with a comforting smile, appeared, placing her hand on his chest to calm his startled heart.

“Why are you so surprised? Did you fall asleep by any chance?”

“Absolutely not!”

“Really?”

“I swear to the heavens, no!”
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In Aramis thoughts,

What? A sociopath who can’t understand others’ emotions?

At least it wasn’t in front of Olivia now. 

Over the past two weeks, thorough training… no, it was the result of thorough character education.

“Aramis.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Do you see those guys over there?”

Olivia pointed with her finger at the chilly disciples. Their appearance was so miserable that it would have felt like they were really dead if they hadn’t squirmed occasionally.

“Wake them up.”

“…Yes.”

Aramis walked towards his fellow disciples with the twisted potion of the netherworld in hand.

“Oh, Aramis…”

“Please, please not that…”

They all pleaded desperately with faces begging for mercy.

But Aramis, as if it were impossible, shoved the potion into their mouths.

Not leaving a single drop behind. All of it.

Even though Jaina murmured “traitor,” there was no choice.

“I have to stay alive.”

If there’s one thing I’ve learned so far, it’s that being less affected is advantageous no matter what.

Fellowship? Consideration? Sharing?

Such dreamlike words were practically garbage here, at least.

“But I can share my potion as much as I want.”

Aramis chuckled secretly. Just now, his quota had doubled with that.

“Ugh…”

As they regained consciousness, staggering towards Olivia, Aramis thought he had done well to endure the drowsiness once again while looking at their zombie-like appearances.

“You disciples. If I go out like this every day from now on, will you sit around gambling? Can I trust you if I go out? Shall I increase the quota by five each day?”

“Master!”

“Why?”

“I have a good idea.”

Everyone’s gaze turned sharply towards Aramis.

“What is it?”

“In fact, isn’t it because the intensity of our training is too high that we resorted to gambling?”

Olivia tilted her head disapprovingly.

“Then, could you lower it a bit?”

“Is that possible? I mean, just changing the system a little. This ignorance… well, not ignorance, but the lack of means to raise our enthusiasm seems to have led to this situation.”

“Is there a lack of enthusiasm?”

Olivia poked at her staff. Aramis immediately sat up straight and raised his hand.

“Oh, no! Upon reflection, my enthusiasm is quite sufficient!”

“Then what’s the issue?”

“Anyway, what I’d like to suggest is the establishment of a system where the person who completes their quota first is rewarded by having their quota reduced by one the following day for motivational purposes.”

Olivia furrowed her brow.

“Why make it so complicated? Summarize it in one line.”

“That…”

Watching from the side, Jaina chimed in with a tone of indifference.

“It’s basically asking for a reward for finishing early.”

“Oh, really?”

“Jaina ! I never said such a thing!”

“Sure, you didn’t say it outright. But you’re always finishing early and thinking about rewards.”

Seeing their harmonious exchange, Olivia chuckled.

‘Hmm, I’m sure I hired them based on their character.’

Something must have happened in the past few days.

“So, do you all agree with Aramis’s proposal?”

“No.”

“Got that? Your proposal is rejected by majority vote.”

Though that’s what she said, in truth, motivation was an essential ingredient in training. It wasn’t a matter of being unreasonable or trying to push people every day.

“I intend to treat all disciples fairly. So, let’s modify Aramis’s proposal slightly and implement it.”

The disciples widened their eyes.

That means…

“The one who’s latest will have to do one extra each day. How’s that? Isn’t it motivating?”

“Um…”

“If you don’t like it, we can stick to the original plan. What do you choose?”

“Well, I’ll stick to the original plan!”

“Actually, I always appreciated Master’s training methods!”

Olivia nodded satisfactorily.

“Alright then. I’ll be back in a moment, so keep practicing.”

Ignoring the sighs of the disciples, Olivia stepped out.

It was time to awaken Kiel from his slumber within the ice.

***

In Kiel’s memories.. (Olivia has not entered his memories yet)

Kiel wasn’t just idly waiting for Olivia. He had no intention of wasting the time he had left.

So, the first thing he did upon entering the capital was to visit the Gold Tower.

“Now that the meeting has just ended, he’ll be here soon.”

“Okay.”

As Kiel gestured, the attendant nodded and closed the door, leaving.

Not long after, the door to the conference room creaked open.

Sharp golden eyes quickly scanned Kiel’s figure.

“Who’s this? The Duke Kiel, isn’t it?”

“Yes. I came to ask…”

“Ah, let’s sort out the documents first and then talk.”


Melina waved her hand, and the scattered documents on the table obediently arranged themselves.

“Alright, done. Now, ask your question.”

“Is it possible for a wizards consciousness to split?”

“Suddenly coming to the point, aren’t you?”

“Sorry, it’s regarding a friend.”

“Hmm…”

Sensing Melina’s suspicion, Kiel adjusted his posture.

“It’s the first time I’ve seen you so unsettled. Even when your father went on a campaign to the South, he didn’t say a word. Could it be you’ve finally found a lover?”

“Don’t talk nonsense and just answer the question. Melina.”

“…It’s possible.”

Kiel didn’t like Melina’s dismissive attitude.

“How can you react like that even knowing she’s your apprentice?”

But Kiel decided to hold his tongue. It was clear how the wizards would react if she found out.

Although in her appearance she looked like a woman in her late twenties, Melina had lived for centuries, much longer than Kiel.

A whole 200 years, to be exact. Kiel knew well that living long wasn’t necessarily a blessing, especially in Melina’s case.

In many aspects, including temperament.

“To cut to the chase, it does happen, but very rarely. I’ve only seen it twice myself.”

“Why would a consciousness split?”

“It’s a phenomenon that occurs when multiple operations are repeated for too long.”

As there was no response, Melina furrowed her brow. She was irritated by the necessity of providing additional explanations.

Tap.

When Melina snapped her fingers, a brain model appeared in the air. She raised her hand and precisely halved the brain model.

“Once wizards reach a certain level, they divide their brains into several sections like this for use. This makes it much easier to perform multiple operations.”

The particles scattered from Melina’s fingertips disappeared.

“Of course, dividing the brain into multiple sections doesn’t mean the consciousness splits.”

Melina rummaged through a drawer. The Eldritch skull. It wasn’t something that a typical wizards would possess. Melina tapped the skull lightly.

“However, as time passes ‘very’ long, things change.”

With a crackling sound, the skull began to show signs of corrosion.

“As time goes on, the mortal mind deteriorates rapidly. Typically, the limit is a thousand years. Ninety-nine out of a hundred pass away with their minds shattered by then. Most Eldritch beings are like that, as are the High Elves who rejected unity with the World Tree. However…”

When Melina exerted force, the skull turned to dust.

“Very occasionally, one of the compartments created in the brain can awaken as another consciousness and survive.”

“Why would one choose to live like that?”

“It’s simple. If you alternate between two selves, wouldn’t the rate of mental deterioration halve? In other words, lifespan would double.”

Though she packages it in pleasant terms, Melina’s face doesn’t reflect such pleasantness.

“You yourself change after just drinking alcohol, they say. Perhaps that’s another consciousness…”

“Absolutely not.”

“Anyway…”

Melina coughed dryly.

“Dividing oneself is madness. One can’t even remember which was the original self.”

“…”

A momentary unease flickered in Kiel’s eyes.

‘… … And you’re just an acquaintance?’

But it’s a futile effort to push when it’s not himself.

“Is your lover an elf?”

“No.”

“Then you need not worry. As long as they’re human, it’ll never happen. You can tell your acquaintance to relax and get some rest.”

Melina glanced briefly out the window. The sunlight was fading. If she didn’t send him away now, she’d have to work all day.

“Kiel.”

Kiel flinched.

“…Is it truly impossible for humans?”

“Yes.”

“Not even a slight possibility?”

“Black Kid.”

Melina’s tone shifted.

“At a mere two hundred years old, even I’m driven to madness by the boredom of life. Every morning, I feel my mind wearing away in real-time. And yet, a thousand years? In a human body?”

Melina snorted.

“It’s absolutely impossible. Do you think dragons go into hibernation for no reason? Even with a dragon’s mind, the density of a thousand years is unbearable.”

“…”

Kiel remained silent for a while. Melina smirked inwardly at his reaction.

“I guess it won’t go away all day like this.”

Melina clapped her hands.

“Anyway, let’s call it quits here, Duke Kiel.”

In the next moment, a bright light enveloped Kiel. Melina clicked her tongue as she watched Kiel disappear without any resistance.

“Tsk.”

That curious guy wouldn’t withdraw so easily.

Beep.

[Yes, Tower Lord. Did you summon me?]

“Tell Duke Kiel that I won’t be available starting from tomorrow.”

[…Yes? Ah, yes. Understood.]

Kiel didn’t meet Melina.

For a whole ten days.

.

.

.

Back to reality…

“Again…?”

Kiel, stuck in the ice, furrowed his brow. His expression showed utter disbelief towards Olivia’s unconventional behavior.

She doesn’t kill him. She doesn’t seem to be trying to extract anything through torture either.

Every morning, she just touches his head once and leaves.

“What does she want exactly?”

As usual, Olivia didn’t respond. She just looked down at Kiel with a blank expression.

Now that she knew memories from the ‘clue’ affected the present, there was no reason for Olivia to converse with Kiel anymore.


[‘+7’ Affection will be applied normally in 5 years.]

Wouldn’t keeping him frozen reduce affection even more? It couldn’t possibly drop further, already at rock bottom.

“Stop staring and say something…”

As usual, Olivia grabbed Kiel’s head and sent the current flowing through him. Then, a familiar alert sounded.

[Regressor, ‘Kiel Rothschild’ has been defeated!]
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Therefore, she entered back into his memory.

[Remaining Time: 40 minutes 00 seconds]

[Olivia]

Level: 80

Occupation: Advanced Glacier Wizard

Title: Trusted One, Academy’s Top Graduate.

Olivia checked her status window as usual. Her level had gone up by two, whatever she had been doing for the past 12 days.

Did she run a dungeon or something?

‘At this rate, is it the Ancient Golem Dungeon?’

All Olivia could do was grope her memory vaguely to try and deduce what she might have done.

Olivia looked around slowly. The familiar scenery unfolded outside the window. Multistory houses were neatly arranged around the fountain in the square.

“Where is this…?”

A sigh escaped Olivia’s lips. It wasn’t because she was amazed by the scenery. It was because she remembered where this place was, what she had been doing at this time.

The Gold Tower.

Level 80.

There was only one answer.

‘Archmage advancement.’

Considering that the minimum level to advance to Archmage was 80, it was a reasonable deduction.

Of course, Olivia had no intention of dedicating her precious time to such advancements.

‘After all, I’ll be the one to obliterate the Demon God in the end!’

Olivia pushed open the door to the laboratory. No, she tried to.

“…Wait.”

Kiel was nowhere to be seen.

“Where did that guy go?”

***

“I’m sorry, Duke Kiel. The Lady of the Gold Tower has just gone out for an inspection of the Blue Tower.”

Kiel narrowed his eyes.

Today the Blue Tower, yesterday the Red Tower, and the day before that the Green Tower.

“Is it necessary to inspect so frequently when it’s not even the end of the year?”

“Haha… “

The secretary chuckled awkwardly. If the other party had been an ordinary noble, there would have been no need for such excuses; they would have just been dismissed outright.

The status of the Gold Tower was so high that most nobles wouldn’t even dare to look at it.

However, the man in front of him was none other than a duke. If he wished, he could simply dismiss the secretary and resort to force.

“I know that the Gold Tower Lord is avoiding me.”

“……Yes?”

“But I’m not here to meet the Gold Tower Lord today. I’m here to meet one of the wizards from the Gold Tower.”

“……”

The secretary rolled her eyes.

Technically, there was no problem. But it was hard to believe that the duke himself would go to such lengths just to meet a mere wizard.

If he used the wizard as an excuse to enter and then rushed to the Golden Tower Lord’s office, there would be no turning back.

“I’ll be in trouble if I act rashly.”

He couldn’t bear Melina’s anger.

“Could you tell me the name of that wizard?”

“Olivia.”

“Ah, Olivia… I see. Yes?”

How does the duke know Olivia?

The secretary’s eyes trembled.

There was a reason why he was reacting so sensitively.

Olivia’s presence in the Gold Tower was quite special.

The average age of the staff in the Gold Tower was a staggering 47 years old… no, they were veteran wizards.

Although the Gold Tower Lord contributed significantly to raising the average age, it couldn’t be denied that, excluding Melina, the average age was high.

Even he, as the secretary, turned 40 this year.

Olivia was the only one in her 20s in the Golden Tower.

With her fresh personality, outstanding looks, and even talent, it was no wonder the older uncle-like wizards didn’t like her.

Some wizards even treated Olivia like their own niece.

So, Kiel had just declared his intention to take away the lovely niece.

“……”

The secretary’s clenched fist trembled.

Challenging the duke?

How dare he?

If it were other dukes, maybe, but Kiel couldn’t allow it. No, come to think of it, even other dukes couldn’t. At least the prince of the empire should come to match the status.

But there was no prince in the empire yet, so there was no man suitable for Olivia on the continent.

Is this too subjective a judgment?

At least it was infinitely objective to all the wizards of the Gold Tower, including the Gold Tower Lord.

The secretary looked at Kiel with an uncomfortable gaze.

“Is there a problem?”

“…No, there isn’t.”

But he had no intention of deviating from his duties because of emotions.

“Please follow me. I’ll guide you to Olivia’s lab.”

Knowing it already, the fact remained that if Olivia, a natural-born wizard, had any interest in Kiel, a mere swordsman, she wouldn’t have revealed it.

“There might not be enough time for research.”

It hadn’t been long since her return from her expedition six months ago. Rumors had it that she was on the verge of a breakthrough, and amidst her busy schedule, it seemed unlikely she’d make time for Kiel.

It was a highly rational deduction based on highly rational grounds.

Count Kiel would likely leave empty-handed today.

“This room here in the middle of the corridor. But whether Olivia will be able to see you, Your Grace…”

“Kiel! What are you doing there?”

The secretary froze in place. Creak, creak. Slowly, as if his neck was rusty, he turned to the side.

“No time! Come in quickly!”

Peeking his head through the door and waving his hand, his innocent gesture was, unfortunately, directed at Kiel.


“What’s this…? Oh, my!”

Seeing the secretary trembling in despair while denying reality, Kiel couldn’t help but feel sorry for him. It was certainly easy for a third party to misunderstand.

But Kiel had no intention of correcting that fact.

“Let’s just go.”

There was no reply.

***

With a bang, the door closed. Olivia, after drawing a few magic runes on the closed door, turned around with relief.

“…What are those?”

“Soundproofing and seven-layer locking spells.”

“…Seven layers?”

“The people here can be quite unusual.”

It was definitely true. According to her sensory perception, numerous humans were loitering around the door.

-Damn it. It’s locked!

-Bring the battering ram!

-Hammer! Haaammer!

“…Seems like it might be more than just ‘a little.'”

“…”

Olivia strengthened her soundproofing magic fourfold, and the noise from outside ceased.

“This crazy tower.”

She had forgotten. What kind of people were the wizards of the golden tower? They were a tribe with exceptional abilities to confuse people.

It was Kiel who broke the silence first.

“Actually, there are things I wanted to ask you last time. The usual you and the present you. Which one is real, indeed a similar question.”

Olivia nodded. It was the face that finally awaited. However, Kiel’s next statement was far beyond Olivia’s expectations.

“But… such questions seem meaningless.”

“Why?”

“That’s… “

Kiel hesitated, his face showing signs of wanting to say much more.

Since conversing with Melina, he had thought about it.

Perhaps Olivia had lived longer than it seemed.

Not just a genius, but also rapidly advancing in knowledge, freely interpreting ancient runic scripts, even being calm about her own demise.

Maybe it was all because of that.

Olivia’s gaze momentarily turned askew.

“Why stop talking?”

…

For the past twelve days, Kiel had been reading various ancient texts related to wizards. Those texts detailed how a split self-destructing wizard would fight for dominance until ultimately perishing.

“If one side does not accept, its demise.”

That additional line left Kiel speechless. His hands trembled as if mad, almost dropping the book.

-Trust is a different matter. You… won’t understand even if I tell you.

Only then did Olivia’s words make sense.

She truly knew nothing.

Absolutely nothing.

Olivia.

She was more afraid of killing another self and surviving than her own death.

Thus, killing herself over and over again.

Somehow…

The lips were parched. It felt like her throat was constricted.

There must be reasons why Olivia concealed this fact.

There must be such reasons.

But…

“….I.”

Kiel collected himself and spoke.

“I want to save you now.”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I can’t be saved. No.”

Olivia’s will was firm.

If one lingers aimlessly in the memories of the past, it’s uncertain what impact it will have on the ‘ending’.

To see the ending, this chapter must necessarily be a Annihilation.

That’s why.

“It’s right for me to disappear.”

“Why?”

Kiel said with a trembling voice, unable to control the surging emotions.

“Isn’t there a way for both of us to survive? Do you always have to concede like this to ease your conscience?”

Olivia looked at Kiel quietly before saying,

“It seems you’ve misunderstood; this isn’t about concession.”

“…Then?”

“It’s more like passing the burden onto someone else.”

Olivia was sincere.

If she were to remain in the memories, she had to follow the route of annihilation without hesitation.

“Am I insane to do this again?”

It might be easy to withstand killing one or two people. An archmage’s sanity wouldn’t crumble just from that.

Hundreds? Thousands? Maybe even tens of thousands of lives might wither away on the battlefield, yet she could still maintain her composure.

But the Annihilation Ending wasn’t merely about tens of thousands.

It’s tens of millions, billions, maybe even more.

And it’s not just about killing.

Under the pretext of protecting those fleeing their homes, they gather them in one place and then wipe them all out.


“One must undergo inhumane processes more than dozens of times.

It felt vividly even beyond the screen how desperately betrayed humans cry out.

Of course, if the price of Annihilation was a return home, one might have tried it once, gritting their teeth.

But this is in memory. There’s no point in doing such a thing here.

“And I don’t have the confidence to do it anyway.”
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Kiel muttered under his breath.

“Life is not the kind of thing you can pass on to someone else.”

That’s true.

They may offer to donate their organs, but they don’t say they’re passing them on.

Who dares to express that they’re passing them on? Unless they’re the ones involved.

But that, at least to Olivia, was not a valid statement.

“Then I must be the only exception. I really intend to pass it on.”

“….”

Kiel let out a deep sigh.

‘What on earth….’

After repeating that several times, he could finally relieve his frustration.

“Olivia. I can support you in any way you need. If you receive the king’s legacy, it’s even possible to access the royal library. If you wish, I can ask for help from your master, the Gold Tower Lord, and find a solution as soon as possible….”

“Kiel.”

Olivia interrupted.

“I’m really grateful, but I don’t need help. This is my business.”

Olivia was sincere.

‘If you don’t help me, you’re somehow helping me!’

But she couldn’t say that, it would be crazy.

In fact, Kiel stepping forward to help was a very positive sign. It meant his likability had increased accordingly.

But….

[Remaining time: 2 minutes 16 seconds]

It’s right to draw the line now.

If she asked for help and Kiel actually came up with something like ‘how to revive a split personality’, it would be a headache.

There was never a split personality to begin with.

Just briefly entered into memories of the past.

So.

“Just leave me alone.”

“…Leave you alone?”

“Then it’ll solve itself.”

“Solve itself? Did you just say ‘solve itself’?”

Kiel looked incredulous. At some point, that emotion turned into anger.

Bang! Clang! Clang!

Kiel slammed the desk with his fist. With each strike, splinters of wood dug deeper into his fist. Thud, thud, and blood trickled down.

Kiel stared down at Olivia with bloodshot eyes.

The air in the room grew heavy.

“……”

Kiel spoke.

“If it’s solved, will you disappear?”

Olivia wanted to agree inwardly.

But she couldn’t.

Kiel presence was overwhelming.

“Six months ago, you saved me. I promised then. If your life was in danger, I would do whatever it takes to save you. But now, you’re telling me to watch your death.”

Kiel’s fists trembled.

“……Is that really what you want?”

There was a moment of silence.

Olivia quietly nodded.

“……”

Kiel’s mouth gaped as if he were speechless. He ran his hands over his forehead, eyes, and lips in turn.

He felt dismayed, sighed, and then despaired.

Then, very slowly, in a voice that seemed to squeeze his heart, he asked again.

“……Is that really what you want?”

“Hmm.”

“……Really? Is it really what you want?”

Kiel repeated several times.

But the answer didn’t change.

“Yes.”

Kiel slumped in his seat, looking dejected. A message popped up in front of Olivia’s eyes as she watched him.

[Remaining Time: 45 seconds]

It was time to conclude slowly. If she ended it so haphazardly, who knows what might happen next…

Boom!

The locked door shook. It seemed someone was trying to forcibly open it.

‘Who could it be?’

Olivia furrowed her brow. At this point, no one should be able to unlock the seven-fold lock…

Wait a minute.

Was this the Gold Tower?

That moment.

Her head felt like it was splitting. It was a pain so unbearable she couldn’t stand it without holding her head.

[Warning! Warning! Warning!]

[Only one time traveler can be contacted within the clues!]

[The service will be forcibly terminated soon!]

‘What in the world is this…’

Olivia’s thoughts couldn’t continue. The moment she comprehended the message, her consciousness flickered.

In the next moment, Olivia’s body slowly slumped.

***

Crash!

The wizards tossed aside the staffs they held in other direction.

Whatever spell they had cast, the door simply wouldn’t open.

“This seems quite challenging.”

“Shouldn’t we use a seal-breaking spell?”


“That’s not so simple. The locking enchantment isn’t of average difficulty.”

The gathered wizards murmured in agreement.

It was at that moment.

“The Lord of the Tower is coming!”

The bustling corridor quickly fell silent. As Melina appeared, the wizards parted like waves.

Melina, who had come downstairs to check on the commotion, clicked her tongue. The sight of wizards sprawled out, sweating profusely, was quite a spectacle.

“Tsk. With hammers, staffs, axes… Anyone would mistake you for a band of thieves. What in the world are you making such a fuss about?”

Melina gestured with her eyes to the secretary holding the hammer as if asking for an explanation.

“Duke Kiel took Olivia into the secret chamber.”

“What? How… What?”

“They’ve locked the laboratory door and are protesting.”

“Then you should have called for help sooner, you fools!”

Melina strode towards Olivia’s room. Then, she pounded on the door as if possessed.

“Kiel! If you don’t open this door now, your family’s name will be in ruins today!”

“It seems like there’s a soundproofing spell on it.”

“A soundproofing spell? Is our Olivia deceiving us?”

Melina bit her lip.

“This won’t do! Kiel, you wretch!”

Kiel, once a duke, now reduced to a mere wretch in the eyes of the countess.

The level of the locking spell was by no means low. It wasn’t a simple triple or quadruple lock but an elaborate sevenfold locking enchantment. It was an advanced spell even most senior wizards couldn’t undo.

This required at least the Tower’s high-level masters to intervene.

“Olivia has already grown so much… it’s not that.”

“How long has it been since they went in?”

“It’s been about thirty minutes now.”

“T-Thirty minutes? This damn arrogant brat! We showed him respect as a duke, and he dares to overlook our Olivia?”

Golden magic shimmered around Melina’s body. The wizards who read the energy contained within subtly retreated.

“Get back!”

“Deploy the barrier!”

A small black hole-like object appeared in front of Melina’s hand. The surrounding air began to be sucked into it.

Rumble.

Magic swallowing magic.

With the sound of chains breaking one after another, the laboratory door disappeared into dust.

Boom!

“Kiel! What in the world are you thinking…?”

Melina kicked the door and entered the room.

And Melina saw it.

Olivia collapsing like a puppet with its strings cut.

Olivia’s pupils were dead black. Her lips were frozen pale like a corpse.

As if her soul had departed.

The last thing Melina saw was Kiel, covered in blood, staring at her from the shattered desk.

“Kiel!”

A roar erupted from Melina’s mouth.

Anger distorted the space immensely. The ceiling flipped, and the walls began to shatter.

Crack! Crash! Smash!

A gust of wind tore everything in its path.

But ultimately, it didn’t reach Kiel.

It was because Melina realized that Kiel had no intention of avoiding it, so she stopped casting.

“You…!”

A sharp sound came from Melina’s mouth. She glared at Kiel for a long time, suppressing her deep anger.

“I-I didn’t mean to…”

“Shut up!”

Melina’s hand, caressing Olivia, trembled.

“I don’t want to hear your excuses.”

Melina gently embraced Olivia. Her body was as cold as ice.

“Just leave right now.”

“Mel…”

“Duke Kiel!”

“Melina’s body trembled with anger.”

“Turn it off right now. Before I kill her.”

“Get a healer immediately!”

Melina ran, holding Olivia. Her limp arms swayed weakly with each step.

“Tower Lord!?”

The wizard’s gaze shifted from Melina to Olivia in her arms.

“What are you doing! I said get a healer right now!”

“I-I’ll go right away!”

The wizards vanished in a blink. Melina clenched her lips. She couldn’t afford to lose her precious disciple like this.

It could be just a faint. People don’t die from collapsing once, Melina knew that well.

But Olivia’s eyes weren’t normal. They were beyond lifeless, almost hollow.

That made Melina desperate.

Melina laid Olivia down on the office sofa.

“No. This can’t be happening…”

Melina tightly held Olivia’s hands, fearing they might disappear if she let go.

The sunset faded.

Slowly, warmth returned to Olivia’s hands. Olivia regained consciousness and sat up.

“Master? What’s wrong?”

Olivia couldn’t continue her words. Melina pulled her closer and hugged her tightly.

“Thank goodness. I’m so relieved.”


“…”

Olivia’s eyes didn’t smile. But when she met Melina’s gaze, she smiled as if nothing had happened.

“I’m fine, Master.”

“There might be injuries. You should rest for at least three days.”

“…”
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Olivia paused for a moment, lost in thought.

“Yes. I’ll do as my master says.”

She came up with the answer her master wanted.

“Did I collapse?”

“…Don’t you remember?”

Olivia nodded.

“Yes. Do you know what happened, Master?”

“…I’m not entirely sure.”

Melina tried to recall the situation at that time. But the only thing she could remember clearly was Olivia collapsing weakly.

Melina growled.

“Perhaps Duke Kiel had something to do with your collapse.”

“Duke Kiel?”

“Yes.”

Olivia’s eyebrows twitched.

“No. He wouldn’t do that. The Duke is my ‘friend’.”

Melina’s expression hardened.

Melina suspected that Kiel had manipulated her innocent disciple. No matter how smart the children were, in Melina’s eyes, they were still inexperienced youngsters.

“Olivia. You…”

“Master, I am not a child.”

Melina flinched at Olivia’s revealed thoughts.

“If Duke Kiel intended to harm me, he wouldn’t have committed any misdeeds in the presence of you, my master, in the Tower.”

Olivia smiled slyly and whispered softly.

“He would have done it in secret, where nobody could see.”

“… “

“I know what worries you when you look at me, Master. But Duke Kiel is not that kind of person.”

Olivia clapped her hands together and tapped her fingers.

“In fact, it’s not the first time I’ve met Duke Kiel.”

Melina’s brow furrowed.

‘They’ve met before?’

No matter how much she thought about it, there couldn’t have been any connection between them.

“I met the Duke during this mission. In the Euran Forest the demonic capital. By chance, I saved his life, and we’ve been together for the past six months.”

“Six months?”

“Yes. When else would I have the chance to spar with the strongest knight of the Empire? We naturally became friends. If he intended to harm me, wouldn’t he have done it then?”

It made sense.

But Melina couldn’t back down here. Even if Kiel wasn’t the culprit, he must have at least intimidated her.

If not, there would be no reason to smash the desk.

“Olivia. People’s true intentions are often unknowable.”

“No. Duke Kiel would never deceive me. Never.”

“Never say never in this world…”

“It exists.”

Olivia raised the corner of her mouth.

“My master would never hurt me.”

Melina couldn’t bring herself to say otherwise.

‘I…’

Never was a word that shouldn’t exist. It was a word only permitted to the truth.

But Olivia had become too significant in Melina’s life.

Perhaps even more than the truth.

Olivia grinned as if to say, “Am I right?”

“…”

Her face held absolute certainty.

No matter what she did, Melina was sure Olivia wouldn’t stop her.

“So, it’s not Duke Kiel’s fault that I fell.”

Olivia stroked her chin.

She didn’t yet understand why.

“Master probably thought to prevent me from meeting Duke Kiel in the future. But I hope she didn’t.”

“Olivia. That matter is already…”

“Don’t worry. Nothing you fear will happen. I just want to befriend him. There are no other feelings.”

The situation was spiraling out of control. But when Melina realized it, it was already too late.

Melina resisted.

“It can’t happen. Even if what you say is true, I can’t allow you to meet Kiel again.”

“You really won’t allow it?”

“…No.”

“Then I won’t call you ‘master’ anymore.”

It was a childish threat. A threat that might work on five-year-olds, utterly juvenile.

But…

“I’ll call you ‘Tower Lord’.'”

There was simply no resisting.

“If you prevent me from meeting Duke Kiel, I’ll be very sad. I might cry every night. And I’ll resent whoever made me this way.”

Olivia was certain of victory.

“…”

Looking at her reflection in those eyes, Melina realized one thing.

She could never defy this child’s will.

The sunset was fading into the distance. The room was gradually enveloped in darkness.

Only Olivia’s eyes shone blue in the darkness.

“You’ll permit it, won’t you?”

***

[Use of Clue is forcefully terminated.]

Olivia collapsed to the floor. Cough! Blood dribbled from her mouth. It felt like her insides twisted.

“What the hell is going on.”


Olivia spat out blood with a pfft.

“You should’ve told me something this important in advance. You bastards, this damn management system…”

At some point, consciousness faded away, so she couldn’t see clearly, but the person who opened the door and entered was probably Melina.

‘No matter how much I think about it, there’s no one else who would open the door but her.’

“Sigh….”

Fleeting.

Olivia checked the message windows that popped up in front of her.

[Attention!]

-In clues, you can only make contact with one regressor.

-If you make contact with two or more, the connection will be forcibly terminated, and the aftermath will be borne by all parties involved.

They sure tell us quickly.

Olivia wiped the blood off her lips.

“Damn, do I have to do this over a hundred times?”

‘It takes such a long time to overwrite just one of Kiel’s memories, and no matter how I think about it, fifteen is too many.’

But there’s one fortunate thing.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 83

-Occupation: Sword Saint

-Affection: -100 (+23)

At least the affinity went up impressively.

“Even after such a fight, it rises like this.”

Actually, it was more like Kiel getting mad unilaterally, but anyway.

Clearly, Kiel is not normal either. How could affinity go up even when blood is flowing profusely?

“… Should I fight for real, then?”

Then, it will definitely shed blood.

***

She started the day as usual. She taught her disciples until dawn. She subdued the rebellious Graceon and came to find Kiel to enter his memories.

[Would you like to view the memories of December 992 in the Imperial Calendar?]

Kiel asked about Olivia’s well-being, remembering her sudden collapse twenty-four days ago.

“… Are you okay from last time?”

“What happened last time?”

“You collapsed, didn’t you?”

“Did I?”

“….”

Olivia responded with an indifferent tone.

Kiel looked at her with a face that showed he was displeased, but he didn’t mention it further.

“You seem calm now.”

“You told me last time. Just… to leave you alone.”

Kiel still couldn’t understand Olivia’s choice. But he decided to respect it to the best of his ability. He knew she had agonized over that choice until the very end.

“Is there anything you like?”

“Something I like?”

“Like a food you want to eat, or a place you want to go. Anything?”

Instead, Kiel decided to make Olivia’s last moments a little more meaningful.

[Time limit has expired.]

-Affection: (+32)

Another day has passed.

[Would you like to view the memories of January 993 in the Imperial Calendar?]

“Where are we now?”

“It’s a famous restaurant. I found out after traveling around the continent for a few months.”

[Time limit has expired.]

-Affection: (+43)

Another day has passed.

[Would you like to view the memories of June 993 in the Imperial Calendar?]

“I started learning swordsmanship when I was 3 years old.”

“You remember when you were 3 years old?”

“…And why wouldn’t I?”

They also spent a few hours sitting by the beach exchanging idle chatter.

[Time limit has expired.]

-Affection: (+56)

Again.

[Would you like to view the memories of June 994 in the Imperial Calendar?]

Now, one day for Olivia was equivalent to one year for Kiel.

“It’s been a year.”

“I’ve only had one day.”

“Really?”

“It feels as vivid as yesterday. Like when you lied about learning swordsmanship since you were 3 years old.”

“Lie? That’s harsh. Call it an embellishment.”

Kiel became a bit more humorous.

[Time limit has expired.]

-Affection: (+68)

And.

[Would you like to view the memories of June 996 in the Imperial Calendar?]

[Caution! The above memory is the last memory that can be viewed.]

Finally, the last moment arrived.

Consciousness flickered. When he opened his eyes again, a quite familiar scene unfolded.

Elegant buildings.


Students walking around in neat school uniforms.

This place was the Imperial , Royal Academy.

[Remaining time: 42 hours 00 minutes 00 seconds]

***

“…Did you say it was just a simple field trip?”
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Headmaster of the Imperial Academy, Manuelli, looked at those sitting across from him with a stern face.

“Sword Saint Kiel.”

The Empire’s strongest knight nodded as he sat in his chair.

But it wasn’t just Kiel. Next to him sat the Empire’s third Archmage wizard, Olivia.

During her student days, she surpassed her professors in magical aptitude alone, and now she had risen to a position that couldn’t simply be called a graduate.

“Nine years?”

In a short time of less than ten years, overwhelming talent had risen from the bottom to the top.

She had now become a legend of the academy.

“Yes. It’s just a simple field trip, Headmaster Manuelli.”

Olivia spoke with an unwavering voice.

“I know you’re not those kind of people, but still, there are principles, so I’ll ask for your understanding for a moment.”

Manuelli pulled out two documents.

It was a pledge not to contact current students or for any entrepreneurial purposes.

“Are so many talented people leaving?”

“Hahaha…”

Manuelli laughed as if amused by Kiel’s question.

“That’s the trend of the world. It’s an era where money is more important than honor.”

It would be fortunate if they were scouted by other nobles of the Empire.

Crossing borders is the problem.

Although they may not know anything else, the Eastern Union was excellent in terms of capital alone. The immense profits from intermediary trade were too significant for even the Empire to ignore.

“Well, I’ve confirmed your signatures. Is there anything else you need separately? Guidance or something.”

“It’s okay. We know the way around.”

“Understood. Well then…”

After bowing his head, Headmaster Manuelli closed the door to the reception room and left. As the door closed, Olivia looked at Kiel with a serious expression.

“The academy?”

“It couldn’t be helped. ‘Yes’ couldn’t be given up this time.”

“Oh, really?”

Olivia nodded as if she roughly understood.

“Well, I can’t afford to miss events like demon extermination.”

Over the past four years, Olivia of the Annihilation ending had grown like crazy.

[Olivia]

Level: 97

Occupation: Archmage of Frost and Thunder.

Titles: Trusted by All, Senior Graduate of the Academy, Next in Line for the Gold Tower.

She had risen to the rank of Archmage and gained the trust of countless people.

“Of course, no one but the parties involved would know that those are the stakes of Annihilation.

‘About a year and a half from now…’

It’s not something to worry about.

After all, it’s inevitable.

Annihilation is already a foregone conclusion.

Olivia turned her gaze out the window. Fresh-faced students were strolling down the street, chatting.

From the Empire’s power in 996, the story involving demons begins in earnest.

Demons, the demon world, evil spirits.

The starting point is the Royal Academy.

“Olivia.”

Olivia turned her head.

“Why?”

Kie cleared his throat, loosening the tightness in his throat.

Then, in an awkward voice, he said.

“Uh, well. Nice to see you. It’s been two years since we last met.”

“I’ve only been gone for a day.”

“Still.”

Kiel nodded with a smile.

Two years was a long time.

But it was a short time to forget a friend.

“Anyway, are you staying for two days this time?”

“Just a little less than two days.”

“Then we’ll have plenty of time to do things.”

Kiel said.

“But did you know? From today on, one year for me equals one day for you.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Exactly what I said. Today, we can meet for two days, and in four years, we can meet for four days. And after eight years, we can meet for eight days. I don’t know why, but it’s just worked out like that. So it was easy to remember.”

Kiel counted on his fingers as he folded them.

“16 years, 32 years… I don’t think I’ll live to be a hundred… So, that means, four times forward, there are 60 days left.”

“…Hmm.”

“Why the expression? Did I calculate wrong?”

It felt like getting hit on the head with a hammer.

Kiel’s expression was so sunny, which made it worse.

That’s why she couldn’t respond sharply.

“…No. You did it right.”

It’s a lie.

What comes to mind is that today is the last.

Two years later, Kiel dies.

And four years later, the world ends.

“…Yeah. You’re right, only 60 days left.”

It felt bitter.

What is this emotion exactly? Guilt? Conscience’s burden?

After a sigh, Olivia pushed herself up from the seat.

Sitting still, it felt like this frustration couldn’t be relieved.


“…Let’s walk a bit.”

Maybe it’ll feel better to walk.

***

‘Walking does make me feel a bit better.’

Olivia walked along the promenade. Kiel followed a few steps behind. Even though it was lunchtime, there wasn’t a single student on the promenade.

Not a single one.

Come to think of it, the principal said, ‘It’s okay to casually mention to the students that two guests have come?’ But it didn’t make sense for there to be no one.

No one at all.

At that moment, a solemn voice echoed from the loudspeaker in the middle of the promenade.

-Ah. Dear students. This is the principal speaking. Today, Sword Saint Kiel and Archmage  Olivia have visited the academy. Please maintain ‘usual’ proper conduct as always.

-Even when walking, please move with ‘usual’ decorum, and ‘as always,’ please behave with courtesy. Your principal trusts you all.

“…Hmm.”

Yes?

-Principal, are you really going to read it like this? If it’s a 20-point deduction, I’ll be expelled…

-The speaker turned on. This is it!

Beep beep beep.

-Ah, hello. I’m the student council president, Ian. It’s currently 12:29. All students, please enter the classroom by “as usual” 30 minutes before the start of class. That’s all.

-You must enter the classroom 30 minutes before! If I identify students wandering outside the classroom, I will deduct 20 points!

-If you’re late, you’ll be expelled. Expelled!

Aaaah.

My heart… my heart…

It’s getting frustrating again.

“Hee hee! If you don’t want to be expelled, run quickly! There’s only 1 minute left until class starts 30 minutes!”

“Damn it! That damn principal! That old fool!”

“Why do the higher-ups always come during lunchtime, damn it!”

Through the window, the screams of students can be heard. Some students couldn’t even eat lunch.

Olivia witnessed that terrible sight and covered her face with her hand.

“…Should I just let myself be eaten by the devil?”

Not the innocent students.

Just one principal.

Since he’s going to die soon anyway, wouldn’t it be okay?

Olivia sighed deeply and checked the quest window.

[Royal Academy – Prevent the Demon Summoning Ritual]

-Objective: Eliminate the demon worshippers infiltrating the academy and prevent the demon summoning ritual.

-Reward: Emperor’s Gift, Relic of the Central Diocese of the Light Sect.

Tomorrow, a demon will be summoned here.

The name of the summoned demon is Belphegor.

And he specializes in mind control.

Of course, since there are no lost souls in the academy, his abilities won’t have much effect.

But because of that, the demon worshippers summoned Belphegor. With limitations on their abilities, they were able to summon a demon that was equally strong.

If they had summoned a demon who could properly exercise his abilities in the academy, his rank would have been two levels lower than Belphegor.

Anyway, in this ‘Demon Summoning’ event, there are two choices.

The first is to eliminate the demon worshippers as stated in the quest. By doing so, Belphegor or whatever won’t be summoned.

And the second is…

[Exterminate the Demon – HIDDEN]

-Objective: The demon worshippers have succeeded in summoning the demon. Exterminate the demon.

-Reward: Increase the affinity of one NPC who fought alongside you by 20.

Just leave it alone until the demon is summoned.

Each option has its pros and cons. If you choose the first method, you can receive praise and rewards from the Emperor and the Archbishop, and you can take everything apart.

Basically, the Empire and the Holy Kingdom are countries that consider magic as their enemy, so they can’t give out rewards easily. It would be a blow to their pride.

And if you choose the second method, instead of all those rewards, the affinity of one NPC who fought with you will increase by 20.

So…

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Can’t I even look at you?”

“It’s not that but…”

In truth, if it’s about choosing the execution route, it’s definitely the second option without hesitation. While the rewards from the Emperor or the Archbishop may be good, they aren’t good enough to hesitate over the Blade of Judgment.

It couldn’t be helped. ‘No’ wouldn’t be conceded, at least not this time.

Olivia of the execution round would have come to the academy with Kiel for the same reason.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 93

-Occupation: Sword Saint

-Affection: 63 (+68)

Because Kiel’s affection was still around 60.

…Wait a moment.

“But what happens if I eat this?”

When a quest pops up, it means that even in memory, progressing through the quest is possible.

“At least it means I meet the qualification criteria…”

The important thing is how the judgment on affection increase works.

“Is it me, or that bastard of an executioner?”

Olivia sat on the bench lost in thought.

The noisy footsteps, the urgent screams of students rushing into the classroom, Kiel’s gaze, all sank into the depths of consciousness in an instant.

Truly, perfect egolessness.

In the tranquil inner world, Olivia pondered.

When she first entered Kiel’s memory, his status screen looked quite different from now.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 88

-Occupation: Sword Saint

-Affection: 50


-Titles: Duke, Dragon Slayer, Wandering Swordsman.

At that time, Kiel couldn’t distinguish between Olivia of the execution round and himself.

And then.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 93
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-Occupation: Sword Saint

-Affection: 63 (+68)

-Titles: Master of the Sword, Dragon Slayer, Duke, Wandering Inspector.

This is the year 996.

Kiel’s affinity was divided into two. This means that Kiel perceives the two Olivias as different entities.

“Then it’s right that affinity 20 comes to me when I clear the quest.”

Because Kiel perceives them as separate entities.

Then the affinity rises to a whopping 88. This is just considering the affinity given as a reward for quest success. If you focus only on improving affinity today and tomorrow, you’ll reach 90.

Then Kiell won’t be a hindrance anymore.

If the Affection is -10, you can even exaggerate and call it a bad friend level.

[(+68) Affection applies to year 996.]

Of course, you’ll have to keep early and melting until 996.

[Exterminate the Devil – HIDDEN]

-Content: The devil worshippers have finally succeeded in summoning the devil. Exterminate the devil.

-Reward: Affection of one party member increases by 20 when the devil is exorcised.

Anyway, the conclusion is that it’s right to take on that quest……

“Why do I feel so uneasy?”

It feels like something is missing.

……

‘But no matter how much I think, I can’t figure out what I’m missing.’

Olivia let out a shallow sigh and woke up from her daze.

After all, the day the devil is summoned is tomorrow afternoon. It’s not too late to take some time to think until then.

Besides, she already know all the personal information of the devil worshippers who infiltrated the academy.

“What’s bothering you?”

Instead of answering, Olivia tilted her head. Kiel laughed at her gesture.

“Why are you laughing?”

“Just because it’s interesting.”

“What is?”

“The fact that your current self and your usual self are different. Your usual self doesn’t bother with such worries. There’s no hesitation in your choices. Compared to that, you’re much more human now.”

“That’s an obvious thing to say……”

“Um?”

Olivia blinked her eyes.

Hesitation?

Naturally, Olivia of the Annihilation ending wouldn’t hesitate. Because ultimately, it was her own gameplay record, and in the Annihilation ending lay the essence of experience gained from playing thousands of rounds of Lactea.

How to quickly level up, how to easily raise the favorability of the 15 major NPCs to 90.

Literally everything, Olivia of the Annihilation ending knew.

But…

“Why is the favorability only that much?”

The favorability Kiel had accumulated from Olivia of the Annihilation ending was 63. Surprisingly, it was 5 lower than her own favorability.

For four years since 992, she had only managed to raise it by 11.

“…Does that make any sense?”

No matter how much she thought about it, it didn’t make sense.

Olivia shook her head abruptly.

“Kiel. Have I been giving you sandwiches lately?”

“Um… No. Come to think of it, it’s been over a year since you recommended food to me.”

“You’re not having any? What about the whetstone? Equipment repairs?”

“The same goes for those.”

“Huh…”

Even if something was wrong, it was seriously wrong. Could it be that the snowball that covered her memories had rolled this big?

“No, even if it’s like that, it doesn’t make sense. Favorability 63 is too low!”

However, to conclude that she had completely given up on the favorability quest, Olivia of the Annihilation ending, who had brought Kiel to the academy, thought otherwise.

“No matter what happens, I said I wouldn’t give in this time, so I probably intended to fill up to 20 from here.”

‘… Can I eat this?’

If she ate this, even if Olivia of the Annihilation ending died and woke up, she wouldn’t be able to raise Kiel’s favorability to 90. There were hardly any quests in the game that gave favorability to this extent.

“And that must have been used or will be used on other NPCs.”

In that case, Kiel’s favorability would remain around 80 at best.

And there was only one difference between favorability 90 and 80.

“To hesitate in attack, or not to hesitate.”

Favorability 90 breaks even the knight’s beliefs.

Of course, it’s only a matter of seconds, but a one-second difference in high-level battles cannot be ignored.

‘Why is that a problem?’

“Because of this one thing, I don’t know how much Kiel’s last memory will change.”

‘I’ll say it again, this is inside Kiel’s memories. Even though we couldn’t be together until the Imperial calendar of 996, Kiel will live with the memory of this moment until the end, living until 998, and will stand against Olivia, who is about to start the Annihilation ending.’

With no hesitation in his sword, Kiel will remember that he fought longer. He will remember that he bought more time for others to escape.

“And he will remember his death differently from now.”

Originally, Kiel froze to death. He wouldn’t have felt any pain. After all, ‘Erna’s Blade’ was originally created for such a purpose.

It was also Olivia’s final kindness.

However, if there were no hesitation in Kiel’s sword, if his sword became sharper and posed a threat to his life.

Surely Kiel would die in a more cruel and painful way.

And he will return with deeper resentment.

Olivia clicked her tongue.

It was necessary to reconsider whether this was honey or poison.

From experience, usually, it was poison.

A very deadly poison.

***

Crunch, crunch.

Rustle, rustle.

“……”

Kiel looked at Olivia, who was only rummaging around without eating, with a strange expression.


It couldn’t be because the food wasn’t tasty. Even Kiel, who ranked among the connoisseurs, found the steak of satisfying quality.

“Aren’t you hungry?”

“…No, just thinking.”

“What are you thinking about?”

“To eat or not to eat.”

“…Then just eat.”

Olivia tilted her head.

“Maybe it’s poisoned.”

“……”

Kiel chuckled in disappointment.

Would the Academy’s chefs be insane enough to poison the food eaten by the Archmage? Even if they were, Olivia’s level was such that the poison wouldn’t affect her anyway.

Because she could expel the poison with magic.

But Olivia surely knew that.

In that case.

‘… … I guess it’s poison.’

There is only one poison in the world that can affect beings at the early stage of enlightenment.

Heart Demon.

A disease of the mind, an extremely deadly poison that devours the spirit.

Kiel asked cautiously.

“Could you tell me what kind of poison it is, if it’s not too much to ask?”

“Why, do you want advice?”

“If possible.”

Olivia looked at Kiel without saying a word. Her face was filled with contemplation as she pondered how to explain.

“…This is just an example.”

“Okay. I understand.”

“Listen. I’m at a major crossroads here. One of the options offers me tremendous benefits.”

“Tremendous benefits?”

“Yeah, tremendous benefits. Let’s just say, it’s like I’m given a new opportunity. Life gets a bit easier, the struggles diminish… Anyway, like that.”

Pause.

“…Given a new opportunity?”

“No, it’s a metaphor. A metaphor.”

Olivia briefly avoided eye contact.

“But if I choose that, I’ll harm others. High probability, no, almost certain. And… the outcome of that choice will twist in ways I couldn’t foresee… It’ll come back to haunt me someday.”

“Will it?”

Kiel set down his utensils and silently looked at Olivia.

“And the other is giving up that huge gain.”

“…Then what happens?”

“hmm.”

Olivia humed.

“Nothing happens.”

“Nothing?”

“Yes. Nothing will happen. And the world will go on as I knew it and as you know it. No ups and downs. Smoothly.”

“…….”

He couldn’t read her expression. Not because it was hidden, but because too many emotions flooded out at once.

Hesitation, regret, resentment, disgust…

All sorts of bitter emotions mingled together.

“The second option is safer, actually. Right?”

“….”

“Yeah. You asked for advice.”

Kiel couldn’t speak rashly.

To a third party who knew nothing, this might seem like an ordinary story.

The common dilemma of sacrificing others for one’s own gain, whether it’s justified or not.

But it was different if Olivia spoke of it.

“Advice?”

If her words were right, it meant she was telling him to die.

“What about me like me?”

If her words weren’t right, it meant condemning himself to a lifetime of self-loathing.

Kiel sighed.

Olivia never sought advice in the first place.

He understood because he had faced her firm resolve many times before, over and over again.

Olivia wanted affirmation.

Whether her choice was right. Whether it was truly the right decision.

“Alright.”

Kiel’s face contorted.

Was he laughing or crying? Even he didn’t know.

“You… you…”

The poison she held was too much, too much.

“You’re right.”

It hurt.

“I’ll be back in a moment.”

Olivia said abruptly.

Kiel’s expression questioned why she had come all the way to his lodging just to talk.

It was now 11 p.m., the perfect time for misunderstandings.

“You’re quite confident. Even if our lodgings are different, you’ll notice if I leave. So I’m telling you in advance. If I leave without saying anything, will you follow me?”


“Hmm….”

Kiel couldn’t deny Olivia’s words.

“Can you tell me where you’re going?”

“I’ll be back soon. An hour? Maybe two if it’s long? I have a friend at the academy, so I’m going to relax and catch up.”

“Are they a student? Or a master…”
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“Hey, what do you think you’re doing? Why would you even say something like that?”

Kiel turned silent. If Olivia had any other options, she would have left quietly without saying such things.

“Anyway, I’ll be back.”

“Y-yeah… understood.”

Olivia stepped outside. Even though it was late at night, the academy was filled with light. Everyone seemed to be focused on their studies.

[Skill, ‘Blink’ activated.]

Olivia’s figure disappeared. When she opened her eyes again, she found herself in the corridor of the fourth-year dormitory building.

Like all educational institutions, the academy was strictly focused on abilities. While the Empire operated under a caste system, the current Emperor at least favored the commoners.

“Or rather, it’s not so much favoring commoners as favoring skills.”

The Emperor understood that geniuses were made through education, not birth.

However, it didn’t mean students were discriminated based on their abilities. It was just a slight differentiation.

Students with lower grades were placed in the lower floors, while those with excellent grades were placed in the upper floors.

Olivia climbed up the stairs. 2nd floor, 3rd floor, 4th floor, 5th floor. She didn’t stop until she reached the top floor.

There were five rooms on this floor, indicating the top five of the graduating class of the fourth year.

“Let’s see… which room was it again?”

There was only one reason Olivia had come this far.

To postpone the date of Belphegor’s summoning.

Olivia stopped in front of the room labeled [Room 1]. It was the moment she reached out for the doorknob.

“There.”

A voice called Olivia from behind. A sharp-looking girl with her arms crossed was glaring at Olivia.

“It seems like you’ve got the wrong room.”

The girl took two steps closer.

“Who are you? I don’t recognize your face.”

“….”

Olivia let go of the doorknob. She was the daughter of Viscount Kynell, known for her arrogance at the academy, but at least she wasn’t a devil worshiper.

“Don’t just stand there, make an excuse or something. What’s a nobody doing in front of Princess Catherine’s room?”

The girl couldn’t continue. As the clouds cleared, moonlight streamed through the open window, illuminating Olivia’s face.

The girl’s eyes widened, her jaw dropped. She seemed to forget what she was going to say and stared for a while.

“Uh, uh, uh… Uh? Uh, uh, uh?”

“Do you know me?”

“Oh, yes! Of course, I do! There wouldn’t be a single student from the Department of Magic who doesn’t know Olivia. Um, I just used informal language earlier. S-so, um… “

Olivia approached the girl. She raised her index finger and brought it close to the girl’s lips.

“Shh.”

“……!”

“You can be quiet, right?”

The female student nodded her head wildly as if she had forgotten how to breathe.

Olivia only withdrew her hand after the female student regained her breath.

‘Who was she again? I can’t remember her name.’

Olivia don’t remember her name. If she could fit into top five fingers in the graduation class, she must have had some skill, but since she was a character who briefly appeared in the middle of the story, her importance was minimal.

The female student’s lips trembled.

“W-Why, why did you come here?”

“…….”

Olivia hesitated for a moment. Ideally, she would have liked to quiet down this noisy female student and then enter Princess Catherine’s room next to her, but unfortunately, Olivia didn’t know how to use mental magic.

“I’m here to meet the owner of this room.”

“Y-Yes, Catherine? Oh, no. Princess Catherine?”

Even using the subjunctive tense.

She turned out to be a friend with a surprisingly decent personality.

It would be nice if she could just be quiet.

“U-Um, are you trying to take Princess Catherine as your disciple? Well, to become Olivia’s disciple, you would have to be the top student in your grade. Well, she seems a bit lacking, but at least needs be at the level of a top wizard…”

“Quiet.”

“I-I’m sorry!”

The female student bowed her waist 90 degrees.

“Student.”

“I-I’m Elma Kynell!”

“Alright, Elma student. Will you go into your room now?”

“Ah, yes!”

Elma moved backward under Olivia’s gaze and gently closed the door to her room.

Thud.

Olivia smiled bitterly.

‘It’s all over.’

The proof was that Olivia could feel a presence across Catherine’s room that had not been there before.

It’s strange not to wake up even though they’re making noise in the hallway at night.

Olivia grabbed the doorknob. Then she scattered magic through the keyhole. With a click, the door opened.

Olivia entered the room. The room was so dark and quiet that it was hard to believe it was a noble’s room.

Click clack.

The magical device that was supposed to brighten the room didn’t work. Upon closer inspection, someone intentionally tampered with the circuit.

Of course, Olivia already knew who the culprit was. She let go of the magical device and slowly moved towards the living room.

The room assigned to the top student was spacious. It was slightly exaggerated to say it was as big as most classrooms.

There was nothing special. There were no magic circles drawn in blood or bodies of humans sacrificed.

Olivia’s face was nonchalant. Who would be crazy enough to place such things right in the middle of the academy, let alone on the top floor?

Unless they were completely insane.

“Come out.”

Olivia said, leaning against the wall. It was an ordinary white wall with no apparent special features.

“There’s no escape. Come out.”

Silence.

Gradually, a thick darkness began to seep from the pristine white wall.

It smelled foul.

The darkness slowly took on a human form, starting from the legs, gradually forming a dense figure until finally revealing its features, even its hair.

“Hmm.”


No, it was Catherine, raised the corners of her lips.

“Nice to see you, Master Olivia.”

“Not nice at all, and I’ve never had a witch like you as a junior.”

“Such cruelty.”

Olivia clicked her tongue.

Around Catherine, a dreadful magic surged, not even wanting to be flattered.

A wizard who made a pact with a demon.

The mana of a witch was much more repulsive than one would think.

“Wizards have the nerve to complain about witches.”

Snap.

When Catherine flicked her finger, the candles in the room glowed red. Beyond the flickering light, a sight of darkness rising along the wall was visible.

“Setting that aside, how did you know my secret?”

Olivia snorted.

After all, a secret is only a secret when the person conceals it. If Catherine had tried to hide the fact that she was a devil worshipper, she should have pretended to be asleep rather than popping out of the wall like this.

But Catherine didn’t.

She was confident. She was even relaxed.

“If you don’t answer… I’ll have to force it out of you.”

“…”

“So, why did you come alone? Why not come with Duke Kiel?”

The place they entered was blocked by darkness.

Now, it was impossible to distinguish whether this was a dormitory or the abyss.

“Do you know why? Master? Whatever you do here, no one outside can hear.”

“Why is that?”

“Why, you ask? Because it means you can’t ask for help.”

Catherine let out a seductive laugh.

“No matter how powerful you are as a senior… It’s only been a few years since you became one, hasn’t it?”

“So, you think I’m easily manageable. Is that it?”

“Well, something like that.”

“Now, she was swaggering as if she knew everything.

That means there’s a corner of belief. If you mess with such a person, you might not even break even.

But……

‘What a pathetic girl pretending to know everything in front of me.’

She  chose the wrong opponent.

“Hey.”

Catherine blinked at the sudden informal language.

“Shut up and hand over the artifact with the Belphegor summoning spell.”

“…How does master know about that?”

Instead of answering, Olivia made the same expression as Catherine had just done. Catherine read the mockery in the expression and her face turned fierce.

“You seem to be not getting the point now…”

“I’m doing well, so hand it over.”

“…I tried to end this nicely.”

Catherine immediately attacked. A thick darkness rushed towards Olivia from all directions.

It was like a huge wave, sweeping everything in front of it into oblivion.

However.

Thud thud thud.

It didn’t reach.

Thud. The frozen darkness fell to the ground and shattered into pieces.

Thud.

Thud thud thud.

The sound of darkness shattering echoed from all directions. Then, at some point, the room fell silent.

There was no more darkness falling.

‘What’s this……’

Catherine didn’t immediately grasp the situation. But as she was about to lower her head to trace the source of the sound, her eyes widened.

Her body wouldn’t move.

‘…!’

From her toes to her lips. She was completely frozen.

Olivia’s blue eyes looked coldly down at Catherine.

“Hey.”

Olivia clenched her fist.

“Do you think the Archmage wizard is a d**k?”

Kwaddaddadduk.

The tighter she clench your fist, the colder the air becomes. Crackle! The temperature continued to drop until it couldn’t anymore. The chill, unable to find anything else to freeze, was now freezing even the air itself.

“…!”

Catherine’s pupils flickered.

Breath, lungs, blood froze. But screams were not allowed. Struggles to alleviate pain were also not allowed.

“Speak.”

“Uh-ah! H-h-hah! Huh-ah-ah!”

Her mind, once distant, returned. Olivia melted only the ice around her lips so she could speak.

“Uh… huh… huh… huh…”

Spit dribbled from Catherine’s mouth. But it froze before it could go far.

Finally regaining her senses, Catherine said, “If… if you kill me, you’ll regret it…”

“So what if I kill you? Do you think the students I’ve implied could commit suicide bombings?”

“H-how could…!”

Olivia made a similar face as before. But Yekaterina’s reaction was different this time.


“H-how… How could… Betray…? No, no. That’s impossible. It couldn’t be possible…”

“Yeah.”

Flinch.

“I just said.”

“W-what… what did you…”
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“Not three times.”

Olivia tightened her fist again.

“When someone asks.”

“Um, wait…”

“Answer.”

The world froze once again.

Thud.

Catherine collapsed.

She wasn’t dead yet. The resilient thread of the witch’s fate had not yet allowed death to take her.

Though the time Catherine had been frozen was fleeting, it felt like an eternity to her.

‘Monster…’

It’s no match for Olivia.

Olivia had only been on the Archmage’s throne for four years. A short time to adjust to a new position. On the other hand, Catherine had long been a high-level witch who had harnessed the power of a demon.

Though Catherine’s allowed power was limited, she believed she could still defeat at least one Archmage with it.

Because she had previously defeated high-level wizards.

What witch didn’t know that fighting Archmages was disadvantageous?

Of course, they weren’t Archmages. But, there were many of them.

Three in total.

Each one was called the future of the White Tower.

However, the overwhelming magical power given to her by Belphegor was powerful enough to erode differences in compatibility and personnel.

But…

“Hey.”

Catherine’s body trembled. For the first time, she felt the emotion of fear.

Not even when she encountered the demon Belphegor was it like this.

This is different.

‘H-how can a person…’

Catherine couldn’t bring herself to meet Olivia’s gaze.

She knew. Because she was a murderer herself. The gaze of someone who had killed one or two people was different from that of a slaughterer who had killed dozens, even hundreds.

She couldn’t believe it, but Olivia’s gaze was colder than that of the demon.

Beyond comparison.

Gulp.

Terrifying.

More terrifying than facing death itself was the realization that the organization she had believed to be all-knowing was unaware of the existence of such a monster.

“Hey.”

“…Yes.”

“If you utter another ‘hey’ from my mouth, you’re dead.”

“Ah, understood.”

Olivia snapped her fingers.

“Give me the artifact nicely. Five seconds. Five, four, three…”

“I-It’s not that easy to retrieve…”

“This, this…”

“Here, it’s here!”

Catherine thrust her hand into the darkness and pulled out a bead with a crimson hexagram drawn on it.

Thunk.

Black liquid oozed from the fist-sized bead as it repeatedly fell.

“Hmm.”

Olivia reached out, turning the bead around to confirm if it was the right item.

“It would have been nice if you were this cooperative from the beginning.”

Olivia smirked.

[Eye of Belphagor]

-An eye created by sacrificing a thousand souls. It can summon the great demon Belphagor.

-Time remaining until summoning: 15 hours

-Magic can be infused to adjust the summoning time.

In 15 hours, it will be 2 p.m. the next day.

And by then, Olivia of the Annihilation Ending will still be asleep.

Therefore…

“I should postpone the summoning time by about a day.”

It’s really unfortunate, but I decided to give a favorability score of 20 to the Annihilation Ending.

Honestly, a favorability score of 68 is much higher than she expected. At least at this level, Kiel probably won’t launch a sudden attack.

Still, it’s a shame.

“If I just close my eyes and eat it, would it be okay? It should be, right?”

Life would be so much easier if I just ate 20 more favorability points!

If Kiel and Olivia form a party together, maybe we can even take down the Regressors!

Olivia tasted it.

The poison.

It’ll make her go crazy if she eat it.

“…”

But wait, isn’t blowfish technically poison too? If you cook it right, it’s damn delicious…

Trembling.

Olivia stopped thinking and lowered her head. Catherine was trembling in terror under her feet.

Olivia’s expression turned cold again.

No sympathy.

Instead, anger rose. After landing in this world, it was the first time she felt real anger.

Witches were such beings.

“…Should I kill her.”

They don’t call it murder when you kill someone in a dream. It’s all just fiction. Wouldn’t it be the same in memory?

“But let’s hold off for now.”

There’s something she need to do first.

Toouk.


In front of Catherine’s eyes, a bead fell.

“Exchange it.”

“W-what do you mean?”

“The time for summoning Belphegor. Change it to the day after tomorrow.”

Catherine’s expression momentarily blanked. Then, realizing her duty, she hurriedly reached out towards the bead.

“Ah, understood.”

Who in the world would leave an artifact for summoning demons intact without destroying it?

She wanted to ask why they were delaying it by just one day, but instinctively, Catherine’s sealed her lips. Those eyes were contemplating whether to kill someone or not.

“W-what time the day after tomorrow?”

“Two o’clock.”

Catherine’s couldn’t understand what Olivia was thinking. But one thing was certain, Olivia’s thoughts transcended common sense.

So, that means she is a madman.

Click, click, click.

The sound of magic wriggling in the bead echoed.

“I-I’ve done it!”

Catherine’s hands, politely extended forward, trembled like bamboo in the wind.

[Eye of Belphegor]

An eye created sacrificing a thousand souls. It can summon the great demon Belphegor.

-Time remaining until summoning: 39 hours

-The time of summoning can be adjusted by infusing magic.

Olivia, who had taken hold of the artifact, nodded satisfactorily.

“Well done.”

“T-thank you!”

Catherine looked up at Olivia.

“Please s-saving me…”

Me…

Catherine’s words didn’t come out. The next moment, her vision slowly flipped.

“Huh?”

The ground got closer and closer. Her forehead hurt. Her vision spun. Catherine kept spinning until she stopped.

Just her head.

At the edge of Catherine’s sight, she saw her body, headless and collapsed. There was no spurting of black blood. It had frozen before bursting out.

‘… … uh?’

Catherine couldn’t even grasp reality until that moment. Even as her consciousness blurred, she couldn’t tear her gaze away from Olivia’s eyes, shining blue with coldness, looking down at her.

Catherine’s memories ended there.

***

After defeating Catherine, Olivia immediately moved to a deserted park.

It was to bury the ‘Eye of Belphagor’.

In her heart, she wanted to bury it in a remote mountain to minimize the risk, but doing so wouldn’t summon Belphagor.

As mentioned before, summoning Belphagor with just this artifact was possible because this place was an academy devoid of any ghosts.

Isn’t Catherine a ghost?

When a witch dies, their soul becomes the property of the demon they contracted with. Catherine would have been dragged to the underworld long ago, so there was no need to worry.

“This is the first time I’ve encountered such a situation in my life.”

There had been occasions when Catherine was dealt with before Belphagor was summoned, but then, she had destroyed the Eye of Belphagor immediately.

“Anyway, who would be crazy enough to do such a thing? It’s pointless.”

The fact that such nonsense had to be done to survive was pathetic.

After deeply burying the Eye of Belphagor where no one could find it and setting up an alarm spell to alert her if anyone approached, Olivia could finally relax.

“Hmm!”

Olivia looked satisfied.

There was no sign of anyone nearby. Well, it was strange to be wandering around the park at this time, considering curfew hours had passed.

Anyway, since she had done everything she could, it was time to go back…

-Goooo.

Suddenly, Olivia spun around.

She felt a dense magic from the ground. Specifically, from where she had buried the Eye of Belphagor.

-Gooooooo.

The earth around her turned into thick mud. Grass wilted instantly, and trees withered and died.

The surroundings were engulfed in darkness, incomparable to Catherine’s.

Identified!

In an instant, the Eye of Belphagor shot up from the ground. It trembled in the air, emitting a nauseating sound.

Shriiiieeeeeek!

The Eye sucked in all the darkness around it. The darkness grew denser. Olivia watched the scene with a bewildered expression.

-@%&@%@……

‘The darkness’ spoke.

-You. You dared to kill my contractor.

It was no longer just an artifact.

[Great Demon Belphagor]

-Level: 90

-Title: Lord of the Western Abyss, the Controller of Spirits.

He was a demon in essence.

-Pay for your sins with your life.

Belphagor growled.

Simultaneously, a message window appeared in front of Olivia.

[Unstorables – HIDDEN]

-Activation Condition: After defeating Catherine, activation occurs if ‘Belphagor’s Eye’ is left unattended for more than 30 minutes.

-Reward: Same as the ‘Banish the Demon’ quest.

“…Damn it.”

This is really messed up.

[The Great Demon Belphegor manifests!]


If players have 15 major NPCs, the Demon King and four Great Demons exist for the Dungeon Lord/ Master. These are the incarnations of evil that each rule one of the four directions of the demon realm. One of them was the Belphegor in front of her.

A snake that swallows darkness.

True to its reputation, he was dark, larger than most dragons. Strangely enough, even the starlight of the night sky was obscured by Belphegor’s body.

-Hoho, it seems you’re not entirely insignificant. I’ll give you credit for having the courage to stand before me even after seeing this body.

Despite being titled a ‘Great Demon,’ Belphegor’s power in the human realm was constrained, evident by his level being only 90.
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Of course, 90 degrees is by no means a low level.

If Belphegor were to be summoned to any country other than the Empire, the holy Kingdom, and the Free City of Mikabel, it would be the last day of that country.

Goooo!

Belphegor raised his momentum. Like gravity reversing, the air shot upwards.

-Young wizard, I have a proposal.

The atmosphere was too ominous to call it a proposal.

– Let’s make a contract with this body.

Belphegor’s eyes glowed red. His eyes were far away and high up.

“Proposal?”

-Yes. With a vessel like you, you should be able to absorb all of my magic power.

“…And if I refuse?”

Belphegor glanced at the academy.

-Until you accept the contract, I’ll kill the creatures behind you. I’ll especially kill them in batches of a hundred. It’s better than killing them one by one, isn’t it?

Belphegor curled his lips. His darkness was so vast that the space seemed to distort whenever he smiled.

-Young. You are incredibly young!

Despite the threat, Belphegor admired Olivia for her bold gaze.

-I wonder how delicious that soul of yours would be.

Belphegor licked his lips. Even if he swallowed the souls of all the other witches he had contracted with at once, Olivia alone wouldn’t satisfy him.

Her soul was that powerful. Souls so thick and noble are rare.

Beings with such souls, albeit with differences in time, all become heroes someday.

And Belphegor knew better than anyone how delicious the soul of a hero could be when driven to despair and downfall. The exhilaration he felt at crushing and driving them to ruin was incomparable to anything else.

‘Now, what will you do?’

Belphegor rolled his eyes. Unless one was a mindless fool, they would know that fighting here would result in the deaths of thousands, if not more.

-Don’t waste time…

It was just as he was about to speak.

Ka-gwa-gwa-gwa-gwa-gwang!

With a sound that made the space burst, dozens of lightning bolts pierced through Belphegor’s head. The head left no trace of its form. However, the torso remained standing, guarding its position.

A moment later.

Shoo-wa-ak!

Darkness began to engulf the exploded head. Belphagor absorbed the surrounding darkness to regenerate his head. Indeed, as a great demon, he would not die from having his head blown up.

When Belphagor’s face reappeared, the initial smirk was nowhere to be found.

-You…!

“I have a proposal too, Belphagor.”

Olivia smirked.

“If you promise to stay put in that spot, I’ll spare you for the next two days.”

-Are you insane? Do you truly desire a painful death?

-I can kill you, can’t I?

Olivia tilted her head slightly. Then, with a disdainful gaze as if looking at a mere insect, she looked down at Belphagor.

“The weakest pathetic creature among the great demons.”

Thud.

At that moment, Belphagor felt something snap in his head.

‘A provocation?’

‘A mere human dares to provoke?’

Belphagor’s pupils glowed with a sinister red.

Now, the soul didn’t matter anymore. Belphagor’s mind was filled with the urge to tear Olivia’s limbs to shreds right away.

-Tear her to shreds.

“Sure thing.”

– I’ll kill all humans related to you. If I keep killing them repeatedly, hundreds of thousands will die. It’s all your doing.

“Why did you bring this on yourself? I was planning on doing that from the beginning.”

Olivia’s eyes turned cold.

The location was not ideal. She wanted to keep Belphagor captured for two days, but doing so would result in not only the Academy but also half of the Empire’s capital being destroyed.

The conclusion was…

‘Once summoned, he must be killed as soon as possible.’

She didn’t want to risk the aftermath of keeping Belphagor alive for two days.

‘There might be another strange hidden quest. The activation condition could be ‘Keep the great demon alive for two days and then kill him.”

She thought she knew everything about Lactea, but she never imagined such a quest was hidden.

Thanks to that, things had gotten completely messed up.

A blue lightning crackled around Olivia.

Zap!

The next moment, Olivia’s form moved into the sky. In her hand, a massive lightning spear loomed like a giant’s neck.

“Head!”

[The skill, ‘Lightning Spear’ is used.]

Zzquaaaah!

A fierce lightning pierced through Belphegor’s face. However, he quickly recovered as always.

-Useless.

Belphegor sent out numerous scales. The scales gradually sharpened and transformed into needles, shooting towards Olivia.

Shwaaaak!

The scales narrowly missed Olivia. Some dodged them, while others froze and shattered before reaching her.

-Running around like a scared little bug, how amusing.

Belphegor opened his massive mouth.

Gooooo!

An incomparable power was felt. Everything around was sucked into Belphegor’s mouth. It was as if…

[‘The Great Demon Belphegor’ uses Breath.]

It reminded of a dragon’s breath.

Endless darkness poured out.

Hoooooooo..

Strength flowed into Olivia’s hands.

An overwhelmingly cold aura covered the surroundings, unlike anything felt before.

Soon after, a massive shield of cold appeared in front of Olivia.


Kwaaaaaah!

The cold had no form.

It simply froze everything it touched.

Freezing and solidifying, it did not allow anything to approach.

[The Ancient Magic, ‘Absolute Chill’ is used.]

The Breath froze and fell to the ground.

Belphegor’s eyes widened.

-This is…

At that moment.

Belphegor’s gaze suddenly turned to the side. A warrior wielding a ridiculously large sword was charging towards Belphegor like a madman.

-What’s this now…

Kwajijijijik!

But by the time Belphegor realized it, his head was already split in half by the sword.

The knight shouted.

“How dare you!”

A white sword strike bisected Belphegor’s body. Olivia’s eyes widened at the sudden appearance of reinforcements.

It was Kiel.

A vertical line was drawn in the night sky. With each stroke, Belphegor body was cut into pieces. The sword strikes did not stop. They only grew faster.

Belphegor yelled.

-You cursed pests!

Belphegor’s tail struck Kiel. Kiel managed to block the attack, but he couldn’t prevent his body from being thrown back.

Coincidentally, Kiel fell right next to Olivia. Olivia gave Kiel a sarcastic remark as he dusted himself off and stood up.

“Why are you here? I told you to wait.”

“You never told me to not to follow you.”

“Ha…….”

Olivia looked at Kiel with a face that seemed to have just swallowed something.

She didn’t expect Kiel of all people to say something like that.

Instead of responding, he just looked honest……

‘No, it’s nothing.’

She forgot about it for a moment.

Kiel was always like this.

“….Crazy guy.”

“……..”

“Don’t take it as a compliment.”

Olivia chuckled.

She remembered the time when she was mistaken for a robber and died, then finally allowed to accompany him.

Since that day, every first encounter was like a hallucination, and the last was over a corpse.

Olivia had watched that scene thousands of times, even beyond the screen.

Although they couldn’t be together when they celebrated saving the world.

It was fun.

Enjoyable.

‘Come to think of it, he was always like this.’

He had forgotten.

It seemed like it was erased from his memory without him knowing.

“….Olii….ah.”

Olivia lifted her head at the voice coming from beside her.

“Olivia. What’s his weakness?”

“….”

Olivia slowly returned to reality.

“Hmm?”

“What’s his weakness?”

Olivia’s voice trembled slightly.

“When the darkness that makes up his body is all gone, he disappears. He can’t regenerate then.”

“But it’s night now?”

“Yeah, so we have to wait until morning.”

Kiel’s eyes widened.

Then he realized it was a joke and furrowed his brows. But strangely, he didn’t feel bad.

“I need light.”

“Light?”

“Yeah. Bright and long-lasting light.”

“Can’t you buy time until I prepare fire magic?”

“No. Even if I catch him, I have to maintain it for at least thirty minutes, and my efficiency is not that good.”

“Can’t you call your master?”

“Yeah, that’s right. That could work……”

At that moment, Olivia’s eyes widened.

She had an idea.

A way to exceed the 20 favorability points in one fell swoop.

With this method, there’s no need to keep Belphegor for two days.

And Kiel wouldn’t have to remember his death brutally and painfully.

“….Kiel.”

Two days.

It was the last time period Olivia was allowed in his memories.

So, originally, tonight was going to be long.

She was planning to untangle the knots all night, snack on something, and chat.

But…

“Hurry up and fetch my master.”


“I prefer to hold on…”

“Hurry!”

“Ah, alright!”

Now it’s impossible to do that.

Kiel took off and ran towards the direction of the Gold Tower. Olivia couldn’t take her eyes off Kiel’s back for a while.
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-Will you allow it, Your Highness!

Before Belphagor, who attempted to hinder Kiel, countless bolts of lightning poured down.

-Aaaaargh!

In the excruciating pain piercing his entire body, Belphagor trembled uncontrollably. It was the first pain he had ever felt in the human realm.

-How dare you…

“Belphagor.”

Kiel would soon bring Melina.

“You.”

Of course, at that moment.

“You’ve crossed the line.”

There would be no current Olivia.

Kwaaaaang!

With each lightning strike, the sky flashed. It was evidence that the fight between Olivia and Belphagor was intensifying.

Kiel ran without looking back.

“Duke Kiel?”

“Get out of the way!”

Kiel pushed aside the knights gathering in the direction of the academy and ran.

There was no time for a long-distance confrontation. Even at this moment, Olivia’s time was running out.

It was only sixty days of life that he had sacrificed and struggled to leave behind. But Kiel couldn’t accept a situation where he had to spend even those sixty days for the sake of others.

It was unreasonable and absurd.

Kiel’s footsteps quickened. With each step he took, the road cracked and the ground split.

“Will the Gold Tower really let me in?”

Since the day Olivia faint, Kiel had never visited the Gold Tower. Or more precisely, he couldn’t.

He had his pride. Melina firmly believed that Kiel was the one who harmed Olivia, and Kiel couldn’t refute her claim.

It was too delicate a time to deny it.

But in such an urgent situation, what did such things matter?

“I’ll break through.”

Melina would understand. She cherished Olivia more than anything else.

Kiel quickly arrived at the Gold Tower.

It seemed the Gold Tower hadn’t received news of the situation at the academy yet.

“Summon the Tower Lord!”

“It’s late at night. No matter who you are, such rudeness…”

There was no time to explain. Kiel forcibly squeezed through the open door and entered the tower.

“Duke Kiel! You mustn’t do this!”

When he pushed through the wizards blocking his path and ascended a few more floors, Melina appeared.

Melina’s eyes were calm, but the atmosphere she exuded was anything but calm.

Whether she was considering knocking him down or not, her golden hair, which had fallen to her waist, gradually rose due to the influence of magic.

“Four years ago, you intimidated my disciple, and now you’re invading the tower in the middle of the night? What is this situation? If you don’t provide a proper reason…”

“Olivia is in danger.”

Melina frowned.

“Is that true?”

“I stake my family’s honor on it.”

No more words were necessary.

Kiel briefly explained the situation. A Great Demon had appeared at the academy, and Olivia was confronting it alone.

Just then, lightning struck from the direction of the academy. Thanks to that, even for a moment, the sight of the Great Demon was etched into Melina’s eyes.

“Facing him, Olivia too.”

“…No.”

As if Melina’s clothes momentarily swelled, her body disappeared in an instant.

Teleportation in the blink of an eye.

“…Huh.”

Alone, Kiel muttered as if in disbelief.

“Damn it.”

As if it were so obvious, Melina left Kiel behind and departed alone.

***

The Great Demon Belphagor.

After realizing that his attacks were ineffective against Olivia, he changed his attack strategy.

Focusing thoroughly on destroying the surroundings.

Reluctantly, Olivia was unbelievably strong to the point where it was hard to believe she was human. Even Polyamorphous dragons wouldn’t be at that level.

“Darn it. If only I could use compulsion…”

Belphagor wasn’t originally a combat-type demon. His specialty was originally compulsion.

His primary skill was controlling thousands or millions of souls to create an army in an instant.

Of course, even just in terms of physical strength, he was incredibly strong, but not comparable to other great demons.

That’s why he was irritated by Olivia’s comment about him being the weakest.

It was somewhat true.

“If only I could use my abilities, someone like him would be nothing!”

Compulsion is fundamentally similar to the necromancers’ undead summoning spells. It involves extracting souls from dead bodies and materializing them to command them to kill other creatures.

One corrupted soul would quickly split into two, and faster into four.

Like a plague.

That was how Belphagor created his armies.

But…

“There are no bodies. Damn it!”

There wasn’t a single soul to extract. When he tried to sweep away the fleeing humans in a hurry, Olivia, like a ghost, noticed and blocked his attacks, leaving him no choice.

“If that prosecutor returns at a time like this…!”

It was dangerous.

Really, dangerous.

It wasn’t just being driven out of the human world, he could really be Annihilated.

“You should be thankful to me. You were summoned during the day as planned. You couldn’t even last 10 minutes and collapsed.”

-…

Belphagor couldn’t argue. It was true. If it were a sunny day, as Olivia said, he would have been finished.


“So, if you had listened to me, wouldn’t you have lived for two more days?”

Olivia provocatively teased Belphagor.

But despite her seemingly relaxed appearance, cold sweat was dripping from Olivia’s back.

The area around Belphagor, who had flown away, had become ruins. So far, no one had died by luck, but the balance would be broken the moment someone died.

She had also used up half of her magical power. Although it was only a difference of three levels between the maximum level and her current level, the difference was too big to just call it “only.”

Because of that difference, whether she could freely draw external magical power or not was determined.

A powerful wave of magic emanated from the direction of the Gold Tower. The next moment, the owner of that wave revealed themselves.

Melina looked around, then flew towards Olivia.

“Are you injured?”

“…What about Kiel?”

“I came alone. Don’t worry, that disrespectful guy will be here in about three minutes anyway.”

“…….”

She wondered, but she really didn’t expect him not to come along.

She heard that since she collapsed last time, she hasn’t met with him even once, which seemed likely to be true.

Melina’s retaliation was much more impressive than she had anticipated.

“Master.”

“My dear disciple. Let’s focus on dealing with that guy for now.”

“I might collapse soon.”

Melina’s face darkened.

“……What did you just say?”

It was probably not a mistake that her tone was trembling a little.

As Olivia once again blocked Belphagor’s attack, she said calmly.

“I might collapse soon.”

“Then step back. If Kiel and I combine forces, we can easily defeat such a demon.”

“I can’t do that. I have to finish it.”

“Stop being stubborn and just…….”

Instead of continuing the argument, Olivia reached into the void and pulled out a potion. Melina’s face changed oddly as she realized what the potion was. It seemed like she was asking why Olivia hadn’t used it until now and had endured.

“Master, I have a request.”

“If I can’t drink this and collapse, then please force-feed it to me.”

“Olivia.”

“It’s my last request.”

It was a thoughtless remark.

But Melina’s expression was uneasy.

“…….”

Her golden gaze lingered on Olivia’s face.

“……Even as a joke, don’t say such things.”

Olivia wasn’t completely clueless to the extent she couldn’t reply that it wasn’t a joke.

“I’m sorry, Master. It meant it was my last request before collapsing.”

“……Was that so?”

“I want to overcome him alone. So please watch over me from the sidelines.”

Melina couldn’t refuse her beloved disciple’s request.

Olivia looked at Melina as she retreated obediently and felt relieved inwardly.

‘Alright. Now.’

Light magic? Efficiency?

It has to last at least thirty minutes?

That was a lie from the beginning.

Olivia asked Kiel to bring Melina because she was the closest.

As long as Melina doesn’t harm Belphegor, she won’t be treated as a Kiel participant. Then the affinity will apply normally to Kiel.

‘From the beginning, I could create light myself.’

Among those many attributes, the reason for choosing brainwaves was here.

Brainwaves, though fleeting, emit a brighter light than anything else.

And ice reflects such light.

Olivia arranged hundreds of ice crystals around Belphegor. And she shot lightning towards the closest crystal.

The lightning bounced endlessly, eventually turning into a bright light illuminating the surroundings.

Zzzzzzzz!

In the midst of the dazzling light, Belphegor screamed.

-Aaaargh!

Because it wasn’t just a simple light, if left alone, it would disappear soon.

As long as she could hold on until then.

[Warning! Warning! Warning!]

A familiar alert sounded. Although not visible, it was evidence that Kiel had arrived nearby.

[Within the clues, you can only contact one regressor!]

The mind.

.

.

.

The mind becomes distant.

But she holds on.

Just a little more.

.

.

.

Just a bit.

.

.

.

A bit.


.

.

.

A little.

[The usage will be terminated forcibly!]”
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“…….”

Olivia collapsed.

“Oh, Olivia!”

Melina caught the falling Olivia in one go.

“Drink, hurry, drink this.”

Melina brought the potion to Olivia’s lips. Her weak esophagus couldn’t resist the liquid rushing in like waves.

Gulp.

Olivia, who had been nestled in Melina’s arms, opened her eyes.

“……”

She glanced around for a moment.

Zzzzzap!

That bright light emanating from all directions, undoubtedly her own magic, though she had no memory of using it.

-Kuwaaaaah!

And within that magic stood Belphegor.

In the distance, Kiel could be seen.

“Are you…?”

Olivia reached out her hand towards the sky, ignoring Melina.

And then she gestured slowly.

Countless bolts of lightning descended, forming a single pillar striking the ground.

Belphegor’s body exploded.

The anticlimactic demise of the Archdemon.

“……”

But the face of the one who achieved this feat showed no emotion.

Thud.

“Olivia, are you hurt anywhere?”

Kiel, who had rushed over, asked. Olivia did not answer, seemingly unable to hear over the incessant thunder.

Crrrrackle…

Who would believe that the endless abyss before them had been a park just an hour ago? Even Kiel, who had witnessed the scene firsthand, found it hard to believe.

The colossal pillar of light that had just struck the ground seemed more like a natural disaster than magic.

Crack!

Lightning struck again.

Kiel followed Olivia’s fingertips as if entranced. With each snap of her fingers, lightning struck.

Belphegor had long since vanished. Just by the absence of the magical disturbance in the air, it was evident. But Olivia seemed not only to erase Belphegor’s disappearance but also any trace of his existence.

Kiel stared silently at the deepening abyss.

‘…Isn’t that enough?’

It seemed excessive, but judging by Melina’s quiet presence, the wizards had a different opinion.

Dealing with demon-related matters was their specialty, so Kiel decided to wait until the noise subsided.

Finally, silence descended.

“Is it over now?”

Kiel approached Olivia with a relieved smile. Despite the sudden appearance of the Archdemon disrupting their plans, there was still time left in the day.

A lot could be accomplished in a day.

“I will inform the Central Knights about this. There will be no need to waste your precious time on investigations.”

Olivia still didn’t respond.

Not realizing anything was amiss yet, Kiel continued.

“There are plenty of things we can do at night as well. I’ve compiled opinions from those who’ve been away for two years, and I’ve also made lists of food and tourist destinations. With your spatial teleportation magic, we can even reach the east and west….”

Kiel stopped talking and looked at Olivia. His white hair, tousled by the wind, obscured his eyes, making it impossible to tell what she was thinking.

“……Olivia?”

Silence.

Kiel, who had been about to take a step, stopped abruptly.

He felt a sense of foreboding, a feeling that should never be felt right now.

He knew the identity of this foreboding. Because it had been like this four years ago.

If he looked at Olivia from the front instead of the side, he could definitely confirm whether she had changed. Because their atmosphere and expressions were different.

Knowing this, he couldn’t take another step.

If he knew she was gone, then…

“Kiel.”

Startled, Kiel looked up. But soon, his brow furrowed.

A smile bloomed like a flower. It was a smile that warmed the heart just by looking at it, but it didn’t apply to Kiel at least.

“Thank you for worrying. Did you run all the way here to help me?”

The Olivia he knew would never say such pretentious words.

She changed.

It hadn’t even been two days, but she changed.

Kiel’s face went blank.

Why? How?

This had never happened before. Olivia knew exactly how long she could maintain her own identity.

80 minutes meant 80 minutes.

160 minutes meant 160 minutes.

One day meant one day.

She had never been wrong even once.

Not once…

‘…That’s right. There are still 60 days left, as you said.’

The moment he thought that far, Kiel’s thoughts stopped.

‘…Why didn’t I notice?’

It was a problem that could be understood if he just thought about it a little bit.

[Unless one of us accepts my disappearance.]

He didn’t call it a concession to reveal oneself every few years.

-I’m at a very important crossroads. One is…

Concession is giving up one’s last benefit for the sake of others.

He couldn’t breathe.

His hands shook. His lips were dry, and his vision blurred.


Through the blurred vision, his hands were stained with blood.

He had agreed to listen to her wishes.

So he had supported her opinion, gritting his teeth.

He killed her.

He killed her with these hands.

He didn’t know there was only one day left. He thought there were still 60 days.

So, so…

“…No.”

This, like this, this kind of ending…

He couldn’t accept it.

No matter how much he thought about it, he couldn’t accept it.

“What’s wrong?”

Olivia and Kiel locked eyes, and in that moment, emotions surged.

Taken away.

This woman, she took away Olivia’s life.

Kiel tightened his grip on the hilt of his sword. He had to exert strength on his arms holding it, fearing it might slip away otherwise.

It was that moment.

Olivia, gazing into the void, flashed a satisfied smile. Olivia spoke.

“Kiel. Your expression is so frightening.”

Kiel didn’t change his expression. Not drawing his sword was the utmost respect he could offer.

Olivia spoke again.

“Kiel.”

“……”

Kiel didn’t respond.

He didn’t even want to look at that face……

“……!”

Emotions surged. Emotions that shouldn’t be felt flooded his mind.

It was a kind of emotion Kiel had never experienced before.

Blind hatred toward someone was slowly, rapidly even, transforming into kindness.

Kiel gritted his teeth. The veins on his arms bulged.

He was being swept away by the torrent of emotions.

“You, right now, what…?”

This woman, she stole Olivia’s life.

The memory is now starting to blur.

It’s not stealing, it’s being transformed into something rightfully seized.

“……!”

Kiel struggled to hold onto the fading memory.

He must not forget.

Absolutely must not forget.

Even if everything else, this one thing couldn’t be forgotten.

This woman……

This woman……

No.

Olivia……

“Now you don’t have to worry, Kiel.”

Olivia smiled.

Kiel smiled too.

***

“Kweeeeeek!”

Olivia collapsed on the floor, blood gushing out. So much blood flowed from her petite body that the surroundings around Olivia were tinged red like a snowfield.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh……”

They say when someone is in too much pain, they can’t even scream. Olivia was a perfect example of that.

The most intense pain Olivia had ever felt was when she had her tooth pulled out without anesthesia.

But now, it was incomparable.

Her mind was so blank that she couldn’t even curse internally.

Thump.

‘I’m dying. I’m dying. I’m dying. I’m dying……’

How long had passed? Olivia’s fingers, which had been lying around randomly, twitched.

[The aftermath has ended.]

Her vision was red. It was impossible to tell whether this was a snowy field or hell.

“S-sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss…”

Olivia somehow managed to open the subspace with trembling hands, and then picked up the potion that she had taken out hundreds of times.

‘Open, open!’

Bong!

The stopper popped off with a clear sound. In the aftermath, a little of the contents spilled out, but that wasn’t important.

Olivia managed to put the potion to her mouth.

Her body curled up involuntarily. She shouldn’t feel cold, but her body was getting colder.

“Melting, melting, melt away!” Olivia shouted as she brought the potion to her lips.

Gulp.

From the dizzying haze, she emerged, her insides returning to normal. Olivia lay still in agony. “Hoo, hoo, hoo…”

As her mind cleared, she wiped the blood from her lips, and her blurred vision slowly recovered.

After catching her breath, a sense of relief washed over her. “I shouldn’t do this again. It’s not human. I just shouldn’t!”

Cursing, she struggled to stand.

‘I almost died just now. I saw my dead Grandpa.’


She had forgotten that the result of a one-minute blowout was hemoptysis. One day’s worth of aftereffects is 1,440 times that by simple calculation.

A needle prick on the finger won’t kill, but 1440 pricks will turn you into a rag. Your finger will become a rag to the point where it can no longer be called a finger.

So, if it hurts this much, you should conscientiously apply the favorability rating as normal.

‘It’s okay, right?’

After swallowing saliva, I checked Kiel’s status window.



 
  
    Chapter 41: Back to Reality -2


[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 83

-Occupation: Sword Saint.

-Affection: -100 (+68)

-Titles: Duke, Wandering swordsman.

All right.

The affection didn’t change at all from last time. That means the affection bonus of 20 for defeating Belphegor was applied to the side of Annihilation rather than here.

The gamble was a success.

There was no possibility that Olivia, in this round of Annihilation, failed to capture Belphegor. If she was Melina, she would force-feed potions even if she had to pry open his mouth.

Olivia stared at Kiel, trapped in ice.

“…Is Kiel finished now?”

Kiel’s memories have clearly changed. He would now remember Olivia’s ego as two: one that revealed itself every few years, and another that betrayed him.

Still, one couldn’t jump to conclusions. Until Kiel was awakened and confirmed personally, one couldn’t know what would happen.

“Now, I should try talking to him.”

A message window appeared in the empty space.

[Results of Clue #1 are being tallied….]

-Acquired 68 affection points!

-(+32) affection will be applied in the year 992!

-(+24) affection will be applied in the year 993!

-(+12) affection will be applied in the year 994!

There was nothing special. It was simply an explanation of when the affection points would be applied.

But the appearing message window wasn’t the end of it.

[The past memories have been altered due to your intervention!]

-Major NPC, ‘Kiel Rothschild’s’ remembered past has changed significantly!

Olivia narrowed her eyes.

She couldn’t predict how ‘significant’ the change was going to be.

Whether it was a negative change or a positive one, she couldn’t predict.

After a brief pause, another message window popped up.

[15 days have passed.]

[Cooldown of the ‘Revertor Bonus’ trait has been reset.]

[Main NPC, ‘Kiel Rothschild’s’ level has temporarily increased significantly.]

…Huh?

A startled sound escaped Olivia’s lips.

Crack!

Soon, the sound of ice breaking was heard.

Swoosh.

There was no time to turn around. Olivia swallowed her saliva as she saw the sword looming near her neck.

“Answer me.”

Kiel spoke in a dangerously low voice.

“Which side are you on?”

Instead of answering, Olivia took a deep breath slowly. Whether it was because of that or because of the effect of the title, her palpitations gradually subsided.

Kiel didn’t ask who Olivia was. He asked which side she was on.

Olivia knows the intention behind the question.

‘It’s whether to killed me or not, isn’t it?’

It was confirmed that Kiel’s memories had been overwritten anew. And he could also find out that he died at the hands of Olivia from the original history, the assassination route.

It’s regrettable that he couldn’t turn around and see her face directly.

“…Which side?”

“You should know what I mean.”

“You speak as if you know me well.”

Click.

Kiel’s grip tightened slightly. The blade of the knife dug into Olivia’s flesh a bit, and crimson drops flowed down the edge.

“Don’t try to escape me.”

It was a terrifying presence. It made one’s whole body shiver.

“Answer within ten seconds.”

“What if I don’t?”

“I’ll strike.”

Kiel began to count. Olivia didn’t panic and devised the best possible answer.

Kiel doesn’t know that Olivia retains memories from the previous iteration. If Olivia were to answer something like “I didn’t kill you,” it would only raise Kiel’s suspicions.

So what should she do?

‘I should act as if I don’t remember the previous iteration.’

No matter how much she thinks about it, that seems to be the right approach.

Then what was Kiel’s intention behind the question?

“Show me evidence that the Olivia who killed me isn’t you.”

How can she act as if she doesn’t remember the previous iteration while also deriving a satisfactory answer for Kiel?

Olivia knew the way.

Whoooosh.

A cold wind blew. Olivia’s hair fluttered toward Kiel.

Swoosh.

Olivia slowly turned her body. A red line appeared along Olivia’s neck. Blood droplets formed between the split flesh and trickled down.

Her clothes gradually turned reddish from the chest.

“It hurts.”

But perhaps because she had just endured terrible pain, she could bear it better than expected.

Compared to just now, this pain was no more than a needle prick.

But would the observer perceive it that way?

“No, that wouldn’t.”

Even though it was a small wound, the neck is undeniably a vital spot for humans. Even with wounds of the same size, the amount of blood flowing out differs significantly from other parts of the body.

And blood stirs emotions.

The blood rose up in a gush. It almost felt dizzying.

In the cold winter, the blood quickly froze. The stiffened clothes hardened, repeatedly absorbing the flowing blood.


A slight tremor was felt beyond the blade. There was definitely no such tremor just a moment ago. It didn’t make sense that a skilled swordsman like Kiel couldn’t control the trembling of his sword.

It was evidence that Kiel was shaken.

Olivia, covered in blood from head to toe, asked calmly, 

“You said you were going to cut me?”

Shiver…

Kiel’s sword tip trembled greatly. As a result, the blade dug a little deeper into Olivia’s flesh. Startled, Kiel returned the sword to its original position, but the wound had already been inflicted.

Drip.

Now the blood drops did not clot. Instead, a stream of blood flowed down. The stream flowed down the collarbone, dyeing the clothes in its color. Even without looking, one could feel the flow.

Olivia did not look back at her wound. Instead, she stared into Kiel’s eyes.

Kiel’s dark eyes were silent. The hatred contained within them seemed like it would never waver.

But Olivia continued to stare. As if daring him to do something.

And in that eternal moment, his hatred wavered.

At that moment, Olivia was certain.

At least for now, Kiel would not be able to wield his sword.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 93 (Special Reversion Effect Applied)

-Occupation: Swordmaster

-Affection: -100 (+68)

-Title: Returner

Kiel’s affection was undoubtedly -100. If an affection of 90 could shatter a knight’s beliefs with blind love, then -100 was a hatred strong enough to kill at any cost.

Yet he did not slit her throat.

It meant that a different emotion was stronger than the hatred that made him want to kill.

Of course, Olivia had no idea what that emotion was.

“….”

Kiel, who was about to cut her down, stood there.

But.

Gulp.

As soon as Kiel met Olivia’s gaze, it was impossible.

“It seems like the story will be long, but can we clear this first?”

Those eyes, they belonged to someone he had long forgotten.

The characteristic indifferent tone.

The confident gaze.

It was undoubtedly the Olivia he knew.

There was no need for an answer. Her tone, every action, was already an answer or close to it.

Thump thump thump thump.

His heart pounded.

Thunk.

Olivia’s hand pushed away the greatsword.

“You want me to clean it up?”

The great sword slowly shifted aside. Kiel’s eyes were filled with confusion.

It wasn’t because of strength. There was hardly any muscle in Olivia’s arms.

It was because the strength in the arm holding the great sword involuntarily loosened.

Kiel couldn’t understand his current emotions.

The Olivia before him was indeed the Olivia he knew.

Not the murderer who executed the Emperor and killed countless proxies.

Then why…?

Why on earth were such hateful emotions surfacing?

This hatred shouldn’t be directed towards Olivia. She was undoubtedly a victim.

He knew it in his head, but his heart refused to accept it.

“Am I truly going mad?”

Clang.

Kiel’s sword fell weakly to the ground. Yet, he couldn’t let go of the sword’s hilt.

The burning hatred didn’t allow him to.

This shouldn’t be happening.

This shouldn’t be.

Kiel’s face contorted.

The reunion with her, whom he thought he would never see again, was the worst.

***

Drip. Thud.

Droplets of blood stained the snow crimson. Olivia paid no attention and silently wrapped bandages around her neck.

Kiel watched from the side. It was the best he could do.

The desire to help her and the desire to kill her coexisted within him.

He wanted to support her neck, and at the same time, he wanted to slice her throat.

It was truly a dreadful feeling.

After roughly finishing the bandaging, Olivia spoke up.

“Do you remember me?”

Kiel turned her head to look at Olivia.

As she met her azure eyes, hatred resurfaced once again.

But Olivia’s next words brought forth an endless void.

“I’ve never heard anyone say they have a bad memory wherever I go. But no matter how hard I try to remember, someone like you isn’t in my memory.”

Kiel finally understood why the tip of his sword had trembled.

The inexplicable power of hatred was undoubtedly formidable. It was enough to inflict wounds on a colleague who had sought their meeting until the brink of death, without feeling any remorse.

“But, you seem to know me, don’t you?”

Yet that hatred was locked away within the emptiness of sadness.

Olivia doesn’t remember.


The memories of eating together, conversing, laughing, and gossiping on that day.

She doesn’t remember at all.

That fact became a dagger piercing the heart.

All those events became nonexistent to Olivia.

‘Everything has turned into emptiness.’



 
  
    Chapter 42: A Proposal


Her noble sacrifice has become vain.

That alone is agonizing enough. But more painful than that is the fact that the person who hurt her, knowing nothing, is the country itself.

Keil was recalling all the words.

-You’ve always been like this.

‘No. I didn’t remember it back then.’

‘It’s all her fault. She messed with my mind, that’s why I couldn’t remember.’

-She deceived us every moment, betrayed our trust.

‘She never deceived us once.’

‘It was Olivia who betrayed our trust, in fact.’

-And yet, you expect me to believe you?

‘I want to smile, to apologize, but I just can’t.’

Hatred.

This damn hatred is blocking everything.

Even now, he have the urge to draw his sword and slit that throat.

Kiel turned away. He was afraid that if he kept looking at her, something might happen.

“Fine, whatever. I didn’t expect you to answer anyway.”

He regressed.

“If I had known it would come to this, I would have tortured you from the beginning to find out.”

I know you’re not that kind of person.

“…….”

Kiel closed his eyes tightly and drew the sword buried in the ice.

Whiiiiing.

The wind blows.

Their positions were completely reversed. Olivia was looking at Kiel’s back, while Kiel was looking somewhere beyond the snowy plains.

“My name is Kiel Rothschild.”

This isn’t right now.

‘I can’t even have a conversation with her like this.’

Their reunion shouldn’t happen like this.

“Remember me next time we meet.”

‘When I rid myself of this confusing hatred.’

Then.

‘When that time comes, I’ll come back.’

Kiel ran.

Without looking back until the end of the snowy plain.

He ran and ran.

***

“…Is it going to be okay?”

Olivia watched Kiel disappearing as she speck.

Just seeing that he didn’t attack was already half success.

‘Is Kiel done now?’

Olivia sighed and drank the potion. She unwrapped the bandages she had wrapped around herself for the appearance of a patient.

“It should be fine. Whatever.”

Olivia walked unsteadily towards the lair where her disciples were waiting.

One down.

“Fourteen steps ahead now.”

Now is not the time to rest.

“Damn it. You utter bastard!”

There was a man climbing the snowy mountain, wrapped in thick clothes. At first glance, he looked rugged enough to be mistaken for a hunter, but surprisingly, he was actually a knight.

“Damn it. Coming back here again.”

Seth grumbled. It had only been a month since he swore not to show his face in the north again. But darn it, the captain had to call him back.

“You need to head north again. At least once a month from now on, go and check on the kids.”

What if the kidnapped kids are dead? Are you going to take the knights with you?

“I’ll damn well wait until then.”

Seth knew that order was just an excuse. Olivia had a lot of information, so he was sent to fetch some Congo moss or something.

It makes sense. Olivia had certainly outperformed other witches.

Selling the locations of other witches without hesitation, carrying hundreds of effective potions instead of poisons.

From the ability to communicate normally alone, Olivia stood out from other witches.

Even a little information about demons from Olivia would greatly benefit the Empire’s defenses.

“And she’s strong.”

As a Night Raven, he often met with high-level individuals due to the nature of his work. He had dealings with the elders of each tower, as well as the Tower Lords.

But there was no wizards stronger than Olivia among them. Calliope’s intuition had never been wrong in this regard, so it was probably certain.

Of course, the Tower Lords of the Red and Golden Towers were not included, but anyway.

Olivia, the witch, meant that she possessed more magical power than most Tower Lords but had not succumbed to magic.

Usually, someone like that would have gone insane long ago.

“How strong is her mental fortitude?”

Why would someone like her become a witch? There may be no one in the world without a story, but…

Seth, who had been thinking that far, stopped abruptly.

Thunk.

The sound of heavy footsteps came from not too far away. Soon, the rough breathing of a beast followed.

“…A Yeti?”

Seth hadn’t deliberately concealed his presence until now. This usually made most monsters aware of his presence and flee. There was no better way to avoid unnecessary combat when he wanted to.

However, occasionally, there were monsters who were drawn to the challenge. These were the so-called lone wolves.

And the Yeti was one of those monsters that hunted alone in the north.

With its strength to easily tear apart adult males and thick skin that wouldn’t be pierced by a blade, and like all creatures in the north, its vitality was terrifying.

Rumors of a Yeti appearing were enough to send High-level wizards from the White Tower.

But Seth wasn’t going to be his opponent.

“Well, this is annoying, but it worked out.”

Seth chuckled bitterly.

Throwing off his thick clothes, Seth pounded his fists. His monstrous biceps flexed with every movement.


“Come on!”

“Hooooooooo!”

The Yeti, spotting Seth, charged at frightening speed.

“You bastard!”

The fists of the seth were engulfed in a dark aura.

It was indeed massive, worthy of the name ‘giant monster.’

“Hehehehe. Excellent!”

With this level of power, it wouldn’t be easy to take down in a single punch.

Once he turn that Yeti into minced meat, he might feel a bit relieved…

“Yeti is over thereeee!”

“Horolololololol!”

“I’m definitely eating that!”

Huh?

Instead of swinging its fist, the seth turned its head.

Were there still barbarians in the north?

That couldn’t be. The northern barbarians were absorbed into the empire more than 50 years ago.

Then what could that sound be?

As a question mark appeared on Seth’s face…

Kwaaaaang!

As if the clear sky suddenly turned dark, lightning struck.

The lightning struck directly at the Yeti’s head.

“Kkuuuuueeeek!”

With a sound like a pig being slaughtered, the Yeti fell flat.

Magic?

The thought of Olivia flashed through Seth’s mind immediately. But her actions seemed too weak to have caused this.

Seeing the Yeti still alive and writhing, it was clear.

“Then who on earth…?”

Seth couldn’t finish his sentence.

From beyond the hill, three people were rushing madly. Seth recognized their faces.

“Hahahaha! Life is a battlefield! I’ll be the one to deliver the final blow!”

“Aramis, you crazy bastard! Blinking is cheating!”

“If you’re jealous, learn it yourself!”

Thunk!

Aramis appeared from thin air.

Ssuaaaack!

A chilling spear flew towards the Yeti. Just as the Yeti was starting to regain its senses and stand up, its leg joint was pierced, causing it to slump back down.

“Ugh!”

As Aramis focused his mind, a much larger spear appeared than before. It was an ice spear, emitting a sharp cold. Without hesitation, Aramis launched the spear.

Tuaquaaaang!

The Yeti, with its head pierced, couldn’t even make a sound and died instantly.

“…Haaah.”

Seth couldn’t close his mouth.

There were no flaws. Even though all eyes were on this side, it was too easy to hunt down.

It wasn’t even a wolf-like lower-level monster, it was a Yeti.

At that age, with that level of skill?

What on earth happened in the past month…?

At least for now, Olivia seemed to be performing her role as a master properly.

“No, no, no, no, no! My Yeti!”

Jaina wailed as she knelt in front of Yeti’s corpse. Unable to accept the situation, she grabbed Aramis by the collar and shook him wildly.

“Aramis, you crazy bastard!”

“Hehehe. That’s what the master said. After all, they say a person who can’t eat properly is a lunatic. Anyway, I’m excluding you from the training for the second time!”

…Is this really the right way to teach?

The way they speak is not like ordinary thugs.

Other wizards might understand. Wizards are famous for having bad personalities anyway.

But they were from the White Tower.

Famous for gathering kind and good wizards only.

Certainly, just a month ago it wasn’t like this…

Suddenly, Seth recalled deep-seated nightmares buried in the depths of his memory. The sight of disciples constantly suffering under the guise of education.

-I’m going to die, I’m going to die, I’m really going to die!

-Sssss.

-Kiiiiiiii!

Hmm.

It might change.

Having endured a month under that crazy demon, Seth had reached his limit.

In an instant, Seth accepted it.

“So….”

Olivia, tapping the chair made of ice, looked at Seth.

“The reason you came all the way here was just to check on our kids?”

“Well, for now, yes.”

“Again. You’re acting all high and mighty. Want a slap in the face?”

“Heeheehee!”

Instinctively, Seth raised his arm to protect himself. Despite showing courage in front of Yeti, who was over 4 meters tall, he couldn’t muster the same courage in front of delicate Olivia.

Olivia shook her head.

“Speak. Why did you come?”

“Well… I came back despite my shame to make a proposal.”


“What proposal?”

“Basically… think of it as an information exchange.”

Olivia laughed incredulously.

“Information exchange? What kind of information could someone stuck in the mountains like me possibly need?”

“The captain said that’s exactly why you might need it.”



 
  
    Chapter 43: The Gold Tower Lord -1


“Why?”

“I don’t know either. They didn’t tell me.”

“She’s a bad woman.”

“I agree. And she’s also unlucky.”

Olivia was secretly impressed. As Calliope said, Olivia needed information.

No matter how much Olivia was an insider, she couldn’t predict how huge the snowball rolled by fifteen regressors would be. To prepare, she needed to know how the situation was unfolding.

“What you want is the personal information of other witches, right?”

“…Can it include things related to demons too?”

“That’s a bit expensive, isn’t it?”

“If you pay the price, it’s fine.”

“That’s true.”

Certainly, this witch was different. A witch who serves demons, openly talking about selling demons.

How absurd is this, it’s like a saint tasting the gods’ offerings in the middle of a temple.

“…She’s definitely insane.”

She’s not normal.

But precisely because of that, Olivia could trade with peace of mind.

“Before we get into the main point, our Night Raven deals with all sorts of information. As long as you don’t leave the continent, no human can escape our Night Raven’s sight.”

“So, I’m not human?”

“W-well, not in that sense. Strong ones like you are out of the question, completely out of the question!”

Seth clapped his hands. He barely composed himself and continued talking.

“Anyway, information about witches and demons is very difficult for us to obtain.”

“Right. Because they might bite their tongues and die under torture.”

“…True.”

Seth nodded.

“The Captain has entrusted me with full authority. That means I can trade any information except for those related to the royal family.”

“Alright, I get it. So, where should I start?”

“…Just start? Don’t you want to ask whose information you want or something like that?”

Olivia stroked her chin.

‘Should I ask about Melina?’

Kiel is done, so it’s time to meet Melina.

“What’s the Gold Tower Lord up to these days?”

Seth’s expression became tense. It seemed like he didn’t expect the Gold Tower to be mentioned from Olivia’s mouth.

“…If there’s a commotion with the Gold Tower, we won’t be able to handle it.”

“It’s not like that. I’m just curious about what the Gold Tower Lord is up to these days.”

“If that’s the case. It’s a story even the kids on the street know, so I’ll tell you for free.”

Seth opened his mouth with a bitter smile.

“The Gold Tower Lord has entered into seclusion recently.”

“…Seclusion?”

“Just as I said. The Gold Tower Lord hasn’t shown her face outside the Tower for about a month. I heard she’s cutting off all supplies…”.

“…Eliminate food and drink?”

Olivia’s expression became strange.

“What nonsense is this again?”

“It’s been over a month since she’s been out? That Melina from the Gold Tower?”

“…That’s right.”

Olivia looked at Seth with a puzzled expression.

The Melina she knew couldn’t stay in one place for even a day, let alone a month.

“…I didn’t expect this.”

Melina used to go out once a day to drink. With age, she claimed she couldn’t endure without relieving stress like that.

Usually, it was the Palace.

With her age, no one could stop Melina even if she were to engage with the Emperor.

Who could stop a 200-year-old grandmother from having a drink with the grandson of an old friend?

“Really? She hasn’t even crossed paths with other towers or the Palace?”

“That’s correct.”

Hmm…

Does this make sense?

Seth asked tentatively.

“Do you know Gold Tower Lord?”

“I know of her. She’s the strongest wizard on the continent.”

“I didn’t mean it in that sense… Never mind, forget I asked.”

Seth looked at Olivia, lost in thought, with a strange look.

‘It seems like we know each other personally.’

If it were someone else, there might not be any connection with Melina in front of them, but if it were a witch in front of them, there might be enough familiarity.

There was a reason Seth came to that conclusion.

Wizards who reached a certain level were invariably old. This wasn’t a stereotype but a conclusion drawn from countless data.

But Olivia was young. Even if she looked older, she was at least in her mid-twenties.

And the same goes for Melina.

If Melina maintained her physical youth through time magic, Olivia must be doing the same through some means.

‘It might not be a thousand years like I said last time, but it must be at least a hundred.’

Otherwise, that strength just wouldn’t make sense.

“Do you know anything more about Melina?”

“…From here on, we have to negotiate the price.”

“I’ll tell you everything you want to know. So, speak quickly. Preferably in as much detail as possible.”

Seth began the story.

One month ago, at the Gold Tower.

***

One month ago-

For the first time in a long time, Galdur, the Red Tower Lord, entered the capital with a troubled expression.

“Huh.”

He couldn’t remember the last time he entered the capital.


“It’s been so long.”

During this time, He had too much work at the Red Tower, so he couldn’t find the time to visit at all.

A period of chaos.

In recent years, the eastern part of the empire has been unusually noisy. This is because the kingdoms in the east formed an alliance and tried to dominate maritime trade.

Although there hasn’t been direct conflict yet, the empire, as the loser in continental trade dominance, couldn’t just stand by. The empire planned to pressure the Eastern Alliance, and the Red Tower was assigned that role. Fortunately, the location of the Red Tower at the eastern border made it possible.

Moreover, since the Tower Lord, Galdur, was a grand wizard, it was calculated that he could handle any accusations from other kingdoms.

In reality, that calculation proved correct.

“But it’s still just a temporary solution.”

Galdur was now in his forties. Though not comparable to his master Melina, reaching this age brought a different perspective on the world.

The eastern continent would be swept into war within a few years.

“May I enter? I’ve come to see Gold Tower Lord.”

“Yes, I’ll guide you right away!”

No one dared to block the entry of the Red Tower Lord. Although Galdur belonged to a different tower, everyone knew he was once the disciple of Gold Tower Lord.

“He was the only disciple.”

Galdur’s face briefly showed a sense of pride.

Gold Tower Lord’s eccentric temperament was still famous. Melina had only taken one disciple throughout her life, and that disciple was Galdur.

Galdur followed the wizards guiding him and slowly ascended the stairs. Memories of his childhood with Melina surfaced as he swept his hand over the railing.

-You won’t make it either, Galdur.

It was not a pleasant memory.

-Ah, once in a hundred years, they say an exceptional talent appears…

Galdur’s face momentarily twisted like a demon. Fortunately, the wizards didn’t notice.

Galdur took a deep breath slowly. The fiery emotions quickly subsided.

“I thought I had forgotten it all…”

Melina, as a Tower Lord, was excellent, but as a master, she was the worst kind of person.

She always demanded unreasonable things and wanted Galdur to understand ten things with just one lesson.

In the end, Galdur couldn’t satisfy Melina.

-In the end, you were just that kind of person. I don’t want to see you anymore, so disappear.

That gaze, as if looking at garbage, remained a trauma for him.

At that time, Galdur was seventeen. Since that day, his master changed from Gold Tower Lord to the current Red Tower Lord .

And for the past few decades, Galdur deliberately avoided Melina. The annual meetings of Tower Lord were possible to skip because Melina was absent every time.

The reason he returned to Gold Tower was simple.

“Now I am also a respectable grand wizard.”

To prove that Melina was wrong.

The boy you rejected back then has now returned as a respectable grand wizard.

So, he came back.

“Here we are.”

As Galdur faced the door leading to the Tower Lord’s room, he felt his heart sink.

“Don’t even think about leaving the room until you can use all the magic in this book. Don’t rely on the elders like last time; they won’t help you anymore.”

The childhood trauma resurfaced.

“Red Tower Lord?”

“It’s fine. Go and ask Gold Tower Lord quickly.”

“I understand.”

Knock, knock.

The clear sound of wood echoed through the corridor.

“……”

No answer came even after a long wait. The wizard, unperturbed, knocked politely again.

But still, there was no response.

“……The Gold Tower Lord.”

The wizard whispered very cautiously.

“……The Gold Tower Lord.”

Galdur frowned. After 70 years, Melina, the human, must have changed a bit.

Hmm.

‘She hasn’t changed at all.’

Melina was still the human entrenched in her self-important authoritarianism.

“Get out of the way.”

“Well, Red Tower Lord. If you do this….”

“I said get out of the way.”

Ignoring the wizard, Galdur forcefully opened the door.

The interior was dark. The only light came from the corridor where Galdur stood.

“Is The Golden Tower Lord really here?”

“Y-yes. I made sure……”

It was that moment.

Tap. Tap. Tap. Tap.

Strange sounds could be heard from somewhere.

“……Golden Tower Lord?”

Something caught Galdur’s foot as he tried to step inside.

‘Magic?’

Only then did the scene of the study come into Galdur’s view. The always tidy study was now a mess, as if dozens of wolves had rummaged through it.

“W-what is this……!”

“You, go immediately and call other wizards.”

“Y-yes!”

Galdur illuminated the room with flames. And then, a more horrifying sight was revealed.

‘……What on earth is this.’

Scratches were clearly visible on the walls. Not from a monster. Then, they couldn’t have been made so shallowly.

It was the work of a person.

Unknowingly, Galdur swallowed hard. A single possibility flashed through his mind, but he vehemently denied it.

The Melina he knew was an incredibly powerful egoist.


Even if it meant biting his tongue and dying, she wouldn’t engage in such meaningless outbursts.

-My ears are going to rot. Don’t mention the word “master” when it’s just the two of us in the future.

The Melina he knew……

A few steps further, Galdur froze in place.

Melina was on the study floor. Clad in a thick blanket, she was biting her fingers, from which the nails had fallen off.
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The golden hair that used to shine brightly was now tangled and unkempt, while the clear eyes trembled incessantly like those of a leper.

“……”

Galdur fell silent.

He couldn’t possibly accept the current situation.

“My disciple, why did you do this? My disciple, my beloved disciple… why did you do this? Why…? No, no, no, no….”

Flames ignited in Galdur’s eyes.

“This…!”

She shouldn’t be like this.

Even if others don’t know, she shouldn’t show such a disgraceful sight.

“Melina! Pull yourself together right now!”

Galdur grabbed Melina’s collar and lifted her up.

“What will the disciples think if they see you like this! I don’t know what happened, but get up right now!”

Melina’s eyes slowly turned towards Galdur. The emotions reflected in her golden eyes were clearly defiance.

“…You.”

Galdur almost let go of her hand.

“Bring my disciple to me immediately. I need to hear from my own ears why she did that.”

Galdur’s shoulders trembled.

“Gold Tower Lord, you don’t have a disciple…”

“Get out.”

Bang!

Melina instantly threw Galdur out of the door. The wizards who were coming up the stairs collided with Galdur and stumbled awkwardly.

“Ahh!”

“Master Galdur! Are you okay…?”

The wizards couldn’t finish their sentences.

Beyond the darkness, Melina turned her head slightly to look in their direction.

The wizards facing her fierce gaze turned pale.

“First Elder, bring my disciple to me immediately.”

“W-What do you mean? A disciple? Didn’t you…?”

Bang!

A magically conjured knife stuck right beside the First Elder.

“Don’t you remember? My disciple, my beloved disciple, Livi. I need to hear it from her directly. Why did she do it, why did it have to be like this, I need to hear it with my own ears. So bring her to me right away.”

“Um, um…”

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

Bang!

The door closed.

As if it would never open again.

***

“…That’s what happened.”

Seth wasn’t at the Gold Tower at the time. However, since it was a story directly relayed to one of the Elders of the Gold Tower, the credibility of the information was certain.

However, despite that, it was hard to believe.

First of all, it was absurd that Melina would say such things.

‘Even calling a disciple.’

For nearly fifty years, Melina had not taken in any disciples. Not a single one!

And now, suddenly, she wanted a disciple brought to her?

Rumors of senility weren’t spreading for no reason.

“….Huh.”

“I admit, there are more than a few questionable points. But it’s true that Melina has been denying access to her office for a month, and she’s been cutting off food and supplies.”

“Even the people on the streets know that?”

“That’s an exaggeration. It’s our own slang…”

“But does everyone who knows understand?”

“It looks like the night ravens are up to something.”

Olivia’s brow furrowed.

Damn.

If this gets out, every damn noble on the continent will know that if we leave things as they are, Melina will go berserk.

“Hey.”

“…I’m listening.”

“Block that information.”

“I can’t just silence it as I please. It’s been over a month, and there are quite a few people who know… “

Olivia abruptly stood up.

“Do any of you nobles know about the witch who made a pact with the Great Demon? Curious who it is?”

“…”

Seth’s expression changed.

“I’ll tell you. So, block that information for now. If you can’t block it, at least mix it with lies to confuse them. Make sure the borders remain intact at the very least.”

A smirk appeared on Seth’s face.

Should we spread the word of someone as influential as the Gold Tower in the outside world through night raven?

Of course, it’s been a month, so those who need to know will already know, but it’s still a valuable piece of information that even lower-ranking nobles can’t touch.

The mages of the Gold Tower wouldn’t spread rumors about going mad.

So, if we monitor the upper echelons of the nobility, that should suffice.

“In fact, silencing is what I do best. If it’s not possible, I’ll block it even if I have to resort to threats.”

“Yeah, and I have one more request…”

Olivia whispered into Seth’s ear.

“Well then, I’ll take my leave. I’ll come back once a week from now on.”

“Yeah. Don’t forget what I told you.”

Seth chuckled.

“If this is true, our position in the First Prince’s faction will definitely rise.”

Olivia was very satisfied with the deal. She almost wished they could meet every day to exchange information.

It’s just unfortunate they can’t do that due to security concerns.

“Thank you for your kindness. I’ll make good use of the information you provided.”

After Seth left, Olivia scratched her head.


“Ugh… my head hurts like hell.”

Damn regressions.

If it were just one or two people, it wouldn’t be a big deal, but with fifteen of them, there were so many things to worry about.

“Why, Melina! Why are you doing this!”

Melina’s rampage was something Olivia never anticipated.

Why?

Because the pre-favorable Melina was, quite literally, a sociopath. She would listen to people like crap, spew out insults without hesitation; she was a complete and utter jerk.

So, the fact that Melina regressed, Olivia expected her to become even colder…

But singing to bring disciples, scratching the walls with her nails, crying and falling over?

It’s not like she’s advertising that she’s regressed.

“She’s really losing it.”

Actually, Olivia had her own way of categorizing regressors.

The so-called regression classification.

Based on thousands of experiences, Olivia divided regressors into two main categories.

The first is the category that doesn’t change the future.

They have so much knowledge and information from their original timeline that they can maximize their gains without needing to change the future.

The representative figure belonging here is Princess Aria.

And secondly, there was a category that benefited from changing the future.

Southern conflict zones, eastern port cities, free cities like Mikabel, and so on…

Guardians of each city.

They are individuals carrying tens of thousands of lives on their shoulders.

For them, excluding immediate dangers in front of them was a priority rather than finding Olivia, who they didn’t even know where she was.

There was no reason not to change the future when they knew ways to protect their homeland and family more easily.

Certainly, they were all regressors, but the way the two groups faced regression was so different.

That was precisely what Olivia believed.

Unless regressors were idiots, they would realize that the world was flowing differently from what they knew.

Once they realized that, they would come up with a very rational inference that there might be another regressor besides themselves.

So how would regressors act from here?

Would I reveal to the world that I’ve regressed in order to attract the attention of other regressors?

Or…

‘Should I quietly hide and observe?’

Of course, the latter.

Why?

“Because they don’t know of my existence.”

The premise for regressors to unite is the existence of Olivia as a public enemy.

That means if Olivia doesn’t exist, they have no reason to unite.

Why?

A serial killer, a Dragon Lord ridden with passive human hatred.

The most noble lineage, the princess, and a revolutionary who hates the caste system.

Only fourteen out of fourteen, and it’s already a mess.

If Olivia doesn’t exist, the unity among regressors would never come true.

“Lactea isn’t a newbie death game for nothing. Even before the messiah descends, the continent is already hell.”

‘Even when I hadn’t regressed, wars broke out. I couldn’t even begin to imagine how chaotic it would be once I did regress.’

Of course, whether it would be chaotic or not wasn’t Olivia’s concern.

There was only one thing Olivia needed to be cautious about.

“As long as they don’t know of my existence in this world.”

The only one who knows Olivia’s existence for sure on the continent is Kiel.

The rest are unaware of this fact. All they know is “Olivia wasn’t in the City of Beginnings” and “Olivia didn’t enroll in the Imperial Academy.”

Perhaps as regressors, they would feel like Olivia had disappeared into the ground.

Of course, because someone who should have been there was gone.

With the biggest threat gone, their attention would naturally shift to their surroundings.

Of course, there would be those who would continue to doubt until the end…

“I’m not going out of the North anyway, so what’s the big deal.”

Eventually, they would have no choice but to change their minds.

Anyway, back to the point, the reason why Melina’s rampaging is a problem is one.

Think about it: someone who was rampaging while calling out a disciple’s name became sane within a week.

“It’s written in a novel format, right? So, how will the other regressors interpret this?”

“Ah, typical Melina. She managed to pull through with sheer mental strength!” Would they take it this way?

“Of course, they’ll probably think I’ve been coming and going as usual!”

So, the aim was to mislead with information. At the very least, to keep the borders uncrossed.

To sum up,

“It’s fine if rumors spread that the disciple who disappeared and the Gold Tower Lord went crazy.”

Eventually, the existence of other regressors will be known.

However,

“The once insane Golden Tower Lord has regained her sense!” Such rumors must not cross borders.

Because Olivia’s existence would be exposed.

That’s the conclusion.

Is it okay for these rumors to spread within the empire?

It’s okay.

Except for Melina and Kiel, there’s only one regressor affiliated with the empire, Aria.

And the current Aria, even if she hears the rumor that Melina has regained her senses, can’t do anything about it.

She’ll realize Olivia’s existence, but she won’t be able to inform anyone else of that fact.

“The Night Raven will definitely aim to elevate one prince to the throne. Whatever Aria sends to someone else, it will definitely be censored.”

That’s why maintaining a facade with the Information Department is crucial.

Of course, Aria will find a way. She’ll somehow gather the oaths of allegiance from all the nobles and ascend to the throne.

If it were someone else, maybe not, but if it’s Princess Aria, it’s possible.

By then, she could inform the regressors from other countries about Olivia’s existence.


But…

By then, at least half of them will have switched sides.

“In that case, what should I do about Melina first?”

A message window appeared in front of Olivia.

[Main Quest]
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	Clue #1 – Obtained

	Clue #2 – Not obtained
.
.
.

	Clue #15 – Not obtained



Olivia can’t not go. She have to break this, because only then can she know whether the premise condition of the ending is normal, Immortal, or annihilation.

‘Although I’d prefer to leave Melina in that state and proceed with another regressor…’

[Clues must be obtained in order!]

It became impossible not to.

“Sigh… Alright, let’s go. We have to.”

Olivia lifted her head. The sun was setting.

[Using the skill, ‘Teleport.’]

It’s time to go get the second clue.

***

It might seem a little awkward to talk about it now that it’s all over, but Kiel was quite easy to subdue.

With no witnesses around, and no one to suspect even after disappearing for a week.

But Melina is different.

The Gold Tower is located in the capital of the empire. Not on the outskirts, but in the center.

Fighting Melina there would not only jeopardize information control but also raise concerns about when Aria and the 13 Expeditionaries would be formed.

Olivia pondered as she walked through the mountains.

“Wait, does Melina also have the Regressor privilege or something?”

Kiel could be pardoned a hundred times over. Because compared to his prime, his level was a whopping 10 lower.

But not Melina. She is at her prime right now.

So, even for the sake of fairness, there shouldn’t be any damn privileges.

“…But there probably are.”

A sigh escaped involuntarily.

But what can you do? There won’t be another Melina in the future.

Just think of it as practice.

“Sigh, that’s just my luck.”

Olivia stopped at the end of the mountain. In the distance, the capital could be seen.

The night view of the capital from the middle of the mountain was quite beautiful. To the left of Olivia was the imperial palace, and to the right was The Gold Tower.

“At this distance…”

Olivia reached out towards the Gold Tower, estimating the distance.

“It’s just right.”

It barely fell within the Archmage’s perception range.

Swoosh.

Olivia drew her staff and began to draw a magic circle on the ground.

[Using the skill, ‘Ice Orb.’]

A chilly sphere appeared from the magic circle. The surroundings began to freeze slowly around the sphere.

Crackle.

The ground that couldn’t withstand the cold cracked. Ignoring it, the sphere continued to grow larger.

“It’s about time they noticed.”

Olivia didn’t take her eyes off the Gold Tower.

Boom!

The next moment, familiar golden mana burst forth from the Gold Tower.

Olivia closed her eyes and counted silently.

One.

Two.

Three.

“…”

In front of her eyes, Melina stood.

Her eyes were bloodshot, and blood dripped from her fingers where the nails had been torn off.

Who would think she was the princess of the Gold Tower looking like that?

“She’s completely fallen.”

Olivia silently clicked her tongue. It seemed that the statement about being stuck in her room for a month was indeed true.

“Disciple…”

Melina couldn’t continue her words.

Crash!

Olivia disappeared before her eyes.

“Hehehehe…”

Melina chuckled sinisterly as she walked to where Olivia had been. The cold scent of mana lingered vividly.

Melina’s head snapped towards where the scent of mana continued.

“……Hide and seek, huh. Interesting.”

The next moment, Melina’s figure vanished too.

[Skill activated: ‘Teleport.’]

As soon as Olivia felt her feet touch the ground, she immediately used her skill.

[Skill activated: ‘Teleport.’]

She had to get as far away from the city as possible.

Normally, teleportation wasn’t a magic that could be used so quickly. However, because she had drawn magic circles along various routes beforehand, rapid movement like this was possible.

The scenery changed 180 degrees with each teleport. But there was no time to confirm where she was now.

While others might not know, the one chasing her was the spatial magic expert, Melina.

She could teleport a longer distance in one go, and her speed was faster.

Eventually, Olivia would be caught before reaching the northern region.

“But I can at least get near there.”

Swish!

A golden chain shot towards Olivia’s back. Instead of blocking the chain, Olivia blinked to dodge it.

The chain barely missed her.

It was too close.

She broke into a cold sweat. The tension was overwhelming, knowing that one mistake could lead her to doom.

Crack!

A hand suddenly emerged from the void.

The hand, devoid of nails, reached out to grab Olivia.

Startled, Olivia stepped back.

“Insane.”


It was a different kind of terror than when she was with Kiel.

Back then, it was a feeling of imminent death if she let her guard down, but now, it felt like being chased by a mad murderer.

“Are you not coming?”

Melina’s expression shifted to blank in an instant. Olivia realized for the first time that blank expression could be so chilling.

“I… I taught you wrong. Very, very wrong.”

Flames ignited in Melina’s hand. She placed her other hand on her chest and spoke.

“I truly cared for you. If I had children, I might have felt like this.”

Melina’s eyes momentarily grew distant.

“You were my pride, my everything.”

The color of flames swiftly changed. What was once crimson turned into azure, and now rose as a sinister, pitch-black hue.

Dark flame.

It was the so-called hellfire that no wizard of the Red Tower could reach, yet Melina effortlessly manifested it.

“But… you stabbed me in the heart.”

Melina’s face stiffened chillingly as the dark flames shot out. Bang! With a sinister sound, an ice barrier shattered.

Beyond the steam, Melina thrust her face forward abruptly.

“…!”

Before Olivia could react, Melina grabbed her shoulders and tripped her legs.

‘What power…!’

Olivia realized that Melina’s combat style was drastically different from what she knew.

Melina wasn’t the type to rush in recklessly like this. She was someone who pushed relentlessly until the opponent stuck to her without giving any chance from a distance.

Olivia hadn’t imagined she would engage in close combat like this.

[Skill, ‘Blink’ activated.]

[Skill, ‘Blink’ activated.]

Pop! Pop! Pop!

Just before Olivia hit the ground, she barely blinked away.

Thud.

Upon landing, Olivia groaned. She sensed it when she allowed Melina to approach just now.

‘I let my guard down.’

There was no guarantee that the standardized patterns from the game would apply in reality.

Olivia extended her staff forward.

Crackling!

A chilling magic began to dominate the surroundings. Melina didn’t just stand still either.

Boom!

The spacetime around Melina distorted.

In an instant, the world split into two domains.

One filled with chilling cold, and another with distorted spacetime.

“Disciple, why do you keep running away?”

“Are you suffering from dementia, old women? I’ve never had a master like you.”

A ripple passed over Melina’s eyes.

But it was short-lived.

“…Such a painful thing to say. But unlike before, it doesn’t bother me anymore.”

[Archmage Melina casts “Spatial Erosion”!]

Golden chains slowly began to cover the sky.

“I admit it too. In my past life, I wasn’t a true master. I only watched my disciple’s deviation.”

The sky was covered in golden light.

“So, don’t resent me even if it’s painful.”

Because now it’s discipline.

Crunch!

As Melina clenched her fist, the space where Olivia’s left arm was positioned shattered without any warning.

“Ugh!”

A short whimper escaped Olivia’s mouth. Her left hand had literally turned into a mop.

If she hadn’t noticed the flow of magic and quickly pulled her arm back, it would have been completely obliterated.

“Don’t try to escape! Accept your punishment quietly!”

Crunch! Crunch! Crunch! Crunch!

In the blink of an eye, everything around shattered like aluminum cans.

The chains covering the sky didn’t just stand by either. They gradually narrowed the area, restricting Olivia’s range of activity.

Thunk!

The chains couldn’t penetrate the shield and bounced off. Olivia now focused on defending instead of attacking.

There was no escaping now.

[Cannot use the skill ‘Blink’!]

[Space is eroded, so movement-type magic cannot be utilized!]

Clang clang clang clang clang clang!

The frequency at which the chains struck the barrier shortened gradually. Despite layering them several times, it couldn’t prevent them from being buried bit by bit into the ground.

It’s definitely different.


In the final moments of the massacre ending, Melina was focused on defense. It was Melina who obstructed Olivia, who was rushing to kill….

But now it’s the opposite.

I keenly felt the importance of favorability once again. If I hadn’t raised Melina’s favorability when I saw the annihilation ending, things would have gone wrong from the very beginning.

Melina’s main attributes are time and space.

If the chains corroding everything around and the space magic that breaks every time she clenches her fist…
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“Where is time?”

Olivia stared at Melina from behind the barrier. Melina’s eyes were shining with a much brighter golden hue than before.

“That crazy woman.”

Melina must be feeling like time is flowing slowly now.

Increasing the density of time, accelerating the thought process.

Thanks to that, Melina boasts an overwhelming computing speed compared to others.

The ability to control hundreds of chains simultaneously is for the same reason.

Surprisingly, that’s only Level 1.

Level 2 is interfering with the opponent’s time, and Level 3 is interfering with the world’s time.

Of course, Melina can only manage up to Level 2.

“Level 3 has a level limit of 100.”

I know this because I’ve tried time magic before.

‘It’s ridiculously difficult to control, and the mana consumption is unbearable, so I gave up halfway, but still, you can’t deny its top attribute.’

“I thought it would be a bit different.”

Unlike Kiel, who was quick to draw his greatsword, Melina didn’t start the conversation somewhat peacefully.

‘So, I tried to stay on the defensive until she calmed down, but now it seems like she won’t calm down at all.’

Thunk.

Blood flowed from my left hand.

Agonizing pain twisted Olivia’s forehead.

“Respect for elders or whatever. I look like I’m about to kick the bucket right now.”

Olivia’s momentum changed.

‘Just don’t kill. Just don’t kill.’

Retainer’s benefit? Instead of just suppressing, it should be enough to knock her out. How would she manage anything before the benefit is activated if she faints before it?

“I can’t just sit and take it. You damned hag.”

At the same time, the earth’s mana surged.

The surge of mana is a precursor to grand magic.

Melina, who was expecting Olivia to attack, smiled broadly.

Grand magic takes a long time to cast. That means, if you know when the opponent will use magic, you can counterattack.

“Disciple, you’ve dulled quite a bit!”

Golden mana shot towards Olivia.

[‘Archmage Melina’ is interfering with your time!]

-Casting time greatly increases!

-Computational speed decreases significantly!

Thoughts slow down.

Melina’s laughter pierces the ears a long time later. It takes ages to process her actions and think, ‘She laughed.’

Time is still passing. Only ‘Olivia’s thought speed’ has slowed down.

Melina staggered.

“I should have done this sooner!”

Blood dripped. Interfering with the opponent’s time magic takes a tremendous toll on the body.

But look at the result.

The disciple, who was always sharp, now has a foolish expression on her face.

“Forgive me.”

Melina reached out her hand. Olivia wouldn’t be able to walk after this day. Her arms wouldn’t move either. She wouldn’t be able to use magic.

And furthermore…

Pause.

Sensing something amiss, Melina stopped. Olivia’s thought process would be a hundred times slower than usual now.

Because her thoughts were slow, it took ages for her fingers to move.

That’s how it had to be.

But why…

“Are you… laughing?”

Olivia was indeed laughing. There was no way the magic had failed. The noticeable slowdown in Olivia’s movements was evidence of that. So, there was only one possibility left.

Before Melina even cast the spell, Olivia had already prepared to laugh.

…Why?

Unless she had pre-cast the magic…

Creak.

“…The sky?!”

Melina urgently jerked her head up.

Before she could react…

A massive pillar of light slammed down onto the ground.

“———“

Melina’s eyes rolled back. She fell backward, her entire body charred.

Thud.

A moment later.

Olivia’s body convulsed. Her thought process had returned to normal.

And then, finally, the true nature of the magic Melina had attempted to block was revealed.

“[Skill, ‘Ice Ball’ activated.]”

A head-sized chunk of ice fell to the ground with a thud.

It was a simple deception.

Raising magical power after pre-casting a grand spell.

Melina had naturally fallen for it. What kind of magician would waste magical power like that?

“…Is it over?”

Olivia slowly approached Melina and lightly tapped her with her toe.

Certainly knocked out.

Olivia cautiously embraced Melina.

“Let’s go, Grandmother.”

To the north.

Spring.

“…It’s not visible.”

Melina’s expression remained unfazed.


What exactly is the truth? What exactly is it that even the diviner doesn’t allow?

It’s difficult. Too difficult.

.

In Melina’s dream-

Tap.

“Gold Tower Lord. The apprentice have all gathered.”

“…Understood.”

Melina stood up from her seat. At times like this, she needed to do something to clear her mind.

There were four disciple wizards. They all looked tense. Naturally.

The woman before their eyes was not only an idol to all wizards but also one of the pinnacle beings among humans.

“Here they are. Let’s have introductions, one by one…”

Melina raised her hand to silence her secretary.

Her gaze was fixed on a girl standing at the very end.

She was young. She might have been nineteen at most?

But even so, her magical power far exceeded that of the other wizards.

But if that were all, she wouldn’t have caught Melina’s attention.

That face with a faint smile.

Confidence? No. Arrogance? Not that either.

It was composure. An emotion that a wizard could never possess, but she had it.

It intrigued Melina.

“What’s your name?”

“Olivia.”

Melina’s eyes narrowed.

“…Olivia.”

She remembered.

Melina turned away. There was no need to check the others.

They were not even close to being appointed as formal wizards; they were just troublemakers who would be chased away before that.

‘How far will she rise?’

It was their first meeting.

***

Thunk.

“Ugh, so heavy like a dog.”

Olivia carelessly tossed Melina to the ground. Shattered pieces of ice were scattered nearby.

Traces of the conversation with Kiel from a few weeks ago still lingered. Placing her hand on Melina’s head, Olivia recalled the familiar message box.

[Regressor, subdued ‘Melina Dibiae’ without killing her!]

[Obtained clue #2!]

A smile crept onto Olivia’s face.

“Yeah, this is how it should be.”

Being a regressor special agent, knocking out is indeed the right move.

[Clue #2]

[Memory of Imperial Year 990]

You can peek into Melina’s memories once.

‘990? Was it right when I joined?’

It was the time when she graduated early from the academy and worked as an apprentice wizard.

Unlike other towers, the Gold Tower was particularly meritocratic. They didn’t care if you were noble or not; if you lacked skills, you wouldn’t even qualify as an apprentice.

It was where only the best of the best gathered. A tomb of geniuses. That was the Gold Tower.

‘I wish I knew exactly when it was.’

Was it when she first entered the tower, when she was appointed as a formal wizard, or when she became Melina’s secretary and lackey?

Knowing that would be a huge help.

Olivia stared at Melina trapped in the ice.

‘…What should I do this time?’

Kiel and Melina were different cases. She was friends with Kiel, but she had a mater-disciple relationship with Melina.

Although their level of dislike was the same, there might be nuances because of the different circumstances. Being betrayed by a friend and being betrayed by a disciple probably felt quite different.

The master-disciple relationship among mages was different from that in modern society. As they taught the visions they had researched throughout their lives, they put a lot of effort into selecting their disciples.

Skills were essential, promising potential in preaching, good personality; everything was considered.

‘In the end, it comes down to whether she likes me.’

Yes. That process of being ‘liked’ is truly infuriatingly difficult.

Moreover, it’s not just anyone; it’s being appointed as the disciple of Melina, the strongest mage on the continent. How high must the bar be?

‘Remembering back then…’

It’s different from Kiel’s time. Back then, just having a conversation was easy.

This time, even mixing words won’t be easy.

But what can you do?

Olivia placed her hand on Melina’s head.

It has to be done.

To survive.

***

In Melina’s memories-

“The task for you apprentices is simple. First of all…”

Olivia opened her eyes. A wizard in front of the podium was fervently shouting something.

She recognized the face. It was Travis, the chief wizard of the Gold Tower.

He was in charge of educating the newly arrived apprentices.

“Hey, don’t bother taking notes. I don’t know what your names are, but if you can’t remember this much, you might as well give up now.”

“Yes, sir!”

Travis had no intention of speaking kindly to the apprentices. He had research to attend to himself. He didn’t have the luxury of teaching newcomers.

He actually hoped the newcomers would tire and drop out. Then he could focus on his research.

“This is just the beginning. Have I met Melina before?”

Olivia looked around. Melina wasn’t visible, but she must be somewhere.

After all, this place was within Melina’s memory.


[Olivia]

-Level: 55

-Occupation: Intermediate Ice Magician

-Title: Academy’s Senior Graduate, Gold Tower Apprentice wizard

Things had become much simpler and weaker. It was expected, but it still hurt her heart.
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In Melina’s Memories-

Of course, even in the current state, the wizard known as Travis could win. If he doesn’t hesitate to use any means, he might even defeat the elders.

But that’s it.

The current Olivia was too weak.

“What can I do in this situation?”

It was impossible to pull off a dramatic performance that would surprise Melina as much as she did. To scare her with magic, one had to become a superior wizard at least.

[Two clues will be provided as a reward!]

[The timer will only run when you are with the regressor!]

[Remaining time: 5 minutes 00 seconds]

It was somewhat fortunate that the timer wasn’t decreasing.

“I’ll have plenty of time to think.”

How could she capture Melina’s attention?

When she came into memory, the first thing to do was to highlight her presence.

By doing so, she made Olivia of the Annhiliation Ending and the current Olivia seem like different people.

In fact, it wasn’t that difficult until this point. If she did the opposite of what she did during the Annhiliation Ending, she would succeed. But that wasn’t enough.

“I need to make myself the victim.”

Olivia of the Annhiliation Ending was a notorious villain, and she had to make herself a pitiful heroine.

That was the most important thing.

Seeing how Kiel, who had swung his great sword recklessly, backed off in anger, it was evident.

“Let’s stop here for today.”

As Travis finished speaking, a brave soul raised their hand. It was a well-groomed noble’s child. But at least here, she was at the bottom of the hierarchy.

“May I ask a question if it’s not too much trouble?”

Travis didn’t bother hiding his annoyance. He checked his wristwatch and nodded.

“30 seconds, go ahead.”

“Why are seniors so busy? Is it to elevate your status? Or are you holding seminars every month at the Gold Tower?”

“What a foolish question.”

Travis furrowed his brow.

“Listen well, newcomer. If you want to brag to the world that ‘I’m so great,’ then get out of here right now. Such things are utterly useless here. Our only goal is the truth.”

The young noble trembled. Travis didn’t pay her any mind and headed towards the door.

“And I’m not your senior. Act like an apprentice if you are one, understand the subject.”

“…!”

Bang!

The door closed. The noble girl’s body shook. She probably hadn’t expected to be humiliated to this extent.

Olivia, watching from behind, secretly admired.

“How on earth did I become friends with those jerks?”

Her past self was admirable.

She didn’t realize it when she saw it from beyond the screen, but there was no blood or tears when she came in person.

There’s a saying that the Tower pursues Towerism.

So, the reason the wizards of the Gold Tower became cold-blooded was all because Melina was a sociopath obsessed with truth.

Anyway, that’s it.

“Tsk.”

Olivia clicked her tongue and stood up. She didn’t need any guidance. She knew the way well enough.

She had walked this path not once or twice, but thousands of times.

Olivia climbed the stairs. And at the same time, she thought.

How could she imprint the existence of Olivia on Melina?

Melina wasn’t interested in anything other than the truth. The reason she remained as the Tower’s ruler was simply because the Empire’s support was substantial, not for any external reasons.

It all boiled down to the truth.

So, during the Annhiliation Ending, she made this suggestion.

-If you take me as your disciple, I will reach the truth in place of the Tower Lord.

Melina accepted this.

Because even in Melina’s eyes, Olivia was a genius, and at that time, Melina wanted to catch any straw. She wanted to see the truth no matter what.

However, this method is not viable. Not only can’t such a great feat be achieved with just level 55, but it also doesn’t even differentiate itself from mere extermination rounds.

“It will only bring about adverse effects.”

Then what should be done?

How can one propose something more promising than that?

Olivia went straight up to the top floor. Where she was heading wasn’t Melina’s office, but literally the top floor, the rooftop.

The only things visible were the golden roof, a ladder, and the sunset, with one person seated there.

Simultaneously, time began to flow.

[Remaining time: 4 minutes 59 seconds]

Melina didn’t even bother to turn her head. She simply wasn’t interested in the first place.

When Olivia approached right behind her, she finally spoke with a cold tone.

“Go back…”

“The truth.”

Melina snapped her head around. Anger was evident on her face.

It was a face that questioned who dared to say such words in front of her.

“Who dare’s…”

But in the next moment, Melina’s expression changed to disbelief. She stared blankly at Olivia’s hand.

There was a piece of paper with a magic array drawn on it.

Just a piece of paper.

It was freshly scribbled by a novice apprentice, a mere piece of paper.

“…”

But contained within were the coordinates of the truth that Melina had sought after so desperately.

Having researched for hundreds of years, she knew. A few scribbled words on that paper, a few lines, were worth more than gold.

Olivia tucked the paper into her pocket.

Magic couldn’t be used. But, since the realization remained, it was still a feasible endeavor.

“How did you…”

Olivia smiled.

To become the tragic heroine, one must first become an irreplaceable existence.

Only then, when they disappear, will they yearn more and feel the void more deeply.


Olivia was certain.

“I can help.”

Melina, she thought, wouldn’t be able to refuse this offer.

“Give it to me, right now!”

The paper in the pocket disappeared.

When Olivia noticed the abnormal flow of magic, the paper was already in Melina’s hand. Yet Olivia didn’t try to snatch it back.

She simply watched silently.

“…”

Melina quickly checked the contents. She tirelessly scribbled on the paper, alternating between the paper and the empty air. Golden formulas drawn in the air gradually increased. They continued endlessly. The golden glow grew brighter, illuminating the surroundings like a lighthouse.

Then, at a certain moment, Melina’s hand abruptly stopped.

That was the extent of knowledge permitted to her.

“More…”

Melina started to speak but stopped. Her throat was dry.

“Just show me a little more. This, this isn’t enough. I can finally see it. If you just show a bit more…”

Her golden eyes trembled as if possessed.

“I won’t ask how you know this. I won’t even ask who you are. So please… please show me just a bit more.”

Melina’s hand trembled. Her posture lowered. If she could only know the truth, she was willing to kneel even to an apprentice mage.

It seemed her head might touch the ground at any moment.

A devil disguised as a girl? No, devils couldn’t reach the truth. Driven by desires, they could offer everything else but never the truth.

If demons could show the truth, she would have fallen without hesitation.

“Please…”

Snap.

“Stand up.”

Olivia grabbed Melina’s shoulders and helped her up. Melina, who usually didn’t allow any contact, couldn’t resist at that moment.

Olivia met Melina’s eyes. Melina was slightly taller.

“That’s enough. You seem to have regained your senses. When you talk to me in the future, don’t bow your head.”

Olivia smiled reassuringly at Melina. Melina’s reaction to this smile was uncertain, but at least she could infer Olivia’s temperament to some extent.

“What… what do you want? I’ll do anything…”

“Don’t use honorifics with me anymore. How do you think others will perceive you?”

“B-but…”

“Please treat me comfortably. That way, I feel comfortable.”

“Okay, okay, I understand. No, I got it.”

Olivia slowly opened her mouth.

“I have a condition.”

“Uh, okay. I’ll do whatever you say.”

Melina nodded vigorously. She was prepared to listen to literally everything. If it was something she could offer, she would give it, and if it was something she couldn’t, she would find a way to obtain it and give it.

“I’ll do whatever it takes, whatever it takes to get…”

“Stop.”

Olivia gently lifted Melina’s drooping head. She straightened her shoulders and stood tall.

“Act as you usually would. It would be better if you smiled, but… we’ll work on that slowly.”

Olivia stroked her chin.

“Anyway, I have only one condition. Accept me as your disciple.”

“Oh, I’ll accept you gladly! It’s not like I’m becoming a slave, becoming your disciple is something I can easily…”

Melina, who was about to take Olivia’s hand, paused.

And slowly, she repeated what Olivia had said.

Melina’s expression became strange.

“What did you just… say?”

“I said, accept me as your disciple.”

Melina’s eyes widened. It seemed as if she was asking, ‘Why?’

“You can’t do it?”

“Oh, no! Of course, I can do it!”

Whether it was meant as a mockery by asking to be accepted as a disciple or by implying she would be treated like a slave, it didn’t matter.

Nothing mattered.

“Then, make me your disciple right away…”

“Not right now, let’s wait a little.”

Really…?

Though Melina was bewildered, she nodded her head for now.

Olivia sat down on the edge of the roof. She tapped the spot next to her as if to beckon Melina to sit beside her.

Outside had completely darkened. Melina sat down as Olivia instructed, but she couldn’t focus on the scenery at all.

‘…Why?’

No matter how much she thought, the girl in front of her wasn’t just an apprentice wizard. Even she, who had lived for hundreds of years, couldn’t glimpse the truth. Not even her telepathy.

But the girl in front of her was different.

‘She’s touching it.’

Although she might appear weaker on the surface, she was undoubtedly touching the truth.

She considered the possibility of a polymorphic dragon, but that didn’t make sense either.

She had met dragons who had acquired the title of Lord. They were undoubtedly powerful, capable of killing tens of thousands with just one spell, but they were not vessels worthy of touching the truth.

Dragons were inherently lazy and slothful. Spending most of their lives sleeping, they were a race without any sense of purpose. Naturally, they lacked the will to seek the truth.

Neither a demon nor a dragon.

Then only humans remained.

But no matter how much she thought, it was impossible. It wasn’t a matter of talent. The truth was not something that could be grasped by someone who had only lived for a day or two.

Perhaps, no. There was a high probability that the girl in front of her wasn’t a girl at all.

‘Could she be one of the philosophers not recorded in history?’

No matter how much she thought, that was the only possibility left.

Then the question returned to square one.

Why would she, who had gained enlightenment so arduously, reveal it to a mere stranger like herself?


As Melina pondered, a voice came from behind.

“I’ll be up here in a little while.”

Since when had Olivia been near the ladder to the roof?

She had already climbed up, yet she was saying she would come up again. Melina couldn’t understand Olivia’s intentions at all.

‘Is there some hidden meaning?’
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In Melina’s memories-

Olivia looked at Melina with her striking face and let out a small smile. She confidently placed her foot on the ladder.

“I’ll go down to the first floor and come back up, so please wait a bit until then.”

“Y-Yes…”

“What did I just say?”

“…Lift your head and straighten your shoulders?”

“That’s right. You know it well. Please try to maintain dignity as much as possible. It suits the master better, after all.”

“…”

The sound of Olivia descending the ladder gradually faded away. Then, the sound of footsteps echoing in the corridor. The sound of using the blink spell was also heard.

Melina listened carefully to the sounds growing distant.

1 minute, 2 minutes, 3 minutes…

Ten minutes passed like that.

By the time the thought crossed her mind that Olivia might have just been fooling around…

Thunk.

The sound of someone climbing up the ladder was heard.

“Oh, she’s coming!”

Melina proudly acknowledged it as the longest ten minutes of her life.

She hurriedly tidied herself up. She straightened out her wrinkled robe with magic and even took out the wooden staff she never usually used.

Though it seemed like clownery, what’s a little embarrassment when it leads to enlightenment?

As long as it reveals the truth, she could rush all the way from here to the eastern port city.

Thunk.

Finally, she faced the girl she had been waiting for.

Flinch.

Olivia looked at Melina with a surprised expression, as if she hadn’t expected this situation.

“What did I do wrong?”

Though inwardly tense, Melina maintained a solemn expression, waiting for Olivia to speak.

“Gold Tower Lord. Accept me as your disciple.”

“Fine. I accept you as my disciple.”

“…?”

“…?”

There was a moment of silence. Olivia was the first to speak.

“Um, so… do you just accept? Without any other conditions?”

Melina’s expression turned strange.

What in the world is this cursed situation?

“Conditions?”

“Yes, conditions. Master Gold Tower Lord, you haven’t accepted a disciple in over a century.”

“True. Is that a problem?”

“N-No, it’s just… um…”

Olivia hesitated for a long while. Melina looked at her, wondering what could be bothering her.

“So… am I really becoming Melina’s disciple?”

“Yeah, right. You’re now my disciple.”

“…”

“…Wanna switch to being a student instead?”

It probably wouldn’t make much of a difference anyway.

***

Melina opened her eyes. Although the blackout curtains prevented her from seeing outside, it was clearly morning.

It had been exactly two days since that strange incident yesterday.

And the morning before, Melina publicly acknowledged that Olivia had become her disciple in front of everyone.

“…Hmm.”

Furrowing her brow, Melina searched through her pockets.

A paper with fantastic formulas written on it.

The events of that night were not a dream, as this paper affirmed.

So, it’s even more incomprehensible.

What exactly is Olivia thinking?

“Is she testing me?”

Melina shook her head and walked out of the study. The secretary, who was about to cough in front of the door, was momentarily taken aback.

“Are you awake?”

“Never mind. Where is Olivia?”

To seek her disciple first thing in the morning.

The secretary couldn’t recover from the shock.

“Olivia is currently in the dining hall.”

“Has her room been moved upstairs?”

“For now, she has been moved to the 43rd floor. There was no other place available… I apologize.”

Rooms from the 40th floor are allocated only to elders.

So, Olivia’s room being assigned to the 43rd floor means that she’s granted authority up to the level of elders.

No, as a disciple, could her actual rank be higher?

“It’s only been three days since she arrived!”

Not even parachutes drop this fast.

But no one could refute it. It’s not just anyone; it’s a parachute pinned by the Gold Tower.

If anyone countered, it would imply that Melina’s judgment was wrong, so everyone knew enough to tread carefully.

“Understood.”

-Phat.

Melina’s figure vanished before their eyes. Watching Melina head towards her disciple without a hint of hesitation, the secretary pondered seriously.

“…Is it time for you to die?”

They say you die when you do something out of character.

“Today, I will teach you the Icebound Magic. The most important thing in manipulating the ice element is…”

While Melina continued her explanation, she couldn’t understand why she was doing this useless thing. Sure, she had to go along with teaching the truth, but she couldn’t fathom the meaning behind this ‘disciple play.’

“Like this?”

“Yes. That’s how you do it.”


Naturally, Olivia perfectly followed Melina’s teachings.

Teach one, learn ten, and from basics to applications.

Of course, Melina felt no joy in it. Teaching magic to the one who has realized the truth felt truly peculiar.

If she had to express it, it felt like being deceived.

“Olivia.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Uh… no.”

Melina let out a faint sigh.

‘I can’t ask when the truth will be revealed.’

Now I don’t even know if that’s acting or not.

Then what can we do? We can only play the role of a teacher properly.

Melina revived memories from a hundred years ago. Galdur, the memories of when she taught the current top disciple.

If we just modernize the curriculum from that time, we can roughly mimic the role of a master.

But Melina had to withdraw that thought in just one day.

“Matser, I’m done.”

“You’re done already?”

The answer came from beside her. While Melina was away at the palace, she had entrusted Olivia to the First Elder.

“Yes, I watched closely from the side. Not only did I complete all the assignments given by the Top Disciple, but I also finished up to the third level of application.”

“…Is that so?”

“Indeed, the Top Disciple’s insight is remarkable! Even the other elders who opposed the Top Disciple’s decision would have realized their ignorance once again! If the Top Disciple didn’t teach this level of talent, who else would?”

Melina and Olivia’s contract was their own secret. So it wasn’t strange for the First Elder to react like that.

From the perspective of a third party who knows nothing, Olivia could be considered a heaven-sent talent.

She was superior to that former enemy Galdur, and even to the young Melina.

“Surely with that child, the truth…”

The First Elder, who was speaking with that expression, stopped and glanced at Melina. It seemed he realized what mistake he had just made.

“Oh, I, I made a mistake!”

Truth, that word was like Melina’s backbone.

Anyone would get angry if they didn’t see results no matter how hard they tried. And especially if that period lasted for hundreds of years, it would be even more frustrating.

The First Elder visibly tensed. Considering Melina’s temperament, at least a month of penance was necessary, and if unlucky, expulsion was possible.

“I, I apologize. I made a mis…mistake.”

“You did.”

“Such a heinous… yes, yes?”

“I said you did. Don’t worry about it.”

The First Elder’s eyes widened more than before. Melina was about to reprimand the pitiful attitude of the First Elder, but stopped when she saw Olivia beside her.

Olivia had asked to be taken as her disciple. And for the past three days, she had truly fulfilled the role of a disciple. She treated Melina with respect and followed her instructions.

So this was some sort of pressure.

“If I act like a disciple, then you should act like a master,” she seemed to be saying.

So Melina endured it. Perhaps when Olivia said ‘master,’ it wasn’t just a superficial title but a genuine request to act like a teacher.

“…What is this nonsense?”

It would be better to openly reveal her intentions.

But one thing was certain, she couldn’t just pretend to be a master anymore.

She had to truly become a master. If she could satisfy Olivia in that way, she might gain the next clue to the truth.

Melina nervously called out the former elders of the Tower Lord outside the training ground. The sudden summons startled them.

It took only a minute for all ten elders to gather in the conference room. It showed how firm Melina’s authority was from the Gold Tower.

Some of them even came dressed in their sleeping attire.

“W-what’s the matter?”

“Has that damn Roel Kingdom finally declared war?”

Melina raised her hand to silence the elders in an instant. She looked around the room and then slowly began to speak.

“I want advice.”

“Advice…?”

“Exactly. If you consider yourself a good master, raise your hand. Although your level may be low, you have far more experience teaching disciples than I do.”

At that, the Fourth Elder’s mouth gaped open. It wasn’t a proper action in front of the Top Disciple, but no one could criticize the Fourth Elder.

Because everyone present felt the same way.

“What, what did I just hear?”

“It’s a dream. It must be a dream.”

Everyone knew that Melina had taken on a new disciple. But they didn’t expect her to be so sincere.

The Melina they knew was someone who had no interest in others. And that was true to some extent.

But things had changed. It had only been three days since she took in the disciple.

The Fourth Elder managed to speak up.

“May I ask what kind of master Tower Lord prefers?”

“Please elaborate.”

“There are countless types of teachers. But if I were to pick a few, there are compassionate and warm teachers, strict and resolute ones…”

“What type do ordinary disciples prefer the most?”

The Fourth Elder could answer this question without hesitation.

“Obviously, compassionate and warm teachers.”

“Is that so…”

Melina pondered for a moment.

Compassionate? Warm?

“…Damn it.”

It seemed easier to bring down an empire.

Such fluffy words didn’t suit her.

Indifference, neglect, criticism…

If one were to find fitting words, it would be these.

But there was no other way.

“The Fourth Elder will accompany me for the next week. And… teach me in real-time how to become a compassionate and warm master. Correct me if I’m wrong.”

Before Melina’s words finished, terrifyingly, the Third Elder slapped her cheek. The Seventh Elder fell back behind his chair, and the Ninth Elder drooled from his mouth.


The Fourth Elder couldn’t gather herself either. Even she, known for her calm and composed demeanor, could only pinch her thigh at this moment.

It hurt.

It wasn’t a dream.

“…Yes, understood. I will do so.”

“Good. The Fourth Elder will follow me. The rest can disperse.”
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Until Melina and the 4th Elder disappeared from the conference room, no one else could stand up from their seats.

“……Huh.”

Is the world about to end?

***

Melina hurried to the training grounds. She couldn’t leave Olivia neglected for long.

“This is a test. Let’s think of it as a test.”

Melina tried to justify the situation as some sort of test to confirm if she was worthy of receiving enlightenment.

“If I’ve done something wrong, please let me know immediately. You don’t need to worry about my feelings.”

“……Yes.”

The Fourth Elder now had a face of confusion. She had given up thinking at this point.

“When entering a disciple’s personal training ground, it’s best to knock first.”

“……Is that so?”

Melina looked utterly perplexed. Observing quietly, the fourth Elder added,

“Even if they are inferior to me, they are still individuals. No one likes to be disrespected.”

It was a subtle hint, but Melina didn’t catch it.

They soon arrived at the entrance to the personal training ground.

Melina glanced at the fourth Elder with a look that questioned if this was real.

“This is the easiest part.”

Melina sighed deeply as if the ground was crumbling beneath her and knocked. Opening the door fearlessly, she entered.

“Have you come, Master?”

Olivia greeted. She glanced between Melina and the fourth Elder, then smiled softly.

“Master, I have something important to tell you. Could you spare a moment?”

Sensing the strange atmosphere, the fourth Elder tactfully exited. As she stared at the door with a puzzled expression, Olivia approached Melina abruptly.

“Master, please take this.”

It was a familiar piece of paper.

…Already?

Before Melina could think, the paper was already in her hand. Unable to unfold it, she hesitated. Olivia encouraged her,

“You can look. It’s a token of gratitude for the three days of teaching.”

“Well, then… thank you.”

Melina resumed the calculations she had left off three days ago.

‘It works!’

As Melina continued her proofs in a frenzy, she couldn’t stop marveling internally.

How was this approach possible? How was such a perspective attainable?

How much time had passed?

“Ah….”

A sigh escaped Melina’s lips. It carried pure disappointment.

It was over. This was as far as she was allowed to go.

“Don’t be too disappointed. I’ll show you more next time.”

Olivia simply smiled.

It was a smile Melina had never seen before. It was a pure satisfaction without any pretense.

Upon seeing that smile, Melina felt something squirming in her heart.

It was a truly unfamiliar feeling.

One she had never experienced before.

“…Thank you.”

“No, thank you. As I just said, it’s a token of gratitude for the three days of teaching.”

“….”

Melina had at least some sense of shame. A token of gratitude is something exchanged between parties.

This side had given nothing.

But the one smiling, the satisfied one, was Olivia.

That’s why it was even more incomprehensible.

“Master.”

“Yes.”

“I’ll inform you of the next one in a week. Please take care until then.”

“….”

Melina only nodded. Olivia took a step closer as she silently watched her.

“What did I say?”

“You’ll lift my head. And also my shoulders.”

“Since you’re here, you might as well smile. Yes, that looks much better.”

Through Olivia’s wide smile, Melina could see glimpses of herself.

It was still a bit awkward.

But she was definitely smiling.

“Isn’t it Tower Lord Melina? It’s been a while.”

The senior librarian at the Royal Palace Library chuckled, bowing his head. He set aside the books he was organizing and spoke up.

“What brings you here?”

“Do you have any books on education?”

“Education… Ah, is it because of the new disciple you’ve taken in? In that case, you can go to aisle 7. I’ll inform the attendant beforehand.”

“Thank you.”

As Melina walked towards aisle 7, the librarian muttered under his breath.

“Seems like someone’s changed…”

There was a subtle softening in his gaze. Considering that personalities tend to solidify with age, this was a surprisingly significant change.

Melina navigated the maze-like shelves of the library effortlessly. Unlike its vast interior, the only occupants were the librarians stationed in various sections.

It was somewhat expected. This was the Royal Palace Library, a repository of all historical and magical texts on the continent, so very few had access.

If there was one visitor a day, it was considered busy.

[Library 7 – In Use]

But today was different. Surprisingly, there was a visitor.

“Who’s inside?”

“Princess Aria is in there.”

“Princess Aria?”

That was as far as Melina’s interest went. There was no need to enter the library. The librarians had already sorted out all the books containing the keyword ‘education’ and brought them outside.


Melina picked up the topmost book from the stack, authored by a scholar from a fallen kingdom.

[A master should be able to open up new horizons in life for their students. Life should become a guiding light on the arduous journey…]

Melina flipped through the pages quickly, almost one per ten seconds. Yet it wasn’t a careless read. She was absorbing the vast amount of information in real-time.

‘A new horizon…’

Melina pondered for a moment after closing the book.

When she found the second clue to the truth, there was an overwhelming emotion in her heart.

She still couldn’t identify its nature. But she had realized one thing.

This wasn’t the way to teach.

Olivia had clearly said so. “It’s a thank you for teaching me for three days.” That’s what she had said.

But Melina knew.

She hadn’t taught Olivia anything. The classes were merely a pretense, with most of the time spent in self-study.

To be honest, she was busy.

In fact, it’s even stranger that the guardians of the empire are not busy. And Melina had never properly taught anyone. Naturally, she could only be inexperienced.

Yeah, it’s all cowardly excuses.

What’s important about a mere duty full of hollow shells in front of the truth? Even if you kick it away and run out immediately, it’s not enough.

But Melina didn’t do that. It was because Olivia’s conditions were so absurd that she was inadvertently tempted.

Yet Olivia passed without saying a word. Without any reward, she crossed the threshold of truth.

That, in fact, stimulated Melina.

Truth shouldn’t be obtained like this. If you gain enlightenment without achieving anything yourself, it’s utterly useless.

Now it wasn’t simply a matter of pressure anymore.

Her pride wouldn’t allow it.

Now, simply being a master wasn’t enough.

Truly, she had to become Olivia’s teacher.

It will surely be difficult and arduous…

But at least the value of the truth gained later will not fade.

Melina opened the book again. To become a master without shame, and to boldly face the truth.

How long has it been?

“…… Huh.”

Melina closed the last book. Judging by the rising sun, it seemed she had been doing this for a whopping 7 hours.

“Please organize this.”

“Oh, yes!”

The librarians, who had been dozing off due to staying up all night, hurriedly came over.

Melina stood up from her seat, leaving behind the pile of books. There was something catching her gaze as she headed back to the tower.

[Library 7 – In Use]

Princess Aria was still in the section. What’s even more surprising is that other librarians knew about it but just watched.

As Melina couldn’t take her eyes off Library 7, one librarian cautiously spoke.

“Don’t worry. The princess sometimes sleeps in the section.”

“…Has His Majesty the Emperor approved of that?”

“Yes. For now, it’s limited to Library 7.”

The door to Library 7 was firmly closed. The sturdy magical barrier didn’t allow outsiders to enter.

But at least it didn’t apply to Melina.

Thunk.

Spreading magic at the door, her vision blurred as she could see inside.

Unexpectedly, Aria was wide awake. She held a thick tome in her hand. Flutter! The pages turned swiftly. When she reached the last page, Aria effortlessly inserted the book back into the shelf.

And then, she took out the next book and repeated the same process.

10 seconds.

That’s how long it took Aria to reach the last page of a book.

“……”

Melina frowned. No matter how famous Princess Aria was for her intellectual prowess, she didn’t expect her to treat ancient tomes so casually.

“I’m amazed.”

“…Why the Seventh Archives specifically?”

Melina’s question carried a hint of reproach. The ancient texts stored in the Seventh Archives contained the experiences and philosophies of countless scholars from the past. It was something the librarians couldn’t possibly be unaware of.

She was questioning why it had to be the Seventh Archives specifically when there could have been other options.

One of the librarians responded with a disgruntled expression.

“Do you think we just sat idly by? Of course, initially, we opened up from the First Archives.”

According to the librarian’s explanation, Aria had been shifting the location of the library every month.

“…Doing that meaningless prank for seven months straight?”

Even the Emperor who allowed it found it baffling.

Melina tilted her head.

This Emperor seemed to be quite eccentric.

Well, it wasn’t Melina’s concern.

It was almost time for her disciple to wake up.

***

It had been a week since Melina, the Gold Tower’s wizard, appointed her new disciple. The wizards of the Gold Tower had been trying their best to adapt to the ever-changing maze, but the scene before them was still utterly incomprehensible.

“Now you may praise her.”

Melina stepped forward at the words of the Fourth Elder.

“You did really well, Olivia. You’re getting better day by day.”

“It would be even better if you pat my head.”

Melina nodded her head.

She simply patted Olivia’s head. One of the senior mages watching them shivered as if he were a patient being tickled.

“W-What on earth is this…”

Having been dispatched to the east for the past month, he hadn’t properly heard what had been going on.

He heard about the Tower Lord accepting a disciple, but…

‘This is… completely unbelievable.’

Although Melina’s face seemed expressionless at first glance, if one looked closely, the corners of her eyes were slightly curved like crescents.

As a father with a daughter, he knew.

That’s a face that couldn’t come out unless it was genuine.


“The idea of combining ice magic with thunderbolt was good. But let’s focus on perfecting the ice attribute first. Learning thunderbolt magic can come later.”

“Yes, Master. I’ll do that.”

Even conceding a hundred times, it was understandable that the Fourth Elder’s advice to Melina could be comprehended.

After all, the Fourth Elder was not only of good character but also adept at teaching disciples.

But…
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“The ice element, unlike the other four elements, manifests only in specific environments. It’s like trying to find ice in the desert, even though you can find water. So, to enhance efficiency, it’s about manipulating the surrounding environment with magic…”

‘I just can’t adapt to that appearance at all.’

She explained it to me with examples!

And it’s not just anyone, it’s Melina!

Melina, who used to criticize without hesitation, saying things like if someone wants to play wizards, they should disappear from the scene immediately, was nowhere to be found.

‘What on earth…’

This seemed to be all due to the changes brought about by this young wizard named Olivia.

And Melina seemed to feel these changes more profoundly than anyone else.

…It’s enjoyable.

For the first time, she found joy in teaching someone.

A sage disguised as a girl?

No. At least for this moment, Olivia was her disciple.

Olivia acted that way, and Melina believed it.

Of course, it was satisfying. She wouldn’t let the value of truth fade away.

Although it might not be as profound as reaching the truth itself, teaching someone with all her heart was certainly a challenging task.

So she had to do her best. The value of truth was determined by her efforts.

She became more willing to seek advice from those beneath her and even learned to pat someone’s head.

She learned how to explain things on the level of her pupil and how to speak kindly.

Of course, putting what she learned into practice was still difficult, but she was improving nonetheless.

And…

“Master, what will you teach me next?”

She squirmed.

The inexplicable strange emotion and the frequent revelation of her feelings were strange.

“The next magic I’ll teach you is…”

It was strange.

She should be angry when encountering such strange emotions, but oddly, she didn’t feel bad.

She couldn’t understand the reason.

Just thinking about receiving the next volume of truth made her tense up.

Certainly, there were only three days left until that day.

That must be the reason.

Melina deliberately ignored this strange emotion.

***

Olivia stretched. She chuckled unexpectedly as she wandered around the bedroom.

[Remaining time: 20 minutes 00 seconds]

It was time to check her progress.

[Olivia]

-Level: 60

-Occupation: Advanced Ice Wizard

-Title: Academy’s Top Graduate, Apprentice of Gold Tower’s Master

Olivia slowly assessed her condition.

After the intense leveling for the past six days, she had already been promoted to an advanced wizard.

Level 60.

She wasn’t at the level to be called powerful, but she wasn’t someone to be trifled with either.

Considering that the White Tower Master was level 66, from level 70 onwards, she would truly be considered strong.

This included the lower Tower Lord of the Five Towers, commanding-level Royal Knights, and the High Elf Guards.

Level 80 is one step above that. Archmages, swordmasters, and commanders of the gun knight corps are included here.

“…But was my leveling this fast?”

Even though she was an experienced player, it didn’t seem like she had ever raised five levels in just ten days.

Of course, it could be possible if she used potions that exponentially increase experience points, but those weren’t resources suitable for her current low level.

“…Am I mistaken?”

Something felt odd. But well, good things are good, thought Olivia as she brushed it off.

With piles of things to do ahead, she didn’t want to waste her energy on useless matters.

Melina’s first encounter with Kiel was different; it happened without any prior positive impression being built.

So, she deliberately didn’t show any signs of “change” yet.

If she were to recognize both personalities without becoming close, there was a possibility she wouldn’t be able to distinguish which one was the perpetrator if a sabotage were to occur.

“One mistake and I’m done for.”

Not yet. At least after hitting a favorability rating of 50, she should gradually reveal it.

Words were sparingly used. No matter how experienced Olivia was, deceiving someone as genius as Melina was close to impossible.

Games and reality are different.

Even among regressors, there’s only one person with better cognitive abilities than Melina, Aria. Of course, if we broaden the scope to include different species, the story might change a bit, but she still remains at the top.

So, what’s the plan?

Geniuses like Melina don’t easily believe others’ words. They only trust their own thoughts.

And this was precisely the point they were going to delve into.

Olivia walked briskly down the corridor. There was no need to investigate what had happened over the past six days.

It was more bizarre that whenever other mages encountered Olivia, they would just greet her without realizing what was going on.

After exchanging greetings for the eighth time, they finally managed to reach the office.

“You’re up early. Did you come to say hello?”

The Melina she met seemed… off.

[Melina Dibiae]

-Level: 95

-Affection: 38

-Occupation: Archmage of Time and Space

-Titles: Guardian of the Empire, Golden Tower Lord, Emperor’s Drinking Buddy

It was definitely 3 when she last checked.

But now it’s 38.

“…Huh?”

Honestly, if she had hoped for the favorability not to rise, that would be a lie. It’s not like she wanted to reach some kind of truth, nor did she pretend to be a mentor saying, ‘Hey, you can also see the truth!’ and still, the fact that it didn’t rise was strange.

But that rise was too much. One thing for sure, now it’s at a level where it can’t be called an ordinary priestly relationship.

Usually, around 20 is considered a decent priestly relationship. It’s the level where you exchange jokes, visit each other with carnations on Teacher’s Day every year. But now, it was almost close to that level. Of course, it was lower than when she first met Kiel, but back then, she had already been wandering around Euran for several months.


But Melina wasn’t like that. It had been just ten days since they formed a priestly bond.

But within that time, can a person change so much?

“Sure, come on in and have a seat. What brings you here so early this morning?”

“Uh, well…”

“That’s unlike you. Come, sit down and tell me slowly.”

Despite the affectionate tone, what exactly was that gesture, seemingly inviting her to sit on her knees?

Sure, Olivia had intended to improve Melina’s favor towards her, but she hadn’t expected it to go this far.

Olivia managed to conceal her surprise.

“…It’s okay. I’ll sit on the chair.”

“Alright, make yourself comfortable.”

Olivia, having calmed her mind somewhat, spoke.

“I wanted to ask for permission to go out.”

“Go out? Can’t you just leave? There shouldn’t be anyone stopping you.”

“I might come back late. I thought I should mention it…”

“Then, are you planning to skip today’s lesson?”

There was a moment of disappointment in Melina’s eyes.

“Hmm?”

Olivia didn’t miss that. In a brief moment, she deduced Melina’s rapid change for her own reasons.

Upon reflection, today was supposed to be the day Olivia would give Melina the scroll of truth. The only time she could pass the scroll to her was when they were alone during the lesson.

Skipping the lesson meant refusing to reveal the scroll of truth.

Finally, Olivia understood.

The affection level 38 wasn’t due to priestly relations but rather Melina’s desire to peek into the truth.

As expected, she didn’t disappoint.

Now, Olivia could finally relax.

“No, we should have the lesson even tonight.”

“Alright. Just don’t go too far and be careful.”

Melina patted Olivia’s head. Olivia flinched for a moment but didn’t pull away from her touch.

“Then, I’ll go, Master.”

Instead of replying, Melina nodded.

-The door closed. Left alone in the room, Melina waited until the sound of footsteps faded, then took out a book from among the documents.

“[How to Teach Disciples],” recommended by the Elder.

Today was a very meaningful day for Melina.

For the past week, Melina had been teaching Olivia with her whole heart. So, the scroll of truth she would obtain this time would be much sweeter and more valuable than the last one.

“[…It’s effective to make young disciples sit on your knees.]”

Melina drew a red line above the sentence.

Sometimes, Olivia indeed looked like a young girl. That gesture just now was an unintentional mistake because of that.

Honestly, it was sometimes not the case.

When Olivia showed her traits as a philosopher, it was only for a moment. That’s why Melina sometimes made such mistakes.

Melina twirled her pen in thought.

“Acting… no. It’s almost impossible to pretend to be a disciple all day long. At least a few times, your true nature will show.”

But Olivia usually hid her philosopher’s traits remarkably well. Frankly, it went beyond being surprising, into the realm of impossibility.

“…Unless she’s not sealing her traits as a philosopher in her daily life.”

That’s the only possibility left.

That way, she could sincerely play the role of a much younger apprentice Wizard.

However, for that to be possible, there must be at least two selves.

The self that has not attained enlightenment, and the self that has attained enlightenment.

“…But that seems impossible.”

There is no reason for the former to abandon the latter, and from the perspective of mortal minds, one cannot endure a thousand years.

It has been proven by countless histories that what remains for humans divided into two selves is only destruction.

“…Is there something different upon reaching the truth?”

Melina’s pen began to spin faster than before.

Indeed, truth was the unknown realm she alone had not reached. If so, there could well exist other methods unknown to Melina.

Ways to live with a divided self, or ways to maintain sanity in an eternity.

But here arises another question.

“Is there a reason to bear such risks?”

Even if such methods exist, Melina couldn’t imagine the price being paid.

Reaching truth and oneself, the study of magic inherently demands such things.

Even using magic just one step beyond my abilities requires paying with life force.

Then what is Olivia paying in exchange for?

At least on that point, Melina could only furrow her brow.

She couldn’t understand why Olivia would do such a thing, sincerely.

“…I haven’t bestowed any favor.”

No matter how much she searched her memories, the result remained unchanged. She clearly met Olivia just ten days ago.

I just don’t get it.

-Thump.

The pen fell to the ground. Melina sighed and picked it up.

Melina decided to read a book instead. After all, only Olivia would know the answer.

[“…There are no limits to the love the teacher bestows upon the student, and likewise for the student.”]

Melina paused as she tried to turn to the next chapter.

It was a comforting sentence.

Unbeknownst to herself, Melina had begun to etch sentences into the depths of her heart, one by one.

Until the earth crumbled. She etched and etched again.


[Clue #2]

[Memory of the Imperial calendar in the year 990]

[Remaining time: 17 minutes 53 seconds]

“The current situation lately…”

“The trends of the Eastern Union…”
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Olivia, who had received permission to go out from Melina, walked through the narrow streets lost in thought. The year 990 of the Imperial Calendar marked the beginning of the full-scale struggle between the Empire and the Eastern Alliance.

Though it wasn’t yet a full-blown war, skirmishes at the border zones persisted, fought by small units.

Most Imperial citizens were unaware of this fact. Only a few merchants traversing the continent and some intellectuals were privy to this information.

This wasn’t due to nobles controlling information, but rather because there was no medium to receive distant news akin to newspapers.

Even among nations possessing modern-level technology, there was only one neutral country, Makina.

Novices usually hit a wall here. In the face of national confrontations, there was little individuals could do.

“Usually, this is when they’d be Academy freshmen.”

All they could do was passively watch the war between the Empire and the Eastern Alliance.

Despite being a superpower occupying over half the continent, the Empire couldn’t underestimate the military power of the Eastern Alliance.

Especially since there were as many as two Regressors affiliated with the Eastern Alliance.

They were the King of the Free City of Mikabel and the Wavecatcher of the Kingdom of Canis.

Most novices gave up here.

The Empire would eventually win, but with much of its infrastructure destroyed and its military strength severely depleted, it wouldn’t hold out until the appearance of demons in the mid-to-late stages.

Before the Demon God emerged, the Empire would collapse, inevitable as it was.

But who was Olivia? Wasn’t she the pioneer?

She had thwarted the Eastern War over a thousand times.

Olivia’s steps halted in a dark alley. Two burly men covered in tattoos guarded the entrance.

They appeared to be ordinary thugs, but they were officially appointed guards in the underworld.

Olivia adjusted her robe and descended the stairs. The guards paid her no attention, engrossed in their own conversation.

How far had she descended when a massive iron door blocked Olivia’s path. Olivia knocked on the door in a steady rhythm five times.

With a clank, a small hatch near eye level opened. A man who seemed to be a gatekeeper spoke.

“Show your pass.”

It meant to show the entrance pass. Olivia retrieved her pre-prepared gold pass.

[Imperial Undermarket Entrance Pass – Gold] * 3

It was one of the items obtained when playing the “Annihilation Ending.”

As it was customary to prepare during Academy, she naturally thought she’d have it.

The gatekeeper’s eyes flickered at the radiant golden color. In a market where daily visitors exceeded thousands, there were rarely more than three with gold passes.

A gold pass wasn’t just earned by good purchase records. Only those recognized as “customers” by the owner of the undermarket received a gold pass.

“…A valuable guest has arrived. Have a good time.”

The moment Olivia received the gold pass from the gatekeeper, space twisted, transporting her somewhere else.

The place was filled with people wearing robes or masks.

“There will be an artifact auction in the main hall at 10 p.m. tonight!”

“Selling strength enhancement potions!”

It was full of merchants shouting. The smell of freshly slaughtered monsters and the damp underground air flowed through the space.

It was the Imperial Undermarket.

The reason for appending “Imperial” in front was because the de facto leader of this place was the Emperor. Only the owner of the undermarket and a few high-ranking nobles knew this fact.

Anyway, the reason Olivia had come to the undermarket was simple.

She had something to confirm.

[Remaining Time: 17 minutes 53 seconds]

Time was neutral. As a reward for obtaining the second clue, time no longer deducted when the regressor wasn’t encountered.

So there’s no need to rush. Just need to go back before midnight.

Olivia moved to the main hall alone. Soon, the place buzzed with people, indicating the auction was about to start.

She had no intention of participating in the auction. However, the person she was looking for was at the auction house.

“Hey, this area is off-limits from here.”

Instead of responding to the security guard’s words, Olivia waved her gold badge. The fierce guard instantly softened into a lamb.

The gold badge.

With this, she could assert dominance over the owner of the auction house.

“This way, please.”

The masked guards guided Olivia somewhere. As the door opened, a middle-aged man stood there. He glanced out the window at the auction scene, then shrugged and sat at the table.

“Just in case you’re wondering, you know the price for remaining quiet, right?”

“I know.”

“Hmm.”

Unconsciously, the middle-aged man muttered.

“She had such an incredibly good voice. I became even more curious about who might be behind that robe… but since you don’t seem inclined to tell, I’ll stop.”

The middle-aged man sipped his wine for a moment.

“So, what brings you here? In exchange for the gold badge, I’ll give you one of the things you desire.”

‘One of the things’ meant all the items circulating in the black market. Military secrets from various countries, relics of the Eldritch, spellbooks found in ruins, and so on. Whatever it was, it could be exchanged for the gold badge.

This was possible because truly rare items were sifted out before being circulated in the black market.

In simpler terms, everything circulating in the black market was essentially junk.

“I want information.”

The middle-aged man’s expression changed at Olivia’s words. Information was something that could be obtained relatively cheaply.

“What kind of information do you want?”

“All rumors and gossip related to the Eastern Union from the year 987 to three years ago.”

The middle-aged man frowned.

What on earth would someone use past gossip for?

Of course, if the customer wanted it, they had to provide it, but it wasn’t an easy task.

“The scope is too broad. It would take at least four years to compile.”

“What about limiting it to military secrets and scandals of high-ranking individuals?”

The middle-aged man calculated in his head.

It was still a lot, but it wasn’t impossible to sort out.

“That could be possible. But it’ll be difficult right now, it’ll take about ten days.”

Olivia nodded.

“I’ll give you two more days, make sure to get it done. I’ll come back then to collect it.”

As a middle-aged man, he had no reason to refuse.

“Give me two more days generously, and make sure you know for sure. I’ll come back then to find you.”

As a middle-aged person, there was no reason to refuse.

***

When she emerged from the fortune-telling market, the sun had already set. Olivia hurriedly made her way towards the Gold Tower.

In twelve days, that is, if she used the clue once, she would be able to obtain the information she desired.


Her visit to the fortune-telling market was also for this purpose.

What would she do with such information?

It’s simple. It’s because she can prevent a war with it.

How can a mere rumor deter a war?

It’s not just any rumor.

It was all about the ‘truth’ Olivia had spread.

The weaknesses of the high-ranking individuals, confidential information related to military deployments.

Imagine if such information were to be leaked at regular intervals.

The high-ranking individuals in the Eastern Union know that it’s not just gossip. They have no choice but to know.

Misunderstandings arise, assuming that the Empire’s intelligence capabilities are beyond imagination, and the tail wags the dog.

Of course, it’s not enough to simply spread rumors. They must be spread in the correct order to prevent a war.

What if they’re not spread in order? War breaks out by the end of 990, the Eastern Union falls, and the Empire is halfway screwed.

Since Olivia’s ‘present’ is in 987, it means there are still three years left until the war.

“No wonder Lactea is a screwed-up game. These are the kind of information you should lay down at least a hundred.”

Anyway, that’s why she came to the fortune-telling market. Perhaps because she had put Laktea on hold for four months after the Annihilation ending, she couldn’t remember the exact order to spread the rumors.

“One thing solved now.”

With this, she would be able to save the lives of King and Wavecatchers.

-Thunk!

Olivia’s steps quickened. Where she revealed herself was at the main gate of the Gold Tower.

And there, an unexpected figure stood.

“…You’re very late.”

It was Melina.

A slight hint of anger was present in her golden eyes.

It was only then that Olivia realized she was indeed very late.

“You said you would train even at night with your own mouth, didn’t you?”

“…I’m sorry.”

Olivia bowed her head first. Melina, who had been watching her for a while, let out a soft sigh.

“Come in for now. It’s getting cold.”

“…Yes.”

As they climbed the stairs, Melina spoke.

“Was it a very important matter?”

“Yes.”

“More important than training?”

“Yes.”

“….”

Olivia’s blue eyes shone confidently.

Melina couldn’t blame Olivia for that.

“Well then, go to bed. We can continue what we didn’t finish today tomorrow.”

“Oh, um, Master!”

As Melina was about to head to her study, Olivia handed her a piece of paper.

“This. I was supposed to give it to you.”

It was the third paper scroll.

“….”

Melina closed her eyes quietly.

It was something she had longed for so much.

But.

Strangely, her heart was quieter than she had expected.

It was odd.

“…Thank you.”

Melina didn’t immediately unroll the scroll.

“Now go to bed.”

Only after confirming Olivia lying down on the bed.

“You worked hard today, disciple.”

Only then did she confirm it.

Year 987 of the Imperial Era. The Gold Tower.

In the assembly hall of the Tower, which had never seen a descent from the pinnacle of magic since the establishment of the Empire, an old man spoke with anger in his voice.

“…Gone?”

The Red Tower Lord, Galdur.

He was technically an outsider, but there was no one in their right mind enough to bring it up in such a situation.

With Melina gone, Galdur was the only Archmage left in the Empire.

“It’s been more than three days since the Gold Tower Lord disappeared, and no one knew about it until now!”

“…It’s disgraceful.”

There was a hint of fire in Galdur’s eyes.

“Do you even know what’s happening in the Eastern Front right now?”

“…”.

The elders of the Golden Tower couldn’t raise their heads. They were well aware of the gravity of the situation.

The reason the Empire had reigned as the dominant force on the continent for centuries was that it had far more powerful individuals who could change the course of battle on a whim compared to other nations.

The Gold Tower Lord Melina and the Sword Saint Kiel.

But now, all of their core forces were absent.

If the Eastern Union were to find out about this, it wouldn’t end with just handing over the trade dominance.

Standing beside him, Calliope, the commander of the Night Raven, spoke calmly.

“Your Majesty is also closely monitoring the current situation. Duke Kiel assures that we will find a way to locate Lady Melina.”

The elders who could read Calliope’s sincerity trembled.

It might seem sympathetic at first glance, but it meant “let your own wizards handle finding her.”

Galdur looked down at those elders with a disdainful gaze.

“We must find the Gold Tower Lord within a week.”

“…”.

“If we continue to dawdle, we might even lose the Aden Plains.”


It wasn’t just any ordinary plains. In the Aden Plains, there was a grain-producing area that accounted for a whopping 30% of the Empire’s total production.

“Losing that place would be disastrous.”

It wasn’t an exaggerated guess. The piles of documents in the assembly hall proved it.

If that were to happen, starting from the headquarters of Galdur, the guardian of the eastern borderlands, everything would be at stake.
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“What are you all doing?”

In the face of Galdur’s intimidating presence, the elders trembled and hurriedly exited outside.

They didn’t think that by doing this, they would find Melina within a week. However, the situation was desperate enough to warrant even the slightest possibility.

Galduhr spoke to Calliope.

“Sorry, but you’ll need to exert some effort.”

“I understand.”

“It’s not just empty words. It’s sincere.”

“….”

Calliope narrowed her eyes.

For the head of the Second Prince’s faction to say such words meant suggesting a temporary ceasefire in the power struggle.

In that case, there was no reason to refuse on this side either.

Before engaging in a power struggle for the throne, it was common sense to sort out external matters.

“I will relay your message to the Commander of the Knights. Should I understand the deadline as until the East stabilizes?”

Galdur nodded.

What the Eastern Union wanted was not war but rather gaining the upper hand using the disparity in strength.

With Duke Kiel alone, they could somewhat curb the Eastern Union’s ambitions.

Galdur inwardly clicked his tongue.

‘How did things end up like this?’

It was too fast, even for him. According to the Imperial Intelligence, it would be at least three years before the Eastern Union openly revealed their ambitions.

Yet, it had accelerated to this point.

As if someone had pushed it from behind.

“Well then…”

As Calliope bowed her head and attempted to leave the room, Galdur spoke up.

“You.”

“Yes.”

With pursed lips, Galdur cautiously asked.

“Was it truly nonexistent?”

“What do you mean?”

“…The disciple that Gold Tower Lord was searching for.”

Only then did Calliope understand why Galdur was so tense.

Wizards inherently lived and breathed with pride. Among them, Galdur’s pride was particularly strong.

The fact that Galduhr had stripped Melina of her apprentice status was a public secret. However, Galdur didn’t hide it because it wasn’t purely a disgrace.

The public opinion was also in favor of Galdur. Other Tower Lords weren’t even appointed as apprentices in the first place.

The fact that he was once Melina’s disciple was both his flaw and his pride.

But what if Melina had another disciple besides Galdur?

And if Melina was desperately searching for that disciple?

Then being Melina’s disciple would become a flaw.

Calliope spoke up.

“It doesn’t exist.”

“…It doesn’t?”

“After checking the personal information of all the wizards registered or who have been registered with the Empire for nearly 70 years, the result is that it doesn’t exist. We also sought cooperation from other kingdoms and received the same response.”

Galdur narrowed his eyes.

“…There’s no way. It must be somewhere. Please search again.”

“I’ll say it again, it’s not there. Since the incident involving Galdur, there have been a total of 472 wizards named ‘Livi,’ and all except eight have died from old age. The remaining eight also have insignificant magical abilities…” (TN: Livi is a nickname for Olivia, O-Livi-a, only used by Melina, so no one knows about it.)

“You must have conducted the investigation incorrectly!”

Galdur said in a gruff voice.

They stared at each other for a while. Galduhr was the first to lower his tail.

“…Sorry. I got a little worked up.”

“Why the sudden outburst?”

Calliope’s eyes demanded an explanation. No matter how strong Galdur’s pride was, he wasn’t someone who would lose his composure so easily.

If he didn’t know how to control emotions, he wouldn’t have become the leader of the Second Prince’s Knights.

“…You don’t know who Gold Tower Livi is.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re unaware that you spread malicious rumors behind my back.”

“….”

Caliope remained silent.

The rumor that “Melina has gone senile” was undoubtedly spread by Calliope.

Why did she spread it?

Well, because Gold Tower Livi is a wizard.

Wizard and knights have been engaging in power struggles long before the Empire was founded. This was not a story limited to the Empire alone.

Every kingdom was like that, and every race except dragons and elves was like that.

Galdur looked down at Calliope.

“Do you know why we kept quiet about this incident even though we knew?”

“Why… would you?”

“Because we didn’t cross the line. Are we entirely clean? Whether it’s dark gray or black, it’s all the same when you think about it.”

…Perhaps the line he’s talking about here is the border.

What he’s saying is, if the rumors had spread beyond the border, they would have intervened.

“But this is the opinion of other wiazrds. I’m the type to speak my mind whether you cross the line or not.”

“…Then why did you endure it?”

Galdur spoke with a firm expression.

“The Gold Tower Livi, I know would bite her tongue and commit suicide before going senile! Senility? Dementia? There’s no way. If someone mentions lies, if someone who has never uttered a falsehood in their life mentions a disciple, then there must be a disciple!”

“But…”

“I’m sure of it! It could be a nickname or a title!”

“Are you referring to a nickname?”

Calliope narrowed her eyes.

Because no matter how much she thought about it, the words Gold Tower Livi and nickname didn’t match.

Galdur seemed to realize his mistake and cleared his throat.

“…Let’s cancel the nickname. Anyway, whether it’s a nickname, a title, or just a part of the name, whatever! There was definitely a disciple other than me for Gold Tower Livi!”

“Then shouldn’t we search even more?”


Galdur’s face froze coldly.

“So we need to find.”

“Yes?”

“After finding that disciple punk, we’ll kill him right in front of Gold Tower Lord. Then Tower Lord will realize. That she was wrong, and I was right.”

A sinister smile spread across Galdur’s face.

“So find that person for me.”

***

Light flashed in the snowy landscape.

A familiar message window appeared in front of Olivia after a moment.

[Regresser, ‘Melina Dibiae’ suppressed!]

[Acquired Clue #2!]

This marked her fourth suppression already.

Looking at the unconscious Melina, emitting steam all over her body, Olivia breathed a sigh of relief.

The darn Regresser bonus was the problem.

Perhaps due to the intense encounter in Kiel, she couldn’t allow Melina to have that damn bonus like she did. So, for four days straight, she camped in front of ‘Melina Ice.’ Just in case Melina woke up early, chaos would reign in the north.

At any sign of Melina stirring, she immediately knocked her out. Probably why Melina’s film was cut off four days ago.

“Phew….”

Olivia slowly reached out towards Melina’s head.

After a moment, consciousness flickered.

[Remaining Time: 40 minutes 00 seconds]

The next time she opened her eyes, it was Olivia’s private training ground.

“Here, twist the magic like this….”

Melina was passionately explaining magic upfront. Suddenly, she abruptly turned her head.

“….”

“Why, why are you like this?”

Melina tilted her head in confusion.

“Hmm… no, let’s continue.”

Olivia secretly sighed in relief.

The currents shimmering in the training ground vanished in an instant. Melina gathered the gathered magic at her fingertips, then turned her head backwards.

“Is there anything else you’re curious about?”

Olivia nodded in response to Melina’s question.

“No, not anymore.”

“Then let’s finish here for today.”

“Yes.”

As Olivia restored the charred wall, she breathed a sigh of relief.

[Remaining Time: 23 minutes 00 seconds]

Honestly, she was terrified at first. Thankfully, she possessed enough sense to possess her at the end of the class, otherwise, it would have been a disaster.

‘It was really dangerous.’

She almost showed her ‘changing’ form.

Olivia glanced at Melina, who was organizing her spellbooks.

[Melina Dibiae]

-Level: 95

-Affection: 45

-Occupation: Mater of Time and Space

-Titles: Guardian of the Empire, Golden Tower Lord, Emperor’s Drinking Companion

For the past clues, a total of 12 days have passed, and during that time, Melina’s favorability has risen to 45.

The favorability progress was smooth.

But…

[Remaining Time: 19 minutes 32 seconds]

Because Melina was nearby, the timer just didn’t seem to stop.

Normally, everything would have been finished and sorted out long ago, but now the training ground was in complete chaos, thanks to whatever lesson Olivia had been teaching.

That was the downside of clues. No matter what Olivia did during the extermination session with Olivia, it was impossible to know.

[Remaining Time: 17 minutes 21 seconds]

“…Why does it seem like it’s never going to end?”

Her lips were dry.

“I have to go to the Black Market.”

It was to confirm information that could suppress the war with the Eastern Union.

In fact, with just one more minute, she could make it to the Black Market. If only Melina wasn’t there, the timer wouldn’t decrease.

But if that happened, she wouldn’t be able to handle it if Melina waited at the main gate like last time.

At least 10 minutes needed to be left to prepare for such variables.

[Remaining Time: 15 minutes 37 seconds]

Olivia calmly manipulated her magic to restore the wall, pretending to be composed despite Melina’s suspicions.

Wha-a-a-a-a-ck.

Of course, she didn’t slow down the pace of the wall’s restoration. Just like a stain being removed, the huge wall returned to its original state in an instant.

Melina exclaimed with admiration, “Wow, it’s much faster than usual.”

“Haha…”

Olivia chuckled awkwardly.

Although it was an apology to Melina, she didn’t use the clues just for this kind of lesson.

Of course, the ultimate reason for using clues was Melina’s favorability progress, but at least for now, obtaining information about the Eastern Front was more important than favorability.

Why?

Would her favorability really increase significantly by attending just one such lesson? It’s not like they had lessons once a month.

As the use of clues was limited, she always had to consider how to maximize efficiency.

And now, obtaining information was the most efficient option.


“I’ll probably exceed 50 next time.”

Once her favorability exceeded 50, she would begin the process of truly overwriting memories.

After finishing her arrangements, Olivia approached Melina with steady steps.

“Thank you for teaching me today.”

And as always, she bowed her head. Now, if Melina accepted this greeting, their day’s work would be concluded.
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Of course, Melina should finish up her backlog of work, and Olivia should review what she learned today, too.

Well, Annhiliation ending will take care of that for us.

But that day was different.

“……”

No response.

After waiting for a while, Olivia lifted her head slightly and asked, “Um, Master?”

“What is it?”

“Aren’t you going to greet me?”

“I plan to. It’s a greeting from my disciple, so of course, I should respond.”

But Melina’s eyes as she said this were sharp.

“By the way, do you want me to leave?”

“Pardon?”

“I asked if you want me to leave.”

Melina was definitely smiling. But there was something off about the atmosphere she exuded.

It felt like one wrong word here could be fatal.

Olivia tried to speak with the most innocent expression she could muster.

“It’s not that, Master. You’ve been busy lately. I can study on my own, even if I don’t attend the class. I meant it in that sense…”

“Thanks for worrying. But today, it’s fine. I finished my work ahead of time.”

“……”

Melina still seemed to be asking with her eyes, ‘Do you not want me to leave?’

Olivia couldn’t speak rashly. Even though she knew what the model answer should be.

‘I want to spend more time with you, Master.’ That would be the correct answer. Under normal circumstances, she would have chosen this without hesitation.

But…

‘Something feels off.’

Out of caution, Olivia checked Melina’s status once again.

[Melina Dibiae]

-Level: 95

-Affection: 45

-Occupation: Grand Wizard of Time and Space

-Titles: Guardian of the Empire, Gold Tower Lord, Emperor’s Drinking Buddy

Her affection wasn’t separated as usual. It meant Melina still couldn’t distinguish between Olivia and the Olivia of Annhiliation ending.

“…Do I really want to spend more time with her?”

No, that couldn’t be it. If that were the case, she wouldn’t have spoken with such a meaningful nuance.

Olivia pondered for a moment.

She soon reached a conclusion.

“Is it a phase of doubt?”

Doubts about Olivia having dual identities.

Without concrete evidence, it was entirely possible if it was just a stage of suspicion.

Until Kiel was convinced that Olivia had dual identities, his feelings wouldn’t sway.

“Are you uncomfortable being with me, disciple?”

That’s why she turned the conversation like that. She wanted to find out when the turning point of identity would be.

“I don’t think I’ve done anything to arouse suspicion.”

Except for handing over the truth pamphlet, she acted sincerely like Melina’s disciple, like Olivia from the Inquisition.

“Is it the behavior that’s the problem?”

Reflecting on it, Kiel had separated himself from Olivia of the Annhiliation ending simply because of a difference in atmosphere. If Kiel could do it, there was no reason Melina couldn’t.

Actions could be imitated, but the atmosphere couldn’t.

But even this was not enough. While doubts could arise, there was no need to confirm the change in identity.

Because to Melina, Olivia was already a wizard who had reached the truth.

The truth was an unknown territory to Melina.

Even if such a wizard took on the role of a disciple and changed identities, there was no need to worry…

Wait a moment, could it be…?

***

Melina looked down at the pensive Olivia with a bitter expression.

She didn’t show it, but Melina had been troubled by questions for the past few weeks.

Why would a wizard who had already reached the truth want to become her disciple?

Reaching the truth and becoming Melina’s disciple.

Even the aspiring wizards in the countryside knew that the two were not equivalent.

And Melina knew that fact better than anyone else.

That’s why she had sincerely decided to become Olivia’s master.

She had to do that much to somehow match the equivalence.

One might ask why she was so obsessed with equivalence. But as a wizard, there was no way around it.

Equivalence.

That was the basis of all magic.

Depending on how much magic was used, the power of the magic was determined. If you used too little, the power weakened, and if you used too much, the power strengthened.

Using excessive magic also meant losing vitality, following the same principle.

To match equivalence, wizards had to bear that much burden.

This was the exchange of equivalence, and it was magic.

And Olivia was also a wizard.

If a wizard had reached the truth, she would know the principle of equivalence better than anyone else.

As much as the scale tipped, the opposite side would bear the burden. It was a simple principle.

Before, she hadn’t cared about this fact. But recently, after glimpsing the third truth pamphlet, she had realized something.

Since it was just a pamphlet, the realization was as hazy as fog, but she could still feel it.

The value of truth.

She was delighted. She was ecstatic. She couldn’t stop being amazed at how such a state could exist.

And at the same time, she realized one dreadful fact.

No matter how wholeheartedly she fulfilled her role as a teacher, the scale would forever be tilted in the opposite direction.

Even if she devoted all her organs and body parts, all her emotions, and even her soul.

No matter what Melina did, equivalence would never be established.

But even so, Melina had not borne any burden.


Because her entire being was worthless, even the value of one truth pamphlet.

The person who should have borne the burden did not.

This meant one thing.

“…”.

Olivia, her apprentice was taking over for her.

“Why?”

Melina tried to reason it out on her own.

No matter how much she thought about it, there was no reason for Olivia to shoulder that burden on behalf of her subordinate.

And eventually, she arrived at one answer.

-Accept me as your disciple.

Thinking back, Olivia had never once disrespected me.

‘…Really.’

Her heart fluttered.

Melina already knew that Olivia often concealed her sage-like qualities. Those qualities only emerged when transcending the barriers of truth.

Today was that day.

‘That’s why I wanted to stick close by her side and see for myself.’

“…Were you truly my disciple?”

Melina’s eyes sparkled with a bright golden light.

.

.

.

One spring day.

The season when winter slept and life began to sprout.

On such a day, Melina was sold.

She wasn’t captured by slave traders, nor was she victimized by a band of thieves. She was simply sold by her parents.

For seven silver coins.

That was Melina’s worth.

The merchant didn’t even bother asking for Melina’s name. He just locked her up in a cage, ensuring she couldn’t escape, and only gave her stale bread and a bit of water once a day.

“Tastes good.”

But even that was far tastier compared to scraping roots from the ground.

The carriage carrying Melina rattled along. The merchant cursed as he disposed of a boy’s corpse.

“Damn it. Why do these beggar brats always have to die on the streets?”

Melina knew the reason.

It was because it was spring.

Spring, where bark had yet to peel off trees and even sprouts hadn’t begun to emerge, was merely a warm winter.

Begging was impossible during this time. Due to last year’s crops failing during winter, there was no one to spare anything.

Spring was sometimes crueler than winter. It teased the starving with feeble hopes, as if promising to fill their bellies, only to torment them.

Those already at their limit couldn’t endure this season. That’s why they gave up like that.

The carriage stopped. Iron bars surrounded them on all sides. It was a slave market.

“A fighting slave starting at 10 gold!”

“A sturdy young boy for 2 gold!”

Unlike other slaves who were sold in an instant, Melina remained unsold for a week. It wasn’t because her value was low. It was because no one with enough wealth to buy her appeared.

A jewel case symbolized exceptional potential. Not all archmages possessed a jewel case, but those who did became archmages without fail.

And Melina was the owner of a never-before-seen golden jewel case.

“Come on, an elf captured in the Deep Forest! Starting at 100 gold!”

“200 gold!”

“300 gold!”

In just a week, young Melina understood the essence of the world.

If you pay a fair price, you receive corresponding value in return.

It was truly rational.

“Idiots.”

Melina cursed her nonexistent parents into the air.

Melina’s parents were fools. They were ignorant beings who didn’t even know what value their daughter held.

“….”

She wasn’t worth just seven silver coins. If they had bargained even once, they could have gained a hundred times more.

Then, she wouldn’t have to eat bark for the rest of her life.

“Foolish idiots.”

If they had just sold her for her value, at least she could have lived a full life.

What could she possibly do with seven silver coins?

‘What on earth can you do with seven silver coins?’

Another week passed.

Many people gathered to buy Melina. However, perhaps due to the exorbitant price, no one volunteered.

‘From one day on, instead of hard barley bread, the slaves were given soft wheat bread. For the first time in my life, I tasted cow’s milk. The bathtub was warm, and the new clothes were soft.’

Sleeping in a bed became routine from one day on.

Another week passed.

-Read it.

Melina learned to read. The first book she read, not a fairy tale but a basic magic manual.

On the day she received the magic manual, Melina conjured flames in front of everyone.

-Look, everyone! A jewel pendant, a golden pendant that has never existed in history! An astonishing talent that grasps the basics of magic in just one hour! I am destined to be the next Archmage! Let’s start from 100,000 gold!

-100,000!

-150,000!

Hundreds of powerful figures gathered. Standing on the stage with her hands tied, Melina once again realized that she was right.

‘Mom and Dad are fools.’

The girl worth 7 silver coins was sold for 7 million gold.

The buyer was the Emperor of the Empire.

In exchange for feeding her, sheltering her, and teaching her magic, the Empire demanded that Melina become an Archmage within 20 years.

It was indeed a reasonable demand.

-Fire magic consumes mana…

But nothing was as reasonable as magic.

Equivalent exchange.


You get what you give.

The simple and rational nature of the world.

There were only a few fools who didn’t understand this simple truth in the world.

Every night before falling asleep, Melina thought and thought again. Why did her father sell her for such a low price?

-Is this the child?
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-… Yes, that’s correct.

-Tsk. Originally it was 4 silver, but since there’s a firearm involved, let’s add another 3 silver. How about that?

-So, is it true that it won’t rot if it’s sold to the nobility?

‘I thought he was worrying about my appearance. Pretending to be concerned while already deciding to sell me off.’

-Don’t worry about that. At least you won’t starve.

-… Then I’ll sell.

After asking the merchant several times, her Father breathed a sigh of relief.

Melina didn’t know why her father had such a look on his face. No, she didn’t want to know.

He’d be happy to get the money.

-…

No.

Actually, she knew.

Melina had four younger siblings. The second froze to death, the third died of illness after eating dirt, and the fourth starved to death.

‘Each time, Father cried bitterly. Mother held onto the cold bodies and shed tears of blood.’

Despite his mouth shrinking to half its size, the situation didn’t improve at all.

The youngest, who should be breastfeeding, was skeletal. It was clear she wouldn’t survive another week.

All the trees in the forest had shed their leaves, and instead of grass, all that could be seen was rotting leaves.

Spring, no. There was still a month left until winter ended.

Eventually, Melina’s parents had no choice.

To save at least one.

Melina finally realized.

Why her father, her mother, sold her.

7 silver?

It wasn’t about how much they sold her for.

What mattered was that their daughter survived.

Father, burdened with feelings of disgust, guilt, sorrow, and lifelong agony.

He saved Melina.

It was truly a cursed bargain.

-…

Thunk.

Rain fell inside the blanket.

One drop, two drops.

The rain didn’t stop until Melina’s sleeves were completely soaked.

***

Melina’s eyes gleamed with golden light.

Olivia knew very well what that meant.

The magic Melina wielded was time.

She was pouring all her concentration into reading Olivia’s time right now.

“… It’s still too early to read.”

Interfering with someone else’s time is limited at Melina’s level. Slowing movements, slowing cognitive speed.

Therefore, no matter how wide she opens her eyes, all she can see are scenes where the current Olivia and the future Olivia switch.

Anything more than that is not permitted.

Remaining time: 13 minutes 21 seconds

‘To surpass that, I had to take one step further.’

“I know because I’ve tried it.”

Reading someone else’s time isn’t as simple as it sounds. To do that, one had to interfere at least to the extent of the world’s time.

It’s about reaching the truth.

Of course, if it were that simple, not only could you stop time, but you could also read the hidden past and the future that unfolds for anyone else….

But the current Melina could never do that.

“Master.”

Olivia gently held Melina’s hand. Then very slowly, she tilted her head.

“No.”

“What do you mean?”

Melina’s lips parted.

“What do you mean it’s not possible?”

“….”

“While others may not, I can.”

“….”

Instead of replying, Olivia remained silent. Sometimes silence holds more meaning than words.

“Disciple. I…”

Melina stopped talking.

“….”

Why?

The more she boasted of her achievements, the more she claimed she could do, the more her own insignificance became apparent.

Melina bit her lip.

She knew.

She knew she looked pathetic in front of Olivia.

Just as she had treated the peak masters and other tower wizards as nothing, her achievements were nothing more than a handful of dust to Olivia.

Olivia smiled.

It was a smile Melina had seen countless times before, but today’s smile was different.

Her heart sank.

She didn’t know.

Melina couldn’t control this emotion at all. Because she had lost the feeling of emotions for so long, she even forgot what to call this emotion.

But one thing was clear.

Her disciple was ignorant, even of the concept of a fair exchange.

A distant past that is now difficult to recall.

-My daughter, I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I’m sorry…

Melina didn’t want to relive that pain again.

She didn’t want to experience the pain of receiving without being able to give back, not once, but twice.


“Disciple.”

“Yes, Master.”

“…Can you make one promise?”

“….”

This time, there was no response. But Melina, without hesitation, continued without taking her eyes off Olivia.

“Later, when the time comes. Will you be able to tell me your secret then?”

Olivia hesitated for a moment before answering.

“…Yes.”

Melina’s face became slightly serious.

“If it’s a lie, then don’t bother making the promise.”

“No, it’s not.”

Olivia shook her head.

“When the time comes, I’ll tell you.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes.”

Melina sighed with relief. To such Melina, Olivia handed over a piece of paper as usual.

“Take it.”

“….”

For the first time, Melina hesitated.

“If you don’t take it, I won’t keep my promise either.”

Finally, Melina accepted the paper.

“…Thank you.”

“It’s nothing.”

Watching Melina disappear outside the door, Olivia thought to herself.

In fact, she had told a lie.

Olivia had no intention of revealing her secret.

No, precisely speaking.

Before that, Melina herself would find out.

As soon as the class ended, Olivia hurried straight to the black market.

“Here, this is the information you requested. Please check it.”

The owner of the black market handed Olivia a thick folder.

There were a whopping 487 rumors related to the Eastern Union over the past two years. There was no way she would remember all of them. She couldn’t recall the exact order, but she could distinguish which rumors she had spread.

“Oh, right. This one. And this one too.”

She deduced and selected a total of twenty-three.

“That’s enough. I’ve got it memorized.”

As soon as Olivia finished checking, she swiftly left the black market. And right there, she burned the folder.

[Using the skill ‘Blink’.]

[Remaining time: 3 minutes 11 seconds]

As she arrived near the Gold Tower, the timer began to count down. Melina seemed to be in her office.

“You can’t go in right now. Nobody is allowed in.” the secretary stopped Olivia. Even without explanation, the reason was clear.

-Whoooooom.

There was an unusual energy emanating from inside the study room.

“Have you gained enlightenment?”

“I’m not sure either. It’s the first time in decades that I’ve seen Lord Tower like this….”

Well, including what she handed over this time, it was already the fourth manuscript.

If she were a wizard on par with Melina, she would have started to grasp the truth by now.

Of course, it would only be at the level of getting a vague sense. In the pitch-black darkness, it’s like wandering through very blurry fog.

Both of them couldn’t see their surroundings, but at least in the fog, they could sense light.

In that sense, it was a significant improvement.

Olivia pointed beyond the door.

“You should probably stay here until tomorrow morning.”

“…Until tomorrow morning, you say?”

“It could be longer than that. So don’t stay here alone, go quickly and bring others.”

The secretary hesitated.

“Well, still….”

“I will protect it in the meantime.”

“Well, then I’ll come back as quickly as possible!”

Tap tap tap…

The sound of footsteps faded away.

Olivia cautiously reached for the doorknob of the study room.

“Just a little.”

She turned the doorknob carefully. Through the slightly opened door, a golden aura seeped out. It was a gentle mana that even touching it brought a sense of tranquility.

“Goooooo.”

Olivia peeked through the crack of the door into the study room. The room was filled with golden light. In the midst of that golden glow, Melina sat serenely in mid-air.

Melina’s body rose higher and higher. More mana flowed from her body. Her magic swept through the surroundings like waves.

Then, at a certain moment, Melina’s mana began to dissolve into the air.

“…”

Olivia nodded her head.

“I see now.”

She hadn’t yet grasped the truth. She had simply realized what she needed to do to reach it.

A wizard harnesses mana from nature and channels it into their body. They call this harnessed mana “mana.”

Mana holds little significance to wizards. While they can use magic with mana, its efficiency is overwhelmingly lower compared to mana’s transformation into mana.


That’s why wizards spend their lifetimes accumulating mana. They pile it up to its limit, expand the vessel, and repeat the process endlessly.

For 200 years, Melina had repeated this process. That’s why she was the most powerful wizard on the continent.

But truth is different.

To reach the truth, one must discard all the mana accumulated over time. They must pour out every last bit until nothing remains.

That’s the first step.
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Beyond the screen, it’s just a tedious process for the player, but for the archmages, it may be the most difficult decision of their lives.

Because they have no certainty.

No certainty that discarding will be replenished.

All that remains is fear.

Fear of losing everything and becoming an old woman in the back alley.

-Goooo.

But Melina stepped forward despite the fear.

What gave her such courage?

There was no time to think.

-Tatak.

Olivia closed the door. Secretaries rushed over in time.

Olivia nodded to them, then hurried to her room.

[Remaining Time: 00 minutes 03 seconds]

It was truly exciting to wonder how much would change next.

***

Melina didn’t wake up until dawn. Her eyes shone with a clear golden light.

“….”

She felt light. It was like setting down a burden she had carried for a long time.

There was no magic left in her body. But there was no hint of regret on Melina’s face.

Instead, she seemed relieved.

“So, this is how it feels. This is the feeling.”

Melina stared out the window with a blissful expression.

“Oh….”

A world filled with various colors of mana.

-Thump.

Melina felt her heartbeat strangely different. Mana circulated through her veins. As if she had become part of nature.

In exchange for giving up all her magic power, she gained mana.

“Ah.”

Melina laughed like a teenage girl.

“It wasn’t about discarding!”

Hundreds of golden pigments spread across the ocean, their colors unchanged.

The ocean was still blue.

“It was about merging into one!”

Having broken the vessel, becoming a part of the ocean, her domain was now the world.

Olivia had been viewing the world from this perspective.

No, her world would be much more beautiful than this.

She has only just taken a step closer to the truth now.

Melina sprang up from her seat.

“I must show her.”

It was still dawn, the time when the sun rises at the edge of the horizon. If one were diligent, they would have already risen.

Melina gently opened the door to the study.

“Master, Tower Lord?”

“Shh. Be quiet.”

At the gentle smile on Melina’s face, the secretaries held their breaths.

“Is Olivia still asleep?”

“…Yes.”

Melina nodded and then descended to the lower floor. Although she could have teleported instantly, she wanted to walk this time.

Tap, tap.

Melina descended the stairs, lost in thought.

“It’s all thanks to you.”

When she had lost half her power, a terrible fear had gripped Melina.

The fear of losing everything she had built up until then in an instant.

But there was something even more terrifying than that.

The fear of not being able to give anything back to the one who had given so much.

From then on, she could have no regrets about her power.

Whether she lost it or not, she poured it all in without hesitation.

If it weren’t for Olivia, she would have never been able to come close to the truth in her lifetime.

To reach the truth, she had to love someone more than the power she had accumulated throughout her life.

It would have been impossible for the old Melina.

Melina, who had arrived in the bedroom without realizing it, said, “…Master?”

“Come on, lie down.”

Melina stroked Olivia’s head with her fingers.

‘How can one be so lovely?’

Olivia, silently enduring Melina’s touch, asked, “Master.”

“Why are you like this?”

“Is there any good news?”

“Well, that is…”

Melina, who was about to explain what happened tonight with a joyful heart, closed her mouth.

“…”

Blue eyes demanding an explanation.

-Pause.

At the same time, a bitter smile flickered across Melina’s face.

‘Another day has passed.’

The disciple who should rightfully be grateful had not yet awakened.

“…Tell me later.”

“When later?”

“Um…”

Of course, this child is also her disciple. She’s just hiding the aspect of being a sage unconsciously.

But…


“When you grow enough to teach me, then tell me.”

“You?”

“Don’t worry too much. You’ll surely reach that point.”

Melina stroked Olivia’s head again.

It wasn’t a story to tell this child.

‘Wouldn’t it be too unfair if she hears it already?’

Melina decided to postpone today’s events for a while.

Perhaps she wandered through time just to meet her master, for the disciple she loves endlessly.

“Now, let’s get up.”

Melina started her usual lessons as always.

The sun rose and set, rose again, and set again repeatedly.

Around a month had passed.

“Today is the day.”

The day when the disciple becomes the master, and the master becomes the disciple.

The day when the cherished disciple becomes the unloved disciple.

And.

[Remaining time: 160 minutes 00 seconds]

Olivia woke up in her bed.

[Remaining time: 159 minutes 59 seconds]

The timer ominously began to count down. It meant one thing.

“Are you awake?”

Melina’s touch was warm. Not only that, her face bore a smile overflowing with compassion. It was a natural smile, so effortless that one could hardly believe she had lived a life devoid of emotions.

[Melina Dibiae ]

-Level: 97

-Affection: 50 (+80)

-Occupation: Grand wizard of Time and Space

-Title: Master of Manipulation, Gold Tower Lord, Guardian of the Empire.

“Come on, wake up quickly. There’s something I want to tell you.”

A face that resembled a child waiting for praise.

Olivia was convinced.

“Congratulations, Master.”

Things had gone very well.

Melina had a hint of a smile on her face at Olivia’s congratulations.

She didn’t know how long she had waited to hear those words.

‘Keep calm. I can’t afford to show weakness in front of my disciple.’

Melina suppressed her trembling lips and helped Olivia up.

“Follow me.”

Melina gently took Olivia’s hand and led her somewhere. It wasn’t towards the training grounds.

They headed towards a forest behind the Gold Tower. After walking a little further, Melina stopped near a small pond.

‘It’s nerve-wracking.’

Olivia probably noticed Melina’s state. But if that was the only reason, there was no need to be so nervous.

What Melina was about to do was not just about achieving success; it held a greater significance.

Determination.

“I will share your burden.”

Melina intended to show her willingness to shoulder the responsibilities Olivia bore.

As a master, she couldn’t keep burdening her disciple forever.

“This is it.”

At Melina’s gesture, golden mana surged. Outwardly, there was hardly any difference from before.

But the source was different.

The magical power accumulated throughout a lifetime by a grand mage felt pure, almost natural, yet it could never truly become a part of nature.

Because it was a force artificially refined by humans.

“The problem was trying to contain the world within human limits from the start. To contain the world, one must first become a part of that world.”

But now what she wielded was not magic but mana, which was essentially the world itself.

Golden flowers bloomed.

Amidst the fluttering petals, Melina moved gracefully.

Olivia silently watched her. She smiled outwardly but inwardly pondered.

‘Her affection has really shot up.’

Things had gone even better than expected.

In truth, the easiest way to increase affection is to fulfill the desires of others.

The longer a desire has been harbored, the greater the affection gained by fulfilling it.

Melina’s desire to reach the truth had been a lifelong one, so fulfilling it had significantly raised Olivia’s liking towards her.

Likewise, Olivia’s likability hadn’t increased much during the extermination mission.

Because it was herself who fulfilled her desires, not the Olivia of the extermination mission.

‘I should start soon.’

The first stage was over now. If things continued like this, both sides could easily reach a affection rating of 90.

“Creating a tragic heroine.”

From now on, she had to turn the Olivia of the extermination mission into a pitiful character.

Melina now distinguished between herself and the Olivia of the extermination mission. Even though she couldn’t read Olivia’s time, she could sense that the flow of time between them was different.

However, Melina’s way of distinguishing the two Olivias was slightly different from Kiel’s.

Kiel completely considered the Olivia who sacrificed herself to prevent destruction and the one whose life was taken as entirely separate entities.

But Melina didn’t consider them entirely separate. She just thought of them as the present Olivia and the future Olivia.

The reason Melina considered both Olivia as her disciples was not because it was true.

Of course, that wasn’t the truth.

The two were clearly different people.

“I’m real, whereas you’re just data.”

Now, there are three things to consider moving forward.


“Turning me into a victim, turning the assailant into the annihilator.”

And finally, preventing the current Melina from returning to the empire.

The fact that Olivia and Kiel met is unknown even in other regressions. Kiel’s actions were unclear in the last iteration as well.

But Melina shouldn’t be sent back like Kiel. Otherwise, other regressors will realize Olivia’s existence and start piecing things together.

“I have to keep you by my side.”
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“However, how?”

“What do you think?”

Melina approached with a wide smile.

“It won’t be long before we stand on the same ground.”

“……”

There had been a conjecture from before.

Upon reaching the truth as time, one can read the past of others.

Then what is the past of a regressor?

Naturally, it’s the previous cycle. The moment the regressor recognizes their regression, the original past changes to the grand past.

Then what is Olivia’s past using clues?

“It’s unlikely to show the past of a possessed player. That’s a story from a dimension higher than here.”

So there’s only one answer.

“Oh, why the face? Are you already afraid of being caught up by the master?”

“……No. I’m just happy.”

Melina laughed. But it was a slightly different laugh from before.

“Come here.”

Melina spread her arms wide.

“Let’s embrace each other once.”

Olivia felt Melina’s heartbeat. She felt the warm touch patting her back. Melina patted her back, stroked her head, then hugged her tightly again.

“Disciple.”

“Yes, master.”

“Don’t try to carry too much burden alone. This master will help you.”

“……”

Even though Olivia couldn’t see Melina’s face, she could guess what expression she was wearing.

She would be smiling. And at the same time, she would be feeling sorry.

The joy of finally reaching the truth, the gratitude towards the disciple who fulfilled her lifelong wish.

“Trust me.”

The regret of realizing that the disciple had just now noticed the burden she was carrying, and the bitterness of not being able to predict how heavy that burden would be.

“Trust me.”

Melina said again, asking her to trust herself.

It was also a commitment she made to herself.

“……”

“Yes, master.”

That’s how Olivia replied.

***

2 hours and 40 minutes.

The time allotted to Olivia disappeared frighteningly fast.

And she returned to being an ordinary disciple.

It felt like a midsummer daydream, but the paper handed to her by Melina denied that fact.

“The fifth.”

Melina realized one thing.

Olivia wasn’t being awakened to the aspect of a sage to hand over the book of truth. It was when the aspect of a sage was awakened that she handed over the truth.

It meant one couldn’t determine the timing of consciousness awakening voluntarily.

Then was it just memories that had transferred to the past simply?

“If one has transcended time in a state of sound mind, there should be no reason for this.”

“…I simply cannot comprehend it.”

Having dedicated her lifetime to the study of time, Melina could at least make rough conjectures.

Transcending time.

Melina did not believe in gods. Like all wizards, she was an atheist.

However, reversing time was undoubtedly within the realm of gods.

It wasn’t about gods like the Light Deity served by the Holy Kingdom. Here, ‘god’ referred to the world itself.

“How…?”

As Melina, she couldn’t possibly conceive of that method.

But there was one thing she was certain of.

“At least I have to stand on the same line.”

At least, standing at the same level as Olivia, she might understand what perspective she had on the world.

Melina clenched her fist.

“I can do it.”

She must. She had to succeed.

With determination, Melina unfolded the fifth scroll. Her surroundings began to fill with formulas. Formulas filled with gore and runes that an ordinary wizards would never dare to read.

Without any hesitation, Melina continued to write down those formulas.

So, for a day, two days, three days…

Melina used all the time except for the time she spent teaching her disciple to interpret the scroll. Even sleeping was a waste, so she stayed up all night.

Yet it remained cryptic.

It was far more difficult than comparing it to the first scroll. More than half of it was completely uninterpretable. But Melina persisted in interpreting it.

She poured all the knowledge she had accumulated into it.

Then, at some point, Melina’s hand stopped.

It was inadequate. The content written on the scroll was undoubtedly up to this point.

Melina looked down at the part where the formula was cut off. After investing several weeks, she could interpret it, but beyond that was impossible.

She didn’t have the ability to discover the next scroll herself.

Olivia had to be there.

***

“…Is it seven weeks this time?”

The intervals at which Olivia revealed herself had doubled. Although the time they could spend together had also increased, it was not at all comforting.

“My disciple.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Do you know that the interval at which you reveal yourself is getting longer?”

Olivia didn’t respond. She just smiled.

At this point, Melina was convinced of what price Olivia had paid.


The Annihilation of existence.

Even if it wasn’t that, she must have paid a price equivalent to it.

The reason Olivia calmly accepted that price.

“To show me the truth.”

Melina suddenly felt afraid. Afraid of losing again.

She shouldn’t receive any more scrolls of truth.

It’s too dangerous. Olivia wouldn’t be able to bear it.

“Excuse me, Master.”

Melina bit her lip until it almost burst. The closer she got to the truth, the more she realized how reckless Olivia had been all this time.

But now, it was too late to stop.

After much hesitation, Melina handed over the paper.

It wasn’t to seek the truth. Such feelings had long been discarded.

It was only to save her.

“I must reach the truth too.”

To save Olivia, she had to accept Olivia’s help, which was terrifying.

But there was no other way.

“Just a little longer.”

She reduced meal times, shortened sleep hours, and even forced herself to increase the density of all her time except for the time spent teaching Olivia.

In this way, she managed to interpret the sixth, seventh, and eighth scrolls.

Only with the determination to save Olivia.

“There’s not much time left.”

Now Melina knew. Just two more steps forward, and she could finally save Olivia.

“This time, it’s one year.”

Only then could Melina calm her mind.

But…

Olivia didn’t show up.

Tick. The clock ticked indifferently.

Melina couldn’t tear her gaze away from the window, looking anxious. The sun had long set.

“Have you found Olivia?”

“…I’m sorry.”

The secretary bowed her head.

“There’s not a single clue. If it weren’t for the Master’s absence and no word from the Tower Lord…”

Olivia began her journey earlier this year. Since it was to stand alone without the Master’s help, Melina had no reason to stop her.

All Melina could do was pray for her disciple’s safety.

-I’ll be back.

-Can you at least tell me how long it will take?

-At least six months.

Melina bit her lip.

“I should have held on somehow back then.”

There was no problem with Olivia embarking on her journey. It was a tradition for wizards to leave their masters and become independent.

Unless they intruded on the Dragon’s Lair, it was impossible for Olivia to encounter any danger.

Even if she did, the dragons would forgive Olivia’s mistakes unless they were blind. They would recognize her as Melina’s disciple.

It wasn’t because of the friendship between Melina and the dragons. It was because Melina had become stronger than the dragons.

The problem was that within that six-month period, there was a time when “Olivia” would wake up.

Although she hadn’t thought about it when she sent her away, she believed that if it was “Olivia,” she would definitely come back.

That day was today.

Melina looked at the clock. It was midnight.

‘Olivia’ was supposed to have returned today.

And today has just ended.

Watching the time pass indifferently, Melina thought to herself.

She hadn’t been this restless until the sun set. Surely she must have embarked on a journey to a distant place. It’s only natural that it would take a long time to return.

But…

“Now it’s beyond just being late, isn’t it?”

Melina stopped biting her nails. There were no more nails to bite.

“…Once again, seek cooperation from another tower. And if by chance Livi (TN: Melina calls Olivia as Livi) appears, immediately authorize the use of the teleportation gate.”

“Yes, understood.”

The secretaries nodded and withdrew.

‘Where on earth could she have gone?’

If she had gone on a mission within the empire or near the borders, seeking cooperation from the tower would have been sufficient. It would be the same even if she had gone to another kingdom.

No matter how strained the relationship between the empire and other kingdoms, they would try to improve relations as much as possible, rather than antagonize Olivia.

“Could it be the Demon?”

Even if she had ventured into the Seven Demon, it wouldn’t change anything. Considering Olivia’s temperament, she wouldn’t have ventured too deep. Even if she did, as long as it’s Olivia, she could find a way out.

Melina spent the night with wide eyes.

There might have been a sudden event. If not, there might have been a misunderstanding.

“Tower Lord.”

“…Is there still no news?”

“Yes. But just in case, we sought cooperation from other kingdoms as well…”

The secretary’s voice trailed off. He couldn’t understand why Melina was reacting so sensitively.

It’s not like it’s anyone else, it’s Olivia.

Unless one was as powerful as the Archmage, they wouldn’t be able to harm her. Olivia was that strong.

And above all, Olivia’s expected return date was still far off.

“Her return date is at the end of June to July. There’s still three months left.”

For the past two years, there was hardly anyone in the Gold Tower who didn’t know how Melina treated Olivia.

Like a child.

From the perspective of the same parents, she could understand to some extent.

“Tower Lord.”


…

There was no answer. The secretary continued with the words he intended to say quietly.

“I’m sure Olivia will be fine. She is the greatest wizards in the history of the empire. There’s no need to worry…”

“…”

“Hmm?”
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“……Go out.”

The secretary knows nothing. They can say things like that because they don’t know anything.

‘If I found out the truth, I wouldn’t be able to be so carefree.’

Melina said to the absent-minded secretary, “I want to be alone for a moment.”

Countless thoughts flooded Melina’s mind.

‘……’

Melina silently looked down at the documents of truth she had gathered so far.

Eight pages.

In this trivial pile of paper, was it worth Olivia sacrificing her life?

In this insignificant pile of paper?

Anger welled up in Melina’s eyes.

Boom!

The air vibrated. Melina’s momentum became increasingly fierce. The magical scrolls fluttered in all directions.

But she, instead of tearing those papers apart, couldn’t even crumple them.

It was because they were the last legacy left by Olivia.

Thud, Melina collapsed onto the desk.

“Ah, ah….”

-Don’t burden yourself alone too much.

Her vision blurred. The trembling of her hands and feet didn’t stop.

-Trust me.

Melina gathered the papers and hugged them tightly.

She couldn’t protect.

She couldn’t do anything.

Nothing at all.

***

[Clue #2]

[Memories of the Imperial Year 992]

The plan went smoothly. It couldn’t have been better.

‘Melina will soon reach the truth like this.’

I’ve played thousands of games, but I’ve never led a high-level NPC to the truth.

Based on experience, Melina always reached the truth when she received the tenth document.

The pinnacle of time magic.

In terms of the system, level 100. She was on par with the present Olivia.

Although she was much stronger than the original Melina, it wasn’t to the point of being unbearable.

‘Melina can’t attack me.’

Unlike Kiel, Melina never attacked Olivia until the moment of her death.

Even if she saw the truth, that fact wouldn’t change.

Because she was the only one among the regressors who substituted affection for maternal love.

She would rather die at the hands of her beloved disciple than kill her.

-Thud.

‘……’

Olivia stood frozen in place and took a deep breath. It felt like her heart was sinking, and she couldn’t bear it without doing anything.

[Title, ‘More Saintly Than a Saint’ activated.]

-Your heart is at peace.

After barely regaining her senses, Olivia checked her plan again.

‘I can stop time….’

If that’s all, she could easily handle it. In terms of experience and power, she was superior.

‘If it continues like this….’

Olivia’s thoughts were abruptly cut off.

[You cannot use Clue #2!]

The next moment, the message window appeared and ruined all her plans.

“What nonsense is this again?” Olivia muttered, furrowing her brow as she read the message that popped up before her.

“Clue #1 and Clue #2 have encountered an error!”

-If you use Clue #2, the first encounter with the regressor ‘Kiel Rothschild’ will change from Imperial Year 992 June to Imperial Year 992 March!

Olivia couldn’t help but exclaim in bewilderment.

“Why does that suddenly change?”

Olivia’s expression was one of utter confusion. According to the message, Clue #1 and Clue #2 weren’t separate memories.

“So, they’re shared?”

Already, the future seemed daunting as she began considering the possibilities.

It’s understandable that the timing of the first encounter with Kiel would change.

If Clue #2 were to be used, Olivia would wake up not at the Gold Tower but at the Euran Castle.

Because during the assassination attempt of 992, she was in Euran, doing favors for Kiel.

But now problems arise.

At this point, she wouldn’t be able to leave Euran and go to Melina. The timing of Kiel’s ‘recognition’ changes, and when the time limit expires, Olivia from the assassination attempt would return to Euran.

This would create confusion in Kiel’s memory.

Whether the first encounter is in Imperial Year 992 June, when Clue #1 was first used, or in Imperial Year 992 March, the 9th time Clue #2 was used.

If memories are shared between clues as the message suggests, Kiel would immediately cast a Buster Call when Clue #2 usage ends.

Because he would notice that something is off with the memories.

“Darn it, how did I make that guy?”

In that case, even if Clue #2 completes Melina’s task, it’s all in vain.

Olivia had no choice but to make a decision. Using Clue #2 is a no-go.

“Now what?”

If Clue #1 and Clue #2 share the same memories, then other things will be the same too.

“The route will definitely get tangled up, and it’s not just about not using this from now on.”

As the story progresses, the frequency of encounters with regressors naturally increases. As a result, ‘overlapping’ occurrences like this will happen countless times.

“How is this memory? It’s just the past.”

Olivia didn’t bother hiding her irritation.

This has gone beyond what can simply be called difficult.

It’s impossible.


If it’s this difficult with just two people, it’s absolutely impossible with fifteen.

-Ding!

As if reading Olivia’s discontent, the notification window popped up at just the right time.

[Clue #2, You can skip the memory of Imperial Year 992.]

-Would you like to skip it?

Olivia’s expression became mysterious.

“……Things might change if I do this.”

‘If I can skip the memory, then skipping it here would be appropriate.’

The loss incurred from dispelling Kiel’s suspicions outweighs the benefits of obtaining the truth from Melina.

The only problem is Melina, who will be waiting for Olivia for a year.

“……Is it okay?”

The shock of not having the disciple who should have returned earlier will be considerable.

“Without my help, she won’t see the truth.”

Of course, Olivia won’t lose her mind completely like ‘now’ Melina, but she will definitely be deeply disappointed.

But there’s no other choice. It’s not my job to cater to people’s emotions.

Olivia made her decision.

[Clue #2, You have skipped the memory of Imperial Year 992.]

[Clue #2, Would you like to review the memory of Imperial Year 994?]

-Time limit: 42 hours 00 minutes 00 seconds.

Olivia postponed the use of the clue for a moment. There were more than one or two things to consider.

First, she needed to recall what she was doing in 994.

“Overall, if I look at the entire purge cycle, it’s about the Holy Kingdom and the Eastern Union story at this time. I met Aria and Melina occasionally. Kiel was mentioned in the clue.”

As Olivia thought up to there, she paused.

“Wait a minute. How many regressors were involved in 994?”

Three from the Empire. One from the Holy Kingdom. Two from the Eastern Union.

“Six?”

Her mind was in turmoil. Even with just the fragmentary memories, if she thought about it, there would be more than that, implying that there were more things she couldn’t recall.

“……Hmm.”

Olivia closed her eyes and groped through the detailed movements of the purge cycle.

From the beginning to the end of 994, where she met whom and what she did. And she came to the following conclusion.

“……Should I just let this go too?”

Even if she could deceive the Muwang entrenched in the Attila Mountains, it would be impossible to deceive the other regressors.

“Why are there only these sharp-witted people around?”

Even if she put aside five of them and thought, Aria was the problem. If she used the clue and opened her eyes to find Aria in front of her, it would be the end.

Bombs everywhere, here and there.

If she didn’t use the clue, she would fail to tell Melina the truth and fail. If she did use it, she would fail to deceive the regressors.

It might be possible to mimic the movements of the purge cycle somehow in a few hours, but this one is a whopping two days.

It’s impossible to perfectly mimic the movements of the purge cycle for two days.

“Can I skip clues whenever I want? It’s not like there are conditions or anything, right?”

Olivia glared at the status window. Is this damn status window even a symbol of unfriendliness, spitting out important information only when faced with a situation?

“Even if the developers are crazy, they wouldn’t make a game that can’t be beaten.”

Olivia was convinced.

And exactly one minute later, the following message appeared.

[Clue #2, You can skip the memory of Imperial Year 994.]

-Would you like to skip it?

Olivia clenched her fist. As the saying goes, even a three-year-old dog will recite a poem. With ten years of experience in Lactea, she could see through the work of the developers.

[Clue #2, Would you like to review the memory of Imperial Year 998?]

-Time limit: 84 hours 00 minutes 00 seconds.

1 year, 2 years, and then 4 years.

If I go into that memory now, Melina reunites with Olivia after a whopping 7 years.

“It only takes a day on this side.”

The original plan was to hand over all the memories to Melina by 994, then have time for a final conversation, just like with Kiel.

But there’s no time for that this time.

Just helping Melina is overwhelming.

“It’s fortunate that it’s only until 998.”

There’s no need to focus on other trivial matters in 998.

Because it’s the year they begin the extermination in earnest.

Olivia reached out her hand forward.

[This memory includes the last memory of ‘Melina Dibiae ‘!]

-Still want to view it?

“The last?”

Olivia, realizing the significance, hesitated for a moment.

But the answer was already decided.

-Got it!

Consciousness flickered.

***

Olivia closed her eyes and waited. She had used so many clues that she could feel when they would apply by instinct.

“Is it a sense of detachment?”

When that feeling arose, it wasn’t too late even if she opened her eyes.

But today was different.

Even after waiting for a long time, she didn’t feel that peculiar sense of detachment. Restless, Olivia quietly opened her eyes.

There was a notification window in front of her.

[You have skipped memory #2 twice.]

[In exchange for skipping, you must observe the ‘compressed version of memories’ from the start of the skip until the triggering point.]

[Current point: Imperial Year 992]

“What’s this again…?”


Below her gaze, Melina was visible. She was pacing around the office with an anxious look.

[Currently observing ‘Melina Dibiae .’]

Olivia became an observer.

***

Summer of the year 992.
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Olivia returned after completing her task. Many wizards of the Gold Tower were delighted to hear the news, but among them, Melina was the happiest.

“Finally!”

Olivia’s time on the mission lasted at most six months. However, Melina’s wait was much longer.

A year and several months.

It had been almost a year and a half since she received the eighth scroll piece of truth.

Melina looked at the papers with the tome written on them with a faint gaze. They were among the few things Olivia left behind for her.

Whenever she missed Olivia, Melina would clutch onto these papers. It helped her endure the loss to some extent.

“I promise. I will tell you when the time comes.”

“My disciple is not a liar.”

Surely there must have been unavoidable circumstances, Melina thought.

“She will return. If she’s my disciple, she will definitely come back.”

Now she was close to hypnotizing herself, but Melina herself didn’t know that fact.

“When do you think she’ll come?”

“She should arrive within the next hour.”

“It’s taking too long…”

Melina appeared tense. She couldn’t take her eyes off the entrance to the capital.

Seeing Melina pacing anxiously, her secretary cleared his throat.

“Tower Lord, you should maintain your composure…”

“Ah, she’s here!”

…

Melina didn’t care about the gazes around her as she ran towards Olivia walking through the gate.

And she hugged her tightly.

“M-Master?”

Olivia’s eyes widened in surprise. Whether she liked it or not, Melina had no intention of letting go of Olivia from her embrace.

“Are you hurt anywhere?”

“No. I’m fine.”

“That… is my disciple.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Um, did anything happen during your mission?”

“Anything?”

“Your, your memory seems strange…”

Melina asked with concern, looking at Olivia with earnest eyes, then she shook her head.

“No, forget it. You must be tired coming from afar, I shouldn’t hold you back for no reason. Let’s go inside and rest. Is there anything you want to eat?”

Melina pretended to be nonchalant.

She already knew that the Olivia she had been waiting for wasn’t the one standing in front of her. Yet, facing her disappointment was difficult.

So she hugged her, not wanting to reveal her disappointed face.

“She might grow up to be like that child…”

Melina bit her lip secretly.

Sometimes she had such thoughts.

The one who showed her first unconditional love to a human like herself was ‘Olivia.’

And it was ‘Olivia’ who revived the emotions she had long forgotten.

“Smile. Straighten your shoulders.”

One-sidedly given was that child, so naturally, what is returned must also be that child.

“First, steak. With plenty of spices.”

…But it wasn’t this child.

Melina tightly closed her eyes.

It was a thought she shouldn’t have. However, knowing it was something she shouldn’t think about, she couldn’t stop herself.

Of course, she loves both her disciples.

Just, she loves ‘Olivia’ more.

It’s not discrimination. It’s just appropriate.

“Yeah. Tell the secretaries to prepare in advance.”

[Currently observing ‘Melina Dibiae’.]

Olivia silently observed Melina’s daily life with her arms crossed.

This state of ‘observation’ was truly ambiguous. There was no physical body, yet it couldn’t be said to be a soul either. If it were a soul, Melina wouldn’t have been able to feel it.

To metaphorize,

“It’s like watching vivid scenes from far beyond.”

All one could do in the state of observation was exactly that—observe.

“Is this the penalty for skipping panels?”

Still, Olivia thought it wasn’t too bad.

If she felt the passage of six years distinctly, she might have felt differently, but except for certain situations, time really did flow fast.

“In that brief moment, three days have passed.”

She felt like she understood why it was called a compressed version.

Still, she didn’t feel much excitement. Since she roughly knew how the story would unfold.

Once again, the scenery changed. This time it was the meeting room of the Gold Tower.

“Today’s meeting ends here. Everyone, disperse.”

A secretary approached Melina.

“Tower Lord, Duke Kiel is here in the reception room.”

“Duke Kiel? What’s the matter?”

“He didn’t inform me.”

Melina immediately headed to her office.

“Who’s this? The Duke Kiel, isn’t it?”

“Yeah. I came to ask…”

“Ah, organize the documents first and then listen.”

The documents moved back to their places as Melina gestured.

“Alright, done. Now, ask your question.”

At Kiel’s next words, Olivia widened her eyes.

“Is it possible for a wizards consciousness to split?”

It was the first time.

Melina felt something strange when facing Kiel.


A very high-level question whether consciousness could split. The fact that this question came from Kiel, who wasn’t even a wizard, piqued Melina’s deep interest.

Yeah, interest.

“…Interest?”

Melina furrowed her brows.

Something was off. Why should she feel interested in the current situation?

“Why?”

Melina asked herself. What was wrong with feeling interested in an interesting question?

She was contradicting an obvious premise deep down in her heart.

But no matter how much she thought about it, she couldn’t understand the reason.

Until just before entering the reception room, she seemed to be doing something important, but frighteningly, she completely forgot about it when facing Kiel.

“…What was it?”

A meeting?

No. That’s just a daily routine.

There was only one important thing for Melina.

“…Olivia.”

Her disciple who returned after half a year. Steak seasoned with plenty of spices. Training. And also…

“Why would consciousness split?”

Melina stopped her thoughts and raised her head. Kiel was waiting for an answer.

“Any reason?”

Melina got up from her seat with an uneasy expression.

What was important among all that, she could think about after answering Kiel’s question.

***

The moment Olivia heard Kiel’s question, she sensed it.

This wasn’t just about simple memories.

“Suddenly, it hits in.”

“Memories can only exist as memories forever. While they may gradually fade over time, it’s impossible for them to completely change into new content.

[Sorry, it’s regarding a friend.]

[…Hmm.]

And the sight unfolding before her eyes was undoubtedly a new one. In a way, it was to be expected. Among countless loops, there had never been a time when she had pretended to have two selves.

Olivia collected herself and observed the situation carefully.

‘…I was careless.’

Focused only on clue #2, she hadn’t paid attention to clue #1, where the transformation was completed.

‘Clue #1 could also be influenced by any other memory.’

Between clues.

During the time Olivia remained concealed, the “memory compress” vividly displayed what had happened among the regressors.

[Why  would a consciousness split?]

At this moment, Olivia could realize at least one thing: the criterion for memory compression.

The information Olivia knew was compressed and played back quickly, while the unknown information was played back at its original speed.

‘…Still, I didn’t expect it to be to this extent.’

No matter how experienced Olivia was, predicting every branch resulting from minor behavioral changes was impossible.

She might have thought Kiel would at most go to the royal archives, but she never expected him to come directly to the Gold Tower.

And she couldn’t have anticipated Melina asking her questions about herself.

‘…This is troublesome.’

Kiel and Melina would be involved at least twice in the future. Once when they collapsed in the Gold Tower, and once when they defeated the great demon Belphegor.

But if Kiel and Melina were already having these conversations, they might all become nonexistent.

No, they definitely would.

They would now focus all their efforts on rescuing Olivia, pushing aside everything else.

But the course of the conversation was much different from what Olivia had expected.

[As time goes on, the mortal mind deteriorates rapidly. Typically, the limit is a thousand years. Ninety-nine out of a hundred pass away with their minds shattered by then. Most Eldritch beings are like that…]

When Kiel asked, Melina responded without hesitation.

‘Not affected?’

At that moment, Olivia felt a strange sense of foreboding.

[Dividing oneself is madness. One can’t even remember which was the original self.]

Melina was too nonchalant. As if she had forgotten that Olivia had two selves.

[Is your lover an elf?]

[No.]

[Then you need not worry. As long as they’re human, it’ll never happen. You can tell your acquaintance to relax and get some rest.]

Her statement just now confirmed it.

At least at this moment, Melina doesn’t know that Olivia has two selves.

‘Does this make sense?’

Until just now, Melina was aware that Olivia had two selves. Before welcoming back Olivia after her training, the piece of paper with the truth written on it was evidence of that.

But now she doesn’t.

‘Are there two compressed versions?’

For the current situation to make sense, what’s playing out in front of her eyes must be the compressed version of clue #1.

If clue #2 had been applied as well, Melina wouldn’t have given an answer; she would have started interrogating who that acquaintance was.

But it doesn’t make sense for only clue #1 to be compressed, considering that Melina knew about the truth just moments ago.

Clues #1 and #2 are mixed ambiguously.”

“Surely not…”

[Currently observing ‘Melina Dibiae.’ ]

Olivia displayed a notification. This damn notification never gave an answer until Olivia figured it out herself.

“Yeah, come to think of it, something seemed off from the beginning.”

[All memories between clues are shared.]

There’s one fatal flaw in this seemingly simple proposition.

“What happens if I encounter a regressor twice at the same moment?”

Let’s consider a slightly extreme example.


Assume encountering the psychopathic murderer using clue #8 precisely at midnight on January 1, 993. And let’s say in that first encounter, Olivia assaulted the murderer.

Then, the moment clue #8 is no longer in use, the murderer would remember Olivia as ‘the crazy bitch who beat him up from the first meeting.’

In this situation, using clue #9 to meet the murderer again exactly at midnight on January 1, 993.

This time, instead of killing, Olivia engages in a normal conversation with the murderer.

So, does the murderer remember being assaulted from clue #8, or does he remember the normal conversation from clue #9?
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It’s impossible to remember two situations simultaneously.

Because both events happened exactly at the same time.

“You can’t simultaneously be right and have an ordinary conversation.”

To prevent such a dilemma, one premise is necessary.

Whether it’s a clue, a derived branch, or an applied priority.

Olivia awaited the notification window with a confident face.

-Ding!

[You have grasped all the secrets of the clue without separate explanations!]

[Explanations for the clue will be updated!]

+

<Rules for using clues>

-1. You cannot meet two or more regressors at once.

-2. Clue usage can be skipped.

-3. In case of conflicting clues, the later one used overrides the earlier one.

-4. In case of conflicts arising from clues, the branch created first takes precedence. However, this is limited to the time of the conflict.

+

Olivia, after checking the notification window, lowered her gaze.

[Please leave now, Duke Kiel.]

And the current situation was a branch.

Kiel got rejected.

She didn’t see it, but it was probably like this in Kiel’s memories too.

***

Without any hesitation, Melina drove Kiel away. When someone has such a fanatical face, avoiding conversation itself is the best course of action.

And Melina pulled out a paper from her bosom. A legacy left by her disciple who would return someday.

No matter how much she unfolded it, the end was worn out.

Although there had been no progress for a year and a half, Melina hadn’t given up yet.

No, she shouldn’t give up.

Melina spread eight scroll of paper on the desk side by side and interpreted them one by one, starting from the first piece written.

The notes, blackboards, and empty spaces were filled with formulas. Melina continued interpreting without realizing she was getting tired. In the past, there wasn’t enough time to interpret them one by one due to time constraints, but now that she had fully adapted, there was no reason for that.

She could vaguely see the next step, but that was it.

It was still not enough.

“…So this is it.”

Melina finally realized what the “important thing” she had been forgetting was.

To reach the truth and relieve the burden of her disciple who would return someday.

That was the most important thing that should never be forgotten…

Startled, Melina suddenly sat up.

“…!”

She had forgotten.

Until just now, she had forgotten the existence of “Olivia.”

For a moment, she felt a chill down her spine. Melina instinctively activated the communicator.

“Yes, Tower Lord. What can I do for you?”

“What, what did I just say to you?”

The secretary hesitated for a moment before speaking.

[When His Highness the Duke of Kiel visits from tomorrow, You told me to tell him that you are out.]

“……”

[…Should I just do it?]

Upon the returning secretary’s words, Melina couldn’t immediately respond.

“……No. Just do as instructed.”

Melina felt instinctively.

That it was not the right time to meet Kiel again.

But.

The next encounter came merely ten days later.

For the past few days, Melina had been living in a strange unease. The beginning of the incident was the day she met Duke Kiel.

A feeling of abruptly severed memories.

It was too intricate to be simple memory loss. It was as if someone was selectively erasing memories related to ‘Olivia.’

‘It’s not forgetting.’

There’s no way she could forget. The memory of an Archmage far surpasses that of an ordinary person.

Over the past few days, Melina had been trying to figure out the cause.

The first hypothesis that came to mind was Olivia’s disappearance. And not just a simple disappearance, but erasure of existence itself.

But…

That didn’t make sense.

Surely Olivia would have paid a hefty price to cross timelines. Something unimaginable to Melina who hadn’t reached the truth yet.

Even so, it was too extreme for existence itself to be erased.

Before considering whether it was extreme or not, Olivia wouldn’t have condoned it.

‘Above all else, because she feared being forgotten in my memories.’

If the result of her efforts was to be forgotten, she wouldn’t have crossed timelines.

Unless someone deliberately erased Olivia’s existence.

At this point, this hypothesis seemed the most plausible.

But who on earth would do such a thing?

The pencil in Melina’s hand shattered into pieces. She was genuinely enraged.

Was Olivia someone who would incur someone’s resentment?

No, absolutely not.

With just a three-minute conversation with Olivia, one could understand what kind of person she was.

Warm, caring, devoted, humble.

She was goodness personified.

This wasn’t just Melina’s opinion. Other wizards in the Gold Tower would think the same.

In nearly two years, the atmosphere in the Gold Tower had completely changed. With the softening of the Tower Lord, Melina’s temperament, those beneath her had also softened under her influence.

At times, other Tower Lords visiting the Gold Tower would mockingly wag their tongues about how they couldn’t adapt.

‘It’s all thanks to my disciples.’


People’s nature doesn’t easily change. The more one knows and the older one gets, the more pronounced that nature becomes. And the Gold Tower, undoubtedly, was a tower filled with those famously stubborn.

Individualistic, selfish, and narrow-minded Tower.

To the extent that there would be sayings like ‘Even if the Holy Maiden of the Holy Kingdom were to come, the Gold Tower wouldn’t be converted,’ the wizards of the Gold Tower were hopeless.

And yet, in just two years, Olivia had changed that.

Melina couldn’t understand it even more.

How wicked does one have to be to decide to erase that lovely child?

[Your Excellency.]

The bell rang.

[Something urgent has come up, it seems you need to come down for a moment.]

Downstairs was noisy. The venerable elders, famous for their heavy bottoms, were running around with extensions, which did not suit their dignity.

“Bring it to me!”

“Hammer! Hammeerrr!”

It was a commotion reminiscent of a market. But the moment Melina confirmed where they were gathering, she couldn’t stay still any longer.

The room they were pounding on was clearly Olivia’s laboratory.

“What on earth is this commotion about?”

The corridor fell silent at Melina’s rebuke for a moment. Melina pointed at one of the few elders who seemed to be keeping his senses.

“Fourth Elder, explain to me right away what’s going on…”

Melina’s words couldn’t continue.

‘…!’

The moment she took a step forward, her head spun.

Just like back then.

Fourth Elder approached and explained the situation, but Melina couldn’t hear a thing.

It fades away.

The memories that shouldn’t be forgotten were disappearing in an instant.

‘…Urgh.’

Melina struggled with all her might.

Because she didn’t want to lose, because she couldn’t afford to lose.

With the determination to catch even a straw, she persisted.

“My beloved disciple.”

“The disciple who gave up everything for me.”

“The disciple who taught me the truth.”

But the speed at which she lost was faster than the speed at which she remembered.

Melina urgently pulled out the paper left by Olivia. And she opened her eyes wide, reading the contents written on the paper over and over again.

One, two, three, four… eight.

She read. It was difficult even to interpret what it meant, but she kept reading.

One, two, three…

Olivia’s legacy.

One, two…

Olivia.

Legacy.

One…

So.

‘…Olivia?’

Melina furrowed her brow. Her gaze wasn’t on the paper anymore.

“What did you just say? What about our Olivia?”

“Duke Kiel dragged Olivia into the laboratory, then locked the door and is protesting outside.”

“…What?”

When she came to her senses, she was banging on the laboratory door.

And then she witnessed Olivia collapsing.

After that, she couldn’t remember well.

Only that she had lost her sanity.

She chased out Kiel. She hugged the fallen Olivia and laid her on the sofa. She vaguely remembered shouting for a healing priest.

Melina tightly grasped Olivia’s hands as she collapsed. Because she felt like she would lose her again if she let go of these hands.

‘…Again?’

Melina paused.

Again?

She had never lost Olivia before. While holding Olivia’s hand, Melina thought.

“…Master? What’s wrong?”

Until warmth returned to Olivia’s hands.

“Did I collapse by any chance?”

“…You don’t remember?”

It was strange. It was clearly a question for Olivia, but oddly, her heart fluttered.

“Perhaps Duke Kiel had something to do with your collapse.”

“…Duke Kiel?”

“Yes.”

Anger surged within. She was angry at Kiel for harming Olivia.

And she was angry at herself.

‘…Why?’

It was strange. Everything was so strange. From one to ten, everything was strange.

Why was she angry at herself? For not protecting Olivia? For not being by her side when she got hurt?

She couldn’t know anything, but at least she knew there was no answer among the reasons she had just thought of.

‘What in the world….’

Melina kept speaking reflexively. Somehow it felt like she had to.

“Olivia. People’s true intentions are often unknowable.”

“No. Duke Kiel would never deceive me. Never.”

“Never say never in this world…”

“It exists.”

Olivia drew closer. Her lips whispered.


“My master would never hurt me.”

…

Melina found herself unexpectedly speechless.

‘Never.’ What a supremely arrogant assertion.

It wasn’t untrue. The portion of Melina’s heart occupied by Olivia had grown larger than truth itself, long ago.
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However.

‘My disciple, I can’t say such a thing.’

For some reason, Olivia seemed unfamiliar.

“Am I right?”

“……”

Melina didn’t refute. To be precise, she couldn’t.

Someone whispered deep in her heart.

‘There’s only this child left. If I lose this child too, it will be irreparable.’

So.

“Then I won’t call you ‘master’ anymore.”

She didn’t resist.

“If you prevent me from meeting Duke Kiel, I’ll be very sad. I might cry every night. And I’ll resent whoever made me this way.”

“……”

The Olivia Melina remembered wasn’t a child who would threaten someone. But the Olivia in front of her was clearly pressuring her master.

Even smiling confidently as if assured of victory.

“You’ll permit it, won’t you?”

***

Several days passed since that day.

“Master, I’ll be gone for a moment.”

From some point on, Olivia spent more time outside the tower than inside.

“I’ll meet Duke Kiel. Master.”

And then a few weeks.

“I’m sorry, Master. I have plans with Duke Kiel today. I’ll be back soon.”

And then a few months.

Melina felt Olivia becoming more and more unfamiliar.

That day, she remembered when Olivia collapsed.

Arrogance and coercion.

Those words clearly didn’t suit ‘Olivia.’

‘… No way.’

A horrifying possibility crossed her mind, but she quickly dismissed it.

It was just a childish mistake from her youth.

She couldn’t erase the effort to rationalize, but now wasn’t the time to pursue such a terrifying possibility.

Forgetting again was important.

-I’ll make sure to tell you, Master.

She feared forgetting again.

She feared that all memories related to ‘Olivia’ would disappear.

She had sacrificed everything for her master, only to be forgotten by that very master.

‘… Can’t allow it.’

If that happened, she wouldn’t be able to forgive herself even in death.

Melina unfolded the parchment. Since Olivia didn’t come in as often, she could fully immerse herself in the truth.

“Master….”

“Ah, okay. I’ll be back.”

A year had passed. ‘Olivia’ still hadn’t returned, and there was no progress in the truth.

Two years had passed. There was still no change, but Melina’s determination remained the same.

And so, three years passed.

And then.

“Ah…”

Melina’s voice trembled. She hunched over as if in prayer, clasping her hands tightly together.

“Disciple…”

Melina smiled through tears.

“Just a little longer, just a bit more patience.”

Four years had come to this point.

Finally, she realized.

It was the ninth scroll.

[Currently observing ‘Melina Dibiae’.]

Melina was sobbing before her.

‘…’

Olivia simply watched silently. There was nothing she could do until 998.

“It’s already 996.”

Four years passed quickly, mostly because Melina’s memories had been compressed.

Aside from reaching the ninth scroll of paper, there was nothing extraordinary.

Occasionally, there were minor differences, but the overall framework remained the same as Olivia remembered.

-Boom!

Lightning struck outside the window. Though the distance made it seem like just a flicker and some distant rumbling, Olivia knew what was happening there without even looking.

The battle against the demonic serpent, Belphegor.

***

Melina stood up. Her gaze was now fixed outside the window.

From the direction of the academy, lightning, unmistakably a product of magic, was striking.

‘…’

Watching the lightning, Melina suddenly felt nostalgic. She felt an urge to rush there immediately.

But before the fear of such thoughts could take hold, her mind calmed down.

“…This is strange.”

Unlike before, Melina clearly realized that the current situation was strange. However, she didn’t know the cause.

One thing was certain, though: experiencing a situation like this was not new.

“…Is it a mental barrier?”

The human brain is incredibly complex, to the extent that one cannot easily surpass certain levels. What if it belongs to a archmage?

Except for when meeting Olivia, Melina was the one who kept her mental barriers up at all times.

“No matter how much I think about it, it seems impossible…”

At that moment…


-Taak!

Someone was rushing madly towards the Gold Tower. Black hair, black eyes, and a great sword.

It was Duke Kiel.

He pushed aside the knights and advanced, breaking through the ground.

“…”

Suddenly, a thought occurred. It seemed like I had seen a situation like this before.

After attaining the ninth enlightenment, Melina realized that her perspective of the world had changed.

The fact that ordinary people couldn’t perceive the subtle flow of time was also part of that revelation.

-Duke Kiel! You mustn’t do this!

-Olivia is in danger.

Just like now.

“Is it foresight…?”

‘It felt like I knew what was going to happen next.’

Melina opened the door and descended to the lower floor. It was to confirm her suspicions.

When she descended exactly four flights of stairs, she could indeed confront Kiel.

“Four years ago, you intimidated my disciple…”

“Four years ago, you intimidated my disciple, and now you’re invading the tower in the middle of the night? What is this situation? If you don’t provide a proper reason…”

Melina spoke as the thoughts came to her mind. She didn’t know why, but it seemed necessary.

“Olivia is in danger.”

“…”

Instead of replying, Melina turned her head towards the window. Her calmly settled heart began to beat again.

Olivia is in danger.

But why am I so excited?

“It hasn’t been that many years since we last met.”

-Gooooo!

A wave of mana surged around. Melina glanced around, then flew towards Olivia.

“Are you injured?”

-Kuung.

It felt like her heart sank to the ground. Melina stared blankly with her blue eyes, forgetting to speak.

-The shoulders…

Something seemed to come to mind.

“Master?”

She said to straighten her shoulders. She said to lift her head. She said to smile broadly. She promised to tell when the time came.

“…Master? Are you okay?”

It’s a lie. These were events that never happened.

‘Olivia never advised me to straighten my shoulders, lift my head, or smile.’

‘And she never promised to tell me anything.’

The memories were strange. This was definitely a serious matter.

But why?

“…I waited.”

‘Was that phrase lingering on my lips?’

As Olivia, who had been silently watching Melina, pulled out a bottle from her embrace.

“Master, I have a request.”

“What request?”

Melina became anxious.

“If I can’t drink this and collapse, then at that moment, please force-feed me, Teacher.”

“Olivia.”

“It’s my last request.”

“……Even as a joke, don’t say such things.”

Knowing what would happen afterward, I couldn’t allow it.

“Master.”

“…?”

“I won’t die. I won’t go anywhere.”

Melina’s lips quivered. It was her own act of rebellion.

“I want to overcome him alone. So please watch over me from the sidelines.”

Melina resisted. She absolutely couldn’t allow it. Pushing her disciple towards inevitable destruction…

“Aaaargh!”

Upon hearing the demon’s scream, her clouded mind cleared. Melina finally realized she couldn’t refuse Olivia’s request.

“My, my disciple! Where are you…!”

And then she saw her. Olivia falling powerless.

From then on, it went as ‘foreseen’. Although she knew it shouldn’t, Melina had no choice but to proceed.

She complied with her disciple’s request and treated her when she lost consciousness.

There was no other option from the beginning.

“Tuquaang!”

A pillar of light illuminated the son-in-law.

The Great Demon vanished.

That was all.

Melina’s gaze wasn’t directed towards Olivia, who had vanquished the Great Demon.

Lost and trembling hands.

These hands, Olivia had just been holding.

‘Then who is the child in front of me?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Now, I couldn’t know anything.’

.

.


.

.

.

[Currently observing ‘Melina Dibiae’.]

It was already the 998th year.
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Before observing the “Memory Compression”, the notification window said,

[In this memory, the last memory of Melina Dibiae is included]

Humans are beings who live their lives through memories. Although they may lose some as time passes, humans still strive to remember every moment they’ve lived.

So, the moment when memories cease, it’s surely the point where that human’s life ends.

[Duke Kiel Rothschild is entering!]

Olivia thought.

With glamorous music, Kiel entered the banquet hall holding his younger sister’s hand. He was overdressed in formality.

The banquet hall.

So, it was certainly the banquet hall where Olivia committed her first murder.

[Gold Tower Lord, Melina Dibiae is entering!]

Melina entered amidst the cheers of the wizards. Instead of proceeding further, she stood there waiting for someone.

[Today’s protagonist, Her Highness Princess Aria is entering…]

The announcer stopped speaking. The court jester whispered something in his ear.

[Add one more name to the list.]

[…Are you serious right now?]

[Her Highness commanded so. She insisted on calling ‘her’ along with her own name.]

[If it’s ‘her’…]

The announcer nodded and scribbled a few more words beside. Then he shouted at the top of his lungs.

[Today’s protagonist, Her Highness Princess Aria and her friend, Lady Olivia, are entering!]

As the door swung open, the innocent-faced princess appeared. With the hand that had only held teacups and fans throughout her life, she firmly grasped Olivia’s right hand.

Melina was on Olivia’s left, and behind them was Kiel. To anyone unaware, it would seem like Olivia was the protagonist of the day.

[Currently observing “Melina Dibiae”.]

Observation wasn’t over yet. Therefore, the Olivia in front of her wasn’t herself.

‘…’

Suddenly, Olivia felt anxious. The time limit for the last memory was clearly 84 hours. And Olivia had intended to use all of it to teach Melina.

[The Emperor’s congratulatory speech will now commence!]

However, that plan had just collapsed.

[For the blessing of my daughter’s twenty-fifth birthday, who has come from afar…]

Olivia gritted her teeth. She already knew what would unfold next.

‘…Damn it.’

84 hours? No way?

“There’s less than an hour left.”

“This… is a scam.”

The observation was far from over. The Emperor’s speech had long ended, and the nobles were engaged in conversations with flushed cheeks from wine.

It was a grand occasion, and also an inclined one, so there was no reason not to indulge. Kiel was drunk, Melina was drunk, and even Aria was drunk.

The only ones not intoxicated were the knights on guard duty.

[Your Majesty, I have a gift I wish to present.]

At that moment, one person stepped forward before the Emperor.

She was the only one among the guests invited today who remained sober. She had quietly waited for the moment until everyone else was drunk.

Her hair gleamed like snow, and her eyes were as cold as ice.

[A gift? What gift are you talking about?]

[I have discovered a new magic, may I demonstrate it here?]

Olivia covered her face with both hands.

A dreadful premonition engulfed her.

Perhaps the time allotted to her was nothing but a fleeting moment.

And perhaps, a dreadful premonition crept in that she might wake up in the midst of being executed.

[I’ll allow it.]

At the next moment, there was a sharp, cracking sound.

[Currently observing ‘Melina Dibiae.’]

[Ten minutes remaining until observation ends.]

Olivia had meticulously planned for the successful execution. The first button to undo was the Empire itself.

Since the Empire was the most powerful nation on the continent, it had to be the first to be toppled.

The nobles of the Empire were all competent. While there might be corruption, there was no lack of ability.

A nation rolling thoroughly with meritocracy. Therefore, to bring down the empire, it was necessary to overthrow the nobles.

The day of assassination became the day of the princess’s birth.

The four dukes of the empire including Kiel, the so-called grand nobles, the crown prince and the second prince, the emperor and empress.

All nobles and royals, except the margraves who must defend the borders, were present.

Olivia surveyed her surroundings. Kiel was preoccupied with talking to his younger sister, and other nobles were similarly engaged.

The only person observing Olivia was Melina.

“….”

Shaking the glass containing red wine, Melina pondered.

Olivia was different today. Her gaze, her voice, even the beating of her heart. She wasn’t like this just a day ago.

‘Is it because she’s grown up?’

But it was unreasonable to attribute it solely to the passage of time. Because Melina had already seen Olivia’s ‘outcome’.

The child’s initial intent was goodness, and it hadn’t changed even after reaching the truth.

‘If that’s the case, why is it different now?’

If she had reached the truth, she could have found the answer, but it was still a mysterious tale. At least another ten years. That was Melina’s estimate.

At that moment, Olivia approached the emperor. All eyes were suddenly on Olivia.

The ‘youngest Archmage’, ‘the most powerful wizard on the continent’, and ‘the one who knelt the Dragon God’.

Someone who didn’t need to bow to the emperor, naturally bowed her head as if it were obvious.

Olivia also had dozens of other titles. The king’s confidante, the guide of the holy maiden, and so on….

Those titles made Melina unable to think that Olivia could be ‘different’.

Who else could achieve such feats if not her disciple?

“Your Majesty, I have a gift to present.”

“A gift? What kind of gift?”

Melina, who had been observing the scene from the terrace above, paused.

A strange emotion.

Its identity was fear.

Not the fear of losing ‘Olivia’. The most primal emotion inherent in humans.


It was terror.

“I have learned a new spell, would it be permissible to demonstrate it here?”

“I permit it.”

It felt like a snake slithering up her throat. Among the multitude of people, she was the only one feeling fear.

‘Why…?’

Without a chance to comprehend the cause, blue mana writhed around Olivia. Her mana swiftly engulfed the entire palace.

The sight turned blue, and the air grew cold.

“It’s a bit chilly.”

“It will be over soon, Your Majesty.”

Melina wasn’t the only one feeling something odd. Kiel had put down his glass, and the Ravens were busy moving in the shadows.

Originally, using magic in front of the emperor was a capital offense. However, because the opponent was Olivia, merely laying hands on the sword hilt was the extent of it.

“It’s over.”

Olivia, prepared, slowly opened her eyes.

Her eyes, shining like sapphires, lacked the warmth they once held. They were filled only with coldness and mockery.

“It feels like my heart is freezing,” the emperor thought.

Olivia clenched her fist.

With a sharp sound, blood spattered on the emperor’s cheek.

“…”

Silence enveloped the room. With a thud, someone crashed to the ground.

On the marble floor, only the upper body writhed.

The emperor widened his eyes. It was a face he knew well.

“Empress… please, preserve her body…”

It was Calliope, the Captain of the Night Ravens.

The emperor slowly turned his head backward. The shadows were filled with blood. Limbs shredded so finely that it was impossible to discern their owner dyed the surroundings crimson.

“The Archmage has gone mad!”

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!”

“Get out of the way, you brats! Move!”

Terrified nobles rushed forward. They opened the doors under the protection of knights and guards, only to freeze in their tracks.

It wasn’t just a metaphorical freezing. They literally froze.

Whooooosh!

A chilling cold swept into the banquet hall. Nobles touched by the cold air suffocated instantly. Even the knights only widened their eyes.

“You… how dare you…”

That was the emperor’s last testament. He froze without even realizing he was dead. A painless death was his gift.

“Your Majesty!”

“Stay calm! Captain Kainsell, immediately escort Queen Mother and evacuate. The rest, gather here!”

In the midst of chaos, the one maintaining composure was the Crown Prince.

No, he was now the emperor.

Two knights stood by the new emperor’s sides. They were known as the Leader and vice-leader Knight of the Central Knights.

“Duke Kiel! Join us too!”

At the words of the Captain of the Knights, Kiel’s body trembled.

“I… I…”

Kiel’s hands trembled as if they were going mad. Instead of a great sword, his younger sister was held in his hands.

The lips, once full of vitality, turned blue and lifeless.

His heart ceased its beating.

Enduring the chilling cold, her body was excessively cold.

Kiel slowly raised his head. His lungs felt painfully cold.

But the pain was deeper in his heart.

“Why?”

Looking at Olivia confronting the Central Knights, Kiel thought.

“Why?”

No words came out. His vision blurred.

The Olivia Kiel knew wasn’t there.

“Duke Kiel.”

Someone lifted him up. A woman with radiant blond hair, even amidst the cold.

“To stop Livi, your help is needed.”

“…”

“So, rise and wield your sword at once.”

Kiel lifted the greatsword.

His cheeks were numb, his eyebrows heavy. Tears froze midway.

“Your Grace, how could you…”

Kiel, about to ask “Can you be indifferent,” closed his mouth.

Melina’s eyes were as empty as those of the dead. Tears streamed down her frozen face.

Children who lost parents are called orphans, but there’s no term for parents who lost children. It’s too gruesome and sad to be put into words.

Then, how would parents who have to end their children with their own hands feel?

Kiel couldn’t even dare to guess.

“Aaaargh!”

“Urggh!”

The captain fell, soon followed by the leaders. The Crown Prince was next.

“…”

Melina looked around. Most of those frozen in their tracks were gone. Half of the Central Knights, who had rushed to their aid, and the Gold Tower’s wizards who treated Olivia like a niece, were among them.

Ninety-nine out of a hundred died without knowing they were dead.

In this white frozen world, there were only two humans left breathing.

Kiel and Aria.

“Princess…?”

Melina opened her eyes. Surprisingly, the princess was still alive. A thin barrier seemed to be around her.


A pendant emitting light from her chest. It seemed to be an ancient artifact.

The last hope of the royal family.

Kiel and Melina’s eyes met. They shared the same thought.

The downfall of the royal family meant the downfall of the empire.

“Go.”
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Kiel turned his back.

In the courtyard where all the nobles had died, there was no longer any concern for the empire’s downfall.

“I will endure as much as I can.”

However, it shouldn’t have been Olivia who caused their destruction.

They had lost everything to Olivia, but at the same time, they had gained everything from her.

The reason they couldn’t let go of their lingering regrets until this moment was also because of that.

Kiel’s great sword cleaved through space and moved forward. Melina seized the opportunity to teleport to Aria.

“Princess.”

Aria was crouched, crying. As if unable to bear the sight before her any longer, she kept her gaze fixed on the ground.

Melina understood painfully well what Aria was feeling right now.

But Melina didn’t want to burden Olivia with any more guilt than she already had.

“Princess!”

Only then did Aria raise her head.

“Y-Your Excellency…”

“I’ll send you to the Dark Lord’s Machina. Tell them it’s from the Gold Tower Lord. He owes me a debt, so he won’t refuse my request.”

“I-I…”

Melina took Aria’s hand. Now she understood. Princess Aria wasn’t a fool; she was a genius pretending to be a fool.

If Aria had learned magic, she could have rivaled Olivia.

The reason she acted foolishly was simply because she didn’t want to quarrel with the Orabis.

“Livi won’t end it here. So, definitely, definitely…”

A sound of metal hitting from behind interrupted her.

“——!”

The screams of a human grew less frequent.

With one less person to breathe out, the air grew even colder than before.

Melina sighed.

“Definitely, to protect my disciple.”

Before Aria could speak, Melina activated her magic circle.

“Wait, just a moment! Gold Tower…!”

-Vvvvoooooooom!

In the next moment, Aria vanished from her sight.

Melina stared at where Aria had been for a long time before slowly turning her head back.

“…”

No words were necessary.

Only two remained, and there was only one way out.

Melina gripped her staff tightly with both hands.

In the next moment, master and disciple clashed.

***

[Until observation ends, 5 minutes ahead.]

Zzzzzing!

Space exploded as frost burst out in all directions. Hundreds of spells collided in an instant.

Kugugu…

The majestic palace, boasting of a rich history, crumbled down. Hazy smoke obscured the space between them.

“…”

Melina unconsciously glanced around. Olivia’s domain was expanding rapidly. The screams of those frozen filled the surroundings.

Spring.

Melina realized for the first time that spring could be this cold.

“…disciple.”

Instead of a verbal response, Olivia replied with magic. With a touch of sadness within, Melina swallowed back tears.

Melina’s golden hair shimmered in the whitened world.

-Pierce!

Once human-like ice beings burst out.

Time around Melina flowed endlessly slow. The reason why the arrows flying at high speed couldn’t reach her and fell to the ground was the same.

“…”

Seeing this, Olivia furrowed her brow slightly. But soon, as if it was inconsequential, she launched an even stronger attack than before.

Olivia was the spear, and Melina was the shield.

Thus, three minutes passed.

‘…’

The temperature was dropping steadily. Breath turned into frost before it could leave the mouth and fell to the ground.

Most of all, it was exhausting to gather mana. Due to Olivia covering all mana in her color, Melina had to purify it every time she raised mana.

‘…This won’t end well.’

She hadn’t thought of winning. Melina only intended to buy time from the beginning. If as a result, even one more person survived, it would reduce Olivia’s guilt.

But it seemed unlikely to even achieve that at this rate.

Melina’s gaze stopped somewhere. A halved great sword lay haphazardly.

‘…’

Its owner was in a similar state.

Kiel was the greatest knight on the continent. If he hadn’t hesitated to attack, he wouldn’t have met such a futile end.

Yes, if he hadn’t hesitated to attack.

Melina saw her own fate in Kiel’s.

But…

At least not now.

Melina pushed her abilities to the limit. Along with the activated foresight ability, Melina’s magic became even more fluid.

Kwaang!

She couldn’t push back, but she didn’t yield either.

“…”

Olivia’s brow furrowed a little more. She hadn’t expected Melina to advance this much.

Olivia kept her left hand steady while raising only her right hand to the sky.

-Kurung.

It began with a small noise. If one paid attention, it could have been heard clearly, but Melina had no spare attention to focus elsewhere.

-Kwaang!


‘The limit has always been a limit from the beginning. I was just enduring it with mental strength.’

‘A bitter taste of blood filled my mouth. It was because I was trying to regain consciousness by grinding my tongue like mad. The moment when the dark clouds spat out lightning was then.’

-Kwaaaaaah!

Melina didn’t know what had happened for a moment. Everything in front of her eyes shone white. It was a sensation of her whole body being torn apart as her veins burned throughout her body.

A distant pain surged.

“——!”

As Melina’s body was about to fall backward, one memory passed through her mind fleetingly.

-You must keep the promise….

The promise.

‘Yes, the promise.’

Melina exerted strength on both feet. Although her body was scorched by lightning, her pupils still hadn’t lost that light.

She couldn’t fall yet.

Melina spoke as if vomiting blood.

“Do you remember? The promise you made to me a few years ago.”

Melina said in a blunt voice.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t wait for you to tell me.”

The sky darkened. Dark clouds spat out lightning. The ground where Melina stood froze instantly, trapping her ankles. The atmosphere remained cold, yet sharp flashes of lightning flickered.

In the scene that seemed like it would collapse at any moment, Melina simply clenched her staff.

“Mana, I offer everything I have.”

A golden light emanated from Melina’s body.

“In exchange, grant me the truth.”

Like a candle burning brightly for the last time.

***

The truth.

The ultimate destination for all wizard. Only those who have understood the three principles of the universe can reach it.

The past Melina couldn’t even compete for a single value of truth. But now it was different.

She had only one step left. If she paid everything in exchange, there was nothing she couldn’t do.

-Hwaak!

The white-drenched world split apart. Thousands of golden streams spread out from Melina’s center.

“…!”

Olivia opened her eyes for the first time.

Kugugugugugu.

Golden mana flooded in all directions. The pristine world, the coldness, Olivia’s world, was being engulfed.

“How…!”

Olivia also belatedly summoned mana. Talent, experience… she was superior to Melina in every aspect, yet she couldn’t stop the surging golden waves.

It was a difference in mindset.

Melina risked everything, but Olivia couldn’t.

That slight difference overturned the course of the battle.

‘…Just a little more!’

Melina wasn’t in perfect condition either. Her body was beyond exhausted. Literally, she was producing the last flame.

Pushes away.

Swallows.

Eyelids became unbearably heavy. It felt like her head would explode. It felt like her organs were burning.

‘Endure it. Endure.’

Melina’s purpose was now one thing.

Reading Olivia’s ‘time.’

Kwagwagwagwagwa!

When the world was covered in golden light, everything came to a halt.

.

.

.

.

Thud.

In the world where time stood still, Melina staggered towards Olivia. She stumbled twice and bled three times.

But she didn’t stop.

“……”

Melina stood leaning on Olivia’s stiff shoulders.

In the next moment, Olivia’s past unfolded before Melina’s eyes in reverse.

From the Annhiliation in the palace to admission to the academy.

‘……’

The ‘past’ Melina had expected was not visible.

“……It wasn’t like that.”

Melina breathed a sigh of relief.

“It wasn’t.”

She checked the future just in case, but nothing changed.

This fellow had never crossed the timeline.

It felt like solving a puzzle veiled in mystery.

“My disciple, Livi, wouldn’t have done such a thing.”

Her legs gave out. Her eyes closed. The sound of breathing became less frequent.

“……Yes. She wouldn’t have done that.”

As Melina, relieved, collapsed as if she were allowed only a few minutes ahead.

Melina’s head fell weakly.

And.

Thunk!

Olivia caught the body of such a master.

“M-Master.”

“……”

An urgent voice.


A gentle touch contrasting with it.

In the long-missed voice, Melina slowly raised her eyelids.

There, Olivia was.

“……Aha.”
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“……”

“It seems like I’m dreaming right now.”

“Promise, promises……”

Melina brought her finger to Olivia’s lips. Her golden eyes gazed at Olivia.

“……”

Once again, the past unfolded in reverse.

The only difference is that it started with saving the world.

-If you take me as your disciple, I will reach the truth in place of the Tower Lord.

In that life, Olivia became Melina’s disciple.

-Master.

In the next life too, Olivia became Melina’s disciple.

-Master.

In the life after that, and the life after that.

In the next, and the next, and the next…

For countless ages, Olivia became Melina’s disciple and also saved the world.

“……So this was your secret.”

Melina understood.

Why she had hidden this fact.

“……Be kind.”

Despite suffering, the teacher worried about her disciple.

“Olivia.”

“……”

Melina’s finger wiped Olivia’s tears.

“I’m sorry for not being enough. I haven’t given you anything yet…… From the beginning to the end, I have only received from you.”

“……”

Melina felt sorry for her crying disciple. Thinking about how many deaths she must have faced and how sad she must have been each time made her heart ache.

How much pain she must have endured.

How difficult it must have been.

How lonely she must have felt.

‘Am I still unable to do anything this time?’

There was not much time left.

Unfortunately, there wasn’t even time left to have a proper conversation.

‘……Ah.’

One thing.

There was still one thing left.

Melina exerted her last strength to lift her upper body. Olivia tried to protest, but Melina had no intention of backing down.

Melina lifted her head.

And she straightened her shoulders.

“…!”

To Olivia, who bit her lip, Melina smiled broadly.

Somewhere, a warm breeze blew.

It was spring.

[The subject maintaining the memory has died.]

[Clue usage is forcibly terminated.]

Olivia fell silent.

A smile, even now.

In the midst of dying, the last thing left was a smile.

“….”

Melina’s head drooped, and her waist bent forward.

-Lift your head. Straighten your shoulders. Even smiling is…

But the smile still remained.

Melina remembered.

Not a promise with herself, no.

Just a few trivial words.

Seeing Melina with a gentle smile, one side of Olivia’s heart ached.

She felt complicated.

[Clue usage is forcibly terminated.]

Olivia couldn’t take her eyes off both of her hands. Although returned to reality, Melina’s weight remained.

It didn’t disappear.

It remained etched deep in her memory.

Olivia couldn’t get up for a while. She couldn’t even understand why she couldn’t. She just tried to rationalize that her legs had gone weak.

It was bitter. Something boiled deep within her organs.

-Cough.

Olivia coughed. Pieces of her internal organs mixed in the blood dyed the snow red.

‘…?’

As if waiting, immense pain rushed in. Olivia opened her eyes wide and checked the notification.

[Currently experiencing the aftermath of forced termination.]

There was the notification she had seen a long time ago.

‘…Why?’

Olivia couldn’t understand the current situation. That notification shouldn’t have appeared now. That was clearly supposed to happen only when two regressors met simultaneously…

“…Ah.”

Olivia’s face stiffened.

There was one thing that bothered her.

If the memory ends before the time limit, what happens?

‘…Damn it.’

The answer was the forced termination at this moment.

And Olivia expelled blood from her entire body. All she could do was hunch over as much as possible to alleviate some of the pain.

The agony was several times worse than in Kiel. Her heart pounded as if it would burst. It felt like someone was strangling her throat, suffocating her. The only time her prayers were answered was when she vomited blood.

At some point, mana began to reverse. Every blood vessel twisted, causing terrible agony.


Olivia couldn’t endure any longer and collapsed. Unlike Melina, there was no one to catch her.

Olivia was alone.

Ah, ah…

In the vast expanse of pure white snow, Olivia struggled alone.

Even as her entrails tore apart and the veins of her body burst and lost form, Olivia didn’t lose her mind.

It was too unjust to end like this.

If she was guilty of anything, it was merely indulging in a game that turned into reality, resulting in her being executed.

That had been Olivia’s thought since the moment she was incarnated into this world.

And it was still the same now.

The cost of saving the world hundreds of times was nowhere to be found, while the cost of destroying it once had to be paid.

How unreasonable. How absurd.

However…

Olivia looked to where Melina was. She looked to where Kiel had once been.

However…

Olivia’s thoughts couldn’t continue further. As if the pain she had endured until now was just the beginning, even more excruciating agony overwhelmed her.

It was overwhelming even to think of the word “pain.” Her brain refused to process it.

Ah, aah…

Reaching towards the void was impossible. It was even burdensome to consider it.

“Potion, potion…”

As her consciousness faded away, a sound of something breaking echoed.

Amidst the entirely red-tinted vision, a bright golden blonde hair fluttered in the wind.

***

Melina’s golden aura descended upon the snowfield. At the edge of her vision, she saw a red dot. Like spreading paint, the red dot gradually expanded.

-Master!

As if entranced, Melina walked towards the red dot.

-What should I do here?

Melina saw countless memories of Olivia’s past. Even though she might have lost enlightenment through regression, she hadn’t forgotten her memories.

-Accept me as your disciple!

When she first opened her eyes, Melina felt relieved.

Because she hadn’t forgotten.

She was glad to know that she hadn’t forgotten how lonely, painful, and difficult Olivia must have been.

The truth didn’t matter at all.

As Melina approached the red dot, her speed increased.

She who had been walking at first was now running.

Melina’s face, once full of laughter, now resembled that of the first day of regression.

A person lay in the center of the red dot.

It was someone Melina knew well.

No, it was the person Melina cherished more than anything in the world.

Various emotions flickered through Melina’s eyes as she gazed at the person lying there, lips bitten until they bled.

“It was despair, it was anger, it was despair, and at the same time, it was resentment.

Two conflicting emotions clashed violently in her heart.

Melina’s pace slowed slightly. The anger and resentment bubbling up from deep within her heart were the cause.

Olivia’s betrayal, deceit…

It felt like someone whispered that Olivia was the cause of all the pain, that everything was her fault.

-I promise. When the time comes…

“…No.”

Melina saw it.

She saw Olivia’s countless pasts.

That child had saved the world thousands of times.

She had fought eternity alone without any reward.

Melina looked up at the sky with a face full of anger.

‘That child…’

Melina couldn’t forgive someone who made that child feel anger, someone who tried to inflict terrible wounds on that child once again.

Perhaps the reason she was brought back was to hurt Olivia.

Melina increased her speed again. As she approached Olivia, her anger boiled up, but Melina endured it.

She recalled the memories of happier times, the moments when she received incomparable grace.

She recalled the past when she could only give a smile to the disciple who would repeat life.

With each step forward, she recalled one by one.

Finally, Melina stood in front of Olivia.

Melina realized for the first time that so much blood could come from that fragile body.

-Thump.

Her heart was faint but beating. She was still alive.

[Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill.]

In the rage that was about to engulf her mind, Melina reached out both hands towards Olivia.

“…Livi.”

In the next moment, Melina gently embraced Olivia.

Shuuuuuu!

The world was dyed in beautiful golden light. As the healing energy converged, it began to be sucked into Olivia’s body.

The wounds healed quickly. The pale skin regained its color. The face, which had been contorted with pain, became peaceful.

Soon, the sound of steady breathing could be heard.


With a gentle smile, Melina said,

“Livi. Everything will be okay. It’ll all be okay…”

Melina stroked Olivia’s head. As much as she gritted her lips, her touch became gentle.

Relieving the burden.

That was her role.
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Strangely, it was warm.

Olivia somehow felt the air getting warmer. Like it was a spring day.

Was someone lighting a fire?

Perhaps due to still being groggy, her body didn’t move as she wished. Even raising her eyelids felt burdensome for Olivia now.

“——.”

The surroundings were slightly noisy. Though she couldn’t make out what was being said, she could discern a familiar voice.

-Thump.

Olivia focused on the beating of her heart. Thankfully, it seemed she was still alive.

“Master… are you… okay?”

“We… worry… about… you.”

“… How… much… left?”

A bit more time passed. She still couldn’t understand clearly, but at least it sounded clearer than before. It was evidence that her body was gradually recovering.

Her senses were slowly returning.

She felt magic moving nearby. One was electricity, another was light, and the last one was ice.

Olivia finally realized where she was.

“The Glaceon’s Lair.”

It seemed someone had brought her here.

“But who?”

It couldn’t be her disciples. They wouldn’t have known her location, and besides, the place where she encounter Melina her was far from the Lair.

Nor would hunters or adventurers venture all the way to the rugged North.

“Unless Melina herself didn’t bring me…”

It was at that moment.

“Are you awake?”

In a tender voice, Olivia unwittingly opened her eyes. Melina was there.

“You… you’re awake?”

“Are you alright?”

Her disciples, who had been watching from afar, rushed over. Olivia realized for the first time that her disciples could make such worried faces.

“……I knew you would be okay.”

Aramis, who rarely showed manners, spoke.

“Olivia.”

A soft voice came.

Only then did Olivia gaze directly at Melina.

“Could we have a moment to talk?”

“A… talk?”

Olivia deliberately spoke in a cold tone. Melina’s face briefly showed complicated emotions.

“Yes, please.”

Olivia stared at Melina for a moment, then pushed herself up from the ground. Despite the pain washing over her, Olivia involuntarily flinched.

Melina tried to approach and support her but Olivia raised her hand to stop her. Melina’s hand lost its direction and wandered.

“It hurts like hell.”

She still seemed to be in partial recovery. It was clearly unreasonable for her to get up now, but Olivia decided to push through even if it meant forcing herself.

There was no other choice.

“Ah, you’re still recovering…”

“We can talk later. This isn’t the place for it.”

“…”

Melina chewed her lip. Her lips were just as pale as her face.

Olivia couldn’t fathom how much one had to bite them to get them to that state.

This was why I wanted to end it now, even if it was too much to do.

“I have to do it now.”

Her resolve was weakening. Before the anger due to pain faded, she had to confront Melina.

“Follow me.”

Olivia endured the pain and walked out of the room. Melina followed behind her with a desolate expression.

***

“That person just now, was she a Gold Tower Lord?”

Aramis nodded instead of answering Jaina. Melina Dibiae. As an imperial citizen, how many people had never heard that name?

There were certainly none among the wizards.

“What exactly is their relationship?”

“It’s unlikely to be a simple one.”

When Melina first came to the Lair, the disciples couldn’t hide their astonishment.

It was because Olivia, who had been beaten to a pulp, was nestled in Melina’s arms.

The atmosphere at that moment was indescribable.

One thought dominated the disciples’ minds.

-When an ordinary person sees me, they become attracted.

Yes, Olivia had definitely said that.

Whatever her character, she was their master for now. As disciples, they couldn’t just abandon their beaten master and run away.

Observing the disciples performing their calculations, Melina subtly asked.

-Is there anywhere I can lie her down?

No human seeks out the bed where their enemy can lies. The disciples’ judgment was quick, and they readily offered their bed.

Jaina’s gaze was fixed on the crimson-stained bedcover. Seeing the dark red bloodstains, she inwardly felt relieved.

But she didn’t voice that thought.

It was because her conscience pricked her.

It was because of the oral tradition passed down through generations.

[A witch’s blood isn’t red.]

From the moment Jaina first met Olivia, she had kept that phrase in mind every day.

Perhaps the other guys had similar thoughts…

“Luckily.”

“What do you mean?”

“Because it’s red, I’m glad.”

“Aramis!”

Jaina spoke in a loud voice without realizing it. However, Aramis had a face that showed no interest at all.


“Why are you saying like that?”

“…… That’s…”

Jaina closed her mouth. Merely speaking like this was evidence that she did not trust Olivia.

Aramis’s sharp eyes scanned Jaina.

“Don’t pretend, Jaina.”

“……”

“I believed in you from the beginning, discard such absurdities. Instead, spend your time practicing.”

It was a straightforward statement.

Jaina couldn’t refute it and bowed her head.

It was Ro who broke the silence.

“But who did that?”

“What?”

“Our master… is incredibly strong.”

There was a lot of meaning in those words.

For a moment, the disciples’ gaze turned to Glaceon. Although she usually projected an image of foolishness, a dragon was still a dragon. Compared to them, she had overwhelmingly more experience and knowledge.

“……”

However, Glaceon couldn’t respond to their words hastily.

The cold she felt on the first day she met Olivia was still engraved in her mind.

“She was definitely stronger than my mother.”

Glaceon’s mother was a member of the White lineage.

The title given to the strongest dragon among all creatures was “Lord.”

And the coldness Olivia possessed was clearly stronger than that of the Karsian.

Did they really manage to defeat Olivia in such a state?

Even if several people teamed up, Glaceon couldn’t think of anyone strong enough to definitively defeat Olivia alone.

“If it’s the Lord of the Red lineage or the Druid from the Great Forest, maybe… but…”

There were no traces of them on Olivia’s body.

Therefore, it was highly likely that Olivia’s wounds were not caused by combat.

“It’s not wounds from a fight.”

“Then…”

“I don’t know, guys. There are many wizards, so look upon.”

Glaceon lay down as if she didn’t want to talk anymore.

“Damn it.”

Her pride was hurt.

The blonde woman from earlier was stronger than her. The black-haired inspector she had met before was stronger than her. Not to mention Olivia.

Of course, they would likely be among the strongest humans. But who was she? Wasn’t she a great dragon?

It was frustrating to not even be considered a comparison for humans on the topic of being a dragon.

That wasn’t all. Olivia’s disciples were steadily improving their skills. Especially Aramis’s growth rate was astonishing.

At this rate, it wouldn’t be long before Aramis caught up with her.

“Damn it!”

Glaceon rose with bloodshot eyes. Being caught up by those punks with no dry blood on their hands was unacceptable. She couldn’t allow that.

“I’d rather bite my tongue and die!”

Magic surged in Glaceon’s hands.

To rise to a higher place.

***

Every step sent shivers through her body. Her vision seemed to darken, and her body lost balance, swaying.

“Are you okay?”

“Thank you.”

If Melina hadn’t caught her, she would have collapsed.

“…Dizzy.”

Certainly, it seemed this aftermath was quite powerful. It was difficult to regain composure even while under the effect of titles.

“But thankfully, things worked out well.”

Olivia stopped in the midst of the snowfield. It was the exact place where they had faced the aftermath.

“You.”

“…Melina.”

“Yeah, Melina.”

Olivia bent over, rubbing her reddened eyes. It was just dust that fell due to being frozen stiff.

“Do you ever feel like you want to kill me?”

“…”

Melina hesitated.

“Do you?”

No answer came. She didn’t expect one anyway.

Melina’s guilt far surpassed Kiel’s, incomparable in scale. If Kiel had guilt equivalent to one life, Melina’s guilt would be hundreds or even thousands of times greater.

Because through truth, Olivia had glimpsed into Melina’s countless pasts.

As explained before, Melina must not return to the Empire. If the fact that she had returned as a normal person were to reach the ears of other regressors, their safety will be at risk.

To prevent her from going back, they had to utilize that guilt.

Unfortunately.

It didn’t matter if Melina knew she was a regressor. In fact, in the short term, it might be better. But if that were the case, there would be no justification for stopping her if she decided to return to the Empire.

More precisely, there would be no justification for asking her to pretend to be insane.

Melina had to stay here.

This was the only way.

“I’ve never seen anyone like Melina before.”

“Never…?”

“Didn’t my disciples tell you? That I’m cursed?”

She heard.

Melina’s perspective blurred slightly.

The curse that absorbs the hatred of all living beings in the world. It was absurd, but even now, she could feel it.


But Melina’s vision wasn’t blurred because of that.

What Olivia’s disciples had said was not the only thing.

-Our master used to be a Top of the academy once. And she even tried to Tower Lord.

-What? Are you serious…?

-Why? Is it something you shouldn’t say?
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When she heard those words, Melina felt relieved.

This child in her arms, remembering the past.

Despite the dreadful curse upon her, Melina barely held back tears at her noble resolve to once again save the world.

In that moment, Melina understood everything.

Why she hadn’t enrolled in the Academy this time, why she was teaching disciples in such a remote place.

It was because there was no one to help her.

Because of this damn curse.

“…Are you listening?”

Melina smiled a tearful smile.

Olivia is currently trying to deceive herself.

Pretending not to know anything, pretending not to remember the past.

Not because the curse harms her.

But because she’s afraid of realizing she’s hurt her disciples by not overcoming the curse.

Even at this point, she’s considerate.

“Excuse me?”

See, even though she’s a complete stranger, she’s not using honorifics.

“…Can’t even make eye contact properly.”

Does she really believe in such a clumsy lie?

Golden eyes smiled.

“…Right.”

“What?”

“Never mind. Forget what I just said. Anyway, your condition doesn’t seem good at all. If we continue this conversation now, my heart won’t be at ease. So, for now…”

Melina decided to go along with the deception.

There’s still a lot she needs to help with.

The dense smoke was successful.

As expected, Melina mistook this clumsy act as an attempt to hide the fact that she had ‘regressed’.

By not exposing the fact that she knows about Melina’s future, she avoided suspicion, and at the same time, gave Melina a reason not to leave her side.

‘And she can’t follow me out of the northern region.’

At least superficially. If she’s told not to follow, Melina has no reason to disobey.

That day, another bed was added to Glaceon’s Lair.

“Sleep tight.”

“…Yes.”

Because of the sparkling gaze felt from the side, she tossed and turned a few times during the night. It could be said she was fortunate not to have someone join her in bed.

Eventually, Olivia, who spent the night sleeplessly, thought.

“Let’s start with addressing properly.”

First of all, ‘master’ is rejected.

While contemplating an appropriate title, Olivia suddenly realized that the surroundings were unusually quiet.

“…Hm?”

The beds were all empty. Olivia went outside Lare with a troubled expression.

“Again. The magic has been disturbed.”

“The most important thing in lightening magic is speed. First, imagine lightning in your mind and shoot it out as it is.”

“Well, technically speaking, it’s supposed to be cold…”

Watching Melina, who was teaching her disciples from afar, Olivia chuckled.

Well, from Melina’s perspective, they were like her grandchildren.

It was inevitable that she would pay attention to them.

‘Hmm.’

Melina watched over her disciples with her arms crossed.

Talent was not important. Just being Olivia’s disciple was more than enough reason for them to receive instruction.

However…

‘Accepting a dragon as a disciple…’

Even though it was at the level of removing the disguise of a hatchling, it was still a dragon.

‘Indeed, my disciple.’

How did she manage to capture the heart of that high-nosed race? It was truly astounding.

‘He must have been moved by Olivia’s broad-mindedness.’

Even without looking, it was obvious.

Honestly, except for that fellow Aramis, the others were just talented at the level of top-ranked students.

Of course, to others, they might seem exceptionally talented, but Melina’s standards were much higher than those of the world.

But Olivia’s disciples were unparalleled in determination alone.

To the point where one might mistakenly think they were selected for their determination alone.

It was brutal. It felt more like engaging in combat than training. Their eyes were filled with venom; it was definitely out of the ordinary.

‘Olivia is as expected.’

Who knew human eyes could be so discerning?

“What are you doing?”

“As you can see, I was teaching your disciples.”

“Why?”

‘Because they are my grandchildren.’

Melina swallowed those words in her heart.

“If you don’t like it, I can stop.”

“…I don’t dislike it.”

Seeing the shy Olivia, the disciples furrowed their brows.

“I-I damn…”

“Tsk.”

“…?”

Melina smirked.

“Is there something you want to say?”

Instead of answering, the disciples just swallowed their saliva. Olivia was raising her finger, drawing a line across her throat.

“Ha, haha. It’s nothing!”

“Pl-please, feel free to talk! We’ll excuse ourselves!”

“Well then, we’ll be on our way!”


Olivia glanced at the retreating disciples and handed over the potions.

There were a whopping eighty of them.

“M-Master? This is more than usual…”

Instead of replying, Olivia grinned slyly. Then, she murmured with her lips from an angle where Melina couldn’t see.

“Twenty per person. Don’t do it and you’re done for.”

The disciples trembled.

“…Yes.”

As the disciples disappeared over the hill, Olivia’s expression turned grim again.

Melina didn’t notice.

***

“So, have you found her?”

“…I’m sorry.”

“As I thought…”

The Emperor sighed lightly, rubbing his chin.

“The Eastern Union.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“At this rate, we cannot avoid a clash with the Eastern Union.”

Then they say everything starts with you.

Hidden beneath calm tones was a threat. Galdur couldn’t even lift his head.

A month. Not even a week had passed since Melina disappeared, and it had been a whole month. If the Eastern Union hadn’t quieted down for inexplicable reasons, they would have already been in a state of combat readiness.

“Your Majesty, here are the results of the Eastern Union’s military analysis.”

“Any peculiarities?”

“Asche Baltar is reported to have descended from the Attila Mountains.”

The Emperor’s brow furrowed at Calliope’s words.

Asche Baltar.

He was called the King of the Lawless by the people. Being called a king in the city-states where money equaled status itself proved his power.

The city-state of Mikabel was surrounded by the Attila Mountains, a natural fortress. The fact that Asche Baltar, who considered himself the guardian of Mikabel, descended meant one thing.

War was imminent.

“What about Ikhail’s Wavecatchers?”

“They haven’t shown any movement.”

“Keep me updated regularly.”

“Yes.”

The Emperor couldn’t tear his gaze away from the continent-wide map. Recently, the continental situation had been uneasy.

Except for the north.

‘There were no signs at all.’

Just a few months ago, who would have predicted this situation?

‘As if they were waiting.’

The movements of the strong representatives of each country were unsettling.

The Dark Lord of the west was gathering funds as if possessed, while the once demon-dominated south remained eerily quiet.

The east was no different.

“…Is the north perhaps relatively safe?”

A literal wasteland with nothing. A land so harsh that even savages had given up living there.

The Emperor drew a line against the spread of the continent. From the east to the south, and even to the west.

A three-sided front.

In such a scenario, the empire would be swept away in flames.

No matter how strong the mightiest empire on the continent was, maintaining a three-sided front was impossible.

What was fortunate, however, was that the neck of the empire was being blocked by the desert.

“And the south still lacks the strength.”

With the minions of demons parading openly in the desert, there was no energy left to fight against the empire.

Hence, the empire had only one choice. They had to negotiate with the Eastern Union somehow before stability was achieved in the south and west.

Originally, they had thought of full-scale war, but without Melina, a full-scale war would result in too much loss.

If the Wave Catcher of Ikhail blocked the port, the supply of goods through the sea would be impossible.

So, negotiation was necessary. They would have to give up some of the Eastern Union’s dominance in trade, but it was better than losing everything.

“It’s fortunate that Duke Kiel has returned.”

Kiel, returning from his travels, entered the hall. It was because he claimed to be lacking in strength.

He said he would raise his own forces, but what grounds did he have to oppose them?

It was essentially desertion, but it was still better than nothing.

There was a huge difference between using thousands or tens of thousands of soldiers to block and using just Kiel.

The fact that negotiation was possible now was also because of Duke Kiel.

” I wish to resolve this matter peacefully.”

“And what does that mean…?”

“Go as an envoy to the East. We will provide capable substitutes, so you need not worry.”

“…!”

Galdur clenched his jaw tightly.

Unlike the usual diplomatic envoys in a horizontal relationship, this was clearly the empire bowing down and entering.

The meaning of being sent as the representative of such an envoy was clear.

“…That old fool.”

If only Gold Tower Lord had been here, they wouldn’t have to suffer this humiliation.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Then you may withdraw.”

As the door began to close, Galdur opened his mouth, unable to bear it.

“…Are you truly unable to find it?”

“I’m not sure what you’re talking about.”

The face of Calliope who spoke thus was definitely not that of someone who knew nothing.

“You’re acting strangely. Did I refuse to help? Did I obstruct the search?”

It was a rebuke for blaming others for not finding something due to their own incompetence.


“You!”

Anger flared in Galdur’s hand, but Calliope didn’t even blink.

“There are many eyes watching. If you want to get angry, at least do it outside the palace.”

“…”

Ignoring the trembling Galdur consumed by rage, Calliope walked away.
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Walking outside the palace grounds, Calliope leaned against a dim alleyway.

“With this incident, the standing of the wizards will surely plummet. They’re like foolish old men.”

Would the leader of the Second Prince’s Faction succumb to such shallow taunts?

It’s understandable that judgment has been clouded. It’s unfair to be burdened with unnecessary accusations when there’s no wrongdoing.

But it was none of Calliope’s business.

“By the way, the north seems quiet these days.”

How surprised she was to hear that one of the four dukes, a daughter of Duke Crouch, was a witch. Although she fled beyond the borders before the knights were dispatched, it was probably for the best.

Duke Crouch was part of the Second Prince’s Faction.

The moment Duke Crouch was accused of fostering a witch, his fate was sealed.

Whether it was due to their contribution to the downfall of the Second Prince’s Faction or not, the Night Ravens influence had skyrocketed to unprecedented levels.

Because of this, Calliope’s perception of Olivia had also changed.

As a witch who could coexist, she became quite useful.

-Percussion!

As Calliope’s reminisced about her achievements, she felt a presence at the end of the alley.

A figure in black robes knelt and spoke.

“Commander, it’s time for the regular report from the Holy Kingdom.”

Calliope, scanning her surroundings, confirmed no one else was present.

“Proceed.”

“The final two candidates for Saintess have been decided.”

“…Two candidates? Who didn’t make it?”

“This is Rebekah, a candidate for sainthood.”

Calliope furrowed her brow. Rebekah was the most promising candidate. Her level of sanctity and achievements were incomparable to others.

Yet she didn’t make it?

“What’s the reason?”

“She… voluntarily withdrew. She claimed she’s not worthy to become a Sainthood…”

Calliope brow twisted cruelly.

Are they going insane collectively these days?

“Hoo…”

The final Sainthood candidate, Eileen, finished her prayer with a bewildered heart.

It was because Rebekah had voluntarily stepped down from candidacy just yesterday.

In fact, signs had been there for months. According to Rebekah’s attendants, she couldn’t sleep at night and broke into cold sweats at any given opportunity.

However, others including Eileen were unaware of this until yesterday.

Due to her usual devout demeanor without any indication, nobody noticed.

“Eileen, where are you going?”

A Paladin guarding the chapel asked. The Knight wearing a pure white armor, the Paladins didn’t expose any part of their bodies except their eyes.

They were judged solely by their actions, not appearances. That was the doctrine of the Paladins.

“I’m going to the chapel of repentance.”

“Is it because of Rebekah?”

Eileen’s body trembled.

It was a critical moment.

“I will not deny.”

“Eileen, rules are rules. You are already aware that in the Confession Hall, contact with others is prohibited, aren’t you?”

“…As a servant of God, can we really leave suffering sisters behind?”

Since it was also a valid argument, the knight remained silent.

“…This time only. But please return before sunset.”

“T-Thank you!”

Stepping aside by the door, the paladin expressed his gratitude as Eileen headed towards the Confession Hall.

“High up.”

The Confession Hall was located at the peak behind the church of light. Though it was called a peak, it was nearly a cliff.

Confession is an offering to God. Those with half-hearted determination were simply told to leave.

“Hoo.”

As Eileen took a deep breath, a pure white sanctity enveloped her body. With that state, she jumped up her own height with a single push of her legs.

As Eileen swiftly ascended the cliff, she wiped the sweat off her sleeve.

It became increasingly difficult to use sanctity as she approached the Confession Hall. It was a natural phenomenon due to the presence of prohibitive spells, but it was still unavoidable.

After climbing for a while, she finally reached a flat surface. Eileen rested her hands on her knees, panting.

“…Haah. Should I go that way?”

She could see a moss-covered cathedral in front of her. It seemed like it hadn’t been maintained for a long time, whether intentionally or not.

Creak.

Eileen cautiously opened the door. As expected of the Confession Hall, there was no one guarding it. If there was a knight here, it would be not to guard the Confession Hall but to repent for their own sins.

The interior was filled with moss-covered stone structures. Chairs were worn out, and cobwebs hung in every corner. The once colorful stained glass was now blurred.

It was almost a collapsing ruin.

However.

“…!”

Eileen’s gaze fell unexpectedly on a girl kneeling in the center of the Confession Hall.

The feeling of the space, which she thought was a ruin, transforming into a solemn and reverent place because of the presence of just one person… was truly ambiguous.

Since she couldn’t possibly start a conversation, Eileen quietly went to sit on a chair.

Creak.

At that moment, a sound of something breaking was heard, and the chair shattered, causing Eileen to fall to the ground.

“Ugh, ugh!”

It’s too old!

Clamping her lips together, Eileen tried to endure the pain.

She felt a presence in front of her.

It was Rebekah.

“I-I’m sorry.”

Rebekah spoke indifferently.

“Eileen, are you hurt anywhere?”

“Y-Yes.”

“Thank goodness. Many chairs here are quite old. It’s fortunate that you weren’t pierced by the shards.”

Rebekah swept away the wood fragments with a broom.


“I didn’t expect you to come to the penance hall.”

She suspected why Eileen had come, but she didn’t ask anything.

Eileen is a kind-hearted person. When Rebekah was chosen as the saint, Eileen was the one who sincerely congratulated her.

To Rebekah , who was about to start repenting again, Eileen spoke urgently.

“Re-Rebekah-nim!”

“Please speak.”

“Why did you give up?”

There were many meanings in her question.

Rebekah spoke with a bitter expression.

“As you might have guessed, I felt inadequate.”

“But…”

“If you felt betrayed, I apologize. But my thoughts haven’t changed. I am not qualified to be a saint.”

Eileen closed her mouth at the sincere tone.

Knowing it was rude, she had to ask anyway.

“Can you tell me why?”

Eileen grabbed Rebekah’s hand.

“I’ll help you.”

“…”

Rebekah couldn’t speak hastily. It wasn’t because she was confused. It was because she had experienced a similar situation before.

-Rebekah, I’ll help you.

Was it a delusion?

Olivia’s face overlapped with Eileen’s.

Once a person more noble than anyone else.

Someone who was acknowledged by all the knights, and even she herself, who was a saint, trusted and relied on her.

That person…

Rebekah felt hatred boiling up in her heart anew. And she was angry once again at the fact that she harbored such futile emotions.

It was the first time she found it so difficult to control her emotions.

“Then, may I ask for one favor?”

“Of course!”

“I don’t know if you heard, but I am currently using the Pontiff’s permission to use the penance hall. Starting today, for a week.”

Eileen paused.

“Could you please grant me that time? I want to sort out my feelings.”

Only then did Eileen realize Rebekah’s intention.

“Is that all right?”

“Yes.”

Eileen closed her mouth. At this point, it was best to give her space.

“You… will be fasting, right?”

“Yes.”

Eileen knew well how difficult fasting for a week could be.

The pain of the upper part shrinking and the body’s movements becoming dull.

“I’ll come to take you on the last day.”

That was the last consideration Eileen could offer.

Thunk.

Rebekah remained seated for a while until Eileen’s figure faded away.

Facing the statue of the Goddess of Light, Rebekah solemnly knelt.

“…Can I forgive her?”

***

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

Calliope’s face tensed.

“Just because it’s been a while?”

On the other side, Olivia stood with a gentle smile.

The place they met was in the north. However, it was quite distant from the Lair of Glaceon.

Far enough for Melina’s surveillance not to reach.

“Aren’t you busy these days? There’s no way the Second Prince will just leave you alone to expand your power.”

“…Did Seth tell you all that?”

“There are ways to know everything.”

Both princes were competent. They lacked nothing in knowledge, character, and strength, so they were called the Royal Material.

The reason the nobles were split into two factions was because of them.

If one side had been weaker, there would have been no need for conflict, but since both were outstanding, there was room for choice.

“If Aria had just shown her abilities, there would have been no need for this.”

They would have despaired at the overwhelming difference in abilities and left on their own.

Calliope’s gaze became complicated. It was because she couldn’t understand why a witch from the distant north, who knew the inner workings of the royal family, was demanding information as a means of dealing with them.

In experience, this kind was the most dangerous.

A kind whose intentions couldn’t be discerned.

But…

“It’s too late to refuse now.”

Olivia, who had been secretly watching Calliope, smiled.

Since she had only given them sweet information from the beginning, it was impossible to reject it after tasting it once.

“Anyway, here’s the information you asked for.”

Olivia checked the magically processed document.

Summarizing the contents of the document, it felt like this.

One, representatives of the Empire and the Eastern Union are negotiating at the border.

Two, a third country will be selected as a guarantor for the negotiations.

That was why Calliope had come all the way up north. It was information that only a leader should know.

Whoosh!

As time passed, the document spontaneously burned. Even though Calliope was the leader of the Night Raven, what she was doing now was clearly leaking classified information.


Of course, Calliope would consider this a necessary sacrifice for the greater good.

Just by choosing coexistence instead of subduing Olivia, who was a witch.

Of course, she wasn’t really a witch.

“But a guarantor…”

There was only one country that could influence both the Empire and the Eastern Union while having the justification to act as a mediator.
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Holy Kingdom.

And there is still no saint in the Holy Kingdom.

“Then the Pope will go.”

The Empire, Holy Kingdom, the Kingdom of Canis, and the Kingdom of Roel, along with two Free Cities.

It’s said that the key figures of six countries are gathering in one place.

Of course, Olivia didn’t know that far.

The Pope is going as a mediator. That’s all she needed to know.

“The borders of the Holy Kingdom will probably weaken for a while.”

A person as influential as the Pope wouldn’t go without any escort. They would bring enough troops to ensure their safety.

“They might even bring the Four Knights.”

The elite of the Holy Kingdom, the Four Knights.

Since the representative of the Free City Mikabel is coming out as the King, they need to bring the Four Knights to balance the power.

Without them, it’s no easy task to infiltrate the Holy Kingdom.

“But what will the reward be this time?”

When she obtained one clue, she could intervene in past memories.

When she obtained two clues, time changed only when she was with the regressor.

Then, if she obtains three clues…

Olivia turned her head in the direction of the Holy Kingdom.

The regressors were changing the world in ways she didn’t know.

The Empire proposed negotiations with the Eastern Alliance first, and Asche Baltar descended from the Attila Mountains.

Before the world completely twisted, she had to gather at least one more clue.

[The owner of clue #3 is ‘Saint Rebekah.’]

The snowy mountains were dyed in silence.

Melina looked at the full moon with a troubled face.

“I’ll be gone for a moment.”

With that, Olivia disappeared. Melina couldn’t stop her.

“How long will it take?”

“I’ll be back within a week.”

It was comforting to know that she was trusted enough to leave her disciples, but willingly letting her go was a different matter.

What if something happens to her?

But…

“Please help me just this once.”

Melina sighed deeply.

“With that look in your eyes, how could I refuse?”

There was no disciple like Melina, she was just the right match for Olivia.

Melina became depressed for no reason.

***

“There will be a brief inspection. Please all get off the carriage.”

Olivia surveyed the scene from sky to ground. It had been a long time since the sun had set, so there was no worry of being exposed.

The way to the Holy Kingdom was not difficult. It wouldn’t have been easy if it were by land, but fortunately, Olivia was a wizard.

“That’s why I became a wizard.”

No matter how excellent the physical abilities of the warriors were, in terms of speed, wizards were far superior.

“Identification?”

-Ah, no… There’s no way this isn’t here.

-Go back. Those whose identities haven’t been confirmed cannot enter the Holy Kingdom.

It’s the ability to skip such annoying processes with just one spell.

Olivia entered the interior of the Holy Kingdom in an instant.

Clank.

Spreading her senses around, she noticed the sound of armor clinking from all directions. Yet Olivia’s expression remained indifferent.

“As expected, it’s the Holy Kingdom.”

At first glance, the vigilance was so strict that one might mistake it for a exhibition. Surprisingly, this was the usual appearance of the Holy  Kingdom.

“Even with the absence of the Pope’s guard, they’re still this strict.”

[Paul]

-Level: 43

-Occupation: Paladin.

-Title: Official Paladin.

The ones patrolling in the late midnight were all Paladins. True to the Holy Kingdom’s style, their levels were comparable to the chief wizards of the Magic Tower.

Among the hundreds of Paladins visible nearby, not a single one slacked off or neglected their duties.

As human as they were, they still engaged in small talk.

Of course, Olivia knew the reason.

It was because of the doctrine of the Holy Kingdom.

The Divine Goddess Aether, revered and followed by the Holy Kingdom, bestowed blessings and sanctity upon her faithful followers, along with obligations and responsibilities.

Obligations, and responsibilities.

That was why the Paladins maintained such upright postures.

It’s not about great power coming with great responsibility.

To those who bear great responsibility, great power is granted.

That was the principle of the Divine Goddess Aether.

“Aether is quite clever.”

At first glance, it might seem like they were being manipulated, but that wasn’t the case.

Those who simply entered the clergy to gain power couldn’t endure and eventually fell out.

Because bearing an overwhelming sense of responsibility is impossible.

That’s why apprentice Paladins are taught above all else how to fulfill their responsibilities and obligations. The apprentice priests are no different.

That was the secret to the Holy Kingdom not succumbing to corruption for the past few hundred years.

“But that doesn’t mean there are no corrupt ones.”

Anyway, it’s all thanks to that strict vigilance.

-Phat!

Olivia moved without hesitation. When the Paladins sensed something amiss and turned their heads, Olivia was already gone from that spot.

“Hmm.”

In the blink of an eye, Olivia was on the rooftop of a building.


Thunk.

Olivia’s fingertips were dotted with droplets of water. As she breathed a slight chill into them, familiar spirits of appearance were created.

The spirits swirled into existence in a matter of moments. As Olivia waved her hand, tiny spirits the size of fingernails scattered in all directions.

“Alright, where could it be?”

It was the moment when she shared sight with the spirits.

-Lady Eileen, it’s late into the night.

A familiar voice echoed.

-No matter how fervently we pray, what good is it if our bodies suffer? So please…

-Lady Rebekah is also starving. How can I rest then?

-Lady Eileen…

-If that’s truly the case, I will only accept confession until the next person.

Olivia assigned all the spirits to Eileen. It seemed she was taking a break after finishing her confessions.

But…

“Rebekah is starving?”

The farmlands of the Holy kingdom were considered beyond blessed. Not only in terms of yield but also in quality, unmatched by other regions.

In such a Holy kingdom, to starve meant one thing.

Fasting.

Olivia’s head turned slowly backward. There stood a mountain rising as if to touch the moon.

“…Of all places, it had to be the Penitence Peak.”

Olivia frowned.

Understood.

The Penitence Peak held the golden statue of the Goddess of Light.

A golden statue meant to prevent anyone, regardless of their source of power—divine, occult, or magical—from utilizing their abilities freely, fairly.

Though a certain level of strength could counteract the statue to some extent, one couldn’t completely free themselves from its effects.

Listening quietly to their conversation, Olivia soon recalled the spirits.

According to gathered information, Rebekah was currently using the Penitence Peak alone. She even managed to secure the Pope’s remains to avoid any interruptions.

For as long as a week.

“…”

Suddenly, two figures crossed Olivia’s mind.

The first was undoubtedly Melina. And the second, surprisingly, was Calliope.

They shared one commonality.

That was…

***

Rebekah fell silent.

-Hello, Saint.

She faced countless sins and boasted of having forgiven many.

As a Saint, Rebekah was unable to leave the clergy except under special circumstances. However, the reason she could confront numerous sins was simple.

Thanks to the confessional.

Through the priests, confessing sins to God and receiving the grace of forgiveness.

As she was included in the broader category of the clergy, confession was one of Rebekah’s duties.

She met so many people. From a 7-year-old child abandoned by their parents to esteemed figures from various nations.

People committed sins throughout their lives, so the types of sins they committed varied.

There was a nobleman. Highly esteemed for his exceptional qualities, he brutally killed three servants working in his mansion.

Without any reason.

Since the parents of the servants couldn’t hear the cause of death, they expressed perpetual gratitude to the nobleman who generously provided condolence money.

Serial Murder.

Betrayal.

‘But I forgave.’

‘I kept it a secret deep in my heart.’

Because if it were her god, she would have forgiven rightfully.

There was a knight. He was a warm-hearted person to the extent that he would donate half of his property for the poor.

But he plundered eight civilians and buried them alive.

‘This was also a terrible sin, but I forgave.’

Judgment comes from god.

And, there was a wizard.

-Lady Rebekah, may I help you?

She was a person whose kindness was as beautiful as her appearance.

She always respected the weak and didn’t boast about herself.

She was closer to the good pursued by the god of light than anyone else.

But…

The screams of that day echoed in her ears. It was the screams of tens, hundreds of millions in the agony of death.

Rebekah bit her lip.

‘I don’t want to forgive.’

Her heart wavered.

Reeva lowered herself even more. She clenched her hands more desperately. She confessed her sins to god without a moment’s pause.

As someone who used to be a saint, she hated someone to the extent of wanting to kill them, she harbored grudges against someone, and she couldn’t even forgive the enemy she loved like her own body…

It was a sin.

From one to ten, she was completely sinful.

There was no way for a saint to exist in such a sinful human being.

‘I don’t want to forgive Olivia. I can’t forgive her.’

She boasted about countless sins, and boasted about harboring countless sins.

But, not Olivia…

That moment.

She felt someone’s presence behind her.

‘…Is it Lady Eileen.’

Even though she had pleaded not to come.

Rebekah suppressed her emotions. Eileen had nothing to do with the current anger. She couldn’t get angry at the innocent girl.


But the voice she heard was completely different from what she expected.

“Lady Rebekah.”

Rebekah’s eyes widened to the point where they couldn’t get any bigger.

What…!
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Rebekah’s head turned sharply. There was no one at the main gate.

“Was it a hallucination?”

Rebekah, who rose from her seat, looked around. No matter how many times she checked, the result didn’t change.

She was the only one in the chapel.

“….”

Rebekah sighed, rubbing her head.

Even so, it was hard to believe it was just an illusion.

It seemed she had been influenced more than she realized….

“Miss Rebekah.”

“….!”

Rebekah’s body trembled.

This time it wasn’t an illusion.

She heard it clearly with both ears.

The old confessional.

From within it, the voice of her enemy came through.

“I’ve come to confess.”

-Miss Rebekah.

There are times when one wavers.

No matter how much of a saint one is, they are human before they are a saint.

-Miss Rebekah. The Empire’s situation is dire. It’s been two days since we lost contact with the 1st diocese. Quickly dispatch the Paladins… … .

-Lady Saint. We’ve lost contact with the Paladins. There’s been no communication with the 2nd diocese since yesterday.

-Refugees are flooding in. The Paladins are trying to control them, but there are too many. We must push them back. If this continues, we’ll run out of food first. At the very least, we need to propose to the Eastern Union…

The once mighty Empire collapsed overnight. When Rebekah first heard the news, she was too shocked to speak.

The Empire had the strongest knights, and an archmage who had safeguarded the Empire’s peace for centuries.

And there was Olivia.

The person who had supported Rebekah steadfastly until the day she grew from a girl to a woman.

The one who had never hesitated to offer advice.

The one who showed Rebekah through actions what it meant to be a saint.

Perhaps, someone who suited being a saint more than Rebekah herself.

-… What happened to Olivia?

The priests, who never hesitated to interject, closed their mouths in that moment. They looked at each other. Then, as if they had made up their minds, they nodded.

-You should see for yourself.

And Rebekah saw.

The world frozen in white.

***

Olivia gazed at Rebekah through the trees of the confession hall.

Rebekah’s affection meter plummeted as expected. But Olivia wasn’t flustered.

“If it’s Rebekah, it’s entirely possible.”

After observing her for a few minutes before initiating conversation, Olivia had reached her conclusion.

How many among the clergy would consider hatred for the enemy as sin?

Rebekah naturally harbored thoughts that ordinary people couldn’t dare to hold.

She truly had the demeanor of a former saint.

“…It’s different from the game.”

If affection points had truly acted absolutely, Melina wouldn’t have been able to overcome the urge for flesh under the guise of ‘affection for her disciple.’

Affection points seemed absolute, but there were certainly gaps.

Since meeting Calliope, Olivia had been carrying the thought continuously. From the woman who suppressed her desires for the greater good, Olivia sensed potential.

And as she reached Melina’s stage, she was convinced.

Olivia calmed her mind. Since the moment she stepped into the penance, notifications had been ringing incessantly like madness.

[Currently in ‘sanctity’!]

-Mana regeneration greatly reduced!

-Unable to use ancient magic!

-Mana consumption greatly increased!

-Casting time greatly increased!

It was almost a debuff approaching Kiel’s ‘disconnection’. No, considering it was continuous, this one was much more potent.

If one wasn’t afraid of receiving this level of debuff, it would be a lie. Olivia considered shielding her entire body, but soon gave up on the idea.

It’s better to be decisive than to be indecisive.

“…This is the only way.”

Neither Kiel, Melina, Ashe Baltar, nor even the dragons could exert their power in this ‘sanctity’.

But there was only one exception, and that was as much as Rebekah. She was chosen directly by the Goddess of Light, akin to a divine messenger.

And a divine messenger…

Tsstss!

In the sanctity, they exerted overwhelming power more than anyone else.

“How dare you… think you’re here!”

An enormous amount of sanctity spread around Rebekah. For a moment, it felt as if the world had turned white.

[‘Saint Rebekah’ has declared the sanctity!]

-Rebekah has identified you as an ‘enemy’!

-Four senses are randomly sealed.

First, the world became odorless. There was no smell of stale dust.

There was no sound of vibrating air.

There was no taste of blood dripping from the mouth.

It was bearable up to that point.

But when even the sense of touch was lost, thoughts changed.

The sensation of sitting in a chair was absent.

The sensation of air touching the fingertips was absent.

The sensation of lungs rising and falling was absent. The sensation of blinking eyelids was absent.

It felt as if existence was being denied.

“…”

The only thing possible was just to think.

If one didn’t constantly remind themselves that they were alive, it felt like they would lose their existence.


Rebekah approached at a speed neither fast nor slow. She seemed to vaguely understand why she had left vision among the senses.

To see.

To clearly see with those two eyes how to judge your sins.

Tsstss!

An immense pressure revealed itself behind Rebekah. It was an incredibly powerful sanctity, the end of which could hardly be guessed.

“——.”

Rebekah slowly opened her mouth. Hearing was sealed, so one couldn’t hear, but they could somewhat guess through her lip movements.

She was telling to pay for one’s sins.

Olivia didn’t reply. She simply sat there quietly, waiting for the time to pass.

Around Rebekah, white sanctity had condensed unnoticed. The sanctity rose from Rebekah’s hand and gradually took the form of a spear.

“It was the holy spear that condemns evil.”

Rebekah grasped the handle of the holy spear. Though it didn’t seem heavy at first glance, Rebekah had an entirely indifferent expression.

Soon after, six wings appeared behind Rebekah’s back.

Up to the ultimate transformation of a priest into an angel.

Originally, it would be a few years later when Rebekah mastered angelization. Olivia realized anew how miraculous the regression was.

“…How is that a priest?”

Rebekah’s appearance resembled more of a Paladin than a priest. If it weren’t for the priestly robe fluttering in the wind, it would easily be mistaken as a Paladin.

Rebekah took a step back with her right foot and stood firmly on the ground.

Whoosh!

A massive force gathered at the tip of the spear that had been pulled back.

And then.

It shot forward.

Quaaaang!

The pure white spearhead approached right in front of her nose.

Death also drew near.

However, Olivia’s expression remained unchanged.

A face filled with conviction.

[Title, ‘Brave Before the Dragon’ is activated.]

Thanks to the title, Olivia shook off the last remnants of fear and closed her eyes without hesitation.

As she abandoned the final sense herself, the world fell silent. The moment felt like an eternity.

“One, two, three….”

Olivia counted seconds in her mind. And when that count reached ten, she slowly lifted her eyelids.

“As expected.”

The holy spear, which hadn’t pierced through to the end, halted right in front of her nose. Rebekah’s hand holding the spear was trembling.

It wasn’t because the Goddess of Light intervened.

The reason the holy spear stopped was undoubtedly Rebekah’s own will.

“…”

Rebekah bit her lips deeply. Then, after giving Olivia a look she wouldn’t understand, she withdrew the holy spear.

-Thud!

First, the six wings disappeared with the feathers dissolving. Next was the holy spear held in her right hand. The oppressive atmosphere weighing down the air also vanished.

Sensations returned.

As expected.

Didn’t I mention it last time too?

“Responsibility and duty.”

The Goddess of Light, Aether, bestows sanctity as much as one fulfills their duty.

In Rebekah’s eyes, Olivia was a sinner. A dreadful sinner who massacred hundreds, thousands, or even more.

Rebekah had the duty to condemn evil.

But before that, she had a greater duty.

“…What did you just say?”

“I said I want to confess.”

“…?”

Perhaps Rebekah had been waiting for Olivia to retaliate. No, she must have been.

But instead of retaliating, Olivia closed her eyes.

In that moment, Olivia ceased to be the sinner and became the penitent.

And Rebekah had the obligation to accept the penance of the sinner.

So Rebekah pronounced the sentence of condemnation.

“Do you understand the significance of that?”

There was a chilly anger in her voice. Rebekah’s tone was so cold it was almost unbelievable.

The penance did not simply end with the confession of my sin.

“I am prepared for whatever penance I must endure.”

“…?”

Penance.

After the penance, the punishment imposed by the priest who heard the confession.

And the authority to impose penance lay solely with the priest.

In other words, once the penance was over, no matter what penance Rebekah imposed, Olivia had to accept it willingly.

“…But I won’t lose out.”

Although I spoke as if I could impose any penance, there was definitely a limit.

Like commanding suicide, if penance leads to another sin, the meaning of the confession is lost.

Of course, if she were told to repent until the day she died, she would have no choice but to endure.

But Rebekah would never impose such penance.

“I will prevent that.”

Rebekah’s expression changed.

She realized it too.

That she had to accept Olivia’s confession, whether she liked it or not, now that they had come this far.

“…Please sit down.”

Rebekah drew the sacred circle and recited the prayer.

A notification popped up.

[Penance ceremony is commencing.]


-The penance priest, ‘Saint Rebekah’, must never disclose the contents of the penance ceremony to anyone under any circumstances.

-The penitent, ‘Olivia’, cannot falsely confess and must execute the penance imposed by the penance priest without fail.

-Penalties will be imposed for violating the above.

It was already known information.

“…Now, confess your sins.”
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Rebekah’s voice was filled with anger.

[‘Saint Rebekah’ is using ‘False Insight.’]

It was an imperative tone, as if urging for something to be said.

Olivia slowly opened her mouth.

“I… “

As the confession ended, a heavy silence fell.

Rebekah’s pupils slowly, very slowly, widened.

Until they couldn’t widen anymore.

“…!”

Olivia’s calm confession.

It was all a lie.

For the first time, confusion appeared in Rebekah’s eyes.

Considering she was someone who never lost her composure even in front of dignitaries, it was a remarkably significant change.

“What… did you just say?”

Rebekah’s face was one of disbelief. In a way, it was understandable.

[‘Saint Rebekah’ is using ‘False Insight.’]

‘Your words are ‘false.’

Because the confession was false.

[You broke the rules of the Sacrament of Penance!]

[A penalty will be imposed upon completion of confession.]

Olivia wore an indifferent expression.

It was all something she had done with full consideration.

The penalty would be at most a minor inconvenience. The benefits of a false confession were certainly greater, so there was no reason to hesitate.

‘Compared to the clue penalty, minor inconvenience is nothing.’

Anyway, the goddess of light, Aether, was fundamentally a benevolent deity. She wouldn’t inflict more pain than necessary.

Of course, if one were to repeatedly violate the rules of the confession ritual, the story might change a bit… but even then, it wouldn’t be to the point of death.

“I… asked what you just said.”

Rebekah asked again.

Though her tone was subdued, her effort to restrain her anger was evident on her face.

“If you didn’t hear, I will repeat.”

Originally, no falsehood was tolerated during the Sacrament of Penance.

It was a principle to meticulously confess every sin committed, to prevent any misunderstanding by the priest.

But Olivia intended to break that principle once again.

“I have committed murder.”

[You broke the rules of the Sacrament of Penance!]

[A penalty will be imposed upon completion of confession.]

She turned off the notification window.

“I have killed countless people.”

As memories flooded back to Melina’s mind, scenes of annhiliation numerous nobles flashed through her head.

“I have frozen tens of thousands to death with my own hands. Burned tens of thousands to death with my own fire.”

The more she spoke, the more Rebekah’s face seemed to change strangely. It was evidence that the world she had believed in was crumbling in real-time.

[‘Saint Rebekah’ is using ‘False Insight.’]

‘Your words are ‘false.’

“I… “

Rebekah suddenly stood up from her seat.

“…Stop! Stop it. I don’t want to hear anymore. Whatever trick you’ve used, you, you…”

Rebekah’s hands trembled.

‘It can’t be.’

From one to ten, it was all a lie.

‘All of that was a lie?’

Rebekah bit her lip.

All of this is a cunning deception. They are only speaking words that benefit themselves.

“…Deception is enough for this one time. If I ever speak a lie again after this moment, I will refuse the confession.”

Refusal of the confession.

Its meaning was simple.

To cease repentance and immediately condemn.

Of course, that condemnation would likely cost a life.

“…”

Olivia paused for a moment.

There was one flaw in the fruition of repentance.

It was a flaw that one couldn’t even know unless they were ‘possessed’ like Olivia.

To call it a sin in the Light’s Church originally meant only the sins committed by the person themselves.

Naturally. Bearing the sins of others is literally something only a saint could or should do.

Surprisingly, this was exactly the loophole in the confessional.

Let’s examine the sins committed by Olivia of the Annhiliation ending.

She deceived her comrades, betrayed them. She slaughtered countless humans and ultimately brought about the destruction of the world.

Of course, Rebekah died before that, but that fact doesn’t erase the truth that the world was destroyed.

Just because one didn’t see it doesn’t make the truth false.

If the Olivia of the Annhiliation ending were present here, such trickery wouldn’t have worked just now.

She would have been condemned immediately.

“But Rebekah didn’t bring forth the seal of condemnation.”

The reason was simple.

Didn’t I just say? In the Light’s Church, sin only refers to the sins one has committed.

“I have never committed a sin.”

The fact that she was involved in the executions cannot be denied. Whatever the case, the will to see the Annhiliation ending originated from herself.

“But that doesn’t mean I killed anyone. I am not Olivia of the Annhiliation ending.”

Olivia raised her head.

From now on, it’s time for a real confession.

***


“Saint.”

Rebekah, with a hardened expression, took a step back.

It was because she was addressed not by the name Rebekah, but by the title of Saint.

“you……!”

At present, Rebekah’s position was nothing more than a retired candidate for saintship, a mere priestess of atonement. Therefore, Olivia’s recent statement held only one meaning.

‘… … return!’

Rebekah urgently clenched the holy staff of condemnation.

Until just now, Rebekah couldn’t be certain that Olivia had reverted. Merely showing up for penance was not enough to conclude she had reverted.

But now, there was solid evidence.

Regardless, Olivia spoke calmly.

However, she changed her tone.

“Are you going to kill me?”

Rebekah paused for a moment.

It was because of the memories that surfaced.

“No. I will condemn you.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“No, it is. It means I will bear the sins you have committed.”

Instead, she will bear them.

There would be no one who understood the significance as well as Rebekah did.

That was why Rebekah possessed such immense sanctity.

It was because the total amount of sin she bore on behalf of others was that large.

That was why Rebekah was called a saint.

-Gooooooo.

Rebekah’s holy staff resonated roughly.

“Rebekah.”

“…”

“I won’t resist, so can I ask just one question?”

Rebekah stared at Olivia as if piercing through her. Words alone were not enough to believe.

“I’ll swear by mana. Is it okay now?”

Only then did the sound of the holy staff’s weeping subside slightly.

“Ask your question.”

After the question was asked, there was a resolve to execute the condemnation immediately.

“You said you would bear my sin just now, didn’t you?”

Rebekah nodded.

“Yes.”

“Do you know what my sin is?”

“What are you saying?”

“Tell me what my sin is.”

-Kugugugugugugu!

“…Are you teasing me until the end?”

It was a frightening momentum.

It could be felt even more strongly because it wasn’t a situation where the senses were sealed like just before.

At the same time, she realized.

It’s impossible to suppress the state of Rebekah without being noticed by those around.

Olivia said.

“Seriously.”

Rebekah glanced sharply at Olivia.

[‘Saint Rebekah ‘ is using ‘False Insight.’]

[‘Your words are ‘truth.’]

Rebekah opened her eyes wide and stared at Olivia. It seemed as if she was asking how she could utter such words.

Understandable.

To Rebekah, what Olivia had done was not something to be forgotten or forgiven easily.

Asking confidently what wrongdoing had been committed in such a situation must have felt like glorifying the misdeed, like the children of demons who cherish evil deeds as if they were medals.

“….”

Rebekah felt like something snapped in her mind.

‘To think she could stoop so low.’

It wasn’t worth keeping appearances.

Rebekah tried hard to calm her heart, it was the last respect she could show to someone she once genuinely admired.

“First, you slaughtered innocent people.”

“I didn’t kill anyone.”

[‘Saint Rebekah’ is using ‘False Insight.’]

[‘Your words are ‘truth.’]

Rebekah was momentarily speechless.

[‘Saint Rebekah’ is using ‘Mental Purification’!]

-All forms of mental attacks are nullified!

Rebekah’s entire body was covered in pure white sanctity.

“…Please don’t get any uglier.”

It was almost a scream.

It was the rebellion of a girl who no longer wanted to watch the person she respected fall into the abyss.

“Second, you betrayed everyone who believed in you.”

“I didn’t betray anyone.”

Rebekah bit her lip. Despite raising the level of purification, the truth didn’t change into falsehood.

Unbelievable.

There’s no way that’s the truth.

Rebekah witnessed it.

She saw tens of thousands of paladins being swept away without hesitation, and thousands of priests being burned alive.

The lightning was indiscriminate, it spared no one.


-Oh, no, no…

And even Rebekah herself.

-Why in the world…

Until the moment her whole body turned into ash, Rebekah never doubted her faith in Olivia.

She wasn’t that kind of person. There must be some misunderstanding.
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Rebekah vomited blood and shouted.

“Come back.”

If you stop now, you can still go back.

But Olivia never looked back.

“Three…rd.”

Her stomach churned. The grip on the holy sword was loosening. Her vision blurred.

The same words kept echoing in her mind.

It’s too late. It’s too late even if it’s late.

“Rebekah.”

“F-fall…back. Don’t come.”

Rebekah’s head gradually drooped. Her sight approached the ground.

“Un…”

Slash-.

Olivia gently embraced Rebekah. She wiped the blood-stained lips and put on a bitter face.

[Returned, successfully subdued ‘Rebekah’ without killing!]

.[Acquired clue #3]

***

Sweat streamed down her body like rain.

Kiel felt a sense of renewal he hadn’t felt in training to this extent.

He was the Empire’s greatest swordsman, but still a knight with plenty of room to grow.

But due to the fear of death gnawing at his heart, his growth had stagnated.

“But not anymore.”

The fear of the unknown was no longer an issue.

-Brother…

-Lady Hilde. You mustn’t disturb the lord’s training.

Hilde had been pacing in front of the closed chamber for several days now. Kiel could vacate her seat because Hilde faithfully performed the duties of the acting lord.

So Hilde had every right to speak up.

But at least not now.

-Who are you?

Kiel’s purpose in training all the way to the closed chamber was only one thing.

Olivia.

To imprint himself into her memory.

And to erase the incessant torment.

Kiel suddenly realized how profoundly Olivia had influenced his life.

-Your Grace, Duke Kiel!

Kiel’s great sword halted in mid-air. Someone was shouting wildly from beyond the rock blocking the passage.

The members of his lineage didn’t address him as ‘your grace.’ They called him ‘lord.’

So it was clear that this was a messenger sent by the emperor.

“Duke Kiel, yo…u…!”

Crash.

The rock blocking the passage tilted diagonally. Unintentionally, the messenger had blocked his own mouth with its clean surface.

Kiel looked at the messenger with disdain.

“The emperor sent you?”

“Y-yes. An order has come for you to enter the palace at once.”

Kiel sheathed his sword.

In the past, he might have considered this situation as an interference, but not now.

He owed the emperor a debt.

A debt he couldn’t fulfill from ‘her.’

“Has the carriage been prepared?”

“Yes, yes.”

“Then wait for me a moment. I’ll return as quickly as possible.”

It meant he would tidy up and come back.

“My lord!”

“Steward. Prepare the bathwater quickly. Also, prepare the clothes to meet  with the emperor.”

“Understood!”

The servants hurriedly moved about. Just a few moments ago, the mansion was silent, but now it buzzed with activity.

“Brother! Are you finished already?”

“No. An order has come for me to enter the palace.”

Hilde’s brown eyes widened.

“…You’re called to the throne room?”

“Is there a problem?”

“Well, um…”

Hilde seemed unable to adapt to Kiel’s sudden change. It was surprising enough that Kiel, who prioritized martial arts over anything else, would abandon his martial training.

“My lord, you’re ready.”

“Understood. I’ll be going.”

After quickly finishing his bath, Kiel headed straight to the dressing room. The clothes prepared for him were dignified and imposing.

“Is there anything else?”

“…Why? Don’t you like it?”

Not really.

Hilde was one of the few people Kiel had opened up to.

And this was the outfit Hilde had given him.

But…

“…It was this outfit.”

If he went to the palace like this, he could almost see Hilde’s frozen face.

“Bring something more modest. It seems His Majesty didn’t call me for a formal occasion.”

With that said, Hilde couldn’t throw a tantrum.

The carriage carrying Kiel headed straight to the palace. A messenger sitting opposite briefly explained the situation.

“To put it simply, His Majesty has summoned Duke Kiel because of negotiations with the Eastern Alliance.”

There were rumors.


It was already well-known that Kiel was chosen as the representative of the negotiation team.

Despite the wizards reputation falling, the knights winning, and all sorts of ridiculous talk, Kiel couldn’t understand the meaningless power struggle.

He was a knight, but he didn’t belong to any knight faction.

“Is there a problem with the negotiations?”

“…Yes.”

He looked troubled, indicating that he would have to speak directly to the Emperor afterwards.

“…Things have really changed.”

In his past life, negotiations with the Eastern Alliance never happened. For some reason, the Alliance readily gave up their benefits and retreated.

Something had changed from his past life.

In this life, Kiel didn’t hunt dragons.

And in this life, Melina, devoid of reason, disappeared somewhere.

Therefore, the Empire didn’t have a Dragon Slayer or a Archmage who had been a guardian for centuries.

That must have led the Eastern Alliance to choose “negotiation” instead of “escape”.

“The butterfly effect.”

Two seemingly trivial factors had drastically changed the future like this.

Kiel suddenly had this thought.

Olivia.

In his past life, she was a genius.

Although calling her a genius might be too much for a mere human, at least in Kiel’s eyes, Olivia was omniscient.

“Maybe.”

All of this, because Olivia had regressed.

Of course, it was just a possibility.

A very slim chance.

If even such a minor butterfly effect could change the world so easily, how could one understand everything with just one regression?

If it happened hundreds or thousands of times, the story might be different…

As he thought about it, he suddenly found it amusing.

“We’ve arrived, Your Grace. Your Majesty awaits you in the garden.”

There was no way such a thing could happen.

“…?”

Kiel glanced briefly in the direction of the north before heading decisively towards the garden.

It wasn’t time yet.

Not yet.

“You called for me, Your Majesty.”

“Duke Kiel. Read this once.”

The paper handed to him by the Emperor was written in crude common language.

[We cannot negotiate with the magician.]

Not a wizard, but a magician.

As far as Kiel knows, there was only one person who could call wizards like that.

“Mikabel’s savage seems to have swollen cheeks.”

The Emperor spoke sharply.

“We should head east.”

***

Olivia gently laid the unconscious Rebekah on the floor. Rather than risking an old chair that could break at any moment, it seemed safer to lay her on the slightly dirty but secure ground.

“…Phew.”

Olivia breathed a sigh of relief upon confirming that she had successfully subdued Rebekah.

To be honest, Rebekah was the easiest regressionist she had encountered so far.

Of course, the ease with which she was subdued was largely due to Rebekah’s inherently affectionate nature.

Holy power is fundamentally based on the user’s faith. Olivia diligently shook Rebekah’s faith through exorcism.

When Rebekah showed signs of wavering faith, Olivia immediately sent a shock to render her unconscious.

Among the regressors with one or two screws loose, Rebekah was one of the few who remained sane.

Perhaps users would have called Rebekah a “natural monument.”

Of course, even this kind Rebekah had a category that she didn’t yield to, and that was demons.

Demons.

High-level Demons appearing from the middle to the latter part of the story.

They deceive pure humans with cunning tongues and spread various plagues among humans, the antagonistic beings of the world.

Until now, it had been just a taste, but from the moment demons appeared, the game’s difficulty spiked drastically.

Trusted comrades betray, lords sacrifice their subjects to demons.

To the extent that even within the clergy of light, fallen ones emerge.

Just thinking about that time still…

“My teeth are chattering, they’re chattering.”

Olivia’s body trembled.

Well, now she needed to devise a plan on how to overwrite Rebekah’s memories.

Rebekah is someone who can easily raise her affinity. However, that doesn’t mean it’s easy to overwrite her memories.

It’s all because of the “False Insight” skill.

The unique skill of a saintess that can see through falsehoods.

Due to this skill alone, the difficulty of overwriting Rebekah’s memories increases enormously.

Perhaps even more so than Melina.

If she makes even a single mistake in her words, she’ll immediately be exposed and driven out of the holy kingdom.

If that happens…

“It’ll be ruined.”

Even if she apologizes and lifts the approach ban, she’ll likely be treated as a “soul parasitic to Olivia’s body.”

“…Maybe even forcibly baptized.”

A completely different approach was needed now.

A completely new approach.

[Obtain 3 clues and receive a reward!]

[Would you like to check the reward?]

“…Let’s check the reward first and then think.”


Depending on what reward she gets, her behavior pattern within the clues will change.

[Reward for obtaining 3 clues.]

[You can now switch to ‘Observer’ mode up to 5 times per memory!]

-Observer mode can be deactivated at will.

…Something completely unexpected came out.
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Observer mode meaning is likely refers to what it was when it was skipped long ago.

When it’s said that it can be released at will, it means that one can freely switch between the possession mode and the observation mode.

Though it’s limited to five times per memory.

“If entering the memory ten times means you can observe up to fifty times… is there any practical use for this?”

While it could be used to avoid answering difficult questions, if used like that, Rebekah will quickly feel discomfort.

“…Just a moment.”

If we utilize Rebekah’s discomfort?

Olivia paused for a moment in thought.

And came to a conclusion.

“There’s potential in this.”

Olivia immediately placed her hand on Rebekah’s head.

[Would you like to use Clue #3?]

[Memory of January 993 in Imperial Calendar]

This time, roles are reversed.

If she had been cosplaying as the victim until now.

This time, she intends to act as the perpetrator.

Plain and simple

.

.

Upon opening her eyes, the familiar notification greeted her.

[Memory of January 993 in Imperial Calendar]

[Remaining Time: 5 minutes 00 seconds]

Olivia surveyed her surroundings first.

Shacks with walls roughly made of wooden planks were lined up everywhere.

The alley was so narrow that two adult men couldn’t pass each other simultaneously.

“This place is…”

Olivia realized immediately where she was.

A slum near the Holy Kingdom.

“Are you a priest?”

Olivia regained her composure and glanced ahead. Countless patients stood in line, waiting for their turn in front of her.

“Hmm…”

She remembered.

How she had managed to win Rebekah’s favor.

“I’ll come again tomorrow, so don’t overexert yourself until then. Next!”

Right beside her sat Rebekah. She was clad in thick robes to conceal her identity, tirelessly treating the patients.

Boosting Rebekah’s favorability isn’t difficult.

Just assist her. That’s all.

“That’s incredibly challenging though.”

Having to treat hundreds of people a day, it would take a considerable level of magic power just to avoid exhaustion.

“So, we only met in 993.”

Unless one was from a similar background, becoming capable of treating hundreds without fatigue would require reaching at least the level of a grand mage.

Olivia stole a glance at Rebekah.

[Rebekah]

-Level: 93

-Affection: 50

-Occupation: Saint

-Titles: Faithful One, Wanderer, Illuminator of Darkness.

‘If the Affection is 50……’

It seemed like it had been a few months since they met.

“Then, is it similar to when we met Kiel?”

It’s probably around 50 Affection back then, so it should be somewhat accurate.

But still…

[Remaining time: 3 minutes 40 seconds]

Even though nothing had been done, time had already passed so much.

“…If I keep going like this, will I just waste it like last time?”

Olivia, who was looking around cautiously, muttered to herself in her mind.

“Switching to observer mode.”

At that moment,

It felt like my body was floating.

[You are currently in observer mode.]

-Remaining uses: 4 times.

“Wow, this structure, huh?”

Seeing from a third-person perspective and not having the timer deducted during observation perfectly matched Melina’s time.

The only difference was that time flowed at its normal pace.

-Don’t get hurt next time. Okay, next.

-Come over here too. Where does it hurt?

It felt strange.

“So I was like that during the ambush.”

Olivia was also wearing the same robe as Rebekah. As expected, it was to conceal her identity.

-Unnie.

So Rebekah called herself ‘unnie’. To appear like ordinary sisters.

Of course, this was a secret only the two of them knew.

“Hmm…”

Olivia realized this as she observed them for 10 minutes.

“It seems like it’ll be enough, right?”

As expected, ‘Olivia’ was similar to a divine incarnation of goodness.

“She can never be made into a victim.”

Even if she could make Rebekah aware that she had two selves, it seemed impossible to turn this side into a tragic heroine.

Olivia’s dilemma was short-lived.


“I’ll stick to the original plan.”

If she couldn’t become tragic, then she’d thoroughly become a villain and pass it off.

Of course, she had no intention of becoming an ordinary villain.

Evil has its own ways.

“First, let’s organize the titles.”

***

Outskirts of the Holy Kingdom.

Guardian Knight Franz paced anxiously around. Rebekah hadn’t returned even though ‘service’ time had long passed.

She did not go outside the walls.

The place Rebekah headed to was a poverty-stricken village located to the northwest of the kingdom. No matter how devout the ruling class of the Holy Kingdom was, the division between rich and poor was inevitable in a society of social hierarchy.

Hence, the system that emerged was relief for the poor through voluntary service.

Even clergy members who held the rank of bishop went out to serve regularly, so it was strange that Rebekah, who was practically a saint, didn’t participate in the service. But…

“It’s too frequent, it raises suspicion.”

It could even be said that she lived in the poverty-stricken village, albeit with a bit of exaggeration.

It was a good thing, that couldn’t be denied. However, Franz had reasons to worry.

That service was not as simple as it seemed. Treating the sick, providing food, listening to confessions… There was more than one or two things to do.

Moreover, Rebekah was carrying out all these tasks while hiding her status as a saint. That was why she kept herself distant.

It was understandable. If her status as a saint were revealed, crowds would flock to her in an instant, and then she might not be able to help those who truly needed it.

“Even so, it’s still…”

That’s when a familiar voice was heard from afar.

Franz turned his head reflexively. A girl clad in a thick robe was approaching. Although her face was partly obscured by shadows, it wasn’t to the extent that he couldn’t recognize her.

“So, I…”

Rebekah was engaged in conversation with a woman clad similarly in a robe. Franz also knew her.

Olivia.

The youngest “Archmage” from the Empire.

Even though it was a time of peace now, Franz understood better than anyone else the significance of the title of Archmage. Beings capable of manipulating thousands of lives with a single spell.

The Pope knew this fact as well, which was why he assigned him, one of the Four Knights, as a guard for the saint.

Both for protection and for monitoring purposes concerning the Imperial Archmage.

“You took quite a while, Lady Rebekah.”

“…I’m sorry, Franz.”

“While it’s good to help the poor, missing afternoon Mass renders it meaningless, don’t you think?”

Franz, about to say another word to Rebekah who had lowered her head deeply, paused.

-Before she became a saint, she was just a child.

It was because of what Olivia had told him a few days ago.

“…Okay.”

After hesitating for a moment, Franz spoke up.

“…Nevertheless, you did well.”

“…Pardon?”

“I mean, you finished earlier than last time.”


Seeing Rebekah widen her eyes, Franz’s eyebrows twitched.

He glanced briefly at Olivia.

Olivia possessed an impression as good and kind as Rebekah’s.

Of course, if she had only superficial looks, Franz wouldn’t have opened his heart to her.
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Rebekah took a deep breath, suppressing her disappointment.

It was time to say goodbye.

“That, Olivia-nim. We can still meet tomorrow…”

“Just a moment, Saint.”

Olivia interrupted.

“Sir Franz. How many minutes left until the mass starts?”

“About 3 minutes left.”

“Then can you spare just 1 minute? I need to talk about something important.”

Franz frowned.

“That’s not within my authority…”

“Franz.”

“Yes, Saint.”

“Just 1 minute.”

“…”

Silence ensued.

In the end, Rebekah prevailed.

“Just 1 minute.”

As Franz closed the door and left, Rebekah’s face lit up.

“What’s the matter?”

Olivia asked, stroking Rebekah’s head.

“Rebekah.”

“Yes?”

“My sister.”

“Huh, uh…?”

Rebekah blinked.

While she had referred to Olivia as her sister before, it was the first time the opposite had occurred.

Moreover, the use of ‘sister’ was only allowed during their service…

“Do you mind if I call you my sister?”

Rebekah closed her mouth and nodded hesitantly.

She didn’t mind.

No, she secretly wished for it.

But…

“It’s just… so sudden…”

“If you don’t like it.”

“Okay, I understand. If you don’t like it, there’s nothing I can do.”

Olivia withdrew her hand from Rebekah’s head. Unconsciously, Rebekah sighed.

“…”

Rebekah had countless thoughts in that moment.

There was nothing wrong with calling Olivia her sister.

But, if she did…

Clunk.

“Saint, it’s time to go.”

Franz opened the door and entered.

“We’re still…”

“No. Thank you for your precious time.”

Olivia said with a gentle smile.

“Saint.”

“…”

Rebekah stared seriously into space.

-My sister.

Olivia’s words kept swirling in her mind without rest. She couldn’t focus on the mass at all.

‘This has never happened before.’

The mass was a sacred ritual dedicated to the goddess. Being unable to concentrate and having other thoughts during such a ritual was disrespectful, but…

-Can you call me sister even in private?

That feeling was so sweet.

“…I should have just said I liked it.”

Such opportunities wouldn’t come again.

Rebekah’s brow gradually furrowed. It was such a tiny crack that even she didn’t notice, but it was there.

Of course, there were reasons for not allowing it.

As one holding the title of a Saint, not being able to call someone else familiarly was the first reason, and Olivia’s suggestion being too sweet was the second.

-Would you dislike it if I called you sister?

That was dangerously tempting.

Like something out of the demons’ realm.

“….”

Rebekah’s expression changed like that of someone frightened.

A demon, they said.

There were words unspeakable even in thought, let alone aloud.

Like just now.

Her heart thudded.

It felt like memories of the demon who took her parents’ lives were about to resurface.

-■■■■■.

She couldn’t recall what that was. Neither the face nor the surroundings came to mind.

But, if there was one thing she remembered.

“…The voice.”

A voice that sounded very kind, but listening to it felt like falling into a trap.

“No.”

Rebekah shook her head sideways. Olivia wasn’t that kind of person. She knew that from the countless conversations they had over the past few months.

It was a misunderstanding.

Certainly, it must be a misunderstanding.


“…I just asked. If it’s okay to call you sister.”

Rebekah pondered silently. No matter how much she thought about it, there was nothing wrong with Olivia’s words.

The problem lay with herself.

Thinking of someone as a demon just because of a few words.

“….”

As Rebekah organized her thoughts, the evening mass was already drawing to a close. The preacher’s voice echoed in the silent chapel.

“We’ll conclude today’s mass here. The ceremony will be conducted by the Saint today.”

“….”

“Saint?”

“….Ah.”

A startled sound escaped Rebekah’s lips.

All eyes focused on her for a moment. Rebekah’s throat felt dry.

Trying to maintain her composure as much as possible, Rebekah walked briskly towards the altar.

“Almighty Aither, today as we gather here….”

Rebekah recited the prayer with all her heart.

***

There was someone watching Rebekah from afar.

[You are currently observing ‘Saint Rebekah’.]

It was Olivia.

Above all else, the fact that Rebekah, who regarded the Mass as more important than anything else, couldn’t concentrate to that extent… meant the plan was effective.

A demon.

To Rebekah, the demon was not just an enemy in a simple religious sense but also the one who had taken her parents’ lives.

That was the main reason why Rebekah didn’t compromise with the demon.

So Olivia took on the role of the demon.

Because the only opponent Rebekah could truly be angry with was the demon.

Thorough evil.

Olivia had to become thoroughly evil to the extent that even Rebekah couldn’t forgive her in order to successfully overwrite her memory.

An alert popped up in front of Olivia.

[Remaining uses: 3 times]

“Isn’t this too much no matter how you look at it?”

It was really a tremendous advantage that the timer didn’t run during observation.

“And I can immediately detect Rebekah’s reaction.”

After observing the Mass for a few more minutes, Olivia turned away without hesitation. There was no point in staying here since she couldn’t meet Rebekah .

As Rebekah volunteered in the morning, most of her work was concentrated in the evening and early morning.

Of course, if Olivia wanted to meet, Rebekah would probably agree, but that would happen only once or twice at most.

Fulfilling the mission as a saint and meeting Olivia. It was already predetermined which one Rebekah would prioritize more.

It would be a big problem if she caused a rift for no reason.

It was fine for Olivia to play the villain here, but the problem was using Olivia, who belonged to the Annhiliation Ending, as a pair with herself.

Even if she faithfully performed the role of the villain on this side, it would be meaningless if Olivia’s favorability decreased.

Therefore, until Olivia became an indispensable part of Rebekah’s life like a family member, she had to be satisfied with just making a mark on her heart like now.

Beyond a simple sisterly relationship, when she became a spiritual pillar and entered the fence called family.

Revealing her aspect as a demon should come after that.

[Observation mood will end.]

-Remaining time: 1 minute 20 seconds

When Olivia released the observation not far from where Rebekah was located in the cathedral, the timer started again.

She could switch to observation mode three more times, but there was no reason to divide the remaining minute into three.

“It’s almost bedtime anyway.”

What information could she gain by observing a sleeping person?

Olivia stood still until the timer ran out.

[Clue #3 Memory of the Imperial year in 993]

-The time limit has ended.

When she opened her eyes again, she was inside the mossy repentance chamber.

As she slowly lowered her head, she saw Rebekah lying with her knees as a pillow.

Although she had been lying on the floor, it seemed she had rolled here alone while tossing and turning.

Olivia unconsciously reached out her hand to Rebekah’s face.

[You still cannot use the clue!]

-Today’s clue usage has been completed.

“…”

The surroundings were quiet. The sun had long set, and the only light was the candles illuminating the statue of the goddess.

Olivia hesitated for a moment. She was contemplating whether to push Rebekah aside or not.

“Just lying on the ground should suffice…”

Olivia’s gaze stopped precisely at the spot where the statue of the goddess stood. Surrounded by darkness, only the statue shone, giving off an eerie feeling of being watched.

“…I might just lose it.”

After already fainting once, what difference would it make to lie on the stone floor again?

But…

“Should I do a rehearsal in advance?”

Once the process of overwriting Rebekah’s memories was completed, there might be instances where she would kneel like this again, unable to show resistance as she did now.

Thinking of it as an investment for the future…

Olivia sighed.

It was her fate; she couldn’t help it.

And so, until morning light, Olivia allowed Rebekah to kneel.

.

.

.

.


Rebekah slowly lifted her eyelids.

She let out a big yawn before getting up. After a light wash, she quickly changed her nightwear into the vestments of a nun. She retrieved the scriptures she had read several times before, jotting down the prayers she would recite at evening mass.

Like someone who had repeated this routine for years.

With the dawn tasks completed, Rebekah wrapped herself in a thick robe and ventured outside.

Despite it being dawn, even in the midst of winter, the air was cold. However, she felt a divine energy enveloping her body, enough to endure.
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“Have you come, Saint?”

Franz encountered her in front of the cathedral’s main entrance. After exchanging formal greetings blessing the start of the day, they headed northwest.

As they moved towards the outskirts of the city, the roads grew narrower. Though the sun was rising beyond the horizon, this area on the outskirts remained as dark as night.

“Franz. Wait for me here again today.”

“Yes.”

Now, Rebekah walked alone. The alley grew narrower and darker as she proceeded.

How long had she been walking?

“Okay, next please.”

A familiar voice echoed from afar.

‘……’

As usual, Rebekah was captivated by Olivia, who arrived first to aid the poor.

It was because of what happened three days ago.

-You dislike it.

Since that day, Olivia had never uttered the word ‘sister’ even once. It seemed as though mentioning that word was impolite in itself.

“……”

Rebekah’s expression stiffened.

It was because she found herself feeling hurt, despite the fact that it was her own choice that led to this.

The human heart is so cunning.

“Are you here?”

Rebekah snapped back to reality suddenly.

Olivia had approached her without her noticing.

“Ah…”

“Are you okay? Is something wrong?”

“No, no! I’m fine!”

Seeing Olivia’s worried expression, Rebekah waved her hand.

“Really, there’s nothing wrong.”

“……”

There was a brief silence.

“Rebekah.”

Olivia whispered softly.

Feeling the pleasant warmth of her words, Rebekah involuntarily trembled.

“……”

Without a word, Olivia gently stroked Rebekah’s head a few times.

It was warm.

“By any chance, do you remember what I said a few days ago?”

“W-what…what did you say?”

“You know.”

Olivia’s voice was very kind yet dangerous.

Like hundreds of venomous snakes whispering and piercing the ears.

“Can you allow it this time?”

It was the same situation as last time.

It felt like being lured into a trap.

It wasn’t a misconception.

Rebekah’s throat tightened.

Olivia’s blue eyes were saying that this was truly the last chance.

‘No, I can’t.’

She mustn’t accept it.

However, even knowing that, Rebekah couldn’t take her eyes off.

If she didn’t accept now, it felt like she wouldn’t be called ‘sister’ until the day she died.

After much deliberation, Rebekah slowly opened her mouth.

“I… I’ll allow it.”

“Well done. My sister.”

Olivia embraced Rebekah.

“Oh, oh…”

The embrace was so sweet.

Olivia looked down at Rebekah in her arms.

[Rebekah]

-Level: 93

-Affection: 72

-Occupation: Saint

-Titles: Faithful One, Renegade, Illuminator of Darkness

With just that one word, her affection increased by a whopping 20.

“It worked.”

The calculation was effective.

If she had proposed something too big from the start, Rebekah would have refused.

But what Olivia proposed was just the word ‘sister.’

For some, it might just be a device to show friendship, but for Rebekah, who longed for family, it held a very special meaning.

And this was the result.

As if hugging a newly bought blanket, Olivia cautiously opened her mouth towards Rebekah who nestled her face into her embrace.

“Rebekah.”

“Yes.”

Instead of speaking, Olivia gestured around with her gaze.

Countless beggars were staring at Rebekah intently.

“Ah!”

Surprised, Rebekah blushed deeply and lowered her head.

Though it was a bit awkward situation, fortunately, no one noticed Rebekah’s true identity.

If they had, they wouldn’t have just stared blankly like that.

“Can you please let me go now?”

“Oh, I’m… I’m sorry.”


Rebekah’s face was drained of color.

“Well, um. This isn’t really like me…”

“I know. I know what kind of person my sister is.”

Rebekah’s face brightened at the reappearance of the word ‘sister.’ But her expression quickly turned confused.

Her heart must be fluttering.

The resonance of the word ‘sister’ must have been much stronger than she expected.

Because to her, the only family left was an invisible goddess in her eyes.

From this point on, the paths of Olivia and Rebekah diverge within the  Annhiliation Ending.

Even within  Annhiliation Ending, Rebekah often referred to Olivia as her sister. However, Olivia had never called Rebekah her sister.

There was no reason for her to do so.

Therefore, while Rebekah liked Olivia, it was only as an object of admiration.

But if her attitude were to change like this?

“A mere object of admiration will become something more.”

Of course, this was possible because Rebekah was young. No matter how heavy a burden she carried, no matter how noble her ideals were, in the end, she was just a child.

Moreover, she was a child who had never truly felt the love of a family.

After all, when a creature called a human has its deficiencies fulfilled, it cannot muster the courage to return to its former state.

Even adults find it difficult, so could Rebekah endure it?

So far, she might have been able to endure it well, having never experienced it before…

“But will she be able to do so in the future?”

Because she was the only one who called her sister.

Suddenly, a Demon came to mind.

Asmodeus, the Great demon who ruled the northern underworld.

What Olivia was about to do was strikingly similar to Asmodeus’s.

First, she fulfills the lacking parts.

Without any cost.

And she hides the fact that she is a demon. Those who first meet Asmodeus never refuse her offer when she appears disguised as a nun.

Despite knowing there’s something fishy, they accept it for now, knowing they have nothing to lose.

“Accepting the fact itself is a trap.”

Asmodeus endlessly fulfills what the other desires.

Even if it takes months or years, she does not rush. She was a Great demon who could endure eternity for a moment of pleasure.

As the lacking parts are fulfilled one by one, Asmodeus becomes indispensable to them.

When they become so happy that they cannot be any happier, Asmodeus reveals her true nature as a demon.

And she takes away everything she had fulfilled.

Of course, it’s more like ‘repossessing’ than taking away, but most humans cannot bear it and fall apart.

Just like billionaires who become homeless and choose to commit suicide.

It’s at that moment that Asmodeus reveals herself and proposes a ‘contract.’

An extremely unfair contract asking for the soul in return for what was ‘taken’ back.

There is no one who doesn’t know that the contract is unfair. However, there is also no one who can refuse the contract.

What Olivia was about to do wasn’t much different from Asmodeus’s.

That’s why it was called ‘acting like a demon.’

[Remaining Time: 6 minutes 20 seconds]

With about 6 minutes left, Olivia switched to observation mode.

[Currently observing ‘Saint Rebekah’]

-Switchable times: 4

Her sight floated away.

‘Olivia’ stared into space for a few seconds before continuing as if nothing had happened.

The appearance felt somewhat mechanical. It wasn’t strange.

“I used to be like that when I was being eliminated.”

Elimination was never possible without moving mechanically.

“Olivia,” she said.

-It hasn’t even been a week, and you’re injured again?

Relieving poverty wasn’t her role.

-So, where does it hurt?

Taking on tasks worthy of earning Rebekah’s respect wasn’t her thing either.

But.

[Observation mode ending.]

[Remaining time: 6 minutes 19 seconds]

Vision returned to normal.

She stopped Rebekah as she was about to finish volunteering and stand up.

“Why, why are you doing this?”

“Just stay as you are.”

Olivia kneeled and matched eye level with Rebekah. Unlike before, there were no judging eyes this time. So she could gently stroke her.

“…”

“Good job.”

Rebekah’s pupils dilated as if breathless.

“Doing this kind of thing every day without any reward, it’s really amazing.”

“…Th-thank you, Olivia.”

“You can call me sister.”

The moment she heard that voice, Rebekah thought.

“Yes…sister.”

If this were a dream, she wished not to wake up.

Watching various emotions swirling in Rebekah’s eyes, Olivia murmured silently in her heart.

Her gaze immediately lifted upwards.

[Switching to observation mode.]

[Remaining observation sessions: 3]

Calling Rebekah ‘sister.’

[Remaining observation sessions: 2]


Gently stroking Rebekah’s head.

[Remaining observation sessions: 1]

Hugging Rebekah affectionately as if she’s adorable, praising her with full affection.

[Remaining observation sessions: 0]

All the things that raised Rebekah’s threshold of happiness had to originate solely from her.
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[Remaining Time: 00 minutes 54 seconds]

None of Olivia’s actions had harmed Rebekah in any way.

At least not yet.

[Time limit reached.]

Olivia spent another day in the penitentiary.

***

It was already the third memory.

[Clue #3]

[Memory of January, Imperial Year 993]

[Time Limit: 20 minutes 00 seconds]

“……”

Sense.

Rebekah, whom she met again, was gauging her reaction.

This time, it wasn’t a slum. It seemed to be a restaurant inside a cathedral.

“Is it lunchtime?”

On Rebekah’s plate were bread with salt, a little water, and some juniper berries.

It seemed like it was ration period.

As Olivia tore into her bread, whenever their eyes met, Rebekah subtly averted her gaze.

Olivia quickly caught onto the reason.

To a young girl, six days could feel unbearably long.

Olivia smiled inwardly.

“Fasting for a week is nothing.”

During the past six days, Olivia could guess how she treated Rebekah.

“Miss Olivia. Yesterday, I prayed to Lord Aether…”

There’s no sin in seeking praise.

There’s no sin in wanting to be called a sister.

Since there would be no problem even if she begged, Rebekah was openly expressing her desires.

And ‘Olivia’ would have responded appropriately to Rebekah’s words.

Yes, just ‘responded.’

She wouldn’t have used affectionate terms like ‘sister’ or given affectionate praise.

How could she know?

“Because I played it that way.”

Leaning forward, Olivia whispered quietly enough for only Rebekah to hear.

“Would you like me to praise you?”

“……”

Rebekah couldn’t answer immediately.

She must have felt embarrassed for revealing her true feelings.

It took a few seconds before Rebekah spoke up.

“……Yes.”

A faint smile appeared on Olivia’s lips.

Good.

This was a very good sign. It meant Rebekah already relied on her this much.

‘Will it be twice in the future? Or just once?’

Olivia’s long fingers delicately sliced through the bread.

It was to draw Rebekah in more, to keep her yearning.

As Olivia watched Rebekah swallow dryly, lost in thought.

When would be the most effective time to reveal the ‘Demon’?

“Or… right now?”

Olivia picked up a piece of bread with her fork and put it in her mouth.

It should have just tasted salty at most, so why did it feel so sweet?

The calculation was complete.

“Rebekah.”

Olivia licked her lips and spoke.

“Shall we… meet later tonight?”

“…Tonight?”

“Yeah. Tonight.”

Olivia’s pupils transformed like a snake with its prey in front. It sent shivers down Rebekah’s spine to meet those eyes.

Was it possible for the atmosphere to change so suddenly without any warning?

At least as far as Rebekah knew, it was impossible.

Unconsciously, Rebekah stumbled over her words.

“W-where…?”

“Yeah. Where should we meet? I haven’t thought that far ahead… somewhere with a nice atmosphere, right?”

Gulp.

Her throat bobbed nervously. Rebekah tried to hide her surprised expression as she glanced around. There were over dozens of people nearby, but not a single one seemed to be looking their way.

‘… … ‘I was the only one who felt it?’

Rebekah felt confused. The air was so tense it was almost suffocating. It didn’t make sense that nobody else felt it.

Unless they were specifically targeting only her.

“…sister?”

“Hm? What is it?”

“…Isn’t it too quiet around here?”

Instead of answering, Olivia placed her chin in her hands, her fingers forming a steeple. Her eyes traced the lines.

“Well, I don’t really know.”

Olivia’s face was unfamiliar. There was no trace of her usual calm demeanor.

She seemed like a different person.

Rebekah swallowed nervously, staring into Olivia’s eyes.

“…You’re Olivia unnie, right?”

“Why suddenly ask that?”

There was one thing for certain.

It wasn’t the face of someone who didn’t know what they were saying.


The same eyes as before.

The same tone.

Her heart pounded.

Rebekah lowered her head. Despite pretending to be calm as she reached for the knife, her trembling hands caused the breadcrumbs to scatter everywhere.

“They’re all over the place.”

Suddenly, Olivia reached out and touched Rebekah’s chin.

“Here.”

It was chilling.

Rebekah, suppressing the urge to run away immediately, spoke as casually as possible.

“What did you want to talk about?”

“Well… I haven’t thought about that yet. Oh, it’s here.”

Olivia’s mouth smiled, but her eyes didn’t.

Rebekah’s spine tingled.

“Or shall we think about it now? Where to meet tonight, what to talk about. Deciding what snacks to eat is also fine.”

“I, I’m a bit busy tonight…”

“Why? What’s going on tonight?”

Nothing.

It was customary during the period of fasting not to offer dawn prayers.

Of course, this was a custom that only priests knew about…

Olivia’s gaze was not that of a stranger.

“…”

Rebekah couldn’t speak until her back was damp with cold sweat.

“Rebekah.”

“Yes, Olivia.”

“Call me ‘Unnie.'”

“Um, yes, Unnie.”

Olivia asked again.

“So, can you meet me tonight or not?”

Rebekah’s pupils trembled like aspen leaves. The sound of her heartbeat echoed in her ears.

She had met all kinds of people in her life. Grotesque murderers, kings who ruled entire nations… Even when she met them, she hadn’t trembled. But now, she was shaking like a mouse in front of a cat.

Why?

Rebekah questioned herself.

No matter how much she thought about it, she couldn’t understand why she was so afraid.

“I, I…”

Thunk.

At that moment, there was the sound of armor clinking behind her. It was Franz, the knight with a magnificent beard.

He walked towards this direction, holding an empty bowl.

“Ah, you two. Here you are,” Franz said, looking at Olivia.

“Does it suit your taste buds?”

“F-Fran…”

Just as Rebekah was about to warn, the tense atmosphere dissipated.

It felt like a sudden release of tension.

Rebekah took a short breath and turned her head abruptly.

There, Olivia was smiling as if nothing had happened.

In a different context, it sent shivers down her spine.

“It’s much tastier than our food at the shrine. All they serve there are greasy things.”

“Oh-ho, is that so? I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

Rebekah couldn’t comprehend the current situation.

The atmosphere now was peaceful in itself.

It felt as if just a few seconds ago they were standing at the edge of a cliff.

Was it all a misconception?

Was the terror just now, a misconception?

Rebekah brought her hand to her chest. Her heart was racing.

“Oh, Olivia.”

“Yes, what is it, Saint?”

“Ah… it’s nothing.”

It wasn’t a misconception.

It felt completely different from just a moment ago.

It felt like ‘returning to normal,’ as if.

Rebekah’s pupils faintly shook.

“Excuse me, but may I interrupt your conversation for a moment?”

“It’s fine by me.”

Franz turned his head to look at Rebekah. He was seeking permission.

“Oh, of course, Franz. Naturally.”

“Thank you.”

Franz sat down next to Rebekah. Normally, it might have been quite awkward, but at least for this moment, it was reassuringly otherwise.

A brief silence ensued.

Franz was the first to speak.

“Olivia, how long do you plan to stay in the kingdom?”

“I don’t have a definite plan… but perhaps until the end of this year?”

“It’s January now, though?”

Olivia nodded as if she already knew.

“Saint, you want to get closer to her, right?”

The brooch pinned on Olivia’s chest glimmered gold. It was the symbol of the Archmage, the Omnisphere.


It was a means of appeal.

Suggesting that if someone of her caliber were to get close to the Saint, wouldn’t it benefit the kingdom?

“Of course, I understand what you’re worried about.”

Franz was one of the top-ranked Holy Knights, a member of the 4 Knights. It was definitely a significant waste of resources for someone of his level to be guarding the Saint for several months.

“I’m glad you understand. In that case, the conversation will proceed quickly.”
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Franz spoke with as much humility as possible.

“I would appreciate it if you could set aside a separate time for me to meet with the saint in the future.”

Keep the meetings, but adjust the time.

This is already a significant concession from the Empire.

But the other party was Olivia.

“That’s difficult.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t feel satisfied with meeting the saint for only thirty minutes a day. Instead, I have a better suggestion.”

“What suggestion do you have?”

Olivia glanced subtly at Rebekah.

“I heard that the saint has a very special ability. She can discern falsehoods. Is that correct?”

“…”

“Saint?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

Rebekah certainly had such an ability. However, unless it was a special case, she did not use it, as using the ability itself was evidence of distrust towards the other party.

“I swear I won’t harm the saint in any way. You can determine whether this oath is true or false right here.”

“That’s not enough.”

It was Franz.

“If that were enough, we would have made the proposal first.”

“Do you mean that truth alone is not enough to trust?”

“Unfortunately, yes.”

It was a clear rejection, but Olivia seemed unfazed.

“Then let’s swear by mana.”

“…Pardon?”

Before Franz could properly respond, Olivia swore by mana.

“I, Olivia, swear not to harm Rebekah in any way.”

A blue energy surged in the air, transforming into shackles that clasped Olivia’s heart.

“Is that enough?”

“…Huh.”

Olivia chuckled.

“Go and tell Holy Pope. Olivia, the Archmage, will never touch the saint after today.”

Franz wore a defeated expression.

The weight of a mana oath.

It was more than the mindset of devotion that paladins had when serving their gods.

Although neglecting to serve the gods wouldn’t incur punishment, breaking a mana oath meant losing everything.

With Olivia going this far, there was no pretext for them to refuse Rebekah and Olivia’s meeting on their side.

Franz silently looked at Olivia, nodded, and stood up from his seat.

“…Understood for now. Thank you for your time.”

Although he said that, it was already a foregone conclusion that someone other than the Four Knights would be Rebekah’s escort.

A paladin of a slightly lower rank than the Four Knights.

Only the two of them were left at the table.

Rebekah hesitated for a moment, then suddenly stood up from her seat.

“I, I’ll leave now. Enjoy your meal.”

Instead of escorting Rebekah, Olivia spoke in a subtle voice, placing her hand on her back.

“Come to the backyard of the cathedral at midnight tonight.”

Rebekah froze for a moment, took a quick breath, and swiftly walked away.

“I’m not going.”

There was no need to listen.

Time was needed to gather thoughts, whether Olivia was playing a prank on her or whatever.

Honestly, it was a bit scary.

The memories of that day kept overlapping with Olivia’s.

Rebekah wanted to get out of the church as soon as possible.

But the next moment, a fierce energy emanated from Olivia’s whole body.

“If you don’t come… are you going to lose me again like last time?”

At those words, Rebekah’s body stiffened. While she could ignore everything else, she couldn’t just brush off that statement.

“What did you just say…!”

But when Rebekah turned her head, Olivia was already gone.

“Lose again?”

After Olivia disappeared, Rebekah stood there blankly for a while.

Among the clergy, it was well known that Rebekah had lost her parents.

However, only a handful knew how Rebekah’s parents had died.

At most, it was the four knights and the Pope.

But Olivia spoke as if she knew the details, as if she knew the truth that could only be known if she had been there at that moment.

Rebekah’s hand trembled.

But it wasn’t fear, it was anger.

“…!”

Only then did she realize why she had been frightened when she saw Olivia just now. It was because the fear from that day, buried deep in her subconscious, had resurfaced.

No matter how much she thought about it, there was no other possibility.

“…When did it start?”

This place was blessed by the Goddess of Light, Aether.

No matter how powerful a demon, let alone the Four Great Demons who ruled the Demon Realm, it was impossible for them to manifest in the sanctity.

They would instantly burn and perish.

But Olivia didn’t burn.

“Which means…”

The demon hadn’t completely taken over Olivia’s mind.

Glancing at the clock, Rebekah bit her lip and headed towards the Vatican.

***

[You are currently observing ‘Saint Rebekah’.]

[Remaining observation count: 4]


I was worried she might see through the act, but fortunately, Rebekah fell for it without a hitch.

From the moment she sat in the restaurant to teleporting outside.

Excluding the transition made midway for the purpose of refreshing the atmosphere, Olivia’s performance was consistent from start to finish. This includes swearing to Mana.

“Now we just have to wait until midnight?”

There’s roughly 10 minutes left of the remaining time.

It was barely enough time to change someone’s perception, but it was ample time to encourage someone who had gained their own conviction.

-Sister? What’s going on here?

-Your Holiness, I have a question.

It seems like she came here to meet the Pope, not to go to the Vatican.

Rebekah’s face was filled with certainty.

She was confident that the Pope could resolve the current situation.

Olivia decided to observe the situation a little closer now.

“A question?”

“Yes. I have something I want to ask about… the devil.”

The Pope, who was reading the scriptures, flinched. He put down his magnifying glass and stared at Rebekah intently. It was a warm gaze, like that of a grandfather looking at his granddaughter.

“Rebekah .”

“Yes, Your Holiness.”

“I believe you’ve thought long and hard about saying that.”

Rebekah nodded.

“But before that, I have a few questions. Did the Imperial Archmage instigate this?”

“No.”

“Then what did they say to you, Sister?”

“Nothing of the sort.”

The Pope looked surprised.

“So did you come here entirely of your own will?”

“Yes.”

The Pope’s pupils dilated slightly at that statement.

He looked at Rebekah much more seriously than before.

“Then now, I want to ask. Do you truly want to know the whole story of that day?”

“Yes. I do.”

The Pope turned to the Paladin standing by.

“Johan Kyeong.”

“Yes, Your Holiness.”

“Hand the parchment to the Saint.”

“……Yes.”

John handed over the worn parchment.

“This is…”

“Please, read it.”

Rebekah slowly read the writing on the parchment from top to bottom. It was some sort of report. When and where events had occurred, and how many people had died.

[Deaths: 142, Survivors: 1]

-A large amount of magic presumed to be from the Great Demon Asmodeus identified.

-The lone survivor is a 4-year-old girl, currently under protection in the cathedral.

“The young girl mentioned there is likely you, Saint.”

“……”

Rebekah remained silent. More accurately, it would be correct to say she was too shocked to speak.

“Is this all?”

“Unfortunately, yes. By the time John arrived at the scene, the situation was already over.”

“How… how did I survive?”

The Pope let out a shallow sigh.

“You had the protection of Aether.”

Surviving alone amidst the deaths of all her relatives couldn’t simply be attributed to protection, but Rebekah was able to awaken her divine power subconsciously to survive.

It was tremendous divine power, enough to repel the Great Demon.

“So, that demon…”

“Yes. Asmodeus couldn’t be eradicated.”

“Then… does that mean he will return someday?”

“Yes. But there’s no need to worry. This land is blessed by Aether, no matter how powerful a demon, they can’t invade here.”

Rebekah couldn’t focus on the Pope’s words.

Her tongue felt parched.

-Will I lose everything again like last time?

Her head spun.

“Saint? Are you alright?”

“……”

Blood seeped from Rebekah’s fist.

For the first time in her life, she was genuinely furious.

Why did demons trample on human emotions so mercilessly?

“Rebekah!”

A firm voice.

A tang of blood.

Rebekah snapped back to her senses.

“…I’m sorry. I showed disgrace.”

The Pope wore a stern expression. It was the face of someone who had expected this outcome.

“We’ll stop here for today. I’ll inform the bishop, you can just rest for the day.”

Rebekah  couldn’t refuse the Pope’s kindness. She knew better than anyone that in her current state, she couldn’t properly conduct a Mass.

She needed time to control her emotions.

“…Thank you for your consideration.”

Rebekah headed straight to the cathedral. It seemed she couldn’t endure without relying on God; she spent several hours in deep prayer without even drinking water.

.

.

“Saint, it’s almost midnight.”

“…How much time is left?”

“About 10 minutes.”


Rebekah finally woke up.

Seeing her exhausted face, the priests couldn’t help but wear sympathetic expressions.

“Thank you for letting me know.”
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“Are you going to sleep now?”

Rebekah paused for a moment, her face shrouded in darkness as the moonlight was obscured by the leaves.

“I’m going for a walk for a bit.”

***

Rebekah had spent several months with Olivia. However, it didn’t mean they were as close from the beginning as they were now.

It wasn’t as if she had taken on the role of a saint for a day or two, and who would come seeking refuge in the Congo alone?

Naturally, she kept her distance at first. But as days turned into weeks and weeks into months, Rebekah gradually became interested in Olivia.

It was hard not to notice her, coming out at earlier hours to help the poor.

At first, she was surprised to learn that Olivia wasn’t a priest but a wizard, and she was even more surprised to hear that she wasn’t just an ordinary wizard but a grand one.

When she first saw Olivia without her robe, she could almost mistake her for a goddess of beauty. Except back then, it was sunlight illuminating Olivia’s face, and now it was moonlight.

Olivia spoke, “Am I late?”

“Get out of your body right now.” Rebekah replied.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. How do I get out of my body?”

[‘Saint Rebekah’ is using ‘False Insight’.]

-Your words are ‘false’.

Olivia grinned.

Indeed, if she had gone to such lengths, she might have used that ability.

“…Come out right now.”

“What if I don’t?”

Instead of replying, Rebekah spread white flames at the tips of her fingers.

The holy fire that burns evil.

Rebekah’s eyes were resolute.

It was the face of someone who had made up their mind. Even if Olivia suffered a little, she would kill the demon lurking within her.

But Olivia’s face showed no fear at all.

“Rebekah.”

“Don’t call my name with that filthy mouth.”

“If you don’t like it, what should I call you? Little saint? Hmm, that sounds awkward. Then… little sister?”

Tsssssh!

The flames suddenly doubled in size.

Rebekah was clearly shaken.

It might have been a thought befitting a demon to play with a child’s mind, but there was no other way. Survival demanded it.

With a laugh, Olivia suddenly stepped towards Rebekah and grabbed her hands.

“Kkuh…!”

Rebekah desperately tried to pull her hands away, but the flames instantly transferred to Olivia’s body.

Surprisingly, though, the holy fire couldn’t burn Olivia.

“You can’t kill me with that.”

Rebekah’s pupils trembled at Olivia’s nonchalant gesture of brushing off the flames.

To think the holy fire was ineffective. Just how high was her caliber?

“You’re afraid, little one.”

“Grrr…”

“That’s why you’re so afraid, isn’t it? Can you protect this child from me?”

Sharp ice spears emerged behind Olivia. Olivia grasped one of the stakes and then lowered my arm.

Swoosh.

Blood flowed mercilessly.

“I have a proposal. Of course, you can refuse. But… if you do, this child will die.”

Rebekah gnashed her teeth.

There was no choice.

“What do you want?”

At that, Olivia smiled cynically.

“Make sure no one knows of my existence. Including the owner of this body.”

Rebekah swallowed her saliva secretly.

She was just convinced by the statement.

That damn demon hadn’t completely eroded Olivia’s mind yet.

“Is that all?”

“Yes.”

“How do I trust you?”

“Don’t trust me. It’s only going to harm you anyway. Plan to destroy me, do whatever you want. But make sure others don’t know.”

Rebekah glared at Olivia with sharp eyes.

But that was it.

Olivia glanced at the status window.

[Remaining time: 00 minutes 05 seconds]

It was close. She had to finish it slowly.

“Remember. This is a game. Whether you save it or I devour it.”

The next moment, Olivia fell into Rebekah’s arms.

***

As negotiations with the Eastern Union progressed, Galdur couldn’t shake off the feeling that something was wrong.

The conditions presented by the Eastern Union were the monopoly rights to all maritime trade routes in the east. That alone was more than enough, but to demand reparations on top of that was simply unacceptable.

“Have you seen such lunatics?”

“I don’t understand what they’re thinking!”

The enraged staff officers were in heated debate. Despite the Empire needing to bend and enter this negotiation, there was no need to bend this much.

It would be less damaging to start a war.

“One thing’s for sure, if we accept this negotiation, the Empire will suffer irreparable damage.”

Galdur chewed on his lip at the conclusion drawn by the staff.

Despite the negotiations being conducted directly by the staff officers, Galdur was the overall responsible party on paper.

If the negotiation were to go through, Galdur would be recorded as a traitor to the Empire, and if not, he would be recorded as the lunatic who started the war.

“Get to know what that madman, the King of magic, is thinking. I can’t imagine that’s the attitude of someone who wants to negotiate.”

The biggest reason for the faltering negotiations was, of course, the King of magic, Ashe Baltar.

Insisting that negotiations couldn’t be held with Wizards, they had finally brought in the Duke of Kiel, only for him to demand ridiculous things like, “Give us the monopoly rights to eastern maritime trade.”

As much as Galdur wanted to shove it down their throats, when the Duke of Kiel backed off, he had no choice as a lower-ranking noble.


But now even that Kiel was absent.

“Galdur, should we bring the Duke back? The fourth negotiation is about to take place.”

“Leave me alone.”

” Yes?”

Galdur let out a chuckle.

“You’ll handle it well on your own.”

‘This is why knights… resort to fleeing because they can’t handle my temperament.’

Honestly, Galdur hoped Kiel would cause some trouble.

So he’d receive less blame.

If the empire was going to fall, it would be the knights’ doing…

-Tower Lord.

At the sound from the void, Galdur reflexively rose from his seat.

-How are negotiations progressing?

The face that came to mind behind the crystal ball was Galdur’s lord, 2nd Prince Edward.

Galdur, taken aback, quickly showed respect and queried his staff.

Edward was the one who secured support from the Council of wizards. Apart from the Gold Tower directly under the Emperor, the Council of wizards included all towers, making it the largest group of wizards on the continent.

Edward, beyond the crystal, seemed pleased. It was unimaginable that he, who had been continually depressed under the shadow of the 1st Prince, could be so cheerful.

“To be frank, it’s not going well.”

-Is it because of Mikabel’s barbarians? Did he present unreasonable conditions?

“…Yes. How did you know?”

Edward laughed aloud. Galdur had never seen him so happy.

-We had some help.

“Help? Did you persuade the knights?”

-No, it’s not that. Let me give you a hint; it’s someone from the royal family.

Galdur’s expression changed at the mention of the royal family.

There were few who could be considered part of the royal family. The Emperor and Empress, the 1st and 2nd Princes, and…

“Surely you’re talking about the Princess?”

-That’s right.

Galdur’s expression became strange at Edward’s words. It was a good thing if it was the support of an ordinary princess, but if it was the support of Aria and not someone else, the story was a little different.

Aria, due to her unique character, was popular among commoners but unknowingly shunned by the nobles.

Because she lacked the bloodline of the royal family.

Perhaps she wasn’t very bright.

‘It would be fortunate if the nobles didn’t oppose it.’

But Edward couldn’t possibly be unaware of that simple fact.

Galdur instinctively sensed that something more was hidden.

-Aria, that girl was hiding her abilities. I never thought she’d have Duke Krappen, under her command!

“…You mean Kraven?”

Among the four major dukedoms, one of them was Kraven.

Through steady trade with the western warlords, they amassed wealth to an extent unmatched by other families.

Due to their strong regional identity, they were famous for refraining from involvement in the perilous succession struggles of the royal court.

“Is that true? How on earth…”

For hundreds of years, countless heirs had appealed to Kraven for support, yet Kraven never intervened in succession struggles.

But that had now changed.

-I don’t know. But what’s important is that this secures support from one of the Four Duke family for us. It also means we won’t lag behind in power struggles with our peers anymore!

Originally, the Crouch family, who supported the Second Prince, had to align with the First Prince due to the decline and fall of the Crouch family after the incident with Princess Catherine. However, with the support of the Kraven family, there would be no further issues.

-If you negotiate well, everything will be in our favor.

Galdur involuntarily swallowed.

The pressure on his shoulders became immensely heavier compared to just a moment ago.

“I will do my best, Your Highness Edward.”

-Ah, and there’s one more thing. You might find this interesting.

“Please, tell me.”

-If those barbarians become a problem, go to Ikhail’s Wavecatcher and tell them we’ll protect Ikail’s waters on better terms than the Eastern Union.

“…What?”

Ikail’s Wavecatcher is notorious for their ferocity.

Their sunken ships numbered in the hundreds.

Calling them Wavecatchers was akin to calling them overlords of the sea.

-Hahaha. Just as I thought, you’re a bit hesitant?

“Who said that?”

-Aria. That child.

“Did Her Highness say that?”

For a moment, Galdur was dumbfounded.

Did the princess really believe that a few words could sway the heart of a Wavecatcher?

-But still, there’s no harm in trying. Aria, that child, is smarter than she appears. She’s hidden her abilities so well until now that even His Majesty, I, and… our peers were quite surprised.

“…Is that so?”

-If that child had intervened in the succession struggle, it would have caused quite a headache.

If Edward thought so, then Aria’s abilities were as proven as anything else.

But Galdur’s expression still seemed puzzled.

‘How did they convince Kraven then?’

Even the current Emperor, called the Iron Blood, couldn’t persuade the Kraven family before ascending the throne.

But Galdur soon chuckled.

If it’s not coincidence but skill, why did they hide such remarkable abilities until now?

-Anyway, if the negotiations falter, try going to Ikhail once.

As Galdur nodded absentmindedly, Edward spoke in an eerie tone.

-It seems Wavecatcher values only Ikhail. Not the Kingdom of Canis.

***

Since Olivia collapsed, Rebekah had observed her every day without fail.

She stayed by her side all day, reading scriptures, openly giving blessings, and even obtaining permission from the Pope under the pretext of evangelizing to bring her into the sanctity. But there was no progress.


Olivia was clearly human.

“Rebekah? Isn’t it time to tell me what’s going on?”

Rebekah remained silent.

Though the Demon inside Olivia was dormant for now, she couldn’t predict when it might emerge and slit Olivia’s throat.

If Olivia were to be harmed by her own mistake, Rebekah feared she could never forgive herself.
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-This is a match. Will you save or will I devour?

The devil said so, clearly.

No matter how much of a demon he was, it was undoubtedly difficult to erode the mind of a human who was at the level of a grand wizard.

So, you’ll probably lose your body and just parasitize your mind.

It was that moment.

“Warm up.”

In an instant, along with the chilling of the touch, the atmosphere became grim.

Rebekah, gnawing on this, pushed Olivia away.

That darn face.

It was him.

[‘Saint Rebekah’ triggers ‘False Insight’!]

[‘Saint Rebekah’ uses ‘Holy Barrier’!]

An enormous amount of sacred power rose around Rebekah.

The raw enemy made her whole body sting. However, perhaps considering the surrounding gazes, the sacred power was precisely targeting Olivia.

Rebekah opened her mouth as if chewing.

“…Asmodeus.”

In response to those words, Olivia simply replied with a laugh. There was no need to explain when the misconception was being taken care of.

“Have you made any progress during this time?”

Rebekah stepped back, wary of Olivia.

Demons are creatures that exploit emotional gaps.

According to the investigation, he was the most malicious among such demons.

‘You must not be agitated.’

He hadn’t shown himself for over ten days.

That meant one thing.

‘He’s also withering away.’

Without piercing Olivia’s strong will…

“I’ve been here. Progress. I can control it to some extent now.”

“…Progress?”

“Don’t pretend you dont know.”

Before Rebekah could say anything, Olivia flicked her finger.

[Currently observing ‘Saint Rebekah’.]

With the sudden change in atmosphere, Rebekah’s face visibly stiffened.

There were no words, but just by looking at her eyes, it was clear.

The person in front of her was undoubtedly…

[Observation terminated.]

“How is it?”

“…!”

For a brief moment, one word dominated Rebekah’s mind.

Again, again, again…

Once more, the demon adorned a chilling smile.

“Can you rescue her?”

In an instant, the surroundings were engulfed in silence.

“…”

Not dropping her face filled with sadness and helplessness to the ground was Rebekah’s last remaining dignity.

The Great Demon. Rebekah knew well the weight of that word. The absolute rulers of the demon realm, who had accumulated immense power for hundreds, thousands of years. No matter how powerful Olivia was as a grand wizard, there was no possibility of winning against a Great Demon who had lived for thousands of years.

Ultimately, the outcome was predetermined. No one was unaware of that fact.

However…

“Unni is strong!”

Rebekah spoke as if spitting blood.

As a servant of God, she simply couldn’t acknowledge that fact.

“I won’t yield to a demon like you!”

Even if everyone turned their backs, they had to believe in Olivia as much as themselves.

Olivia’s eyebrows slightly raised and stopped. It wasn’t acting. It was genuine confusion.

“I believe in Olivia unni.”

“……”

A determined will evident even in teary eyes.

Olivia gazed at the young saint for a long time.

According to the plan, Rebekah became a demon, but it felt far dirtier than expected. It felt like blatant carnage would have been better.

“Saint.”

But she couldn’t stop.

She had to become thoroughly a demon.

The more her memory of herself as a demon grew, the more her present self would become a pitiful sacrifice.

That way, the Olivia in reality might forgive her.

Instead of opening her mouth, Olivia clenched her fist and glared at Rebekah . At first glance, it seemed like anger at the situation not going as planned, but it was actually to give Rebekah time to calm down.

Rebekah crying.

“Shut up…!”

Her heart felt crushed.

“You can’t defeat Olivia unni. Asmodeus. Just by seeing how you’ve been completely overwhelmed by Olivia unni, losing your identity and only clinging to your sanity, anyone can tell!”

“I understand one thing. You don’t know anything.”

“I’m not finished yet!”

Rebekah shouted as if spitting blood.

“You’ve chosen the wrong opponent! You have no idea how amazing unni is! For centuries, there hasn’t been a magician superior to her, and there never will be!”

No matter how much of a genius, facing Asmodeus alone was impossible.

The strongest among the four rulers of the demon realm.

There was no way Olivia could handle Asmodeus, the de facto second-in-command of the demon realm.

Rebekah’s outburst was probably because she knew that fact more acutely than anyone else.

“And I will… I will definitely… make me regret it.”

“Is that possible?”

Rebekah lifted her head. She engraved Olivia’s white hair fluttering in the night breeze, her eyes more beautiful than sapphires, her graceful eyelashes, and her fair skin into her memory as if seeing them for the last time.


“Hmm.”

Rebekah’s voice was cold.

“It’s because of me that you’ve delved into Olivia unni’s mind, right?”

“Why would you think that?”

“When I was young, you tried to kill me. But you couldn’t. So I was your only failure. Throughout your life of over thousands of years, where you controlled everything according to your will, I was the only trophy you couldn’t claim.”

“……”

Olivia quietly listened to Rebekah’s words.

[“Saint Rebekah” is using “False Insight.”]

The moment you respond, the lie will be exposed.

“It must have been a huge humiliation for a demon like you. To be bested by a mere four-year-old child. That’s why you tried to infiltrate my side, even risking exposure.”

That’s why I couldn’t intervene.

Rebekah shouted as if in a tantrum.

“So that’s why you chose Olivia. Because Olivia is the most precious to me! She’s my only family! If I chose her, I knew it would shake you!”

Precious person.

Olivia suddenly wanted to see herself in the mirror. She was curious about what expression she was making.

One thing was certain, she wouldn’t be smiling.

Rebekah resorted to the demon. She cried out bitterly.

“But you chose the wrong person! You, a demon, would never understand how far I can sacrifice for the one I love!”

“…Sacrifice?”

All Olivia could do was mimic like a parrot.

[“Saint Rebekah” uses “Sanctity Declaration.”]

There was light.

Zzzt!

Overwhelming holiness emanated from all directions.

[“Currently within ‘Sanctity’!”]

Mana regeneration greatly decreases!

Cannot use ancient magic!

Mana consumption greatly increases!

Casting time greatly increases!

Notification windows from the Atonement Square appeared before Olivia’s eyes.

But it didn’t end there.

White chains bound Olivia’s body, holding her legs and kneeling her.

It was the constraint ritual following the Sanctity Declaration.

Overwhelming physical pressure was felt throughout her body. It felt like several adult men pressing down on her shoulders simultaneously.

She couldn’t escape.

“What are you doing right now…”

Olivia shut her mouth. When she met Rebekah’s gaze, her breath caught in her throat.

It was the face of someone prepared to be hated.

No, it wasn’t just hate.

It was the face of someone who had resolved to accept even the most hateful words with humility.

“No one except me can enter this place. Even the servants won’t come. I’ve personally made sure of it.”

“…Did you forget that the owner of this body is the empire’s archmage? The emperor won’t stand idly by.”

“No, that won’t happen. The Emperor won’t even know where you’ve disappeared to.”

Rebekah smiled sadly.

“Just let me handle it. Then nobody will know that you’re trapped here.”

“…Are you going to lie?”

“If necessary!”

The Nine Commandments, nine doctrines that follow the breath of life. One of them was ‘Do not bear false witness.’

Rebekah’s words were a direct violation of the Ninth Commandment.

“…You must have lost your mind, Saint.”

“I told you. Devils like you wouldn’t understand.”

Violating the commandments was akin to shirking duty and responsibility.

It meant the loss of sanctity.

If even a Saint like Rebekah violated the commandments, she would truly lose an immense amount of sanctity.

Perhaps to the extent of being stripped of her sainthood, a tremendous disgrace.

“Do you think the owner of this body will forgive you when they wake up?”

“No.”

Her voice was so cold it chilled the heart.

“It’s something I’ve accepted.”

Colder than during the confession.

“It doesn’t matter if I’m not forgiven. As long as Olivia is okay, I can bear any disgrace. Even if you’re the strongest demon, you can’t harm my sister in the Sanctity.”

She underestimated Rebekah.

“I, I just need my sister to be okay.”

More precisely, she underestimated the determination of a child who didn’t want to lose the last remaining family.

“…Was that it?”

A memory resurfaced.

.

Olivia had resolved herself extremely harshly to see the bad ending.

But even she, at times, had wavered in her heart.

Please… please stop here. Unni. We can still go back….

Rebekah collapsed before her eyes.

Even if tens of millions had fallen, even if she hadn’t worn a single piece of armor, Olivia thought as she looked at Rebekah, who didn’t even resist.

Even Melina would have defended herself, so why didn’t Rebekah resist?

Why didn’t she flee knowing she would die?

Why.

[Would you like to use healing magic?]

She hesitated.


For the first time then, she thought about giving up.

“…”

Olivia fell silent.

She shook her head. Suppressing the urge for a deep sigh rising within, she said,

“Saint.”
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The answer was silence.

But they must be listening.

Since the presence hadn’t faded away yet.

“How much time is left?”

[Remaining time: 4 minutes 21 seconds]

It was enough.

“I didn’t intend to use this method.”

Though it was effective, it wasn’t utilized due to the risks upon returning to the “present,” too significant to bear.

However, if being detained like this, it was better to opt for it.

“You seem to know the master of this body well, but you don’t.”

“……”

“All you know is superficial.”

Nearby, sanctity emanated. It seemed like objecting to speaking such words in a realm dominated by demons.

“Answer. Do you know how many years the master of this body has lived?”

Rebekah chuckled.

Just as she was about to answer, Olivia laughed.

“25 years? Unlikely. This one has lived far longer than that.”

What is false insight?

“Are you flustered because it’s not a lie?”

False insight refers to something contrary to the truth, i.e., speaking falsity.

Speaking something as if it were true when it’s not is false insight.

“A hundred years? A thousand years? Five thousand years? I guarantee this one has lived longer than that.”

Then, is what you’re saying now false?

“You know nothing. Saint. Do you know what happens when a human’s life repeats endlessly?”

If no one remembers, does it become nonexistent?

“It drives one mad. No matter how noble the will, it ultimately drives one mad. The will vanishes, leaving only a puppet with a purpose. Do you understand what that means?”

“……Stop.”

“You probably don’t know. You have no idea. Even if you wake from death, you won’t understand what this means. Just like how mortals cannot comprehend eternity.”

“Stop!”

Rebekah shouted.

“Stop, please……”

But it couldn’t stop.

Even though it felt like knives were tearing through her heart, still, it couldn’t stop.

Since when did the act become not an act anymore?

“What did you say? It’s okay as long as your sister is fine? It would be good if your sister could see the current situation. If she sees her sister, who has died many times to protect her, being tormented like this……”

Drip.

Something fell before her eyes.

A droplet.

“…How does it feel?”

Rain fell on Rebekah’s face.

[The time limit has expired.]

Sometimes, truth is more cruel than false insight.

For the first time, Rebekah felt cursed by her abilities. If only she didn’t have this ability, she could have dismissed the demon’s words as mere nonsense.

But she couldn’t.

[You know nothing, Saint. Even if you knew, what you know is merely dust.]

“Do you know what happens when life repeats endlessly? It drives one mad. No matter how noble the will, it ultimately drives one mad.”

“Even if you wake from death, you won’t understand what this means. Just like how mortals cannot comprehend eternity.”

She wished it were False insight.

But as the demon continued speaking, reality became increasingly dismal.

“A hundred years? A thousand years? Five thousand years? I guarantee this one has lived longer than that.”

Time for the continent’s rulers to change ten times more.

Time for dragons to race towards their end.

A sufficient amount of time for a mountain to wear down into grains of sand.

The meaning of living through such time with mere human spirit was incomprehensible to Rebekah.

There was no way she could comprehend it.

Just as only those who have lost their family can understand the pain of someone else who has lost their family, the agony of someone who has lived for eternity can only be understood by someone else who has lived for eternity.

[If the master of this body were to see this now… how would they feel?]

Rebekah knew why the demon said such words. It was clear that he uttered them to unsettle her mind and loosen her resolve to escape from captivity.

He couldn’t corrode Olivia’s spirit within the sanctity.

So she resolved not to be swayed, no matter what words she heard.

She thought it didn’t matter if she became hated. She made a firm decision to humbly accept whatever words, even if they were filled with hatred.

That way, she could protect Olivia from the demon.

But.

“…Can I really say that I’ll keep this promise?”

One thing was certain: this would cause Olivia an indelible wound.

Rebekah’s fingertips trembled. Because her legs were weak, she approached Olivia, kneeling on the ground with both hands.

Rebekah began to break the chains that securely bound Olivia, one by one.

“Ah, aah… aah…!”

With each chain she broke, Rebekah’s crying grew louder.

Olivia’s hands were soft. There was not a single wound on her back, her face, her legs, her feet, or her arms.

So Rebekah didn’t know. She didn’t know that her heart could fester so deeply.

“Unni?….”

Why didn’t you ask for help?

Are you afraid I’ll get hurt?

Are you afraid I won’t believe you?

She knew the answers herself.

Because nothing would change even if she spoke. Because there was nothing she could do to help.

-Touk.

As Rebekah severed the last chain, Olivia’s body collapsed.


Rebekah caught Olivia with her entire body. To call it the weight of an adult would be an overstatement; Olivia was incredibly light.

“Aah… aah.”

Rebekah buried her face in Olivia’s chest and sobbed.

She could understand.

If she had wanted to, she could have understood.

She should have known how difficult it was to always keep smiling, to be warm to others, even if no one else did.

She should have asked.

She should have asked if her sister was struggling.

I’m struggling so much, so I should have assumed that you were struggling too.

It was a sacrifice.

You thought what you were doing was dedication, but it was sacrifice.

Dedication is the act of devoting one’s body and mind to helping others with all one’s strength. However, no matter how joyfully one engages in it, there inevitably comes a time when one becomes exhausted.

But that doesn’t mean one can’t overcome it.

Sometimes out of self-satisfaction, sometimes out of sincere gratitude.

-It feels good to receive praise.

And sometimes, a single compliment can help one overcome it.

But sacrifice is different.

Dedication merely tires, but sacrifice festers. It gnaws at the depths of the heart.

When no one else but oneself can do it, sacrifice becomes the final option.

The wounds that fester cannot be healed. They cannot be excised.

Just like the deep scars left by the day one lost their parents.

And, one has also contributed to making those scars.

‘No, I can’t…’

I couldn’t afford to hurt Olivia anymore.

Why did I do such foolish things? Why did I entertain the horrifying thought of restraining her until the demon’s demise?

Rebekah strengthened her entire body with sanctity and then attacked Olivia. And she prayed. Prayed that Olivia could be saved from her cursed fate.

Olivia’s fingers twitched in her embrace. Her eyelids trembled.

She’s trying to wake up.

No.

Don’t look.

“…Just a little more sleep. Unni. Sleep a little more. Don’t wake up yet.”

She turned her head away to hide the reddened eyes, suppressing the overwhelming emotions behind gritted teeth.

Rebekah quickly laid Olivia on her bed. She tended to the reddened, swollen flesh caused by the chains.

And Olivia woke up.

“Where…?”

“My room.”

Rebekah opened the door and entered. Her eyes were reddened from the tears she had shed just moments ago.

“…Did you cry?”

Rebekah hesitated for a moment.

She was deliberating on how to answer without causing Olivia further pain.

“…Yes.”

“Why did you cry?”

Rebekah remained silent.

She couldn’t lie. If the amount of sanctity decreased, Olivia would immediately notice.

But she couldn’t speak straightforwardly either.

[Do you think mortals can understand eternity?]

Olivia would be disheartened just knowing that fact.

“Do I… Shouldn’t I know this? Do you… wish to not let me know?”

Rebekah, who had hurriedly rushed to Olivia’s embrace, held her tightly. She took Olivia’s hand and brought it to her head.

“Just… There were difficult things.”

“Difficult things?”

Instead of answering, Rebekah gently nodded her head as if asking for a stroke.

Olivia’s face was full of questions. But she simply stroked Rebekah’s head obediently.

Rebekah thought to herself.

There were many things she wanted to ask too.

…But she couldn’t.

Because she couldn’t understand Olivia’s feelings.

Living eternally is certainly one thing, but not knowing how lonely it is to live solely for a purpose with dwindling willpower.

So, asking questions should have come after understanding the latter at least.

Fortunately, there was someone who met the conditions.

A person who lived, relentlessly killing their own will under severe responsibility.

“I should pay them a visit.”

***

I thought I had adapted to the clues.

I thought I had considered all the dreadful rules imposing penalties.

[Current clue usage is unavailable.]

But I didn’t expect it to turn out like this.

The reason was simple.

[“Saint Rebekah” and “Wavecatcher Estee” are currently in the same location.]

Rule 1: No contact with two regressors simultaneously… that was the cause.

Of course, if it were merely that, I wouldn’t have this absurd look. I’ve faced regressors in a trio while playing Lactea before.

“It’s actually become more common as we progress.”

Time is limited, and there are many people to meet. I couldn’t insist on single encounters indefinitely.

So, I can understand why the time I attempted to use the clue coincided with the “trio encounter” time.

And I can also understand why I can’t use the clue because of the “trio encounter.”

It’s better not to enter the clue at all than to receive penalties and be kicked out right away.

But…

“How did Rebekah and Estee meet?”


The reason for Olivia’s confusion was precisely this.

Rebekah and Estee have never met in the obliteration cycles.

Strictly speaking, they have met. But it was a story long before Olivia met Rebekah.

The time when the Saint of the Holy Kingdom and the Wavecatcher of Ikhail met was when Olivia was still studying under Melina.

And that time was their first and last encounter.
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I don’t know anything else, but I remember this clearly.

Because they can never be in the same place.

The port city of Canis Kingdom, Ikhail.

And the Wavecatcher of Ikhail was none other than Estee.

And Estee never leaves Ikhail, ‘never’.

So, if they were to meet, Rebekah would have to go to Ikhail herself.

But Rebekah’s duty is that of a saint. And a saint cannot leave the Holy Kingdom without the Pope’s permission. Even though she’s better than Estee, external activities are equally difficult here.

“…This is driving me crazy.”

Trying to keep up with the variables in reality is overwhelming enough, but now there are variables within the clues.

Considering it hasn’t even been half a year since falling into this world, the speed of events was surprisingly fast.

“…Should I just go to Ikhail?”

If memory serves, the owner of the next clue would be Estee.

Though she’s reckless, she wouldn’t be chased if she ran away from Ikhail. And with no interaction with other regressors, the possibility of leaking information…

That moment arrived.

Rebekah, who was kneeling, spoke up.

“…Unnie.”

“…!”

Brown eyes stared intently in this direction.

.

.

Looking at the eyes emitting light in the darkness, Olivia swallowed dryly. Between the dim vision, Rebekah’s hand moved slowly.

“…This is bad.”

Olivia hadn’t imagined Rebekah would come to her senses in just half a day.

‘…Kiel used to be unconscious all day.’

Whatever happened, it was clearly Olivia’s mistake. At the very least, when Rebekah showed signs of waking up, she should have immediately put her to sleep… no, made her sleep.

-Thunk.

But before Rebekah’s hand could touch Olivia’s face, it lost strength and fell. Olivia made a face as if she didn’t understand. After a moment, Rebekah, tossing and turning, spoke.

“Unnie… don’t leave me behind. I was wrong…”

Rebekah buried her face in Olivia’s shoulder. Various colored breaths echoed within the tent of repentance.

“I, I was terrified…”

Olivia let out a relieved sigh.

She considered just putting her mind at ease and freezing her, but it was uncertain if fragile Rebekah could handle it. She had no choice but to continue watching over her.

“Yeah, what was I thinking trying to proceed with two people at once? Let’s finish with Rebekah first.”

It seemed foolish to risk it.

There’s still twelve and a half years left. Even if one progresses one person per year, there’s still half a year left…

“…”

Olivia’s head slowly lowered.

Ugh… Ugh…

Her chest felt heavy. Rebekah couldn’t stop crying even while sleeping. It was beyond the mere word ‘cry’.

It was more like sobbing. No, closer to wailing.

She didn’t want to imagine, but her Archmage brain made it possible.

‘Stop it, stop it… Please, stop it…’

Rebekah’s voice echoed in her ears.

Suddenly, such a thought occurred.

[What happens if you stop using clues midway?]

If I had ended the use of clues after handing Melina the first letter… Melina would most likely have become a recluse.

I would have pressured “Olivia” to present the next letter.

And she would have once again realized her inability to approach the truth and despaired.

No matter how strong a person is, they crumble because of one memory.

Olivia’s expression darkened.

It was because she couldn’t imagine how much despair Rebekah must be in right now.

Just when she finally had a family she could rely on, that family is on the brink of collapse at the hands of the devil. And she, a saint, can’t do anything about that fact.

That distant helplessness. Despair stemming from helplessness. The terror of losing her family again.

Olivia covered her face with both hands. A sigh of guilt rose from deep within.

“……”

You shouldn’t give more affection than necessary. You shouldn’t even feel guilty.

Didn’t she vow not to do so the moment she fell into this world?

Didn’t she vow to definitely return home?

[Main Quest]

Clear Conditions: ????

Reward: ????

I still don’t know the clear conditions. Whether it’s capturing the masher, refraining from killing, or something else entirely is still unknown.

But if it’s the Annihiliation Ending.…

I can’t endure it. There’s no way I could bear to kill my dear ones and still hold on.

“…This sucks. Seriously.”

Olivia muttered as if vomiting blood.

***

Watching the sun rise above the sea, Rebekah felt a sense of wonder.

“…Lord Aether.”

Her hands naturally came together.

After finishing her morning prayers, Rebekah walked across the sandy beach. It’s been over a month since she arrived in the eastern Kingdom of Canis.

Thinking of the countless admonitions she received from esteemed individuals including the Pontiff, it stung a bit, but it was bearable.

-“Saint. Do you know how many paladins and priests would have to follow as acolytes if one person like you goes out to another country?”

-“Yes, I understand.”

-“…But what is the reason for your insistence on going?”

Formally, it was to preach the word of Aether in the Kingdom of Canis, but the real purpose was to rendezvous with Estee, the Wavecatcher of Ikhail.

However, it’s been almost a month since arriving in Ikhail, and Rebekah hasn’t met Estee even once. All she could do was watch from afar as the gigantic waves danced.

The lighthouse keeper spoke in a dialect-mixed tone.

“I’m sorry.”


“…You’re here again?”

“I went out to the sea early this morning. If only you had come a little earlier.”

“….”

Rebekah remained silent instead of adding lame story. As always, she asked the lighthouse keeper,

“Please, if the guardian of Ikhail comes, do tell.”

The lighthouse keeper scratched his head, looking uncomfortable.

“I know it may sound odd to say this to someone esteemed as you, but meeting Estee isn’t easy. I’ve been at this job for over twenty years, but I’ve only had the chance to speak directly with her three times.”

“…But I must meet her.”

It was the only way to understand Olivia’s suffering.

“I must speak with her.”

If eternal life was not an option, they had to live with only their purpose remaining.

That way, they could save Olivia.

“So please, do tell.”

Rebekah stepped outside the lighthouse without any income.

Beyond the ocean, the horizon undulated.

“Franz.”

“Yes, Lady Saint?”

“What is the purpose of life for Franz?”

“Purpose… Do you mean?”

“Yes.”

Franz stroked his beard.

He answered without hesitation.

“Until the day I die, it is to protect the weak and fulfill the will of Aether across the nations.”

“…Do you believe you can fulfill such a difficult purpose without your own will?”

“If the gods assist…”

“Without the help of Aether.”

Franz turned his head. His gaze was directed where Rebekah’s was.

Across the ocean.

“…Wouldn’t it be difficult?”

Even Franz, known for his honesty in the Holy Kingdom, would admit it was difficult.

Reliance on humans was as important as reliance on anything else.

No matter how excellent your weapons, without the will to fight, victory is impossible.

“But how…?”

Rebekah couldn’t understand.

How could that person protect without the will to protect?

Rebekah bit her lip. Lately, her lips were always chapped.

They said time was a remedy, but why did her heart grow more restless as time passed?

Rebekah already knew the reason.

“You know nothing. Even if you die and wake up, you won’t understand.”

Asmodeus had been quiet lately. But oddly, that fact made Rebekah uneasy.

Demons never stay quiet. They just “seem quiet.”

Surely, they were eroding Olivia’s mind.

“Where is Olivia right now?”

***

[Clue #3]

[Memory of April 993]

[Time remaining: 160 minutes 00 seconds]

It was a strange ceiling. It wasn’t the typical white ceiling of the Empire or the ornate ceiling of the Gold Tower.

There were patterns that didn’t seem to hold any meaning, just randomly arranged. However, Olivia could guess her location through that irregularity.

“……Canis.”

More precisely, the capital of the Kingdom of Canis. The port city of Ikhail.

Fortunately, it seemed like the clue was used without any problems this time.

The first thing Olivia did to assess the situation was to examine her arms and legs.

And as expected, all the sacred bindings were released.

Surely, without releasing them, she couldn’t have moved. Considering the state of Rebekah’s psyche, they must have been undone.

With a bitter smile, Olivia sat by the window. The distant horizon stretched out as far as the eye could see.

There were only two places in Lactea where you could see such a landscape.

To the east was Ikhail, and to the west, the archipelago land called Mavor.

Although the land was flat, the planet was round, so if you kept going straight beyond the horizon, you would eventually reach Mavor.

To put it simply, Mavor was a lawless zone.

In other words, it was a land where criminals expelled from the continent had taken root.

Anyway.

“…So, we’re really in Ikhail.”

Originally, 993 was the year when Rebekah, Estee, and Ashe Baltar’s favorability quests began.

However, since Rebekah had the highest priority in Affection quests, I remember not leaving the Empire until Rebekah’s favorability reached 90.

But now we were in Ikhail.

It was a port city located at the eastern end, where it took more than two months to walk from the Empire.

What I remembered from the extermination loop had clearly changed.

“…Unni.”

Before I knew it, Rebekah was next to me.

Eyes hiding sadness.

Instead of asking, Olivia stroked Rebekah’s head.

“You woke up early.”

With an affectionate tone, Rebekah’s face seemed relieved.

“Are you hurt anywhere?”

Tsk tsk.


[‘Saint Rebekah’ uses ‘False Insight’.]

Rebekah’s pupils were tinged with a faint white light.

From the way she used False Insight without hesitation, I could tell how she had spent the past month.

A heavy feeling weighed on my heart.

“It’s okay. I’m not hurt.”
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[Your words are ‘truth’.]

Rebekah let out a sigh of relief.

“…If you’re hurt, don’t hide it. Please tell me right away.”

Tap tap tap!

It was then that the sound of footsteps was heard.

Familiar, the sound of water splashing.

[Warning! Warning! Warning!]

[You can only contact one regressor in the clues!]

[The usage will be forcibly terminated soon!]

The only unfreezing port on the continent, Ikhail.

Although there is a port governed by the Duke Kraven in the western part of the empire, it cannot serve as a port in the cold winter.

So Ikhail was the largest and busiest port on the continent.

“A wave, a wave is coming!”

“Damn it! Unfurl the sails!”

-…There are too many people.

It is currently April. It’s the time when the icebergs floating in the sea melt and merchants begin to move on a large scale.

At times like this, there’s a lot of work to be done.

Estee scanned the pirate ships with a mineral gaze from the huge waves.

Five medium-sized pirate ships. If this is the size of a single pirate gang, they must have quite a reputation in the area.

But that’s it.

“Hurry! Squeeze out every bit of speed we’ve got!”

The pirate ships all unfurled their sails and sped across the ocean.

“Fire the cannons! Reload immediately!”

At the words of the man who seemed to be the captain, the crew hastily turned the cannons.

“Fire!”

Boom!

With the acrid smell of gunpowder, the cannons roared in all directions.

Each shot contained enough power to cripple a pirate ship in a single blow.

However, the cannonballs lost their strength as they hit the waves and sank to the bottom. The waves were now a bit closer than before.

“…Damn it.”

If it were an ordinary wave, it would have lost its form and collapsed just now.

But it didn’t.

A wave that devours magic.

That woman.

The desperate captain opened the door to the helm.

“Damn it! You son of a bitch navigator! What the hell were you thinking coming into the territory of wavecatchers!”

The captain grabbed the first mate by the collar and shook him.

“I didn’t do this because I wanted to! The currents have changed!”

“Damn it, you expect me to believe that?!”

“Then don’t believe me, you bastard! With everything going on right now, is that what’s important? If you want to live, then…”

The ship lurched as if it were about to capsize. Thick pillars screamed. The navigator desperately reached out towards the helm, but it was a futile struggle.

Crash!

The sound of the sails breaking. The screams of the sailors thrown into the sea were soon drowned out by the sound of the waves.

“Damn it!”

The captain held onto the pillar with bitterness. Veins bulged on his thick muscles.

‘I will survive, I will definitely survive!’

Even if the ship were to split in two, he was confident he would survive. He had been in this industry for decades. He was confident in swimming, if nothing else.

But the next moment, he sensed death.

In front of them, a blurry ground appeared. It was as if the sea had split into two.

“This is insane…!”

That was his last will.

Crash!

The pirate ship crashed onto the ground, and a vast amount of seawater swept over them.

Splash…

What floated above the surface was only bubbles.

“…”

Estee stared at the empty sea with vacant eyes. She watched for a while on the high waves, but there were no significant debris.

Through her ears, she heard the sound of the distant sea.

-Hahaha! Take everything!

It seemed like another pirate crew was looting. The agonizing screams reached here.

But Estee didn’t move. That place was not within her ‘jurisdiction’.

Estee turned her head. It was the direction of Ikhail beyond the horizon.

“…The Saintess, and the Archmage.”

They were powerful. If she left her post, Ikhail wouldn’t be able to handle them. Therefore, they were definitely ‘dangerous individuals’. Since the grace period of one month ends tomorrow, she had to inform today.

-Guard.

The ‘voice’ said.

Instead of responding, Estee observed the flow of the currents. Then, without hesitation, she entrusted herself to the current.

***

The moment the notification window appeared, Olivia acted instinctively.

“Switch to observation!”

[Switching to observation mode.]

-Remaining uses: 4 times

With a sense of buoyancy, her vision floated upward.

The next moment, someone opened the door and walked in.

“You two, leave Ikhail.”

Dark eyes reminiscent of the abyss stared at Olivia and Rebekah in turn.

“For now… I won’t receive a penalty, will I?”

Olivia breathed a sigh of relief. It seemed that switching to observation mode immediately after the notification window appeared allowed her to ignore the penalty.

“What happens if I release the current observation state?”


[You cannot release the current observation state at the moment!]

“Curiosity was resolved by the notification window.

“I won’t say it twice. Leave from Ikhail. I consider allowing you to stay for a month to be quite accommodating.”

Estee was obstinate. Of course, Olivia knew that it was Estee’s own version of ‘etiquette.’

If Estee truly intended to drive Rebekah away, she would have swept her away with a tidal wave instead of just speaking like this.

That’s how obstinate Estee was.

“…Well, that’s their original nature.”

Rebekah momentarily forgot about Rebekah.

What kind of people the ‘returnees’ originally were.

“Until tomorrow sunrise. If you don’t leave Ikhail by then, the ships of the Empire and the Holy Kingdom will no longer have access to Ikhail.”

As Estee was about to leave after finishing her business, Rebekah grabbed her.

“Wait, just a moment!”

Olivia’s face showed a slight surprise.

Grabbing someone else’s hand would undoubtedly be considered ‘impolite’ in Rebekah’s dictionary.

People do things they wouldn’t normally do when desperate.

And Rebekah was desperate enough.

“…What is this?”

Estee’s voice contained refined anger more than Rebekah had anticipated, causing Rebekah to take a step back involuntarily.

But at least she could achieve the purpose of talking to Estee.

“I’ll leave. I’ll leave, so please, just talk to me for a moment. Just a moment is enough.”

“I don’t have time for that.”

Estee’s gaze remained expressionless. But Rebekah didn’t give up.

She wasn’t going to miss this opportunity she encountered in a month.

“…I didn’t want to resort to this method.”

Rebekah said.

“Do you remember meeting me three years ago?”

“I remember.”

“Do you remember what we talked about then?”

“…”

Estee frowned. It was instinctual recognition that something was wrong.

-In celebration of the reconciliation between the Empire and the Eastern Union, how about fully opening the port of Ikhail?

-Shouldn’t we also listen to the opinions of the Wavecatchers?

-Is it really necessary? What’s the point of bringing a worthless girl with no roots here?

Three years ago, the Eastern Union backed down from the power struggle with the Empire.

All countries belonging to the Eastern Union had to pay the price for defying the Empire’s will, and the Kingdom of Canis was no exception.

The person who mediated at that time was none other than the Holy Saint, Rebekah.

-As far as I know, the Kingdom of Canis doesn’t have a separate navy. Is that correct?

-That’s correct, but… Why bring up that topic all of a sudden, Holy Saint?

-I’ll ask just one thing. Can you defend Ikhail without the help of the Wavecatchers?

-…

-If not, it would be appropriate to ask for their opinion as well.

Reluctantly, she had a debt to the Holy Saint.

At that time, if Ikhail had fully opened up, the workload would have tripled compared to now, you see.

And if debts are incurred, they must be repaid.

“What do you want?”

Rebekah glanced momentarily at Olivia.

The conversation she was about to have was something she hoped Olivia wouldn’t find out.

“Can we talk quietly, just the two of us?”

***

“No one can hear us here. By the way, I’m not idle. We need to go out to sea immediately.”

Where Estee stopped was a familiar place to Rebekah as well.

The lighthouse.

At the top of Ikhail’s tallest lighthouse, Rebekah slowly began to speak.

To understand you. To understand how one can live even after losing their will, and to know that among her acquaintances, there is someone in a similar situation as you.

To help that person, she needs your help…

She spoke everything she could.

“…”

Estee fell silent for a moment. His face wasn’t one of profound emotion.

Rather, it was close to being indifferent… Even now, her gaze was fixed on the sea.

“There’s one thing I don’t understand.”

“Yes, please tell me.”

“Why don’t you ask that acquaintance directly?”

“…”

Rebekah was speechless.

She was taken aback.

Of course, she hadn’t overlooked that idea. But that method couldn’t be executed.

Because…

“Even if my sister doesn’t understand me, she’ll accept me.”

Olivia was someone who would willingly be grateful for ‘help,’ even if the other person couldn’t understand her.

She didn’t want to see that.

Even if Olivia agreed, she couldn’t agree herself.

Rebekah decided to change the subject.

“So, can you help?”

There was one thing Rebekah didn’t know.

That someone was eavesdropping on their conversation.

[You are currently observing ‘Saint Rebekah.’]


“…Is this how it’s going to be?”

That’s why she tried to refrain from mentioning ‘regression’ as much as possible.

As long as it is before Annhiliation Ending, ‘Olivia’ was their only friend, disciple, and family.

Of course, Rebekah, as she is now, would naturally try to save ‘Olivia.’
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That’s all well and good.

But if Rebekah really finds out how to defeat ‘Asmodeus’…

‘Then what… it’s doomed.’

Because you can’t excuse killing a demon.

The effect was certain, but the method was risky in many ways.

‘How much interference is necessary?’

Olivia pondered this thought.

-I’m sorry.

Estee looked at Rebekah with an expressionless face.

-I have no intention of helping you.

“What’s the reason?”

“Exactly, I don’t have time to help. What you want is understanding from me. But no matter how much I think about it, that’s impossible. Even if it were possible, it would take an enormous amount of time. So it’s rejected.”

Rebekah’s face hardened.

“But still…”

“However.”

Estee’s  words weren’t finished yet.

“I owe you, so offer compensation within my acceptable range. I’ll listen.”

Rebekah’s gaze deepened. The more she conversed with Estee, the more she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was lacking.

It was as if she wasn’t talking to a person.

‘What on earth…’

She met many people.

The sick, the possessed… It was also the role of a saint to help those who couldn’t be healed in conventional ways.

But, unequivocally, there was no one like Estee.

-Completely opening the port itself isn’t a problem. But doing so would hinder the protection of Ikhail.

Humans living for a purpose.

A madman doesn’t realize his mind is broken. That’s why he’s a madman.

But Estee was different. She clearly knew her mind was broken.

“There’s no time. Saint. Offer compensation quickly.”

It was a tone devoid of any emotion.

“…”

Her lips trembled.

Perhaps, was it too reckless?

She was afraid.

If Estee was like this, what about Olivia…

Superficial understanding is worse than no sympathy. It’s just deception.

To completely understand someone, you have to immerse yourself deeper than the person in question.

Rebekah tilted her head.

‘I’ll do it. I have to.’

She didn’t make that determination for nothing. If she gave up here, what’s the difference between selling Olivia to that demon bastard?

She couldn’t give up before even starting.

She had to. She must.

“Accompany me!”

Rebekah shouted.

“When you go out to sea, please take me with you.”

“That’s also impossible. If you accompany me and end up dead or injured, then the Holy Kingdom won’t stay silent.”

“Then give me some time at least.”

Estee tilted her head.

“How many times do I have to say it? I don’t have that time. Especially not in April.”

“No, you do. You have it.”

“…What does that mean?”

“I heard that you occasionally come up to the lighthouse to take a rest. Just at that time, please talk with me.”

Estee calculated in her head.

It was reasonable weigh of debt to Rebekah and the current proposal.

“It’s possible. However, I can’t set aside a specific time.”

Because ruthless people doesn’t distinguish between day and night.

Rebekah nodded.

“Then, could you at least inform me in advance before coming to the lighthouse?”

“To that extent, yes. Here, take this.”

Estee took something out of her bosom and threw it to Rebekah. It was a rolled-up conch shell.

“What’s this…?”

“It’s a communication conch used by fishermen. The blue one is for transmitting, and the red one is for receiving.”

Rebekah’s was red.

“…Can’t we just use crystal orbs?”

Estee shook her head.

“My waves absorb the surrounding mana. Therefore, crystal orbs cannot be used. But this conch shell is different. It doesn’t consume mana at all.”

“Ah…”

Rebekah examined the conch shell with an amazed expression. There was nothing special about it at first glance, but such functionality was hidden within.

“I’ll contact you with the conch shell when the job is done.”

“Wait a moment! About what time does this ‘job’ usually end?”

“It doesn’t end.”

“Even temporarily?”

Estee said bluntly.

“I don’t know either. When it takes a long time, it can take about three days, and when it’s short, it can come several times a day.”

“…You’ll probably come often even in the early morning?”

“When I finish dealing with the pirate gang, it’s usually around that time.”

“Then… when do you sleep?”

Estee replied promptly.

“I usually don’t sleep.”

“…… Yes? No, then how…?”


Rebekah’s mouth remained agape.

She was so flustered that words didn’t form into sentences.

Estee’s pale face tilted to the side.

“Is it that surprising?”

Rebekah was at a loss for words. Estee regarded ‘not sleeping’ as natural.

Certainly, humans who reached their level could go without sleep for a long time, but that didn’t mean they didn’t get tired.

Not attending the dawn prayer during the news period was for the same reason.

Because even humans who reached their level were ultimately still human.

‘What in the world…’

Rebekah couldn’t gather her thoughts.

She thought she had seen the bottom of a person, but it felt like she was facing another bottom underneath.

“Anyway, when the work is finished, I’ll contact you by this. See you then.”

“……”

Without waiting for Rebeka’s response, Estee jumped straight down from the lighthouse. Rebekah only understood why there wasn’t a separate window underneath the towering lighthouse.

She heard a splash beneath the cliff.

“Aether…”

Rebekah had no choice but to find her faith.

***

When I Rebekah met again, her mind was half gone.

“……”

Her gaze was vacant, clearly showing she had been properly shocked.

It was understandable. Estee was a human who would be pitied even among lunatics in the chaotic Lactea.

She lacked common sense from the beginning.

Estee’s world was Ikhail, and her purpose of living was also Ikhail.

If common sense of the world didn’t help uphold Ikhail, then the person who would discard that common sense and still remain human was Estee.

“Rebekah .”

“Yes, yes! unni.”

“Are you okay?”

“……”

Silence itself was akin to an answer.

She kept her mouth shut, but one could vaguely guess what she was thinking.

‘Perhaps she’s worrying about me.’

Rebekah considered Estee as her last stronghold to understand “Olivia.”

Her thought was that if she could understand people who lived solely for their goals, she might be able to understand “Olivia” even a little.

But now, the situation was blocked from the very beginning.

“Estee shouldn’t have been approached like that in the first place.”

The attempt was good. After all, she had obtained a reward of “regular meetings” from debts erased in the past.

But that was it.

It was far from enough to open Estee’s heart.

“Come here.”

Olivia tapped the seat next to her.

Glancing around for a moment, Rebekah stealthily approached and sat down.

Olivia gently stroked Rebekah’s head and spoke.

“Do you want to help that person?”

“…That person?”

“Ikhail’s wave catcher.”

“…”

Rebekah sealed her lips.

…In truth, the person she wanted to help more than anyone else was you.

She wanted to save you.

But after talking to Estee, Rebekah became afraid.

Because she had witnessed firsthand how badly a person who had lived their whole life for a purpose could be broken.

Then, how broken must Olivia, who had repeated that for eternity, be…?

“…Yes. That’s right.”

So she said.

It wasn’t a lie. It was also true that she wanted to help Estee.

Rebekah murmured.

“…I want to help.”

Rebekah tightly grasped Olivia’s hand.

She didn’t want to lose her. She didn’t want to lose the precious person left in this world.

“Should I help, sister?”

“…”

Rebekah silently looked at Olivia.

What was Olivia’s purpose? What could make her smile in a situation like this?

There was one thing for sure.

“It’s okay. I can do it alone.”

This was something she had to do on her own.

She couldn’t rely on Olivia’s help up to this point.

“I’ll really do my best. So…”

Please don’t give up.

“…Please cheer for me.”

Before Olivia could say anything, Rebekah stood up from her seat.

If she stayed here any longer, she felt like she would show an ugly side of herself.

“I’ll leave first, unni.”

Rebekah swallowed her tears.


***

Alone, Olivia quietly stared at the closed door.

[Clue #3]

[Imperial Memory of April, 993]

[Remaining Time: 145 minutes 00 seconds]
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She was organizing the current situation.

For now, it was safe to say that the process of overlaying Rebekah’s memories was almost complete.

There are 4 remaining regressions. Fortunately, Rebekah’s “final memory” is not included among them.

“997… January?”

As mentioned before, from the Empire’s year 996, the story related to demons progresses in earnest.

If the one who descended in 996 was the ruler of the western infernal realm, Belphegor, then 997 is…

“The ruler of the  Eastern Demon World, Agares.”

Fortunately, it’s not Asmodeus.

Originally, Asmodeus appears two years later in 999. Therefore, the Rebekah of the extermination regressions cannot meet the “real” Asmodeus.

“I’ve calculated everything.”

There aren’t many regressors who survive until 999 to begin with. By that time, one could argue that the continent is essentially doomed.

The only places left are the southern continent, which has already been devastated by demons, the western archipelago, and the Free Cities.

So, only those in the tens digit of the regressors will survive.

“But… What happens if I interact with Estee here?”

It’s not possible to meet two regressors simultaneously, and there has never been a rule against meeting another regressor.

So, there’s no problem with meeting Estee, but it’s not something that can be done recklessly.

The rule of clues, the third one.

-If two clues conflict, the later one takes precedence.

Rebekah is clue #3, and Estee is clue #4.

So, even if I make a favorable impression on Estee now, it can be overwritten later.

“Of course, unless the timing matches exactly…”

At that moment, Olivia recalled what Estee had said.

“Until tomorrow morning.”

“Wait a minute.”

Olivia’s gaze shifted beyond the horizon.

“Will I be kicked out if I stay like this?”

As for herself, well, if she’s chased away before the time limit, that’s the end, but…

What about ‘Olivia’?

Up until now, she had thought that ‘Olivia’ moved according to her gameplay record. And indeed, that was the case.

But the current situation is clearly an event that did not occur in any of the extermination regressions.

Even considering all the regressions, Rebekah and Estee never met in this way before.

In this situation, how will ‘Olivia’ behave?

It was a puzzle.

“If it were me…”

There were two main ways to approach Estee.

The first is a straightforward approach. Find out Estee’s goal, then take on that role instead of Estee.

Of course, just because it’s straightforward doesn’t mean it’s easy. Everything that could potentially harm Ikhail is an enemy of Este.

Starting with the pirates who came from Mavor, foreign forces aiming for Ikhail, strong individuals like Olivia or Rebekah who can single-handedly destroy cities…

And even the inhabitants of Aquar, the underwater city.

Estee isn’t just restless for no reason.

And the second method is…

Footsteps approaching from the corridor. The sound was now familiar.

The person who entered through the door was Franz, one of the four knights.

Seeing Rebekah silent disappearance, Franz spoke urgently.

“Rebekah? Are you here, Rebekah?”

“Um… It’s been a while since I left. What’s the matter, Franz?”

“Well…”

Franz hesitated for a moment.

His expression showed his concern about whether it was okay to tell Olivia, a foreigner.

In front of Olivia’s eyes, Franz’s status window appeared.

[Taylor Franz]

-Level: 74

-Affection: 32

-Occupation: Paladin of Peace

-Title: Holy Kingdom 4th Knight, Faithful Paladin

Franz’s affection was at 32.

For not properly engaging in affectionate actions, it was quite a high number. Of course, it would be difficult to express the worries he held in his heart to that extent…

Olivia offered her gentlest smile.

“I think I can help.”

“…Alright.”

With just a little coaxing, it was possible.

“…The Saintess has disappeared.”

Rebekah would probably be at the lighthouse. Since no one knows when Estee’s ‘task’ will end, Rebekah might be waiting there all day.

The fact that she didn’t mention it separately to Franz might be for the same reason.

The Holy Kingdom would not be pleased with Rebekah meeting Estee.

In the eyes of the high-ranking officials of the Holy Kingdom, Estee is the one who has drowned hundreds or thousands into the sea. They cannot see her with kind eyes.

‘Saintess must not get hurt.’

Olivia glanced at Franz for a moment.

Perhaps the Pope separately instructed Franz. Prevent Rebekah and Estee from meeting.

‘…An opportunity to interfere has arisen.’

Olivia chuckled inwardly.

Anyway, this isn’t interference. It’s just worrying that Rebekah might get hurt.

“I know where Rebekah is. Instead, please make one promise.”

“What promise?”

“Please don’t tell Rebekah that I told you.”

Franz nodded.

“Rebekah is at the lighthouse. She probably intends to meet the Wavecatcher there.”

“The Wavecatcher… Are you referring to the Wavecatcher of Ikhail?!”

Franz, known for his calmness, was startled.


Olivia, who secretly sneers at Estee’s infamy.

“Yes, it’s probably the person you’re thinking of.”

Franz’s body trembled slightly.

Franz’s body trembled thinly.

He couldn’t dare to guess what he might be imagining.

In Franz’s eyes, Rebekah would only be a mere plant in the greenhouse.

Of course, that was just a happening born out of Rebekah’s failure to properly grasp her power level, but Olivia had no intention of correcting it.

The more Franz’s worries grew, the higher the likelihood that Rebekah would not ‘understand’ Estee.

“…Thank you for telling me. Well then, I…”

“Oh, Sir Franz. I have one question.”

Franz turned his head.

“By any chance, how long do you plan to stay in Ikhail?”

“That is a matter decided by the saint, so I do not know.”

“Ah… then what is the maximum period you can stay?”

“If you mean the maximum…”

Franz tilted his head. Then, soon after, he raised his eyebrows as if understanding the implication of the question.

“It would be until the end of this year at the longest.”

Well, if the saint stayed in another country for more than a year, that would be a problem in itself.

Even if Rebekah were to make a fuss, this fact wouldn’t change.

The current situation was probably possible because the Pope had been very accommodating.

“So where are you going?”

“I have somewhere to go for a moment.”

Olivia bowed her head to Franz and then walked in the opposite direction of the corridor. After confirming that there was no one around, she switched to observation mode.

[Remaining observation switches: 3 times]

Olivia, who had been standing absentmindedly, glanced around.

[You are currently observing ‘Olivia’.]

If things continued like this, ‘Olivia’ would be kicked out of Ikail as soon as the sun rose tomorrow.

To prevent that, she needed to somehow negotiate with Estee.

Olivia glared at ‘Olivia’ in the air.

…Alright, what are you going to do, ‘Olivia’?

***

Estee was lying on the surface of the sea. It wasn’t a form of swimming. Her body floated on the water like a lotus.

Gurgle, the sound of someone’s breath dying deep in the sea could be heard. Estee’s forehead slightly twisted. But she didn’t move at all.

If she didn’t rest even at times like this, it would be really dangerous.

-Protect.

Even though she hadn’t rested for a few minutes, the voice came as if waiting.

-Protect.

Estee gritted her teeth.

“…Shut up.”

The voice changed every time. Sometimes it was that of a child, and sometimes that of a middle-aged man. They were all terrible, but among them, the most terrible voice was undoubtedly…

-Protect Protect Protect Protect Protect Protect Protect.

“The voices surged. Estee shivered as if the voices were gnawing at her nerves.

Even with her ears plugged, even diving underwater, the voices didn’t stop.

“…It’s Agonizing.”

Unable to bear it any longer, Estee raised waves, shooting herself above the surface. Instinctively, she set out to find the ‘enemy.’

-Protect. Protect. Protect.

That was the only way to silence these damn bastards.

Estee covered her ears with both hands. Her pupils were losing light in real-time.

“The waves! Ikhail’s crazy waves are coming!”

Pirates, noticing something abnormally rising beyond the horizon, shouted urgently.

“Turn the helm immediately!”

“Captain! The plunderers are still…”

“Leave them! If we wait, those bastards will devour us too!”

Some pirates abandoned their treasures and jumped into the water.

But most remained on board.

“Don’t be scared!”

“This is a merchant ship! No matter how much of a nuisance she is, she can’t harm us!”

Although they were plundered, the ship they were on was indeed a merchant Ship.

It’s also a merchant ship with prisoners.

One of the pirates raised a gun and shouted confidently.

“Ikhail’s wave bitch! This is a merchant shi…”

But they misjudged.

Estee was far crazier than they had anticipated.

Kwaaaaaang!

Not only did the wave sweep away everyone on deck, it also shattered the ship into dozens of pieces.

There were no eyes in the wave.

“That…crazy woman!”

“Shut up and row! Instead of cursing, row one more time…!”

Even the pirates who fled first met the same fate. Before long, bloody foam rose above the surface. They were all torn apart by the waves.

“…”

As the voices ringing in her ears subsided, the madness in Estee’s pupils gradually faded.

Estee slowly turned her head.

At the end of her gaze, scattered merchants were visible.


They weren’t dead. They were just unconscious.

They were merchants from the Kingdom of Roel. They couldn’t spark unnecessary conflicts.

As Estee reached out, the currents changed direction and enveloped the merchants. Just as she was about to guide them to the shore, she felt a gaze from behind.

It wasn’t a gaze looking up from beneath the sea.

“Would you like some help?”
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There, the imperial archmage was present.

Before Estee could say anything, Olivia snapped her fingers, teleporting the merchants away.

“You…”

“I sent them to the Kingdom of Roel, so don’t worry too much.”

Olivia, who had approached unexpectedly close, wore an innocent smile.

Estee glared at Olivia.

A dangerous wizard.

But there was no way to take the initiative.

“…Disciple of the Gold Tower.”

If Estee provoked Olivia, the strongest mage on the continent, Ikhail, would invade.

Harmful but unable to attack.

“Don’t engage in conversation.”

Even if Olivia attacked first, there was no choice but to defend. After calculating, Estee quickly turned away.

Crunch!

“What’s this?”

A huge ice wall blocked Estee’s path.

“I just said. I’ll help you.”

“Not needed…”

“Voice.”

Estee paused. Deep blue eyes like the abyss and blue eyes resembling the sky met each other.

“I can help.”

-I can help.

“Feeling a bit strange.”

Olivia’s eyebrows wriggled like worms. It felt just like when [Skip] happened last time, observing “Olivia” was truly peculiar.

It was clear it wasn’t a good feeling.

“So, what are you going to do?”

Once I figure out Olivia’s strategy, there’s no reason to keep watching this.

There are two ways to manipulate Estee .

The first is to protect Ikhail instead of Estee , and the second is to eliminate the “voice” that made Estee like this.

And in the assassination round, Olivia chose the second method.

Normally, I would have believed that “Olivia” would choose the second method even now with Rebekah around, but it was doubtful.

Because the second method is somewhat cruel.

“Did you understand what I just said?”

“Yes, I know. I also know why that ‘voice’ appeared.”

“…You do?”

But no matter how I looked at it, it seemed like Olivia was attempting the second method. If she wanted to attack using the first method, she wouldn’t have mentioned the “voice” in the first place.

Of course, in terms of efficiency alone, the second method is overwhelming. Rather than defeating enemies who may come at any time, removing the disturbing voice would save much more time.

But then, Rebekah’s favorability would be completely destroyed. Removing the “voice” is not something that can be hidden.

“…What on earth is she thinking?”

For a moment, one possibility flashed through my mind. What if “Olivia” is just following the gameplay record regardless of the circumstances?

Then the current situation would make sense.

Anyway, since I had a rough idea of how ‘Olivia’ planned to approach Estee , there was no reason to keep watching.

Olivia closed her eyes discreetly. A moment later, she was standing in front of Estee.

[Ending observation mode.]

Once again, the perspective returned to first person.

“…What’s the reason?”

“Estee must have a vague idea as well.”

“Don’t beat around the bush. What’s the reason for your appearance?”

If it were Olivia, she would have stated the reason right away. Because time was running out.

However, Olivia didn’t think that way.

“I have plenty of time. It’s more important not to create variables.”

So she ended the observation mode.

To prevent Olivia from creating unpredictable variables, it was necessary to establish some framework now.

Of course, if later I obtain Clue #4, and the timing overlaps, then what I’m doing now will be meaningless. But that’s a story for when it happens. It won’t be too late to think about it then.

“The underwater city, Aquar. You know about it, right?”

“Are you thinking that there might be someone in Ikhail who doesn’t know about Aquar?”

That statement is true. The artifact Rebekah handed over to Estee was indeed from Aquar.

Olivia chuckled.

“I didn’t mean it in that sense.”

“I don’t understand what you’re saying.”

“You know.”

“No, I don’t.”

“150 years ago. Shall I tell you more?”

Estee’s pupils shook.

“And, you’ve been talking as if Ikhail is your hometown, but that’s not true.”

“…”

“Estee hometown is…”

[‘Wavecatcher Estee’ uses ‘Tsunami’!]

Everything went dark in an instant. When I looked up, the sky was filled with towering waves as if reaching the heavens.

‘Utterly reckless.’

TsuTsuTsuTsuTsu…

The size was so immense that it felt more like a wall than waves.

Normally, I would have shielded myself, but Olivia chose to dodge instead.

Despite the significant mana consumption, it was unavoidable. Touching those waves was dangerous.

[Mana is disrupted!]

[Mana is disrupted!]

[Mana is disrupted!]

‘As expected, a magic counter.’

Just touching a few drops of water triggered countless notification windows, obscuring the view.


But this much was within the expected range.

Olivia calmly memorized the order.

[Using skill ‘Teleport’.]

Estee turned her head back, glaring at Olivia.

It seemed like she was trying to gauge how much Olivia knew.

“…Who told you that story?”

“What story?”

“My hometown story. Did your master tell you?”

Instead of answering, Olivia responded with a smile. Estee growled, apparently not liking Olivia’s evasion.

“Rumors really can’t be trusted.”

Even without hearing what rumors she was talking about, it seemed Estee knew.

Kind, gentle… something like that.

But there’s no helping it.

To converse with a lunatic, you also have to act a bit crazy.

“You didn’t ask me to tell you? So I just told you.”

“Hah…”

With a sarcastic tone, Estee chuckled incredulously.

Kugugugugu!

The sea made an ominous sound, seeming to ripple under Estee’s gaze. It felt like all the seas within Estee’s sight were under her control.

And indeed, they probably were.

The reason the Canis Kingdom, with a defense capability only in tatters compared to neighboring kingdoms, could boldly become the backbone of the Eastern Alliance was all thanks to Estee.

The opposing wizard weapon. That’s what they called Estee in the Eastern Alliance.

Simply put, it meant protecting the sea.

“Do you think I can’t kill you?”

The pressure was suffocating.

That’s how strong Estee was.

“I can kill you, but won’t you not kill me?”

Olivia didn’t hesitate to speak.

“If you were going to kill me, I would have been swept away by the waves long ago.”

The waves Estee just summoned were towering, but they weren’t particularly fast. It was probably more to instill fear than to kill.

Even if Estee is a maniac, she’s at least a maniac who knows how to think.

Just by breaking merchant ships but not killing the merchants, you can tell.

“I apologize for being impolite. But if I didn’t do this, Estee wouldn’t have paid attention to what I was saying.”

As Olivia lowered her head, Estee’s momentum softened slightly.

“Are you spouting empty words of assistance?”

“Oh, that was genuine.”

Had it been an obvious lie, she wouldn’t have attempted it in the first place.

“If you give me a hundred days, I will solve that voice for you.”

Even that statement from Estee couldn’t be easily dismissed.

“…What do you mean by asking for a hundred days? Are you asking me to stick by your side for a hundred days?”

“I can’t tell you yet. But I promise you, Estee, there won’t be any harm to you.”

Not stopping there, Olivia took something out of her inventory.

[Emperor’s Mark]

-A token of respect to those recognized by me.

-Once, you can demand any reward from the emperor.

Olivia obtained this mark as a reward for becoming the youngest Archmage in imperial history.

Estee’s face showed astonishment for a moment. It seemed she understood the value of this mark.

“If I can’t solve it within a hundred days, I’ll give you this.”

“To me, wealth means…”

“I’ll demand military power, not wealth. I may not completely take over your role, Estee, but I can at least fend off external threats. There won’t be anyone crazy enough to attack the imperial army.”

***

[Remaining Time: 3 minutes 22 seconds]

Estee still couldn’t make a decision.

“…No matter how much I think about it, it’s an offer I can’t refuse.”

That’s why she hesitated more.

Because there seemed to be nothing Olivia could gain from this.

After pondering for a while, Estee, sitting on the wave, spoke.

“…There’s a condition.”

“Yes, go ahead.”

“For a hundred days, swear to me in front of Mana that you won’t harm me or Ikhail in any way, shape, or form. This includes all direct and indirect actions. If you don’t agree to this, I won’t accept your proposal.”

“Is that all?”

“…Yes.”

It seemed she didn’t expect Olivia to agree so readily.

“Then I’ll swear right away.”

As Olivia placed her hand over her heart, a blue mana radiated from her body. Watching this, Estee’s brow furrowed for a moment.

It wasn’t because she doubted the oath.

“…That’s a lot.”

There were too many oaths carved into her heart. At a glance, it could be mistaken for a blue heart.

Countless mana chains wrapped around Olivia’s heart.

“Is it done now?”

“…Yes. Does the hundred days start from now, or from tomorrow?”

“Let’s start from tomorrow.”

The next memory is three months later.


Whether Olivia succeeds in removing Estee’s voice or gets caught will be confirmed ‘tomorrow.’

When discussing the greatest swordsmen, Sword Saint Kiel is often mentioned.

Because he has never been defeated in combat against the so-called strongmen of the continent for over a decade.

Since there was no one on the continent who could defeat him in swordsmanship, he was called Sword Saint.





 
  
    Chapter 84: The Protecting Barrier


However, when it comes to discussing the strongest warrior, the story changes a bit.

King Mu or you could say The King Of nothingness, Ashe Baltar.

All nations except the empire unanimously hailed Ashe Baltar as the strongest warrior.

The reason was right in front of Kiel’s eyes.

“…”

In the middle of the steep mountain range, there was a big city called Mikabel.

There, a man was reshaping the mountains with his bare fists.

Suaaah.

A massive rock crumbled into dust with a single strike.

Through the dust cloud, a muscular man rose to his feet.

‘…He’s massive.’

There were no words suitable to describe him. His muscles, height, and build were colossal, almost mistaken for a descendant of the ancient giants.

His aura was both violent and dignified.

He was worthy of being called the king of those who walk the path of martial arts.

The next moment, Ashe Baltar locked eyes with Kiel.

With a sound like “Huh,” and a twisted smile, he quickly moved in front of Kiel.

He laughed heartily and said:

“I knew you would see through my thoughts and come here, Kiel. As expected, you are the wisest among the warriors I’ve acknowledged.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I came here for a personal reason.”

“…”

A moment of silence passed between them.

“You came here because you know why I was stubborn during the negotiations, didn’t you?”

“No.”

“Hmm…”

Ashe Baltar scratched the back of his head.

“Then what is your personal reason?”

“A question.”

“You think I’m someone who would answer a question…”

“Ashe Baltar , are you a regressor?”

Silence fell again.

But this was a different kind of silence.

A palpable aura weighed down between the two.

The auras of these top-tier warriors clashed, distorting the space.

“You made a mistake. You have yet to acknowledge me.”

“…”

Swoosh.

Kiel raised his greatsword. A dark aura as black as his hair enveloped the blade.

“And you dare to speak of acknowledging someone, you ignorant barbarian?”

Ashe Baltar laughed in response.

“Hahaha! The imperial lapdog has grown up!”

There was a cracking sound from Ashe Baltar’s neck. He stripped off his upper garment. The harsh cold of the mountains only heightened his senses.

Ashe Baltar extended his right fist forward and beckoned with two fingers.

“Come, I’ll correct that habit of yours today.”

Soon, without waiting for a signal, they both charged at each other.

***

As always, another day at Chamhoe-dong began.

Olivia, with Rebekah in her arms, gazed out the window.”

The sky was splitting into two in real time. It looked as if a dragon was tearing through the sky.

But if that were the case, the Holy Kingdom would not be this quiet. A dragon could easily destroy an entire country.

Nor could this be a natural phenomenon.

No matter how fierce a gale may be, it cannot split the sky in a straight line.

“Kiel…”

It was a very familiar sword strike.

A slash through space.

The fact that Kiel used that technique meant that he had encountered an opponent he could not handle.

“Is there someone like that?”

When I last met Kiel, his level was only 83. At that level, he was lower than Melina, and even lower than the current Rebekah.

Even with the [Regressor’s Privilege], he could only reach level 93.

At first glance, Kiel might seem weak, but that would be a mistake.

Kiel was one of the few royal NPCs in Lactea.

Given enough time, he could easily surpass other returners.

The reason his level stagnated in the low 90s during the massacre iteration was because Olivia subtly hindered his growth.

What if there had been no interference?

The Annhiliation Ending would have failed for sure.

Kiel, who had advanced beyond the rank of Sword Saint, could have even faced off against the Demon God.

“If the direction is… Mikabel.”

Olivia nodded as she figured out where the sword strike had originated.

If it was Mikabel, then the sword strike made sense.

That’s where the martial king resided.

Ashe Baltar.

If you were to choose the simplest person among the returners, you would undoubtedly choose Ashe Baltar.

To put it nicely, he was a man who enjoyed bloodshed, and to put it bluntly, he was a fight-obsessed, uncontrollable idiot.

Olivia’s evaluation was usually the latter.

The sky gradually returned to its original state. It seemed the two’s fight had come to an end.

The likely winner was Ashe Baltar.

Kiel’s space-cutting sword strike was visible, but Ashe Baltar’s decisive punch was not.

Maybe in a few years, things might be different, but for now, Ashe Baltar was one step ahead.

His age and experience overwhelmingly favored Ashe Baltar.

He probably didn’t kill Kiel. To Ashe Baltar, Kiel was the only warrior who could bring him the thrill of battle. He wouldn’t waste the opportunity to kill him.


“The speed at which the future is changing is accelerating.”

Rebekah and Estee met in the clues, while Kiel and Ashe Baltar met in reality. Even Melina is staying in the North.

“And Aria is oddly quiet.”

***

“It is becoming increasingly difficult to predict.

If this continues, the future could take a completely unpredictable turn as early as the end of this year or by early next year at the latest.

Before that happens, I needed to bring over as many people as possible to this side.

Olivia placed her hand on the head of the sleeping Rebekah.

A notification window she had seen dozens of times before appeared.

[Clue #3]

[Would you like to use the memory from July 993 of the Imperial Calendar?]

As always, her consciousness flickered.

***

“Ugh.”

When Olivia opened her eyes by the seashore, the first thing she noticed was the pungent smell. The sensation of stepping on the massive number of fish carcasses was ghastly.

‘…Why is the rain pouring down like this?’

The torrential rain and the stench were ominous.

It was a horrific environment, but if that were all, she could have just frowned and moved on.

“What the…”

The heavy rain made it hard to see clearly, but among the fish carcasses, there were human shapes. Olivia moved closer to the shapes and was rendered speechless.

The bodies were bloated beyond recognition. The only identifiable feature was the patterns on their clothes.

…They were people from Ikhail.

Olivia examined the bodies that were carelessly strewn about.

There were nearly hundreds of bodies. It was unclear how long they had been left unattended, but their condition was universally abysmal.

Even if the bodies had drifted ashore from the open sea, one would expect at least one cleaner to be present if the city was functioning properly.

But there was not even a hint of human presence.

It was as if the entire city had died.

“…Wait a minute.”

A sudden, ominous premonition struck her.

A very, very ominous premonition.

[Using the skill, ‘Levitation’]

Olivia immediately flew into the sky. Then she saw it.

The ruins of Ikhail.

“…Why is this happening?”

A sentence came to her mind.

“That day, half of the capital sank.”

It was a familiar line.

It appeared in her past story every time she progressed through Estee’s storyline.

“The sunken half became a magical realm.”

“The remaining half came to be called Ikhail.”

The fall of a kingdom that once dominated the east was recorded in just two lines in history books.

A splashing sound was heard. The footsteps were too familiar, making her hesitate to turn around.

She slowly turned her head and saw Estee covered in blood.

She was holding the bloated corpse of a man.

It was the King of Canis.

At that moment, Olivia knew.

‘Olivia’ had chosen the worst path.

-Crack.

Estee, who had thrown the body onto the ground, turned to look at me. Her face, which had remained calm throughout, now wore a smile that bordered on madness.

“Ha, ha, hah!”

[Estee Aquar]

Level: 93

Affection: 80

Job: Wavecatcher

Title: Wavekeeper of Ikhail, Princess of Ruin.

In the storm, only the sound of maniacal laughter could be heard.

Olivia kept her mouth shut. Estee seemed to be saying something to her, but she couldn’t hear clearly.

She didn’t want to listen.

“…Why? Why did it come to this?”

The first step to starting Estee’s affections is to silence the ‘voice’ echoing in her ears.

And the quickest way to silence the voice is to eliminate the very targets Estee is supposed to protect.

This is the result.

Yes, there have been attempts like this in countless cycles.

But that was so long ago it was hard to remember.

It was a time when not even a “Immortal ” ending, let alone a “total annihilation” ending, could be attempted.

“Where’s Rebekah?”

“Huh, huh…”

“Where’s Rebekah!”

Only then did Estee tilt her head.

“…You mean the saint? Didn’t you expel her outside the barrier with teleportation magic?”

Olivia immediately lifted her head at Estee’s words.

Just as Estee said, Ikhail was isolated under a translucent barrier.

Olivia instantly knew who created the barrier.

“…Olivia.”

Olivia threw Estee aside and headed toward the outskirts of the city.

The closer she got to the barrier, the more bodies she saw. Their faces showed the emotions they felt in their final moments.

But ‘Olivia’ would have merely watched them.


Because the people of Ikhail were also among those Estee was supposed to protect.

They all had to die before Estee’s affections could begin.

She didn’t kill anyone. She only created the barrier.

Her only sin was not lifting the barrier.

Olivia’s hand trembled.



 
  
    Chapter 85: The Protecting Barrier -2


“I don’t know what Olivia was thinking when she did this, but one thing is certain.

What did Rebekah think when she saw that?

-Click.

At that moment, Olivia’s senses picked up someone’s movement.

The familiar sound of armor clinking. Thousands of paladins in pure white armor were standing in formation.

Among them were some familiar faces.

But their faces lacked the smiles of the past.

[The ancient magic, ‘Heavenly Prison Barrier,’ is being deactivated.]

From the midst of the paladins, a girl in armor stepped forward.

In her hand was a holy spear that punished evil.

“…Archmage Olivia.”

[‘Saint Rebekah’ activates ‘Angelification!’]

“I will condemn you.”

I will condemn you.

I never thought that a judgment reserved for irredeemable sinners would be passed on Olivia.

-That person is a demon!

I remembered what Franz had said.

-If it weren’t for that barrier, everyone could have lived! But that damned person…

On that day, when a towering tidal wave was approaching, Rebekah was also in Ikhail. The moment she was about to issue an evacuation order to the citizens.

“Stay out of this.”

A light flashed from Olivia’s fingertips, and she lost consciousness.

When she regained consciousness, she was on an unknown grassy field.

“Where is this…”

Around her lay paladins who had been escorting, all unconscious. It seemed Olivia had moved all of them here.

But that was all.

There were no citizens of Ikhail to be seen. Not a single one.

Then, Rebekah heard something desperately pounding in her ears.

-Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump!

Beyond her blurred vision, numerous people were pounding on something.

After rubbing her eyes several times, she realized it was not a mistake; her vision was actually blurred.

There was an endless translucent barrier there.

[■■■■■■■■■!]

People trapped inside the barrier were shouting towards Rebekah. It was a scream, a wail, a prayer, and also a plea. They pounded on the barrier until their fists were raw, and they wept holding their children’s hands.

But no sound came through.

The barrier allowed not even their voices to escape.

All that reached Rebekah were vibrations.

‘What on earth…’

Without realizing it, Rebekah touched the surface of the barrier.

It was hard.

It felt like touching armor.

But if that was all, there was no reason for those people to tremble in fear.

Such a large barrier should be able to withstand even the highest waves…

Rebekah’s thoughts were interrupted.

-Koogooogooogooogoo…

A vibration so massive it was incomparable to before resonated. It was so strong that most of the unconscious paladins regained consciousness.

“That, that is…!”

One of the paladins pointed somewhere. It was in the direction of the lighthouse. In the next moment, the lighthouse was engulfed by shadows and swept away by the tidal wave.

At that moment, Rebekah realized why the people were desperately pounding on the barrier.

It wasn’t meant to stop the waves.

It was meant to prevent them from escaping the waves.

‘No.’

A holy spear made of pure sacred power appeared before her eyes. Rebekah did not hesitate to grasp the spear.

And she thrust it forward.

“This!”

Rebekah’s holy spear bounced off the barrier. Her eyes, confident that it would pierce through in one strike, widened in shock.

The incredible recoil made her wrist ache.

“This is…”

Rebekah realized this was no ordinary barrier. The density of the magic was so high, her holy power scattered upon contact.

This barrier couldn’t be penetrated with holy power. It was designed that way from the start, Rebekah intuitively knew.

“…Why.”

Rebekah muttered as if groaning. Among tens of thousands of wizards, only one could create a barrier of this magnitude.

Thousands of thoughts dominated Rebekah’s mind.

Had it been consumed by a demon?

Had it finally come to this?

There were no signs. For nearly half a year, Asmodeus had not shown himself.

She had never been optimistic, but it was true she had been somewhat reassured.

“…This barrier.”

Franz uttered. The other paladins seemed to have realized as well. They pounded on the barrier for a while, then, grinding their teeth, they shouted.

“…Saint! We cannot break it with our power! Use the holy spear!”

“We’ve… already tried.”

Watching the changing expressions of the paladins in real-time, Rebekah tightly closed her eyes.

It was over.

If there had been even a trace of demonic energy in the barrier, she could have convinced the paladins.

It wasn’t Olivia’s doing. It was the work of the demon that gnawed at her mind.

But the demon had not used even a trace of demonic energy until the very end.

“Ha… haha…”

Rebekah laughed with a hollow expression. She herself was confused, and it was obvious how the ignorant paladins would interpret the situation.

When Rebekah lifted her eyelids, burning anger was etched on the faces of all the paladins.

She was the only one feeling sorrow.


“You all know nothing. Olivia, my sister, is in no different a situation than them.”

‘…Please don’t look at me like that.’

But contrary to her will, Rebekah was issuing orders to the paladins.

“…Franz, return to the Holy kingdom immediately and request reinforcements. As many as possible. If we don’t stop it now, the damage will be even greater.”

“Yes, Saint.”

“Everyone, back off.”

Rebekah lifted her holy spear again and thrust it as if it were her mortal enemy.

Each time her wrist swelled, she regenerated her muscles with holy power.

Even if she wanted to stop, Rebekah relentlessly pushed herself.

“…Saint.”

You can do it.

“Saint!”

You must do it.

‘If not me, then no one…!’

Perhaps Asmodeus had told Olivia’s secret for this reason.

To despair.

To despair once again over the fact that nothing could be done.

To suffer as others viewed Olivia as a demon.

“Aaaaaaah!”

Her all-out strike left not even a scratch on the barrier.

‘Ah…’

Staggering, she collapsed onto the grass. Beyond the barrier, the water had already risen to shoulder height. If it was that bad on the outskirts of the city, the coastal areas must have been submerged.

“[■■■■■……!]”

Parents, even as they sank into the seawater, lifted their children above the surface to give them one more breath. Holding onto a slim chance that the Saint beyond the barrier might save them.

Countless eyes were on Rebekah.

As the water rose, their eyes lost their color.

Rebekah clenched the bushes with both hands.

She couldn’t hear their voices, but she could still sense their emotions.

‘…Don’t do this.’

They would curse Olivia until the moment of their death. They would also hate and resent her.

‘…Please don’t do this.’

That’s exactly what the demon would want.

Rebekah knelt and shed tears. Her tears wouldn’t be visible to them. They couldn’t see them because they were already underwater.

The tremor had stopped.

One by one, heads fell to the ground.

Their eyes lost their light and turned the same color as the sea that swallowed them.

The enraged paladins punched innocent trees. Some madly struck the barrier with their swords.

But still, the only one mourning was Rebekah .

That fact was unbearably bitter and painful.

-You talk as if you know the owner of this body well, but you don’t. All you know is a speck of dust.

That day, she should have kept Olivia bound until the end.

Even if it meant feeling betrayed by her.


Olivia’s purpose is unknown. Since even Estee couldn’t understand, Olivia was all the more incomprehensible.

However, that didn’t mean the time spent in Ikhail was wasted.

As a price for protecting a city for a hundred years, Estee lost her emotions.

Then, what exactly is Olivia whipping herself for, for an eternity?

At the very least, she ought to be saving the world.



 
  
    Chapter 86: Kingdom of Canis, The Aquar.


“…Lady Saint. We have arrived.”

When I opened my eyes to a familiar voice, a strange ceiling came into view.

It was only then that Rebekah realized she had been unconscious for ten days.

Thousands of paladins lined up on the ground.

“…Sir John.”

Their commander was John, the strongest paladin.

John did not say much. He simply uttered a word with a silent gaze.

“The barrier shows signs of being lifted.”

“…Ah.”

And Rebekah sensed it.

The time of choice had come.

***

Olivia gazed at Rebekah.

She was floating in the air, but so was Rebekah, so their eyes were level.

“…Rebekah.”

“…”

Instead of responding, Rebekah aimed her holy spear.

“…It’s over.”

At that moment, Olivia sensed it.

Whatever she said now, Rebekah would not listen.

If it were ‘Asmodeus,’ she would destroy it, and if it were ‘Olivia,’ she would punish her to not further tarnish her honor.

This clue was doomed.

If things ended this way, Rebekah would seek to punish her even in the ‘present.’

She could not let that happen.

Magic gathered at Olivia’s fingertips. She had maintained the barrier until the very end, and though her body was not in the best condition, she could still use this level of magic.

“I’m sorry I lost, sister.”

“…!”

If only she had resisted the temptation to see a Annhiliation ending, it might not have come to this.

Rebekah halted in midair, tears welling up at the corners of her eyes.

Olivia smiled at Rebekah like she always did.

“So, I will change it.”

[Using the skill, ‘Summon.’]

-Summoning the Wavecatcher, Estee.

Estee appeared right next to Rebekah. She seemed bewildered by the sudden spatial transfer, looking around.

“Olivia! What is this sudden…”

Estee’s words did not continue.

Exactly, they did not reach this side.

[Warning! Warning! Warning!]

[In this clue, you can only contact one regressor!]

[Use of the clue is forcibly terminated!]

Olivia’s vision blurred.

Her body fell towards the ground.

“Sister…!”

An unknown voice was heard.

-Whoooom.

Then consciousness was cut off.

.

.

When consciousness returned, unsurprisingly, a distant pain surged.

But it wasn’t as severe as before. This ‘forced termination’ was only about five hours long.

But that didn’t mean it wasn’t painful.

“Cough.”

As expected, blood rose from my throat. It was so revolting and bitter that I couldn’t bear it without spitting it out.

“…Ugh.”

No pieces of innards were seen in the blackened blood pool. Olivia seriously wondered whether to be thankful for that.

‘Huu, huu…’

The pain was still unaccustomed. Beyond the blurred vision she saw Rebekah who was unaware of the commotion and sleeping. Olivia crawled on her hands towards Rebekah.

“…”

She placed her hand on Rebekah’s tousled hair and spoke.

“…It won’t happen this time. I’ll change it…”

Though it was pointless to say this to someone asleep, to Olivia, this was a vow. A vow never to take ‘Olivia’ lightly again.

With a deep breath, Olivia rose from her spot. Dizziness overwhelmed her, but she summoned strength throughout her body to withstand it.

Olivia pulled a potion from her subspace and drank it. Contracted muscles found their place, and the shaken body restored to its original state.

‘…That’s better.’

Olivia glanced at Rebekah, then wiped the spilled blood with her forearm before stepping outside the building.

‘I’ll go to Estee now.’

An alert window appeared before Olivia’s eyes.

+

[Main Quest]

-Clue #1 – Obtained

-Clue #2 – Obtained

-Clue #3 – Obtained

-Clue #4 – Not Obtained

…

…

-Clue #15 – Not Obtained

[Clues must be obtained in order.]

+

Yes, it clearly states that clues can only be obtained in order.


‘There’s no mention that I have to finish the previous clue.’

The clue for Rebekah is already marked as obtained. Therefore, there should be no issue in obtaining Estee’s clue.

Although I knew I could use it this way before, I didn’t because of the high risk.

But given the circumstances, there was no choice.

‘Anyway, today marks the expiration of using Rebekah’s penance service. Then I can’t kidnap her.’

Whether it’s Eileen or the great bishop, when one of the supervisors will come up to the Confession hall and if they realize the saint is missing, the situation could escalate significantly.

‘After all, Rebekah can’t speak of my existence.’

“The priest could not disclose anything about the confession, no matter what. Therefore, the only one who knows of my existence is Rebekah.”

“…This is the best I can do.”

Somehow, Estee needed to erase Olivia’s villainy as clue #4.

[Using skill, ‘Teleport’.]

Olivia’s figure completely vanished from the cliff where the chapel was located.

***

Galdur frowned at the stench coming in through the window. Neither the musty smell of salt carried by the wind nor the burning sun typical of the seaside suited his taste.

But he kept a smiling face.

“So, what brings you here?”

The person sitting opposite him was none other than the King of Canis.

“I have come for negotiations.”

“As far as I know, the negotiation venue is not here but in the Kingdom of Roel.”

“That’s the venue for negotiations with the Eastern Alliance. The negotiations with the Kingdom of Canis should, of course, be held separately with His Majesty the King of Canis.”

A light appeared on the King’s face at Galdur’s words.

“You are quite humble, unlike the rumors, Tower Lord.”

“Ha ha…”

Humility was a word that didn’t suit Galdur, but sometimes he had to put down his pride.

-Lord Galdur, if it stays like this, we will end up taking all the responsibility.

The negotiations with the Eastern Alliance were ruined. The King Mu (TN: King of nothingness, Asche Baltar) and Duke Kiel had disappeared, and the lords of the Free Cities, including the Kingdom of Roel, had rejected the Empire’s reasonable negotiation proposals until the end.

We couldn’t just return like this.

-If that barbarian becomes a problem, tell this to the Wavecatcher of Ikhail: that we will protect Ikhail’s waters under better conditions than the Eastern Alliance.

He had come to Ikhail clinging to that slim hope.

The King extended his palms forward and said,

“Please propose first.”

“Before that, please accept this.”

Galdur took out a parchment from his belongings. In the center was the Emperor’s seal.

“…What is this?”

“This is a gift from His Imperial Majesty to you. From now on, our Empire will treat the Kingdom of Canis as an equal. Moreover…”

There were many flourishes, but it could be summarized in one line.

[The legitimacy of the Kingdom of Canis is recognized.]

The King tried to maintain an expressionless face, but couldn’t stop his lips from curling up.

How much had he suffered because of that damned legitimacy?

In fact, the current Canis royalty were all from a collateral line.

It wasn’t because of a rebellion. Up until 150 years ago, the Kingdom of Canis, then known as Aquar, was strong enough to be called the hegemon of the East.

‘But back then, the name wasn’t Canis, it was Aquar.’

Anyway, the ruler of the eastern continent, Aquar, had sunk into the sea overnight. All of the direct royal lineage had drowned, and most of the national key facilities were destroyed.

The surviving ministers crowned one of the lucky surviving collateral lines as king, and founded the Kingdom of Canis, claiming to be the successor to Aquar.

However, it was not easy to break out of the framework  of collateral line, and they were often ignored by neighboring countries.

‘But if the Empire supports us like this…’

He could throw off the stigma and regain the past glory.

“Ahem, ahem. I appreciate your sincerity.”

Seeing the King’s dramatically different attitude, Galdur thought to himself.

‘Good for him. He’s just a stepping stone.’

In fact, Galdur’s real interest was not in the Kingdom of Canis. What he wanted was just one Wavecatcher from Ikhail.

‘Nothing else but a burden.’

The reason the Kingdom of Canis, whose national strength was at its lowest, could be accepted as a member of the Eastern Alliance was all thanks to Ikhail’s Wavecatcher.

“Of course, what we have to offer doesn’t end here…”

Galdur stopped talking and stared out the window.

‘I’m sure…’

It felt like the space was distorting. If it wasn’t an illusion, it was certainly the sensation felt when using long-distance teleport.

On the entire continent, aside from himself, there was only one other wizard capable of long-distance teleport.

And that wizard was currently missing.

‘…The Gold Tower Lord?’

Galdur clenched his teeth.

‘Why now!’

The reason they ended up negotiating with the Eastern Alliance was all because of the absence of the Gold Tower Lord..

“What’s over there?”

“…Nothing.”

Galdur secretly clenched his teeth. When he turned his head back, his face bore an unfazed smile.

“Anyway, we…”

***

The negotiation was successfully concluded. The Kingdom of Canis received recognition of its legitimacy and the promise of support as an ally, and the Empire was able to overturn a potentially nation-shaking negotiation.

‘Of course, we’d need to bring the Wavecatcher over for that.’

Galdur deliberately made no mention of the Wavecatcher. He had already received most of the information about her through his informants.

Mostly, it was information about where she usually rested, but that was enough.

‘But before that…’

Galdur surveyed the skies from the high window.

Something more important than Estee was at hand now.

Zzzt! Zzzt! Zzzt!

A vast magical power spread out from Galdur. The magic soon covered all of Ikhail.

“Phew.”

It was taxing, and Galdur furrowed his brow. Even if the search magic used minimal magic power, searching such a vast area naturally took its toll.

Galdur closed his eyes and concentrated. He could find her from this distance unless Melina deliberately concealed her magic power.

And the Melina Galdur knew would never hide her presence.

‘…Found her.’

The next moment, Galdur’s form vanished. When he reappeared, it was in a dark alley on the outskirts of Ikhail.

Galdur looked around. Clearly, a vast magic power had been felt here.

At the dim end of the alley, a person wrapped in a robe turned around. The thick robe obscured the face, but the curves of the body suggested it was a woman.

Moreover, the unmistakable aura of power that emanated from her.

Galdur was certain. This woman was the Gold Tower Lord.

“Gold Tower Lord! I won’t ask why you left the Empire! But come back now!”

…

No response. From the lack of interest, it seemed she had no concern for this side at all.

‘Sigh.’

As expected. Even in a deranged state, the Gold Tower Lord was still haughty.

Galdur reached out to grab her shoulder.

As soon as Galdur’s fingertips touched her shoulder.

Crack!

Electricity sparked, and Galdur’s hand was repelled.

‘…Lightning?’

Before Galdur could resolve his confusion, the person turned her head.

Her eyes, holding the chill of winter, swiftly scanned Galdur’s body.


In a detached voice, she spoke.

“What do you want, you?”

Stunned by the unfamiliar voice, Galdur lost his words.

“Do you want to die?”

She was Olivia.



 
  
    Chapter 87: Melina’s Disciple


“What the…”

Olivia, who had been about to punish the rude man who suddenly grabbed her shoulder, flinched upon recognizing who he was.

His stubborn, sharp eyes and his somewhat ragged goatee beard.

‘Why is Galdur here?’

Why would a man who should be negotiating in the borderlands be here?

Caught off guard, Olivia frowned.

She hadn’t expected to encounter Galdur at the edge of the continent, in Ikhail.

‘There’s no way I can just run away recklessly.’

[Galdur Alibas]

-Level: 81

-Affection: -80

-Profession: Archmage of Flames

-Titles: Head of the Magic Society, Lord of the Red Tower

Slightly weaker than Kiel at the time of the tutorial.

He’s skilled enough to confidently secure a supporting role in Lactea.

That was what annoyed her even more.

Strong opponents like him aren’t easily shaken off.

‘Fortunately, it seems he hasn’t recognized me yet…’

The fact that he wasn’t screaming “witch” at her was telling enough.

Had they properly faced each other, it would have been over immediately…

Just as Olivia was about to pretend not to know and turn away, Galdur forcefully pulled at her robe, and her snow-white hair flowed down to her waist.

“You witch…!”

While lightning charred Galdur’s right hand black, his gaze did not falter from Olivia.

“So, you were a witch after all…”

Just as he gathered the flames of magic to burn her on the spot.

“This bastard is crazy.”

An overwhelming coldness enveloped the world.

Chills ran down his spine.

An icy force that seemed to extinguish life itself approached, and there was nothing Galdur could do in the face of such overpowering strength.

He wanted to resist, but his magic wouldn’t obey him.

The control had passed on to Olivia.

“This is unbelievable.”

To dominate the local magic like this…

Unless the opponent was a dragon, this should be impossible.

With a terrified expression, Galdur looked up at Olivia. However, only her cold eyes returned his gaze.

“Please, mercy me…!”

At that moment, as if it were a lie, the coldness subsided. Galdur gasped for breath desperately.

Then Olivia casually told him.

“If you don’t want to die, just go on your way.”

She truly wished that Galdur would just pass quietly.

Fighting an archmage in such a metropolis would immediately expose her identity to the returnees.

Of course, other wizards wouldn’t normally consider such an option, but Galdur was different.

‘He has a lot to lose.’

He was the actual head of the Second Prince’s faction. If he lost his life, the faction would lose its center and collapse.

There is no way Galdur does not know that simple fact.

What was important was the cause.

A reason good enough for an archmage to flee.

And by demonstrating the difference in their power, Olivia provided Galdur with that reason.

To run away.

To fight would mean certain death.

“…”

Galdur couldn’t even meet Olivia’s eyes and hung his head.

He chose survival, even if it meant being cowardly.

Olivia glared at Galdur for a moment and then spoke.

“Forget what happened today. If you ever speak of this… I’ll put you in a condition like the Gold Tower Lord.”

At her words, Galdur’s shoulders twitched.

The Gold Tower Lord was dead?

His eyes wildly scanned the void.

If the witch before him could defeat the Gold Tower Lord, then her recent mana control could be mistaken for a dragon’s.

“Did you kill her?”

Fear and a strange anticipation showed on Galdur’s face.

If the Golden Tower Lord was dead, the title of the continent’s strongest wizard could become his.

“Ha.”

Olivia scorned at Galdur’s thoughts.

She had intended to let it go, but his hopeful attitude about Melina’s death was too much to bear.

‘Yeah, he was always this kind of bastard.’

If she left Galdur alone, he would surely spread rumors throughout the magic tower that “Melina is dead.” Then he would subtly claim the Golden Tower Lord’s position and even steal the title of the continent’s strongest wizard.

‘I can’t stand to see that.’

Olivia sneered.

“I tried to kill her. I almost succeeded, but the Gold Tower Lord’s disciple took her and fled.”

“Her disciple?!”

Galdur exclaimed in a hoarse voice.

At his intense reaction, Olivia secretly smiled.

“Yes, the disciple. A young female wizard… quite skilled. She held her own against me.”

Hearing this, Galdur’s face twisted grotesquely.

“Was that really true?”

He had thought it unlikely when the Gold Tower Lord shouted the disciple’s name in her frenzy.

Calliope also didn’t feel any different when he assured her that the Golden Tower Lord was a person who never lies.

But now, almost half a year after the disappearance of the Gold Tower Lord, he never imagined he would hear stories about her disciple from a complete stranger, let alone from the mouth of a cruel witch.


-Incompetent fool.

Grrrr.

Galdur’s fists trembled. Nightmares from his past spread through his mind like a plague.

He had failed to satisfy Melina. To Melina, Galdur was an incompetent and talentless wizard.

Galdur simply couldn’t accept that statement. His pride wouldn’t allow it.

If he was talentless, it meant all wizards across the continent were talentless.

If he couldn’t satisfy Melina, then no one else should be able to either.

It had to be this way.

That way, Melina would remain arrogant and ignorant, a dogmatic person.

That way, it would prove he was right.

However…

“…Did the young wizard really match the witch?”

That statement blinded Galdur with jealousy.

Brilliant talent that could surpass Melina at such a young age.

-Worthless.

-Don’t ever call me your master again.

Galdur, shaking all over, burst out in a rage.

“Why not me…”

Whoosh!

Terrifying heat emitted from Galdur’s entire body, warping the surrounding scenery.

[Galdur the Archmage uses ‘Phantom Flame’!]

What he had once demonstrated to his disciples at the Red Tower was about to unfold before her eyes.

Flames that not only burnt the world but also distorted reality itself.

“I’ll kill you! I’ll take your head and show it to the Gold Tower Lord! Then she’ll acknowledge that my talent is the best!”

In an instant, the alley transformed into a barren plain.

The sun was far beyond merely being described as hot.

Whoosh!

The sunlight melted everything as it poured toward Olivia.

[Stamina decreases!]

“…Did I provoke too much?”

Bright light scattered behind Galdur.

For Olivia, it was merely painful, but for the criminals, they would melt instantly upon touching the light.

“Arghhhh!”

Galdur’s heat intensified. He didn’t stop there but concentrated magic into his other hand.

[Galdur the Archmage uses ‘Karma Fire’!]

With a whoosh, ominous black flames shot towards Olivia.

“It’s getting dangerous to drag this out.”

Though it appeared to be a desolate plain, it was all just an illusion.

If left unchecked, innocent bystanders might get involved.

Olivia genuinely wasn’t concerned about their lives.

If the citizens of Ikhail were to die and annhiliate, she couldn’t escape the regressors’ attention.

Galdur looked down with a questioning face.

Olivia simply stated,

“Idiot.”

At that, Galdur’s face momentarily blanked.

“I see why Melina called you an idiot. You really are one.”

Olivia smirked condescendingly and stretched out her hand.

[Skill, ‘Lightning Bolt’ activated.]

Electricity gathered at her fingertips, and in an instant, the sky was covered with dark clouds.

“How can this be…”

Galdur, overwhelmed by the scene, forgot that his magic had been thwarted. Soon after, the sky seemed to scream as it split.

The entire view was filled with lightning striking Galdur’s body.

***

Boom!

At the sudden loud noise, Estee turned her head sharply.

“…”

The sky was quiet as if nothing had happened, though the dark clouds still lingered.

Estee glared in the direction of Ikhail for a long while, then her face filled with ecstatic fervor.

Beneath her, dozens of lives were perishing, but the lives of those pirates meant nothing to her.

Estee hugged her shoulders, feeling as if her entire body was heating up.

“…He’s here.”

The liberator who would free her from this ancient bondage.

***

Next episode. (TN: Small Preview of the next chapter have been provided from this Chapter on)

***

“It looks like it will take about another week.”

Olivia spoke to the glowing crystal ball.

Melina merely smiled lightly without explaining why the schedule was extended.

[Take your time and don’t get hurt.]

Feeling slightly melancholic was not an illusion.

“I’ll come as fast as I can.”


Melina shook her head as if to say there was no need.

[Teaching dragons is somewhat fun too. It’s nice and quiet with no one around.]

Of course, she didn’t really mean it. She was poor at expressing emotions.

Even the expression shown in the crystal ball was smiling, but her eyes were droopy like a sad puppy.

Looking at the downhearted Melina, Olivia felt strangely unsettled.



 
  
    Chapter 88: Affection is ?


Olivia lowered her gaze. At her feet, Galdur lay charred and sprawled out. She wondered how he would react if he saw himself in that state. Would he throw a tantrum, unable to believe that Melina would make such a face?

[What’s on the floor?]

“No, I was just spacing out.”

[…….]

Melina looked at Olivia silently before saying a single phrase.

[No matter what anyone says, I trust you.]

Hearing this nearly vow-like statement, Olivia, who was about to end the communication, froze.

[So, cheer up.]

With those words, the crystal lost its light. Olivia looked alternately at the crystal and Galdur with a face full of guilt, then let out a short sigh.

‘……It’s not easy.’

Olivia vigorously shook her head and then threw Galdur into the trash can before quietly sorting her thoughts.

Left as is, Galdur would not be able to reveal his existence.

The very fact of being defeated by a witch and surviving was a disgrace in itself.

Of course, there was a chance he might disclose it out of desperation, but that would require acknowledging the existence of Melina’s disciple.

Galdur, who had nothing but his pride, would never do that.

Then, Olivia sensed someone behind her.

She thought it might be some thugs from the back alley, but it wasn’t.

In the silence, splashing footsteps resounded. Familiar yet ominous, Olivia shuddered.

‘……Why that sound.’

At that moment, Olivia was torn about whether to turn around or not. She couldn’t run away. After all, the whole reason she came to Ikhail was to meet Estee.

‘I didn’t expect to meet her in the city, though.’

Originally, the plan was to confront Estee where there were no witnesses, in the middle of the ocean. But since she had come to the city, that plan was no longer feasible.

‘……Why.’

Olivia’s brain quickly processed and reached a conclusion.

‘Because of the lightning?’

She thought she had used a sufficiently high-level magic, but apparently, it wasn’t enough. Olivia swallowed and turned her head back.

“What a vile place, isn’t it?”

Estee smirked with a grin too radiant for someone devoid of emotions.

“Who are you?”

Estee’s eyes widened at Olivia’s words.

“Hmm… I didn’t expect this situation.”

She tilted her head to the side as she approached Olivia, her hair, a shade darker blue than Olivia’s, flowing down to the floor. Her eyes, reminiscent of the deep sea, differed significantly from those seen in ‘Clues’.

They were more lively, with a subtle trace of madness.

“Well, it doesn’t matter whether you remember me or not. What’s important is what you can do for me, right, Olivia?”

Estee grinned, showing her teeth.

“…….”

Olivia couldn’t respond hastily. This was a situation even she, who had experienced many battles, found novel.

An adversary who showed no hostility.

Olivia immediately checked Estee’s status.

[Estee Aquar]

Level: 93

Affection: ???

Occupation: Wavecatcher

Title: Time Traveler, Ikhail’s Wave Catcher, The Princess of a Fallen Kingdom.

……Question marks?

How could the Affection be a question mark?

“That dumbfounded expression… you’re definitely a bit different from the Olivia I knew.”

Like petting a stray cat, Estee slowly reached towards Olivia’s cheek.

“You’re cute. I might not mind this side of you.”

Olivia pushed Estee’s arm away.

“……What are you doing?”

“See? I told you, cute.”

While receiving a sharp gaze from Olivia, Estee chuckled.

Olivia couldn’t control her conflicting emotions.

‘……What’s with her. She wasn’t like this before.’

A thoughtless machine-like person.

Insensitive and mechanical in every aspect, that was Estee.

But this seemed just crazy.

“Hmm…….”

Estee, with her navy-blue eyes flashing, lingered around Olivia and then looked toward the trash can.

“The Tower Lord, right? I was wondering what that lightning was… you used it ‘here’? And he’s still alive?”

Estee flicked her finger.

Bang! The sea water shot out like a bullet and bounced off a shield.

“Huh?”

“Don’t kill him. I deliberately left him alive.”

If Estee killed Galdur then, it would immediately bring an end to the Immortal  ending.

Not only directly killing but also being involved in killing is considered ‘murder.’

That’s why the Immortal ending is difficult.

“…….”

After a moment of silence, Estee said.

“Definitely, you’re different. The you I know didn’t have this personality. Or maybe my perspective on you has changed?”

With an inscrutable smile, Estee gazed at

Olivia.

“You were never this merciful before.”

“……”

Each regressor has a different way of gaining favor.

So far, the regressors, namely Kiel, Melina, and Rebekah, found it effective to approach things with goodness.

Despite their twisted characters, they knew how to maintain their own principles and fulfill their roles as members of society.

Thus, one could become friends with Kiel, a disciple of Melina, and a sister to Rebekah.


However, there are regressors who are different.

Those closer to evil than to good.

Those closer to chaos than to order.

The first of these was Estee.

“You’ve been talking like you know me, but I’ve always been merciful.”

“That’s not true…”

From Estee, Olivia felt an inexplicable sense of discord.

A look in her eyes that seemed certain she was not a merciful person.

“Well, if it’s not you, then it can’t be helped…”

Estee suddenly stopped as she was speaking with a smile.

It was because of the incessant ‘voices’.

“Ah…”

How could it have become like this so soon?

Estee groaned, clutching her head.

Curling up due to overwhelming pain.

Estee trembled, grabbing Olivia’s garment.

Her pupils sinking in real-time.

A sign that she was losing consciousness.

Estee barely managed to say.

“Take me to, to the sea…”

That was why Estee could not easily leave the sea.

As she moved away from the sea, the voices grew louder.

As the voices grew louder, she became more blind and mechanical.

“……Please.”

The laughter that had been in her eyes moments ago was nowhere to be seen.

Instead, tears welled up.

“Ah, ah…”

With a groan close to her last, Estee’s eyes were about to completely sink when sparks flew from thin air.

Pzzzzzzt!

The view flashed for a moment. Beyond the blurred vision, screaming ‘enemies’ appeared.

Instinctively, Estee moved the waves. Sounds she had heard thousands of times echoed in her ears.

The screams of being swept away by the waves, sinking into the water, taking their last breath…

The ‘voices’ subsided as the ‘enemies’ lives were extinguished.

Slowly, her focus began to return.

“I told you.”

Olivia said.

“I was always a merciful person.”

To Estee, Olivia was a liberator.

A liberator solely for her.

***

Feeling an inexplicable emptiness, Rebekah slowly lifted her eyelids.

It seemed like she had been dreaming a long dream.

The hard, cold stone floor.

If she had slept in such a place, her body should feel stiff, but surprisingly, there was no such feeling. It was as if she had been nestled in a warm embrace.

Rebekah murmured in a dream-like voice.

“Sister…”

Was it really just a dream?

Something wet touched her fingertips. It wasn’t a puddle. Too sticky to be water. Rebekah slowly brought her hand to her eyes. The next moment, she inhaled sharply.

It was blood.

Though it had lost its warmth, it had not yet solidified.

Rebekah’s expression darkened immediately.

‘…It wasn’t a dream.’

She was certainly leaning on Olivia’s lap.

-…It won’t happen this time. I’ll change it.

She seemed to have heard such words.

Rebekah looked outside the repentance hall with a troubled face.

“Sister…”

***

Next episode

***

From the moment Rebekah descended into the repentance hall, she had been unable to gather her senses.

Her memories were strange.

-You know nothing, saint.

Asmodeus had definitely said that in her memory.

And half a year later, Olivia created a massive barrier over Ikhail and submerged hundreds of thousands in the sea.

And then, she said, ‘I’m sorry, sister.’

She lost consciousness and fell to the ground.

That day, her ties with Olivia had ended.

The reason Rebekah was confused was exactly because of this.

‘…It doesn’t make sense.’

That day, she had definitely condemned Olivia.


The sight of her radiant white hair turning red was vivid in her eyes.

‘But… why.’

Why did she regress?

Was it because Olivia had destroyed Ikhail?

No.



 
  
    Chapter 89: Kill me again


The collapsing Holy Kingdom.

The paladins who succumbed.

Rebekah surely died that day, and returned.

Her last memory was desperately reaching out towards the fading figure of Olivia.

But then, why did Ikhail suddenly appear there?

– I will condemn you.

The day Rebekah judged Olivia was the year 993.

-Sister, yesterday… F-Franz? How long have you been there?!

The day Franz got caught calling Olivia ‘sister’ was a year later, in 994.

-Agares!

The day Olivia and her hunted the great demon was in 997.

-Sister… si-sis…

And, the day Olivia died by her hand was in 998.

Impossible.

The feeling of judging Olivia is so vivid, how could their fates still be intertwined after that event?

Yet, as if to contradict that, she also remembered the pain of being pierced by Olivia’s magic.

‘How… can this be…’

It doesn’t make sense.

But the senses speak. Both memories are true.

Memories chaotically mingle.

-Do you know what happens when a human life keeps repeating?

So, this is…

-Just because no one remembers, it doesn’t mean it didn’t happen.

This is…

Her head buzzed as if swarmed by bees.

“Are you alright?”

“…”

She snapped back to reality, feeling the weight on her shoulder.

Beyond her blurry vision, a kind-smiling woman stood.

“…Sister?”

“Hmm… I’m Eileen.”

Eileen. The final saint candidate.

The person who brought her from the Confession hall.

Eileen touched Rebekah’s forehead.

“You don’t have a fever… but you don’t seem well. Stay here, I’ll fetch some herbal tea.”

“…”

Rebekah couldn’t respond.

Just recalling the memories of the past was overwhelming.

***

The famous windowless lighthouse, Pharos.

At its top, two women sat facing each other.

Tapping the desk, Olivia spoke.

“It seems like you’d lose your sense if you don’t kill pirates… right?”

It was more of an interrogation than a question.

Such a tone was more advantageous in taking control of the conversation.

‘It could also make her believe I haven’t returned.’

The more differently she acts from the Annhiliation Ending, the more Estee would believe Olivia hasn’t returned.

Hesitating for a moment, Estee nodded and said.

“…Yes.”

Though considering her current demeanor, it seemed hardly necessary.

‘Whether I’m the same person or not, she doesn’t seem to care much.’

Olivia couldn’t understand how this could be possible.

Surely Estee had died in the Annhiliation Ending, and should have returned with those memories.

Even if she held memories from clue #3, the fact that she had died and returned by ‘Olivia’s hand remains unchanged.

‘Why then…’

[Estee Aquar]

– Affection: ???

Affection was still a question mark.

But judging by that reaction, it’s around 30.

Not minus 30, but plus 30.

…Perhaps it’s time to find out why there’s any affection at all.

“And to solve that problem, you need my help.”

Estee looked surprised and then observed Olivia.

‘Now, I don’t even know what her real personality is.’

Olivia narrowed her eyes and said,

“I’ll help you.”

“Really? Thank you…”

“But first, let me ask a few questions.”

Estee quickly nodded. A few questions seemed a small price to pay for the help she was receiving.

“First, how did you know my name?”

“…That.”

“If you’re going to lie, don’t answer. I can just leave.”

Olivia’s eyes drew a sharp curve.

She would continue questioning if she mentioned the return, and if not, she could simply overpower her.

Resolutely, Estee said,

“…I have memories of a past life.”

Olivia nodded for her to continue.

That was a passing grade.

“…Do you believe me?”


“For now. So, were you close to me in your past life?”

Estee spoke in a voice that slightly lost confidence.

Estee still seemed unsure.

She seemed unsure whether it was right to speak, unable to fully confirm her thoughts.

After watching Olivia for a while, Estee said,

“Olivia, you killed me.”

Estee pointed to her chest, exactly where her heart was.

“I still remember. I died exactly here, stabbed.”

That much she knew.

“…Then shouldn’t you at least feel some hostility towards me?

That’s the real question.

Estee needed to figure out why she felt kindness towards her.

“Why?”

“Why, you ask? I said you killed me.”

“So why is that?”

“…”

Seeing Olivia’s bewildered face, Estee laughed, “Ah-ha!”

“I was someone who didn’t cling to life much. I lived a life bound by harsh duties, deprived of free will. And you, you freed me from that.”

Estee pointed beyond the horizon with her finger.

“The fishmen of Aqua were destroyed by lightning… … hmm?”

Estee tilted her head, her gaze returning to Ikhail.

“Wasn’t it this? Did I wipe out Ikhail with a barrier afterwards?”

As Estee pondered, stroking her chin, Olivia realized something.

Estee had memories from both the Annhiliation Ending and from Clue #3.

The reason for her deduction was simple.

The method Estee just mentioned was the one used in the Annhiliation Ending to eliminate the ‘Voice.’

“How is this possible?’

Perhaps she quit using the clue in the middle?

“…Even so, the fact that I killed you doesn’t change.”

“I told you. Thanks to you killing me, I could be freed from my burdensome duties. I didn’t expect to come back to life though.”

“…”

Indeed, eliminating the ‘Voice’ and being freed from the duty to protect Ikhail are different concepts.

Being free from duties isn’t just about the absence of the ‘Voice.’

There’s a different way to eliminate duties.

‘Even so, liking the person who killed you, does that make sense?’

It was a bit creepy.

Of course, not everyone sees death as salvation.

“…So how can I help you then?”

“Kill me.”

“No.”

Olivia answered without hesitation.

“I’m a pacifist, so no.”

If her disciples had heard this, they would have been outraged to the point of bleeding, but unfortunately, they weren’t here.

“You almost killed the Tower Lord.”

…Forgot about that guy.

What a nuisance to the end.

“Anyway, I won’t kill you.”

“…Then at least do something about the curse.”

“Curse?”

As Olivia asked back, Estee’s pupils faintly trembled.

And Olivia knew what that tremble meant.

‘As I thought, she was testing the waters.’

Estee still hadn’t eliminated the suspicion that Olivia hadn’t regressed yet.

If Olivia hadn’t asked back, a catastrophe would have ensued.

Because until now, they had never discussed curses.

Estee nonchalantly continued, “I almost lost my sanity just now because of that curse. It’s not exactly a curse, but countless voices whispering in my ears…”

Olivia humored her, pretending to listen. After all, she already knew everything.

Her mind was busy figuring out how to approach Estee.

‘…I guess there’s no need to tackle her through clues.’

Honestly, her Affection was already enough.

With regressors who brandish knives without hesitation, just having a conversation like this was already touching.

“…Are you listening?”

“Yeah. I understood everything.”

Olivia nodded and said,

“Let’s ask one last question.”

Sparks crackled in the air, and her palms began to gather electric energy.

“Do you trust me?”


****

Next Episode

***

Estee nodded without hesitation.

“It’s okay even if you kill me by mistake.”



 
  
    Chapter 90: Going into Estee’s Memories -1


It was a voice tinged with slight anticipation.

Certainly, she was not normal.

Olivia frowned.

“…I told you. I’m not going to kill you.”

Estee flinched at the unfamiliar sensation at the back of her neck.

“It stings a bit.”

Tzzzzt!

Sparks scattered in the air like fireworks.

[Skill, ‘Thunder Bolt’ activated.]

The interior brightened instantly. When the flash subsided, Estee had lost consciousness and her head had fallen to the ground. It was clear from her posture that she wasn’t faking it.

Definitely, she had fainted.

“…”

But even after a while, no notification appeared that Estee had been subdued.

That meant one thing.

Olivia clicked her tongue.

“…As expected, it turned out this way.”

I thought it would be easy this time, but it turned out as I feared.

Simply knocking Estee unconscious wasn’t enough to subdue her.

Due to the curse etched in her soul, Estee could not rest until she had defeated all ‘enemies.’

And now, by attacking her, Olivia had become Estee’s ‘enemy.’

Whooosh!

The waves crashed against the rocks, making a sinister sound. The movement of these ordinary waves was unusual.

The waves grew fiercer and suddenly transformed into a sharp whirlpool, sucking in nearby fish indiscriminately before grinding them up.

The sea turned red in an instant.

Grrrr.

That’s when Estee shuddered.

With the sound of twisting bones, Estee’s head slowly turned. Her sunken pupils and the oppressive aura revealed that she had lost her sanity.

[You’re dead…]

Olivia clicked her tongue and activated a magic circle she had prepared earlier.

[Skill, ‘Teleport’ activated.]

She reappeared in the middle of the great ocean, far from Ikhail.

Then a notification appeared before her.

[‘Wavecatcher Estee’ uses ‘Tidal Wave’!]

From a distance, a tsunami-like wave was approaching.

It was hard to call it merely a wave.

It seemed to easily surpass hundreds of meters.

Grrrrrr!

That was why Estee had become infamous across the continent.

No matter who the opponent, if they were Ikhail’s enemy, she would fight to the death.

She couldn’t stop even if she wanted to, couldn’t show mercy even if she wished.

Such was the curse bound to her soul.

-Aaaaaah!

-Please, have mercy…!

Even the cruel pirates trembled in fear at the overwhelming height of the wave.

[Die.]

With a crunch, the wave engulfed the ships.

It was a chilling sight, but Olivia did not retreat.

Instead, she stepped forward.

[Mana is becoming disrupted!]

As the tidal wave drew closer, the ominous notifications appeared more frequently.

Olivia did not try to control the disrupted mana.

Trying to control mana in front of that wave could backfire.

A wave that swallowed magic.

A disaster no wizard could resist.

[Die!]

The ‘voice’ that had made Estee this way probably thought so, too.

And the next moment, Olivia stretched out her arms.

[Ancient Magic, ‘Absolute Zero’ activated.]

The magic that had once brought a great demon to near death unfolded once more at Olivia’s fingertips.

An immense cold covered the world.

The wave began to freeze from the edges.

Creeeak!

For a moment, the tidal wave hesitated, then it smashed through the ice and advanced.

It was then apparent that it wasn’t just one layer.

It was at least dozens.

[This isn’t nearly enough!]

Perhaps irritated by those words, Olivia’s eyebrows twitched.

[Ancient Magic, ‘Destruction Thunder’ activated.]

Tzzzzt!

And the next moment, the color of the sky changed.

Countless lightning bolts formed a wall and advanced.

It was as if the world was ending.

“This is going to hurt a lot.”

The wall of waves and the wall of lightning collided.

[Such lightning is nothing…!]

‘The Voice’ seemed to endure this time too. However, it was only for a moment.

The amount of mana was different from before. Olivia continued to supply mana even after the magic had unfolded.

The mana heart of a wizard who has reached the truth soon becomes the world.

No matter how it’s called a disaster, no wave can stand against the world.


[……!]

‘The Voice’ screamed in agony, but it was drowned out by the thunder.

Even though Estee’s entire body was scorched black, Olivia did not stop casting her magic.

After all, Estee, dominated by ‘The Voice,’ would not die from just that.

Boom and roar!

When the surface was covered with the corpses of fish.

[Returnee, ‘Estee Aquar’ has been subdued without being killed.]

[Clue #4 has been obtained.]

The awaited notification appeared.

‘…Finally.’

Olivia staggered briefly. It was overwhelming for her to maintain ancient magic for even a few minutes.

‘Damn it.’

Estee’s resistance was stronger than she thought. Perhaps a bolt or two could go unnoticed, but hundreds rained down like a storm—how could the other returnees not notice?

Just this morning, Kiel’s sword strike was so strong that it had fell all the way to the Holy Kingdom.

‘……’

A reward notification appeared before Olivia’s disappointed face.

[4 Clues Obtained Reward]

-For each clue, gather all the remaining time and use it all at once.

Fortunately, the reward luck was good.

Olivia gritted her teeth.

‘Half, no. Even less is fine as long as I can make someone my ally quickly.’

Now, there really is no time left.

***

There once was a princess.

From birth, she was beloved by the sea, and on the day she became an adult, she went wild.

That day, half of the capital was submerged.

***

Estee watched Olivia with her arms crossed.

-Give me a hundred days, and I will deal with that voice.

Today was the first day. However, Olivia occasionally stared intently at the sea surface, not taking any special actions.

“…What exactly are you looking for? At best, there are only sunken pirate ships in the sea. Occasionally there are merchant ships, but it’s unlikely to find what you want.”

No reply came back.

“……”

Perhaps from the beginning, she came to find something submerged in the sea, not to the help.

‘…In the end, this person is the same.’

Of course, there was nothing to lose. She had already secured a pledge to use the emperor’s token for Ikhail.

However, she couldn’t help feeling disappointed. Estee watched Olivia for a while longer, but eventually turned her back as Olivia continued to just stare at the sea surface.

“I’ll go first. Just so you know, there are 99 days left.”

“……”

Olivia did not respond. After Estee disappeared beyond the horizon, she finally took a breath and looked around.

[Clue #4]

[Memory of April 993 of the Imperial Calendar]

-Remaining time: 82 hours 49 minutes

“…Good.”

Thanks to the newly obtained reward, the time limit was generous. It wasn’t exactly leisurely, but it was much better than having only 5 minutes.

‘The timing couldn’t have been better.’

Third rule of clue usage.

If two clues conflict, the one used later overrides the earlier one.

Thus, if this clue is used well, the Ikhail annhiliationcan be erased.

It must be erased.

‘I need to find a way.’

As long as Rebekah is in Ikhail, extreme measures can’t be used. However, Estee’s ‘Voice’ cannot be left as it is either.

Whatever the method, removing ‘The Voice’ is one of the reasons why ‘present’ Estee has become friendly.

‘…Is that really the only way?’

It was a certain but rarely used method due to its low chance of success.

And that new method had to be executed when Estee was not nearby.

Olivia approached as close to the sea surface as possible. Then, the sea around her began to freeze slowly.

Hiss, hiss, hiss!

The cold spread widely and rapidly.

The spreading cold suddenly halted as if blocked by something.

It wasn’t for lack of magic power. A human capable of creating a city-sized barrier wouldn’t get tired just by freezing some seawater.

It felt as though the mana was dispersing, almost like touching Estee’s waves.

“I found it.”

Olivia smiled.

The sunken city, Aquar, the aquatic demon realm.

Where countless resentful spirits drowned by Estee lay.

Swoosh.

The surroundings were suddenly covered in black mist.

From the water, one by one, figures rose.

Ghosts wearing the guise of merfolk.

Olivia smiled at a ghost clad in knight’s armor.

“Spirits of Aquar.”

Menacing gazes intensely focused on Olivia.


“Guide me to your king.”

***

Next episode.

***

[You are a swollen human.]



 
  
    Chapter 91: Forgive your Daughter


The ghosts let out a chilling laugh. As their laughter grew louder, the swirling darkness on the horizon intensified.

Suddenly, she was trapped in a black fog.

With a swishing sound, the ghosts peeked out from between the gaps in the mist.

[The wizard tastes good. I’ll eat that girl’s head.]

[I’ll take the body.]

Among them were ghosts in the guise of pirates. All humans who perished in the eastern seas were robbed of their bodies by these spirits.

Even in death, they drifted through the sea, unable to truly die.

[Kekeke. You’re terrified, aren’t you?]

Olivia didn’t respond.

Surrounded by thousands of ghosts, she had no reason to feel intimidated.

[Activating the skill, ‘Lightning Spear’.]

Crackle!

As a massive spear of lightning appeared in Olivia’s right hand, the approaching ghosts hesitated and backed away.

[Magical power is fluctuating.]

[Increase in magic consumption.]

With a buzzing sound, sparks of magic flared up as the shape of the spear blurred. Olivia infused more power into it, greedily consuming the magic.

The sparks slowly faded.

She already knew it was not mere seawater.

They, too, were Aquarians. Like Estee, they could create waves that fed on magical power.

That was the moment.

A ghost appeared from beyond the mist.

This one was of a different caliber from the others.

A dense aura of death. Even combining all the darkness in the black mist, this ghost was beyond comparison.

The atmosphere exuding from the restrained prayer had an overwhelming power.

Olivia knew who this ghost was.

[…You’re not just any wizard.]

This was Krauchel.

He had been the commander of the Aquarian Knights and was known as a Sword Saint two centuries ago.

His body had decayed to nothing but bones, yet his sword was as sharp as ever.

[Go back. If you return now, I will forgive your insolence in daring to speak of His Majesty.]

Krauchel’s self-awareness was too vivid for a ghost of centuries ago.

He was incomparably stronger than the other wandering ghosts.

‘It means he was that strong.’

It was no wonder Aquaria ruled as the hegemon of the East.

Of course, the other implication was that if one wasn’t as strong as Krauchel, they couldn’t maintain their self-awareness.

Krauchel continued speaking.

[This place is… cursed. The living cannot endure long here. This is an advice. Return before you’re consumed by madness.]

Such a statement hinted at his character in life.

Perhaps he was controlling the other ghosts to prevent them from rampaging as well.

[Go back.]

[Return, return.]

The ghosts echoed the same words.

Olivia paused in thought.

‘…Were they always this cooperative?’

As the term ‘demon realm’ suggests, all the spirits here were considered non-human.

They wore the masks of merfolk and pirates, but ultimately, their essence as ghosts did not change.

Normally, some would have attacked…

[Wait.]

Krauchel turned to look at Olivia.

[I sense a holy aura from you. Hmm… Did a saint appear in your generation?]

Olivia realized it was because of Rebekah.

It seemed like a blessing had been given to her without her knowledge.

If one were a saint, even a simple prayer could contain divine power.

Krauchel asked.

[What is your relationship with the saint?]

Instead of answering, Olivia smiled.

Sometimes, silence was the best way to stimulate the other party’s imagination.

[…Answer me.]

Krauchel spoke again, almost pleadingly.

[If it’s the saint’s divine power, it might free us from this curse. So tell me, what is your relationship with the saint?]

“We’re like family.”

[…The same?]

“The only family I have, if that makes it clearer.”

Krauchel nodded.

[May I make one request, young wizard?]

“That request would be to bring the saint here, wouldn’t it?”

[…Yes.]

“To purify the curse with her divine power.”

[That is also correct.]

Olivia smiled.

“If you offer me a chance to meet His Majesty, I’ll consider it positively.”

[That is… impossible.]

Krauchel’s face, as he hesitated in his reply, was inexplicably sorrowful. Seeing his hesitation, Olivia spoke again.

“I came here because of Estee.”

At that remark, the phantoms that had been quietly circling the area suddenly let out a unified wail. This time, Krauchel did not stop them.

[Young wizard, I warn you, never utter that name again. If you do, I will not stop them next time. Do not believe that the saint’s blessing will save you from death.]

All the souls present were those who had been swept up and drowned during Estee’s rampage.

Their resentment was so immense, one could tell just by looking at the city that had sunk and turned into a cursed ground.

“I am aware of the secrets of the Aquar Kingdom.”


[And yet, you dare to speak such words.]

“How dare you,” shouted one of the phantoms as the deathly aura from the black mist intensified.

The newly appeared phantoms had a different air about them compared to the first ones.

The Ghost knights drew their swords, and the wizards emitted a deathly energy instead of magic.

But they did not attack.

Because Krauchel had not permitted it.

[Young wizard, what is your purpose in seeking an audience with His Majesty?]

Krauchel asked, placing his hand on the hilt of his sword.

It seemed he was ready to kill at the slightest misstep.

However, Olivia did not show fear and responded.

“I will speak of that directly to His Majesty.”

[How presumptuous.]

“I’ll take that as you saying, You are confident.”

[You have a sharp tongue. Be advised, His Majesty detests those who are all talk.]

Olivia nodded.

“Thank you for the opportunity.”

Schwing.

Instead of replying, Krauchel drew his sword.

It was not aimed at Olivia but rather at the ocean surface.

Krauchel used a technique called ‘Sea Splitting’.

With a thunderous sound, the sea began to split. Surprisingly, once parted, the sea did not seem to know how to return to its original state. Each strike of his sword deepened the gash in the sea.

Soon after, the dark ocean floor was exposed.

[Follow me.]

With those words, Krauchel jumped down onto the dark ocean floor.

***

[You are the first one to come here Alive.]

“…It is an honor.”

Krauchel walked ahead, and Olivia followed, observing the sunken city.

There was no need to worry about swimming. Although Aquar was a city submerged in the sea, it was not an underwater city.

The city was enveloped in darkness.

A dense aura of death completely covered the city, preventing the seawater from penetrating.

[Ha ha ha ha ha!]

[A human! A living human!]

Thanks to this, Olivia could see the crazed spirits rushing towards her.

They snapped their teeth as if they would tear her apart, but they could not get too close because Krauchel cut them down as they approached.

“You show no mercy.”

[These are not the citizens of Aquar. They are the spirits of pirates executed by that woman.]

It was clear who “that woman” was.

Once again, Olivia felt the deep resentment they held towards Estee.

Krauchel and Olivia walked through the royal palace corridors.

The corridors were filled with broken debris. In hidden corners, moss flourished, and sinister lights took the place of candlesticks.

Krauchel stopped in front of a door that exuded a menacing energy.

It seemed like a joke so far, but now a terrible energy leaked from the gap.

[This is a dangerous area!]

The constantly appearing warning window was proof of that.

Krauchel politely knocked on the door, then stepped back a few paces.

[Enter.]

The door opened.

Upon a high throne, a dark figure flickered.

Olivia knew the identity of this being.

“It is an honor to meet you, noble people.”

[…You have good eyesight.]

“Thank you.”

The reason Olivia referred to them as “nobles” was simple.

Though they were one body, they were not one person.

In the next moment.

[I never thought I’d be discovered so quickly.]

[If only you had kept quiet.]

[Everyone, silence.]

[His Majesty speaks.]

From the dark figure, dozens of voices flowed at once, from young men to middle-aged women.

They were all members of the Aquar royal family.

They had once been Estee’s parents, siblings, and relatives.

They had once cherished her the most, but now they hated her more than anyone.

The king spoke.

[So, what is it you want to say to me?]

Clearly, he had been listening.

“Please forgive your daughter now.”

Olivia got straight to the point.

“How much longer will you curse her? Isn’t 150 years of suffering enough?”


[It is not enough.]

The reply was curt.

[Tens of thousands of people drowned that day. 150 years is far from enough.]

“Estee did not rampage because she wanted to.”

Strictly speaking, it was not Esty’s fault that the city sank.



 
  
    Chapter 92: I need Four days


The royals of Aquar undergo a ritual on their coming-of-age day.

It’s a ceremony of entrusting oneself to the sea, harnessing the power of the waves.

Naturally, the more power the sea lends, the higher the waves rise.

Estee’s only crime was being born with a constitution beloved by the sea.

“Don’t you think you were complacent? If only you had set a single barrier, this disaster wouldn’t have occurred. What would a princess, just come of age, know?”

She performed the ritual as instructed, doing her best as she was told.

“You must have been curious. A child who rode the waves from birth, how strong she would become upon adulthood.”

The youngest princess didn’t want to disappoint her parents and family’s expectations, so she did her best.

Ultimately, she couldn’t control the power and ran amok.

“It was you who urged her to move not just the waves, but the sea itself.”

After all, humans cannot rule the sea.

“And still, you say 150 years are insufficient. Isn’t that laughable?”

Estee led a life completely opposite to Olivia’s.

“The ones who should atone are not Estee, but you.”

Estee kept to atone.

Olivia atoned after protecting.

The reason her heart swelled might have been because she felt a kinship.

Outrage burst out from everywhere.

[How rude!]

[An ignorant girl who only talks!]

[I’ll tear you apart!]

Amidst this fierce murderous intent, suddenly.

[Quiet.]

The king stopped them.

[I won’t deny it. I might not know about others, but at least I, understand your logic. However, the inscription engraved on Estee’s soul cannot be undone.]

Faced with an unexpected response, Olivia hesitated.

“Why not?”

[Those inscription were engraved by me, my family, and all the citizens of Aquar.]

As Olivia fell into confusion, the king extended his hand, revealing a tiny fragment of a chain.

A notification popped up before her eyes.

[King Fram’s share is 0.7%.]

It was a fragment of the inscription.

Small enough to be called a speck of dust.

[It cannot be undone without the majority’s agreement.]

The king’s gaze seemed inexplicably gloomy.

[You have come too late, wizard.]

The citizens of Aquar harbored deep resentment towards Estee, who had made them like this.

Those who knew the whole story initially resisted this resentment but eventually crumbled under the passage of time.

Ten years, fifty years, a hundred years…

Enough time for affection to turn to hatred, for fondness to become aversion.

Unknowingly, their resentment engraved fetters on Estee’s soul, and their deep-seated grudges became ‘voices’ gnawing at her mind.

[I will forgive you for daring to include your daughter’s name. Go back.]

Even the king was this resolute, how about the other spirits?

Even if it were a majority, persuading tens of thousands of spirits was nearly impossible.

“I’m sorry, but I didn’t come here to seek permission.”

A wave of white light radiated around Olivia, modified from lightning.

“I’ve come to notify you.”

Zzzzzt!

Although the royals emitted a vicious murderous intent, Olivia paid them no heed.

They seemed strong, but their actual combat power was even less than Krauchel’s. If the king intervened, it might be a different story, but Olivia was certain he wouldn’t.

[…Did you owe my daughter a debt? What relationship do you have to go so far?]

“I’m not in debt, but trying to erase it.”

[Erasing a debt?]

“I also feel a kinship due to a similar plight.”

[That’s insufficient. No one would risk their life to erase a debt, and no one challenges the impossible just out of kinship.]

The king’s voice was still unconvinced.

“It’s not impossible. I don’t plan to throw away my life.”

[Young wizard. There are things in the world one can know without encountering.]

“I shall be the first to break that stereotype. It’s an honor.”

Honestly, she wasn’t sure she would succeed.

Never had anyone attempted to persuade the spirits of Aquar in numerous attempts.

The term [Share] was also new to her.

But she was already in a predicament where hesitation meant losing the initiative.

[The King has already said it’s too late!]

“It’s not too late. I’ve seen those who have endured far longer than you. Yet here you are, royals of a kingdom, whining that even 150 years is too late.”

It was Olivia’s own story.

[Ridiculous!]

[Now she’s just blurting out anything!]

[Your Majesty, please grant me the chance to behead that insolent one!]

The king remained silent. The next moment, a gaze was felt from a dark figure.

[…Those are not the eyes of a liar.]

[Your Majesty?]

[Your Highness, that person…]

[Silence.]

The king had no interest.

To him, Olivia’s success was not particularly important. He simply did not want to miss the first opportunity given to him after having fallen into the abyss.

[What exactly has that person endured all these years for?]

“To protect the world.”

[From what?]


“I cannot say. You would not believe me if I did.”

In truth, Olivia did not believe she could persuade the king with just that.

Nor could she recklessly share the stories known to those who are not human.

Instead, she brought a proposal that might interest him. That was…

[…Some people pretend to tell someone else’s story as their own.]

Pause.

[There’s one characteristic common to such people, do you know what it is?]

“…What is it?”

[Even though it’s someone else’s story, they speak as if pleading.]

The dark figure seemed to smile with its eyes.

[How much time do you need, wizard?]

He no longer called Olivia a young wizard.

The ghost, once known as the Tyrant King, seemed to have retained his discernment even in death.

Olivia quietly checked the notification.

[Remaining time: 80 hours 00 minutes]

“I will conclude it in four days.”

[…Four days?]

“I know it’s short, but… that’s all the time I have.”

Olivia was honest.

She had used up the time given in Clue #4 all at once.

But she had no choice.

If she gave the other returnees even a day more, there is no guarantee what might happen.

[A time limit…]

[Certainly, if one is backed into a corner, I can understand such recklessness.]

[Such courage is truly a model for others.]

There seemed to be a big misunderstanding, but there was no need to correct it.

[I promise, in the name of the king, that no ghost of Aquar will touch you for these four days.]

“I have one more request.”

[Speak.]

“There is someone in my party. To accomplish the task, I absolutely need her help.”

[…Is that companion a saint?]

“Yes.”

Suddenly the chamber became noisy.

Some were shocked, some exclaimed, and some lowered their voices as if impressed.

Saints do not appear in peace. They only appear in times of difficulties. And that difficult times were usually the appearance of a demon lord.

[…Are you a Archmage?]


“Yes?”

[No, never mind. Forget what I just said.]

The king, uncharacteristically flustered, made Olivia furrow her brow.

Why does an Archmage suddenly appear?





 
  
    Chapter 93: Achieve Salvation


At first, there’s no such profession in Lactea.

‘Was there a history I didn’t know about?’

While Olivia was bewildered, the king said,

“I will allow the saint’s entry for four days. Additionally, I will assign Knight Commander Krauchel as the escort for the party.”

A strange longing emanated from the black figure as he spoke.

The door creaked open, and the apparition that appeared beyond it was Krauchel.

“Krauchel, guide this person to the surface.”

Krauchel nodded submissively. As the royal energies scattered into the air, Krauchel rose and said,

“Follow me.”

***

“Hmm… When are they coming?”

Rebekah fiddled with an innocent conch shell while gazing endlessly beyond the horizon.

The view was clear, but Estee was nowhere to be seen.

“What are you doing here?”

As Rebekah turned around, Olivia appeared amidst the shimmering light.

“Unni? How did you…?”

“I heard. You were supposed to be here.”

Olivia’s gaze lingered on the conch shell.

“Did the Wavecatcher give you that?”

“Ah… Do you know what this is?”

“Of course. It’s a conch shell for receiving signals.”

A relic used only in the fallen kingdom of Aquar, no longer in use in modern times.

Olivia carefully began,

“Do you plan to help her?”

“I am… “

“…I want to help her, Unni.”

Rebekah lips trembled, then finally, with sad eyes, she said,

“Yes, that’s right.”

Yet Rebekah knew well that wanting to help at such a time was merely inadequate sympathy, something Olivia, nor even Estee, had understood yet.

And Olivia already knew Rebekah’s feelings, what kind of person she was, the impact of Asmodeus’s words on her psyche, and why she wanted to help Estee.

Without a word, Olivia approached Rebekah and placed her hand on her head. As always, Rebekah let herself be comforted by Olivia’s touch.

“Can I ask you for just one favor?”

“A favor?”

“Yes. A very difficult favor.”

Rebekah looked back.

“Yes, please tell me.”

“I need to help someone. But to help that person, I definitely need your help.”

“Who is this person?”

“A very pitiful person. Someone who made an irreversible mistake long ago and has been wandering the seas for hundreds of years as penance.”

At that, Rebekah’s eyes shook violently.

“…Unni.”

“It’s not because you said you wanted to help her that I’m doing this. I’ve been planning this for a very long time.”

At that moment, something surged within her.

“…How long ago?”

Rebekah swallowed that question. Hiding her inner thoughts, she said with the brightest face she could muster,

“I’ll help.”

She wanted to be of help, even like this.

“Are you going to that person right away?”

At Rebekah’s words, Olivia faintly smiled.

“No, there’s a place we need to go first.”

With that, Olivia tightly grabbed Rebekah’s hand. The next moment.

Tsststssts!

Their bodies vanished into a beam of light.

[Using the skill, ‘Teleport.’]

“…Where is this?”

Rebekah looked around nervously. The sky was completely covered with ominous black fog.

[…Indeed, you are surely the saint.]

Beyond the fog, Krauchel appeared.

With the ghostly knight’s turquoise eyes flashing from within his helmet, Rebekah’s face stiffened. Feeling his immense aura, she took a half-step back.

[…You brought me here without explaining the situation?]

“I didn’t know you would be waiting.”

[Hmm…]

Rebekah looked astonished as they casually conversed with the apparition.

Olivia briefly explained the situation to Rebekah. From Estee’s past sins to what she needed to do.

“A sunken kingdom… I see.”

Surprisingly, Rebekah quickly accepted the situation.

“You brought me here to help those people achieve salvation.”

“That’s right.”

“It will take at least half a year.”

Despite the arduous journey ahead, Rebekah smiled.

She was simply happy to be able to help Olivia for a long time.

Then, Krauchel spoke.

[Four days.]

“…Yes?”

[You only have four days to enter Aquaria.]

Rebekah, with a startled face, said,

“Ha, but it’s impossible to bring salvation to so many in just four days!”

[I know that too.]

Krauchel’s gaze was fixed squarely on Olivia.


[We wanted to give more time, but that person refused.]

“Ah, Unni! Why…”

[The time given to her…]

Krauchel’s words were cut off.

Because Olivia raised her hand to stop him.

“Krauchel.”

[…I’ve talked too much.]

Krauchel’s sword split the ocean once more. The sword strike was powerful enough to dissipate the black mist, but Rebekah’s gaze was not directed there.

‘Unni.’

Her eyes swirled with various emotions as she looked at Olivia’s back.

***

[Do you even have a plan?]

Without turning back, Olivia responded to Krauchel’s question. Her tone implied that thinking was unnecessary.

“We’ll have to persuade them. One by one.”

[Is that all? I thought you had a clever trick up your sleeve.]

It would have been nice if there was such a trick, but unfortunately, the only method that came to mind was the straightforward approach.

Gaining a stake in Estee’s inscription in exchange for bringing salvation to the ghosts.

‘…It’s short.’

Even though it had barely started, it already felt like there wasn’t enough time.

’80, no. Now 79 hours and 40 minutes?’

Olivia said.

“Krauchel, how much is your own?”

Instead of answering, Krauchel extended his hand. A shard slightly smaller than that of the king appeared.

[‘Death Knight Krauchel’s Share is 0.3%.’]

It’s a lot.

Though lower compared to the king, the fact that a knight commander, practically a stranger, had this much indicated a lot.

He must have held considerable affection for Estee during his lifetime.

“You were different in words and actions.”

[…Think whatever you.]

Olivia shifted her gaze to Rebekah, who looked gloomy, probably still bothered by what Krauchel had just said.

Olivia secretly smiled.

‘Keep worrying.’

Olivia planned to use this clue entirely to win over Rebekah. But unlike Kiel, she didn’t intend to take a moderate approach.

Like Melina, she intended to make her an ally in any situation.

‘Now the other regressors will start moving in earnest.’

If she wanted to avoid terminnation, she had to play her cards right here.

Even if only Rebekah was on her side, it would make things much easier.

Seven out of ten people on the continent believed in the Goddess of Light.

That would give her the religious justification she needed.

One negative point for Aria.

“Shall we start?”

[My word, if you try to persuade them one by one, not just four days but even a hundred years wouldn’t be enough.]

Certainly, Krauchel wasn’t wrong.

Seeing the ghosts flying erratically, even conversing seemed difficult, let alone bringing them salvation. How many of them could be sane after becoming ghosts?

Normally, it is natural to lose reason when becoming a ghost.

Krauchel and the royal family were exceptional cases.

“No, it’s possible.”

Instead of explaining further, Olivia grabbed Rebekah’s shoulder. Rebekah, who had been looking at Olivia with an inscrutable expression, turned around in surprise.

“…Unni?”

“Can you spread some holy power around?”

“…How much?”

Rebekah did not ask why.

It seemed she would follow whatever Olivia asked.

“As much as possible.”

“Then they will be startled.”


Even if they were human in life, ghosts are clearly outer beings.

And to such beings, holy power is antithetical.

If she suddenly scattered an opposing energy, anyone would rush towards her.

Rebekah was worried about that.

“Trust me.”



 
  
    Chapter 94: The Sacrifice


Rebekah’s eye trembled. With a complex expression, she looked at Olivia and then, as if having made up her mind, nodded.

“I’ll try.”

A divine aura emanated slowly from Rebekah, spreading around.

Fwoosh!

Black mist burned away in the holy flames. As Rebekah’s prayer reached its climax, the brilliance of the divine power grew stronger.

[Hmm…]

Krauchel grumbled. Feeling averse to the divine power was unfamiliar to him since he was not human.

This reminder made him acutely aware of his non-human nature.

It was not just Krauchel who grumbled.

Spirits touched by the divine power recoiled in shock, and though slight, it seemed as if their ethereal bodies were burning.

However, despite writhing in agony, they could not attack Rebekah.

An ancient paladin was protecting her.

“Krauchel.”

[I know, even without saying.]

Krauchel’s sharp gaze intimidated the spirits. Some spirits, ignorant of their limits, did attack, but a few slashes caused them to lose form and melt into the ground.

Startled, Rebekah said,

“Did you kill them?”

[Spirits don’t die that easily.]

They were once residents of Aquar, even if they had lost their reason.

Krauchel, who understood chivalry, wouldn’t have truly struck them down.

Krauchel stepped back from the kneeling Rebekah. His turquoise gaze fiercely scrutinized Olivia. Soon after, Krauchel’s voice echoed in Olivia’s mind through telepathy.

-What are you thinking? This will only increase their wariness. Weren’t you supposed to persuade them?

-You’ve become quite talkative. Are you worried about failing?

-You…

He did not expect her to respond telepathically.

Without giving him a chance to react, Olivia continued.

-As I said, I will meet and persuade them one by one. But Rebekah doesn’t need to do that.

-What exactly do you mean?

-Just what I said. I will persuade only the high-ranking officials who know the inside story. I’ve calculated that it amounts to about 20% of the total.

-And the remaining 30%?

-I will seek Rebekah’s help.

Krauchel’s expression showed he did not understand. It was perhaps expected since there were no saints in the era he lived.

He did not know what it meant to be chosen by the gods.

The very essence of a saint’s power is reflected in their level.

Rebekah, a teenage girl, was at level 93, and that was entirely the reason.

-How?

-You’ll see.

Krauchel looked at Olivia with complex eyes. He seemed both skeptical and suppressive of his expectations.

He must have realized by now.

The fact that Olivia is among the high-ranking people she is trying to persuade.

“Do you need to do more?”

“Yes. Just a bit more strength, please.”

Olivia stroked Rebekah’s hair, then looked around with a confident expression.

Spirits, sensing the disagreeable divine power, hovered just outside its reach. There were thousands of them.

Zzzzt!

In an instant, the spirits surged inward, attacking Rebekah like a crashing wave. Despite the pain of their ethereal bodies burning, they were driven by a single goal: to eliminate Rebekah.

“Don’t draw your sword.”

[What?!]

Krauchel, poised to strike, froze with an expression of incomprehension.

[…You’ll die.]

“I won’t die.”

Olivia slowly walked to Rebekah and stood protectively in front of her.

Rebekah slowly opened her eyes.

There she saw Olivia’s back. There was no protective shield around her; she planned to face the wave of spirits with her bare body.

But Rebekah couldn’t scream at her to run away.

The atmosphere simply didn’t allow it.

When she first met Olivia, she had felt the same emotion. A person who spent a whole day genuinely for others. When she realized it wasn’t pretense, how ashamed she had felt.

-Why do you work so hard?

To her naïve question, Olivia had replied,

-Because someone has to do it.

She would likely answer the same now.

A person who felt responsible for all the world’s misfortunes.

More saintly than a saint.

And now, Rebekah Rebekah had to accept a truth she never wanted to admit.

‘I don’t understand.’

She might understand Estee, but she could not comprehend Olivia.

Her sacrifices, having to watch them helplessly.

Olivia.

Her only family.

Rebekah clenched her teeth. Why was the divine so cruel to the virtuous?

‘I wish I could…’

Through blurred vision, the terrifying wave seemed to be weakening. The spirits, increasingly slower, eventually stopped in place.

[What is this…!]

[Am I sane?]

The darkness that gnawed at their minds peeled away, and their suppressed consciousnesses surfaced.

They were spirits, but at that moment, they were humans with all their past memories intact. At least, that’s how they appeared to Krauchel. His turquoise gaze flickered violently.

[You are…]

“It’ll be alright, won’t it?”

Krauchel could not respond. Olivia smiled at the stupefied Krauchel, then turned to the spirits.


“I am Olivia, the Archmage of the empire.”

Her voice carried through the air.

“Will you listen to my story?”

The suddenly lucid spirits, confused, turned their gaze toward Olivia in unison.

“I cannot revive you. I neither understand nor can understand your pain. But I can promise you one thing.”

Olivia did not pause.

This was not a speech.

It was an appeal, and also a requiem.

“I will end your pain today. I will help you finish your lives not as spirits, but as humans.”

The myriad gazes bore various emotions, but they all shared one sentiment.

[So you’re saying you’ll kill us again?]

A spirit asked.

“Yes. I will kill you.”

Olivia did not deny it. Salvation, after all, was just a euphemism for the extinction of the soul.

At Olivia’s words, the spirits’ gazes wavered. So did Krauchel’s and Rebekah’s.

[…Are you deceiving us?]

“Yes.”

[Then why…!]

Before the angry spirit could shout, Olivia spoke.

“Hate me for killing you. Be angry at me for deceiving you. but…..”

Rebekah seemed to vaguely know what would come next.

“Please forgive your princess.”

Krauchel felt as if he was choking, momentarily forgetting he was already dead.

So overwhelming was Olivia’s will.

To take it upon herself.

Even a former paladin felt it, and the other spirits must have felt it too.

The previously tense atmosphere had now heavily settled.

[…Why would you do that? You have no relation to the princess, do you?]

“Being unrelated doesn’t mean I can’t help the wronged.”

Olivia smiled.

“I want to help both you and your princess. That’s all.”

Equating the killing of people with the appeasement of spirits—how could these be on the same level?

But the wizard before them truly believed so.

To direct the anger at herself.

To hate her instead.

But to forgive Estee.

There was no one there who followed her in laughter, but neither was there anyone in anger.

And then, a moment later.

[‘Fisherman Rain’ forgives Estee.]

[‘Fisherman Yurax forgives Estee.’]

[‘Gatekeeper Kvan forgives Estee.’]

…

…

[‘Knight Rodman forgives Estee.’]

[Your share is now 7.43%.]

[If it continues like this…]

Krauchel muttered in a grumbling tone. Nearly a thousand spirits had vanished at once. Olivia’s requiem had truly worked.

Just a few more times like this, and not only the curse imprinted on Estee’s soul but all the spirits of Aquar might find peace.

‘…What kind of person is she?’

Even a warrior who had faced countless battles would foam at the mouth before such a number of spirits.

[Status abnormality, ‘Curse,’ resisted.]

[Status abnormality, ‘Weakness,’ resisted.]

[Status abnormality, ‘Corruption,’ resisted.]

There were still some spirits who did not easily vanish. As if trying to receive compensation for their lives spent wandering as spirits, they directed all their hatred towards Olivia before accepting their dissolution.

‘I knew it would be like this.’

It was stranger for those who had been deranged for centuries to accept their fate willingly.

That’s why Rebekah was brought along. Such status abnormalities could be cured instantly with divine power.

[…Are you alright?]

“Yes, I’m fine.”

It wasn’t an exaggeration. Thanks to Rebekah’s healing, she truly wasn’t in pain.

‘Compared to the pain when I was terminated, this is nothing.’

Her head felt dizzy, and her heart seemed to beat faster than usual, but that was within expected limits.

“Just a few more times like this, then only until…”

Thump.

Rebekah had quietly moved closer and grasped her wrist. Not wanting Olivia’s words to continue, her eyes were tearful.

“……I’ll do it now.”

Startled by her unexpected action, Olivia looked at Rebekah.

“……Please.”


With Rebekah’s trembling hand and gradually lowering gaze, Olivia decided to step back.

‘I was going to do it a few more times.’

But given Rebekah’s reaction, stepping back was the right thing for her mental well-being.

‘We’ve achieved the objective,’

Judging by the response, emphasizing ‘sacrifice’ was sufficient with just this much.



 
  
    Chapter 95: I want to confirm


As ‘Olivia’s’ sacrificial spirit comes to the fore, her connection with ‘Asmodeus’ weakens.

If this matter concludes well, Rebekah will think that all the evil deeds Olivia commits are the doings of Asmodeus.

How could someone who sacrifices so much for a total stranger commit genocide?

Olivia slowly nodded.

“There’s no need to follow my methods exactly.”

“…I can do it like you, Unni.”

“I’m not saying this because I don’t trust you.”

[Saint Rebekah uses ‘False Insight.’]

Your words are true.

“…Oh.”

Olivia closed her mouth at the sudden notification.

She hadn’t expected Rebekah to use False Insight.

She could roughly guess why.

Probably because she was worried that I would sacrifice myself again.

‘Even so, she must be really upset.’

It seems she has lost trust in a different way.

Occasionally, Rebekah forgets that she is just a child in her early teens.

Olivia quickly regained her composure.

“I’m a wizard, so I have no choice but to use extreme methods, but you’re not. Use your position as a saint. With Krauchel’s help, it won’t be difficult.”

With that, Olivia looked at Krauchel.

He immediately understood what her gaze meant.

Inevitably, a telepathic message came.

-Are you telling me to be a scapegoat?

-If you think of it as being a scapegoat, it’s a scapegoat. If you think of it as chivalry, it’s chivalry.

The ghosts may not know Rebekah is a saint, but they do know Krauchel is the captain of the knights.

His conduct is well known externally, so if Krauchel confirms that Rebekah is indeed a saint, everything else will proceed smoothly.

-Please help the people end their lives in the embrace of the divine, Krauchel.

The Light church has been established on the continent since five hundred years ago.

The Aquar Kingdom would also have been greatly influenced by the Light church and would have a significant number of followers.

‘At least 60 to 70 percent.’

Krauchel would have no choice but to comply.

[…I will do my best.]

“I trust you, Krauchel.”

At their conversation, Rebekah’s eyes widened.

“…What about you? Aren’t you coming with us, Olivia unni?”

“I’ve entrusted this matter to you, so I must go elsewhere. Thanks to you, I can barely make it in time.”

The wavering in Rebekah’s eyes. Olivia’s mention of being short on time deeply pierced Rebekah.

“Where… are you going?”

“To the castle. It seems I’ll have to persuade the higher-ups myself.”

“…Ah.”

She deliberately ignored Rebekah’s wide-eyed look and stroked her head.

“Thank you. I’ll be back soon.”

Rebekah’s hand passed helplessly through the air.

***

‘At least that side is roughly sorted out…’

With Rebekah and Krauchel, about 30 percent can be achieved in three days. Given Rebekah’s intense gaze, perhaps even 40 percent is possible.

Rebekah will tirelessly perform the pray day and night to minimize Olivia’s sacrifices.

But that’s the limit.

There are those who outright reject salvation, and then there are those who have become non-human entities.

Genuine ghosts that, having forgotten they were once human, merely lust after the living’s bodies.

Those who have given up on being human cannot be brought back to sanity even with divine power.

For them, spirit rites are impossible. Annihilation is the only answer. Naturally, gaining a stake is also impossible.

‘Probably the king thought it was impossible because of this.’

Even if all the people who could potentially regain their sanity were gathered, it would still fall short of a majority.

That was why Olivia was heading to the castle.

Ultimately, to gain a majority Share, she would have to persuade the royal bastards.

‘Krauchel was 0.3 percent, so the high ranks would be slightly less. The royals would be more.’

As Olivia walked down the castle corridor, she was lost in thought.

Of course, she had no intention of making such an appeal this time. The citizens were bona fide victims. They lost their families overnight, and some even their own lives, which is why they pleaded for forgiveness.

But the ones in the castle were different.

These bastards were all perpetrators. It was them who incited Estee to stir the sea and waged a propaganda campaign claiming that Estee killed them.

[Hmm, what is it?]

The black figure spoke. Olivia already knew it was one of the royals.

“Where is His Majesty now?”

[Are you asking for more time? His Majesty is not one to bend his will.]

Olivia knew that too. The history books made clear what kind of person the tyrant king of Aquar was.

And surely, he had said this.

-For the next four days, no ghost of Aquar will touch you.

The king didn’t just mean to ensure her personal safety.

After all, how could one control citizens gone mad and turned into ghosts after death?

Even if he had been king in life, it didn’t mean he would still be king in death.

This obvious fact would not have escaped the person known as the tyrant king.

“I have something to ask.”

[You have something to ask… He is probably wandering the third floor. Try looking there.]

The readiness of the response suggested that Olivia had found favor with one of the royals.

Olivia immediately headed to the third floor. Finding the king was not difficult. His presence darkened the area he occupied.

[It hasn’t even been an hour since you met with us.]

Instead of replying, Olivia extended her hand, and a piece of chain too large to be called a shard materialized in her palm.

“Your Share is 7.43%.”


[How already… … !]

The royals gasped, while the king himself was simply staring at Olivia.

“I came here for a to confirm.”

[…What do you want to confirm?]

Olivia deliberately paused, not to provoke the king but as a silent request for the other royals to withdraw.

The king understood her intention.

“Everyone, please step back for a moment.”

The royals hesitated for a moment, then disappeared somewhere.

[Now, speak. What do you mean to confirm?]

“Your Majesty wishes to forgive your daughter, is that correct?”

[…I will not deny it.]

“But you also know that you do not have the right to forgive yourself.”

[That is also true.]

Her guess was correct.

The king wanted to release Estee’s curse, but he couldn’t because of the backlash from other spirits.

His share was merely 0.7 percent.

‘Now I see.’

It felt like the pieces of the puzzle were coming together. She could also see how ‘Olivia’ could have caused the downfall of Ikhail.

‘She must have seduced the king.’

The curse engraved on Estee’s soul are to protect Ikhail from ‘enemies’, and those ‘enemies’ are defined by the spirits of Aquar.

If Aquar attacks Ikhail, Estee will have no choice.

Since Aquar was once part of Ikhail, they couldn’t have stopped it either.

The king would have wiped out his descendants for his daughter’s freedom, and Estee would have been content knowing that ‘the voice’ was not heard.

“May I educate the royals a bit?”

[Educate?]

“I mean, I’ll fight them. Until you say you’ll forgive your daughter.”

[…Do you think I would allow that?]

“If you weren’t going to allow it, you wouldn’t have assigned Krauchel to watch over us.”

If the king wanted to protect the royals, he wouldn’t have sent Krauchel out of the palace.

Probably, the king had been planning this from the start.

The king said in resignation.

[That’s the only way, isn’t it?]

“You already know, don’t you?”

[…Please take good care of Estee.]

“I’ll come back with good news once everything is settled. I’ll have to persuade dozens of spirits, which will take all night.”

The king turned his back, indicating that he would condone whatever happens next.

And that was exactly what Olivia had been hoping for.

“I’ll come back with good news, Your Majesty.”

***

Gathering the scattered royals around the palace wasn’t difficult.

When casually summoned under the king’s order, they gathered in the office without suspicion.

Thus, dozens of royals gathered.

One of the royals asked.

[Where is His Majesty?]

Instead of answering, Olivia activated a prepared magic circle. Lightning-infused magic spread in all directions, binding the royals.

Some quick-witted royals tried to escape, but the moment they touched the wall, they couldn’t avoid the fate. The office walls were covered with lightning.

[What is this madness! Are you out of your mind?]

Silently, Olivia pushed the royals into a corner and arranged them according to their shares.

The royals, turned into display fish, gritted their teeth and said.

[You bastard!]

[Do you think you’ll be safe after this! Even if His Majesty promised your safety, do you think he will overlook this behavior?!]

The king of Aquar is a formidable opponent for Olivia. She could manage one-on-one, but with Krauchel involved, victory couldn’t be assured.

The royals were so bold because they knew of the king’s strength.

But Olivia merely smiled dismissively.

These royals were already ‘selected’ ones.

The reasonable royals had already been removed by the king.

Thus, those present were expendable.

‘Even if they’re family. Quite the fiery king.’

Perhaps they didn’t care because they were already dead.

After all, the extinction of a soul can also be nicely wrapped as eternal rest.

“I haven’t done anything yet, why are you so angry?”

[Nothing done! Do we look blind to you?]

Angry voices came from all around.

If they were alive, their faces would have been beet red, a sight Olivia regretted missing.

“I’ve just tied you up. Have I tortured you, or beaten you to death?”

[Let us leave, you madman!]

“Are you yelling to intimidate me, or to call for help elsewhere?”

One of the royals were shouting and glared at Olivia, failing to grasp the situation.

“No one around me will hear that. There are no ghosts. Save your strength for the time when you will scream at the top of your lungs. Who knows, If you try your best, you might be able to get free.”

[What a crazy women!]

Olivia said with a grin.


“Can’t you understand the situation?”

[What?]

“Does it look like I would do this without any backup?

“Think a bit, you fools.”

While the royals rolled their eyes, Olivia formed a chair out of ice and sat down.



 
  
    Chapter 96: The end of the curse


The royal family shuddered and stepped back in the sharp cold.

[Could it be…]

Seeing their faces filled with despair, I felt a thrill.

“I’m not normal either.”

But it can’t be helped. To deal with monsters, one must become somewhat monstrous.

Olivia crossed her legs and sat crookedly.

“Listen well. From now on, I’m going to beat you up. Don’t worry about not being able to use physical force. A little magic makes it easy. If any of you refuses to forgive Estee, I’ll start over and beat you all again as a collective responsibility.”

[No, not me! I forgive Estee…]

“Don’t care, explain after you’ve been beaten.””

Olivia approached the nearest royal and punched him with all her might.

Each time they were hit by her fist, mixed with lightning and cold, the royals screamed in pain.

[Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh! Damn woman!]

The royals shivered and tried to summon their deathly aura, but they couldn’t escape the magic circle.

[Stop, please! Please stop!]

So the beating continued relentlessly.

[Stop… please, please stop…]

It took just over an hour for the oldest of the royals to give in.

“Next.”

At Olivia’s chilly voice, the royals flinched and looked up at her, instinctively realizing their mistake.

“Aren’t you coming out?”

[My, my body is bound…]

“So, you want me to come there?”

[If you just release these bindings, I’ll come immediately!]

“You still haven’t come to your senses.”

Olivia then punched the royal she had just been beating in the solar plexus. The royal twisted in pain just as he was regaining consciousness.

[Aaaaaah!]

And that was the end of it.

“Come on. Whether you roll or crawl.”

Now the royals seemed to have caught on to Olivia’s disposition.

They looked petrified, as if they had seen a demon.

Some of the royals cried out desperately.

[I, I’ll forgive her! I’ll even hand over my share!]

[I, I will too…]

[We all agree! So please!]

When Olivia’s punching stopped, hope flickered in the royals’ eyes.

[Th-thank you…]

But Olivia wasn’t finished yet.

“Do you remember what I just said?”

[Uh?]

“If even one refuses to forgive, I’ll start all over again.”

Olivia pointed to a royal who had fainted. Whether part of his soul was broken or not, he couldn’t say a word. The royals looked at him and then at Olivia.

[This is ridiculous!]

“I’ll leave that to the guy who passed out.”

Olivia raised her fist towards the trembling royal.

“Hold on even if you feel like fainting. If you want it to end within a day everyone must forgive Estee.”

***

[…It’s over.]

Krauchel swallowed the word ‘already.’

Two days. It only took two days to end the many ghosts.

Despite losing sleep, it was unbelievably quick to save tens of thousands in just two days. Krauchel wouldn’t have believed it if he hadn’t witnessed it himself.

‘She’s incredible. Or, is this what it takes to be called a saint?’

Olivia and Rebekah.

Their abilities far exceeded Krauchel’s expectations.

If Olivia could persuade the royals in time, the plan would be a success.

[Are you going straight to the palace?]

“Yes.”

Rebekah answered without hesitation, her arms and legs trembling from the strain of the past two days.

Knowing the reason for her exhaustion, Krauchel immediately set out for the palace.

“Uh… Mr. Krauchel.”

[Speak.]

“Do you know anything about Olivia?”

He stopped walking.

Krauchel slowly turned his head. He didn’t know much about Olivia, but one thing was clear.

He had to pretend to know nothing here.

[We’ve only exchanged a few words, what could I know?]

“…”

Rebekah closed her mouth, realizing that she couldn’t change the stubborn spirit’s mind.

They reached the palace corridor in silence.

“Huh? Is it already over?”

With a clack, Olivia opened the door and appeared.

The first thing visible in the dim view was Olivia’s disheveled state. Her hair was wild, and her hands were swollen red. Her magic also seemed unstable, not at all normal.

“…Unni?”

Tears welled up in Rebekah’s eyes instantly.

“Why? Unni”

 “It’s okay. I’m not hurt at all. My hands are swollen because things didn’t go well…”

Rebekah bowed her head deeply. Seeing this, Olivia had a troubled look on her face.

“I can’t really explain this properly.”

Anyone who has ever hit a punching bag in a gym knows that swinging your fists is no ordinary task.

She had been doing it for two days straight, and it was more surprising that her body was still intact.


Rebekah, staggering like a ghost, grabbed Olivia. Olivia’s hands were full of wounds.

“…Who did this to you?”

Her eyes seemed determined to forcibly put to rest the ghost who had done this.

“It’s not their fault. It was your unni’s mistake.”

Losing focus, she pounded the ground with her bare fists, and this was the result.

[Saint Rebekah uses ‘False Insight.]

-Your words are the truth.

Even though the truth was revealed, Rebekah’s face did not brighten.

She seemed to deeply misunderstand the meaning of Olivia’s admitted mistake.

“Where are those people? I will…finish this.”

“It’s all over. They have all entered into rest now.”

After two days of beating, they had dissipated.

Of course, she had taken a generous share of the curse.

Suddenly, Rebekah’s fists trembled.

“Who decided to…”

Rebekah’s eyes turned toward the door through which Olivia had come.

“To make a person suffer like this, who decided.”

Before the explosive Rebekah, a dark figure appeared. It was the king of Aquar.

[…You’ve gathered them after all.]

The king looked at Rebekah and Olivia in turn and said.

[With a majority of shares collected, we can now remove the curse engraved into Estee’s soul. Shall we do it right away?]

“Of course…”

As Olivia was about to agree.

“I can’t agree. No, I won’t.”

Rebekah’s bombshell statement left Olivia gaping.

“…To do this to someone unrelated and then let them rest, is that what humans should do?”

Rebekah said.

“Estee must have been part of their family once. How could people who are family…people who are royalty of a kingdom! I can’t forgive them. I will never allow them to rest in peace so arbitrarily.”

The situation became complicated.

And it was not like Rebekah could be told, ‘Actually, I physically beat them to annihilation.’ That would only make things awkward and possibly ruin their relationship.

So, silence was maintained.

Rebekah would keep quiet until directly asked.

[Hmmm…]

The king, having been informed of the situation by Krauchel, muttered under his breath.

To think that such methods were used to gather that amount of shares so quickly.

‘A sacrifice… this is indeed no ordinary matter.’

It was understandable why the saint might misunderstand Olivia’s injuries.

The king telepathically messaged Olivia.

-You are indeed a terrible person.

-…You noticed?

-Though the kingdom has fallen, I was its king. I ought to have some discernment.

Olivia swallowed hard. If the king spoke a word about this incident, it could not be undone.

-Worry not. I owe you a debt, and I shall handle this.

The king seemed to wink as he looked her way.

[Saint. Couldn’t you forgive them, even if it was just to see my daughter’s face? I will educate the bastards who made the archmage of the Empire like this, even if it means chasing them to the end of hell.]

The word ‘daughter’ made Rebekah hesitate.

Across the continent, the word ‘parent’ held that much power.

‘Playing the advance card.’

She had never imagined that the king, once called the ‘Tyrant’, would help her.

Originally, the king was the boss monster of the Water Demon Realm of Aquar.

At nearly level 90, with the ability to manipulate thousands of spirits and having the legendary swordsman Krauchel as a guardian, the king was once widely known as the ‘Player Cutter’.

She hadn’t expected this kind of help… perhaps the game and reality were indeed different.

“…However.”

Rebekah hesitated. It seemed she still couldn’t forgive.

The king looked at Olivia and Rebekah in turn, then muttered softly to Rebekah.

[Saint, would you come with me for a moment?]

He added telepathically.

-You stay here.

-I was planning to anyway.

-You trust me too much. Do you know what I am going to say?

-Then you’ll be locked up in the water for another 150 years.

-Haha, you don’t lose a word.

What the king intended to say to Rebekah was unclear, but it was likely not something bad.

A private meeting is a good way to persuade someone.

The saint followed the king down the hallway.

When they reached the twisted garden, the king said.


[Saint, do you know why the archmage asked me for four days’ time?]

“…Why?”

[She said that was all the time she had left.]

Rebekah stumbled.

[I have an ability I did not want, I gained that after becoming a spirit. One of them is the eye that sees through the essence. When I found in the archmage’s body… it was not her time yet.]



 
  
    Chapter 97: The Liberator Olivia


It’s not her time limit. Whether that’s fortunate or not, Rebekah couldn’t tell.

[Though it’s embarrassing to say out of my own mouth, I was once called a tyrant. I pride myself on having an exceptional eye for people.]

Olivia is a genius.

Both as a wizard and as a strategist.

[In my humble judgment, the Archmage has already more than accomplished her goals. To save the world, no less. Had it been anyone else, they might have been deemed a madman, but the Archmage is different. She has the capacity to do so.]

“……What do you mean by that?”

The king grinned.

[Literally what I said. The Archmage claims her purpose is to save the world. Considering she mentions only 150 years, she must have lived for that purpose for a very long time.]

“……What are you trying to say?”

Rebekah’s voice sharpened.

[Didn’t I just say? I have the eye to see through human nature. For instance, I knew right away that you are fifteen years old. But… no matter how I look at it, the Archmage seems to be in her twenties.]

Even if magic can maintain youth, it can’t fool the eyes of a ghost. Olivia was clearly in her twenties.

However, she has lived far longer than that. The implication was clear.

[Do you think it’s possible for the body to stay young while the mind ages?]

“……That’s impossible.”

[But that’s the only way to explain the Archmage’s situation.]

Rebekah had no choice but to repeat what she had said before.

“What are you trying to say?”

[An individual who gained the power to save the world by the age of twenty, having lived thousands, tens of thousands of years. I’ll ask you this. In your view, is the Archmage someone who would fail over tens of thousands of years, or someone who could save the world hundreds of times over?]

The answer was predetermined.

“……”

Naturally, the latter.

Rebekah’s eyes slowly widened.

Her head involuntarily turned back towards the direction where Olivia was likely waiting.

-You know nothing, saint.

She was choked up. No voice came out.

[Perhaps she mentioned ‘four days’ because it’s becoming harder to maintain sanity. To go mad in just 150 years is human nature… but tens of thousands of years? It’s unimaginable.]

The demon was taking advantage of this moment.

The king looked solemnly at Rebekah’s face.

Even in front of a specter, the saint, who had lost her courage, trembled.

[You know, saints only appear during troubled times. I’m not sure what causes these times, but one thing is for sure. If the Archmage becomes the cause of that trouble, no one will be able to stop her,]

There’s no need say this. Rebekah would use the ‘share’ to forgive Estee.

However, this was the king’s own way of repaying Olivia.

‘If I leave it like this, she won’t tell the saint herself until the end.’

Olivia had deliberately created the worst situation for the same reason. So that Rebekah would realize the severity of the situation.

Humans become desperate when they are about to lose something precious.

They will do anything to avoid loss.

Olivia was the savior who had freed his daughter and his people. Surely she deserved salvation.

“How could you say such a thing……!”

[So, prevent that from happening. You have the capability. After all, you are a saint chosen directly by the Goddess of Light.]

As Rebekah remained silent, the king calmly continued.

[This is why you must forgive my people who hurt the Archmage this way. If Estee is freed, it will be a great strength to you.]

Consider what might happen if Olivia falls.

Rebekah clenched her lips.

It wasn’t wrong, but admitting it was right was also isn’t right.

[Perhaps the Archmage even considers the possibility of her own downfall. That’s one reason why she gathers strong individuals like you.]

“……”

Facing Rebekah’s trembling eyes, the king was convinced.

This had alleviated her concern about Olivia’s mental breakdown. The saint would not leave her side.

[Think carefully about what the archmage must have lived such a long life for.]

But the king had overlooked something.

Rebekah thought,

‘You don’t know.’

He was unaware of the demon that had infiltrated Olivia’s mind.

‘…So you can say like that.’

Rebekah looked dazedly at her own hands.

Blood.

Was it because her vision was blurred, or was it a hallucination?

When the worst came, could she indeed condemn Olivia?

The conversation ended there.

***

“How long are you going to talk?”

Olivia asked accusingly. The king responded telepathically.

-No need to worry now. It’s all settled.

-That doesn’t seem very reassuring given your expression.

Rebekah’s face was unusually distressed

What had they discussed that had changed an angry face into such a desperate one in thirty minutes?

‘…Was it about Estee?’

Indeed, Rebekah was emotionally sensitive.

“Are you okay?”

“……”

Rebekah ran to Olivia and embraced her.

‘…What happened.’

She hugged so tightly that it was hard to move. Olivia, squinting her eyes, glared at the king.

“……Will you let go?”

“I won’t. I’m never letting go.”

Realizing she couldn’t escape, Olivia resignedly stroked Rebekah’s head.

“It seems about time, Your Majesty.”

Chains appeared from the tips of Olivia’s fingers.


“Your share is 26.3%.”

“King Fram’s share is 4.2%.”

“Rebekah.”

“……”

As if pricked by a thorn, Rebekah flinched.

Firmly.

Perhaps it was just my imagination, but the embrace seemed to grow stronger.

“Saint Rebekah’s share is 21.5%.”

The chains rattled and moved. As time passed, the chains vanished like dissipating dust.

A notification popped up at the same time.

“You have released the Anchor of ‘Wavecatcher Estee’.”

[You have obtained the title, ‘Liberator’.]

The king bowed politely. Krauchel did the same. It seemed that Krauchel was also among the friendly ghosts the king had persuaded.

“Thank you. I will not forget this favor, even in the afterlife.”

And then it melted away.

-Thank you.

The king’s form flowed like water. The castle corridors, roads, trees, everything melted away without a trace. In the middle of the crumbling Aquar, only Rebekah and I stood alone.

[Water’s Boundary, Aquar Clear.]

Olivia lifted her head towards the sky.

Swoosh…

Beyond the clearing darkness, someone was riding the waves towards us.

Estee was standing on the sea surface.

She had come this far looking for the person who had released her anchor of curse.

Estee was aware of Aquar’s existence. However, each time she tried to enter, ghosts rushed at her, preventing her entry. But now, there were no ghosts left to stop her.

Olivia swallowed her breath and stared at the sea surface. The shadow undulating in the waves was unmistakably Estee’s.

Fortunately, it seemed she hadn’t been spotted yet.

“…I can’t just leave like this.”

Because Rebekah was right next to her.

If Estee got even slightly closer, a warning alert would pop up immediately, and her consciousness would be jolted away.

As it always had.

“…Should I send Rebekah away after all?”

Olivia had no intention of using observation. She no longer blindly believed in other ‘Olivia.’

This being the final moment, she needed to conclude it herself.

“Rebekah. Will you wait for me in Ikhail first?”

She asked, knowing she would not agree.

“…I don’t want to.”

As expected, it was impossible.

Whatever the king had said to her, she clung to her leg like a child with separation anxiety, refusing to let go.

Inwardly clicking her tongue, Olivia placed her hand on Rebekah’s head.

Pretending to stroke her hair for a moment, Olivia discreetly manipulated magic to create a magic circle.

[Skill, ‘Teleport’ is being used.]

Zzzzt!

Rebekah’s body was engulfed in bright light. Quickly grasping the situation, she glared at Olivia and hurriedly drew upon her holy power to resist.

But it was already too late.

“Unni!”

With a scream that sounded almost like a wail, Rebekah vanished.

The coordinates were set to Lighthouse, so suddenly appearing there wouldn’t draw the attention of passersby.

Olivia sighed in relief and surveyed her surroundings. As the fog that had enveloped the city completely cleared, water poured in from all directions.

Whoosh!

The water rose rapidly to her feet.

That was when it happened.

“…I had a hunch, but it really was you.”

A familiar voice rippled out, and immediately the seawater moved like a bursting fountain, pulling Olivia up to the sea surface.

“What have you been doing down there?”

As she turned her head back, a familiar woman stood on the surface of the water.

“As you see.”

“Do you know where you’ve just been? Below there are only irrational ghosts. It’s lucky I noticed right away; you could have ended up as fish food.”

“I doubt it.”

“Don’t be too confident. I acknowledge that you are strong, but the king of the ghosts is very powerful. For you…”

“It’s okay. The ghosts won’t appear anymore.”

And among those ghosts was Estee’s family as well.

Estee gasped for air. Unable to speak for a long while, she remained silent.

“…Are you sure?”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Olivia answered.

“Yes. You won’t have to hear ‘those voices’ anymore.”

“…”

Instead of responding, Estee closed her eyes and concentrated. The voices that had been cluttering her mind were no longer audible. She waited with a bit of hope, but it remained the same.

“…I can’t hear them.”

Thousands, no, tens of thousands of voices. The countless voices that incessantly whispered to guard Ikhail had vanished like a lie.

Estee knew better than anyone that the sea ghosts did not discriminate between day and night. But now, there was not even a trace of black mist, let alone ghosts.

The timing was too perfect.


“…Could it be.”

Estee murmured softly. She looked at Olivia with a blank expression. At a glance, she seemed calm, but it was a reaction dramatic enough to be called emotional for someone whose feelings had worn thin.

Olivia secretly admired.

“…Yes. This is true.”

Seeing Estee, who could be called mad under ‘current’ circumstances, now impassive and inorganic, made Olivia feel at ease. Indeed, the familiar was best.



 
  
    Chapter 98: Olivia has shown up


Of course, if this Estee regresses, she’ll be the same as the ‘current’ Estee.

“That’s probably right. The ‘voices’ must have been made by the spirits of Aquar.”

Still finding it hard to believe, Estee frowned.

“……Wait here.”

Swoosh!

Suddenly, the waves surged and Estee’s form disappeared into the sea.

She reappeared much later.

Perhaps something got in her eyes, her navy-blue pupils were tinged red.

“……Just as you said, it really disappeared. All that’s left is the ruins. There’s no way the spirits could remain in a city without any trace left behind.”

It was unclear how deep she had dived, but the scent of the deep sea wafted from Estee’s hair.

Estee spoke in a somewhat strained voice.

“……Could it be that even the anchor was made by the spirits?”

“Unfortunately, yes. That’s right.”

“Ha ha…”

Estee laughed emptily.

In retrospect, it had been strange from the beginning.

The ‘voice’ that had rung in her head contained a terrible grudge.

However, they did not whisper for someone to be killed.

What they wanted was just one thing: to protect Ikhail from the ‘enemies.’

Olivia said, 

“The other half of Aquar is Ikhail. The people who lost their lives that day hated you deeply but also realized that your protection was essential for the survival of their descendants.”

“……My life is already ruined, and you expect me to be convinced by just a few words?”

“No.”

With a self-deprecating laugh, Olivia pulled out a recording crystal from her pocket and handed it to Estee.

Estee was not blameless. No matter how much the other royals had instigated her, the fact that she had drowned many of her people remained unchanged.

But unlike other royals, she had paid her dues many times over.

So, she deserved compensation.

“What is this?”

“Just play it once.”

Without much thought, Estee played the crystal.

Crack! Whack!

-Arghhhhh!

-Screaming!

The royals were beaten relentlessly. Each time their spirits were shattered, Estee’s face strangely transformed.

It was a recording of two days. As the proud nobles’ behavior grew uglier, the corners of her mouth rose.

“……Did you beat them for two days straight?”

“Of course.”

“Ha ha… Hahaha!”

Estee wiped away tears, not from crying, but from laughing.

Her bright smile resembled her ‘current’ self.

“……I understand what you’re trying to say. The royals got beaten like dogs, discarded their dignity, and squealed like pigs for mercy, but I still feel it’s not enough.”

“I’m glad you understand.”

“Yes, your words are right. Whether intentional or not, I committed a great sin and killed many people. 150 years would be a light sentence.”

Estee briefly looked at Olivia and then bowed her head slightly.

“It’s all thanks to you. I express my gratitude, Archmage of the Empire.”

Olivia was taken aback.

To hear thanks from Estee was strangely unsettling.

“Ahem.”

Olivia smirked and said, “Thanks are not just given in words, Princess.”

Estee’s smile grew even wider.

“Indeed, rumors can’t be trusted. The whole world is deceived by you. How can such a schemer be considered good and gentle?”

“Emotions are relative, after all.”

Estee felt at ease. It was a feeling she had not experienced since she was a naïve princess unaware of the world’s ways.

Was it because she had come to understand the whole situation, or had she finally freed herself from the shackles that had bound her for so long?

Or maybe…

“Tell me. Is there anything else you want from me?”

“Not yet.”

“I didn’t know it would end in just three days.”

“That was quick.”

“I was thinking that the spirits would last hundred days. How could they not last more than two days? Some lasted 150 years, didn’t they?”

Estee looked at Olivia’s face and chuckled. Then she burst into laughter again, shedding tears.

“Ahahaha! You’re good at flattering!”

The moment Estee smiled, a notification popped up.

[‘Wave Catcher Estee’s favorability greatly increases.]

And Olivia thought.

Somehow, it ended well.

[Remaining time: 14 hours 23 minutes]

‘…There’s a bit of time left.’

It seemed manageable to just appease Rebekah and wrap things up.

‘Is this the fourth one?’

Kiel, Melina, Rebekah, Estee.

The worries about the princess being in trouble were lessened.

…Or so she thought.

***

Boom!

A loud sound came from across the sea, and Altear, the dark Lord, looked up at the sky.

It was in the direction of the port city, Ikhail.

“……Lightning?”

The sky was quiet again as if nothing had happened.


However, in an instant, Altair’s expression changed.

“Elias.” 

Elias, the Red Dragon Lord.

“…I was thinking the same. Indeed, Olivia wouldn’t have just died easily.”

“We need to inform Aria right away.”

Hesitating for a moment, Elias clicked his tongue as if he had no choice.

The princess, at least, always listened well to her master Altair.

“Tsk.”

Elias began to change in appearance.

From a beautiful man to a red dragon symbolizing the apocalypse.

The ancient dragon language echoed in Machina.

[Hold it. Lord of Darkness.]

***

The Imperial Palace.

In the emperor’s office, where meetings were usual, the foreign minister continued his report.

“…Negotiations with the Eastern Alliance are planned to be concluded by the end of this year.”

The emperor tapped his throne with a dissatisfied expression, his gaze naturally turning to Aria beside him. Aria was present because she had no interest in the emperorship.

This was why the first and second prince had not been allowed into the office.

But that was not the only reason. Aria had the capability to sit in this position.

She had not only brought the Duke Kraven, the empire’s wealthiest, to her side, but she was also successfully pushing through the empire’s policies related to the public using her distinctive image.

There was no one left who underestimated Aria.

“…Hmm. Does the princess have anything to say?”

The foreign minister’s heart sank at the emperor’s words. Backed by the Duke Kraven, Aria was the real  controller of the Treasury Department.

In fact, the new finance minister was also a member of the Duke Kraven.

“No. As long as it’s finished within this year, there shouldn’t be a big problem.”

“Why do you look so troubled?”

“…Well.”

Aria looked troubledly towards the door. Beyond the tightly closed door, no sign of movement could be felt. Originally, the idea that someone had entered the palace, heavily guarded by the Central Knights, was preposterous.

But Aria was certain. She had just sensed the presence of the Lord of Darkness.

‘What to do?’

All eyes were on Aria.

Aria thought it was rather good timing. Altair would create a reason for her to leave the meeting room.

“Your Majesty!”

Soon, the Central Knights opened the door with urgent faces.

Entering without permission was a grave impudence, but the concerned parties seemed unconcerned.

“What is this…”

“Your Majesty! You must evacuate immediately!”

The ministers looked stunned.

What was so urgent that they spoke of evacuation?

If one were to choose the safest place on the continent, it would undoubtedly be this palace.

The next moment, everything went dark.

A burning heat exploded in the air, and the sound of cutting wind echoed.

The shadow blocking the sun was not from clouds but from the wings of a living creature.

The pinnacle of life, a dragon.

A noble uttered a sigh at the sight of the scales shining like rubies.

“…Red Dragon.”

With Melina gone, there was no human who could stand against this dragon.

As everyone screamed and evacuated, only one person did not flee.

‘…This is too much.’

How did he get here from Machina. With Elias’ help?

“Your Highness, you must evacuate immediately!”

“I can go alone, take care of the others first.”

“But…”

“Listen, Lennox. In such an urgent situation, there are no knights who would care for a servant like you. The knights will flee as soon as all the important people are safe. In other words, I need to stay here so that the knights do not flee.”

The servant Lennox’s face lit up with admiration.

“If all the servants run away, come back for me last. Go now and evacuate your colleagues.”

“Ah… Yes!”

Aria sighed inwardly as she watched Lennox leave.

‘What are they trying to do?’

It was too excessive for a reason to get her out of the meeting room.

Aria moved in the opposite direction of the evacuation. If this was a diversion, Altair would surely be waiting here.

No matter how urgent, there was no need to reveal his true form… Hmm?

“It’s been a while, Princess Aria.”

A man appeared from between the shadows, wearing an assassin’s robe.

Surrounded by people presumed to be Night Ravens who had fainted, Altair spoke as if making an excuse.

“I had no choice but to rush in. The matter was that serious.”

“So Olivia has shown up.”

“…Yes.”

Aria pointed at the rampaging Red Dragon, responding to his unspoken question.

Altair glanced in the same direction and nodded as if convinced.

There were things that did not need words.


Even in a contractual master-disciple relationship, a natural understanding develops through repeatedly surviving life-and-death battles.

Aria smiled comfortably.

“It’s good to see you again like this, Altair.”

“…I’m glad to hear that.”

“I just hope it wasn’t Altair who suggested such a brute force method.”



 
  
    Chapter 99: Aria leaving the Imperial Palace.


To manifest in a body and stir up the imperial palace is what it means.

“By the way, how did you know? I’ve asked around, but unlike my previous life, she hasn’t shown herself at all.”

“Lightning struck in Ikhail.”

Aria understood immediately.

“…Then, it must be that Estee has been affected too.”

“Affected, you say.”

“It’s been over half a year since Lady Melina disappeared. At that time, I was uncertain, but now I’m sure.”

Altear frowned, troubled. Melina had been the bridge between Altear and Aria in their previous lives.

“…One by one, they are being hunted.”

“I’m still not sure. After killing Lady Melina and leaving me alone, it doesn’t make sense.”

“Who knows. Maybe she couldn’t regress like us.”

“That wouldn’t be the case.”

Aria was certain.

Thinking about it now, Olivia in her previous life had abilities that were almost miraculous.

Simply calling her a genius wouldn’t suffice.

‘She must have regressed.’

Her certainty was simple.

Aria had watched Olivia until the very end.

“Olivia has regressed. Last time and this time too.”

“…This time too?”

“If she hadn’t regressed, she would have enrolled in the academy like her last life. But she didn’t.”

Olivia was meticulous.

She preferred to control the regressors rather than dealing with them.

“She thought that acting exactly as in her previous life would create difference.”

“…Why?”

“Because she found out we had regressed.”

Saying this, Aria had an inscrutable expression.

“That’s why she hid. She knows if her location is discovered, she would be killed by us.”

“Then why did she show herself?”

Aria stopped in her tracks.

“She probably planned to reduce the numbers of opponents until a proper match was possible. And Estee met the conditions perfectly.”

A person who has discarded human relationships.

A person who could die in the middle of the ocean without anyone knowing.

“But there was a problem, and she was given two choice.”

Either to kill noticeably or to escape after Estee discovered her identity.

In the end, being discovered was inevitable.

“So she chose the former. Better to reduce the numbers if she was going to be discovered anyway.”

In her previous life too, Olivia never faced more than three at a time.

There was only once, the day Kiel and Melina died.

‘…If only I had been stronger.’

Rebekha, Estee, and Ashe Baltar were also hunted one by one.

Next was the southern continent.

The revolutionary and the demon hunter. They too disappeared at some point.

“Please go south.”

“…South?”

‘At least three must travel together for safety.’

Altair, the revolutionary, and the demon hunter. At least these three would not be defeated by Olivia.

“What are you planning to do?”

“I plan to seek Lord Elias’s help.”

People like Rebekah, who often participate in public events, are not easy targets for Olivia.

First, it was necessary to involve someone completely opposite.

‘It doesn’t necessarily have to be a person.’

As Aria was about to speak, the corridor filled with heat.

Then a voice was heard.

“Did you call me?”

“Yes. We’re going to Lord Karsian.” (TN: White Dragon Lord- Karsian, Glaceon’s Mother)

“…Suddenly? That woman is still hibernating. It’s not even certain if she has regressed.”

“No, she has.”

Olivia’s actions were indicative.

‘We’re all regressing, so she’s being cautious. If only some of us had regressed, there’d be no need to be so cautious.’

How Olivia knew this was still unknown. But there was no need to know.

“The royal duties are nearly complete, please take me to her immediately. She will listen to me.”

White Dragon Lord, Karsian had a certain level of acquaintance.

After all, they had fought together till quite late.

From afar, the voices of attendants and knights were heard.

“Princess! Where are you?”

“Find her at once! Scatter!”

Elias muttered beside her.

“What will you do about the afterward?”

“Afterward? Just say I was kidnapped. It’s not like it’s my first time hanging from a claw.”

“Huh. You want me to play the villain?”

Aria smiled brightly.

“The princess who tamed the evil dragon. Sounds quite nice, doesn’t it?”

Elias laughed along.

“For a dramatic presentation, we might need to break the palace roof. Is that okay?”

“By all means.”

Elias spread his wings. The knights who arrived late could only look helplessly as the princess was caught in the claws of the dragon.

***

And at that moment, Olivia had successfully completed her fourth clue.


[The owner of Clue #5 is ‘King Mu, Asher Baltar’.]

Watching Aquar collapse once again in ‘reality’, Estee spoke. Her tone was slightly, but notably, princess-like.

“…It feels strange.”

Before the unconscious Estee awoke, Olivia had once again completed the task of eliminating the ‘voice’ and traces.

There was no need for the help of the Rebekah. Salvation could be achieved through means other than divine power.

“…How did you plan to end them?”

Olivia was still not revealing the fact that she had returned.

“It’s not hard to guess. The ‘voice’ was heard after Aquar had been calmed.”

Estee tilted her head as if she couldn’t accept this, but that was all.

She was not a great person worthy of asking something from the person who had freed her from the bonds that had bound her twice.

The fact that Olivia was a genius also helped convince her.

‘I have to pretend I haven’t returned, to prepare for the worst-case scenario.’

Even if Aria didn’t know, she could at least shake the hearts of other regressors.

Olivia was sure of it.

It had been just a preliminary skirmish so far.

‘The real clue starts now.’

The moment she turned her head from looking in the direction of the empire, the communication crystal she had kept in subspace rang.

[…Livi.]

It was Melina.

***

…Suddenly?

Melina had never initiated contact before.

‘…Is it something urgent?’

Estee was right beside her, eyes wide open; it was impossible to take the call now.

She had been building up that she hadn’t returned yet, and suddenly contacting Melina would obviously seem strange.

‘I can’t not take it either.’

There must be a problem for her to contact like this.

Olivia sighed lightly and said,

“Besides that, I have a request. Could you step aside for a moment? I have a call from an acquaintance.”

“…An acquaintance?”

There was no choice. When it comes to this, straightforwardness is the only option.

Hide what must be hidden securely, but clearly reveal what wouldn’t cause issues if exposed.

Just ensure that Estee doesn’t find out the caller is Melina.

Olivia took out the crystal from subspace and shook it.

“It’s personal.”

With a clear boundary set by her words, Estee’s face fell slightly.

“…I thought it was someone I knew.”

“Why, were you going to help?”

“Just, it would be nice. Meeting someone from a past life.”

Estee shrugged.

“…Anyway, I understand. I’ll be waiting over there.”

A connection from a past life.

Certainly, Olivia, not being a regressor, had never considered the perspective of a regressor.

But one thing was for sure.

Regressors wouldn’t be able to use ‘epoch-shifting’ future knowledge at all.

‘Because I’m not there.’

Academy, Empire, Holy Kingdom, Eastern Alliance, Western Archipelago…

There wasn’t a place on the continent Olivia hadn’t influenced.

Just look at the Great Demon.

Except for Belphégor and Agares, the other Great Demons were dealt quietly by Olivia.

Other regressors, except the Rebekah who knew about ‘Asmodeus’, would think that only those two are the Great Demon descending to this realm.

Thus, dozens of major incidents have been dealt with ‘without anyone knowing’.

Among them is a secret society moving to overthrow the empire.

Olivia initially thought of holding out in the north for this reason.

‘Regressors can’t give up future knowledge.’

Initially using future knowledge, and then at some point, acting as if they’d die if they deviated from that ‘future’.

It took Olivia a long time to let go of her fixation on ‘future knowledge’.

Abandoning an established build and trying new methods took almost thirty rounds.

Even if the future unfolds as known, what about when large unexpected events occur?

Before utilizing future knowledge, one’s mentality would collapse.

‘And that being said…’

Once Estee was out of sight, Olivia infused magic into the crystal.

[…Finally answering.]

“What’s the matter?”

[I have urgent news to share. Something seems to have happened at the imperial palace.]

“…The imperial palace?”

Melina quickly grasped what Olivia was asking.

[…Well, given my position, I had installed several safeguards at the imperial palace.]

Apparently, about 70 years ago, she had set up magical wards to protect the imperial palace, wards that even a grand mage could hardly scratch.

But today, those wards were broken in a single strike.


[I just found out myself. The notification magic was quite outdated…]

“Any guesses?”

[…I’m not sure. The ward was destroyed before I could analyze the magic…]

In the meantime, it seemed she had learned that the opponent who broke the wards had used magic.

A wizard strong enough to break Melina’s wards ‘in one go’.



 
  
    Chapter 100: Against the strength of King Mu


Then there’s only one answer.

“…Dragon.”

It won’t be an ordinary dragon. An empire of this size would certainly be able to hunt down an adult dragon. It would require great sacrifices, but it wouldn’t be impossible.

If someone openly fight in the imperial palace located at the heart of the empire, it would have to be at least a lord-level dragon.

“…Elias, perhaps.”

Not all tribes have a lord. Only dragons recognized by all members of a tribe receive the title of lord. Currently, there are only two lords on the continent.

The Red Dragon Elias and the White Dragon Karsian. (TS: Karsian the White dragon Lord)

Since Karsian is currently hibernating, Elias was the only one left.

A chill crept into her heart.

Elias had gone to the imperial palace. The implication of this was simple.

The regressors were gathering there.

[I’m sorry this is all I know…]

“No, thank you for telling me. It has been a great help.”

This was heartfelt.

***

There was truly a huge difference between knowing and not knowing what the regressors had encountered.

If Aria and the already contacted regressors were met, it would certainly trigger a regressor burst call, and if Aria fell into a trap laid by her, she would likely be killed.

“…If I were Aria, where would I have gone?”

Probably to meet her most reliable allies first?

The regressors of the 10th clue.

“Or maybe not. She might have gone to the southern continent, perhaps even to the Great Forest.”

Olivia’s expression grew increasingly complex as she pondered the possibilities.

“I just don’t know.”

While other regressors seized the lead of Lactea through force, Aria clinched it solely through strategy. It was natural that a genius’s thoughts were unreadable.

But if Aria had strategies, Olivia had experience.

She might not be able to predict where Aria would go, but she could predict where she wouldn’t go.

“Alright. How are the kids doing?”

[You’ll be surprised if you see them.]

Melina hesitated before continuing.

[I, I would like to see them once in a while.]

Olivia paused.

“…”

It was a while before she responded.

“Ah, that’s… I mean…”

[I understand you have many things to do. But you know, your disciples might grow differently from what you want. Is that alright with you?]

It was a valid point.

It would indeed be odd if the magic tech tree didn’t change under the instruction of a wizard as capable as Melina.

Especially since the disciples were originally intended as a team to fight the Demon God.

“If my disciples could just tie down one regressors, it would be beneficial.”

All of her disciples had died well before the Annhiliation Ending, so they could be used as a secret weapon to strike at Aria’s vulnerabilities.

“I’ll go there this week.”

[If you don’t come this time…]

“I’ll definitely go. Absolutely.”

Only then did Melina seem satisfied, nodding her head.

[And at least contact me once a day.]

“…Yes.”

-Spot.

Melina disappeared from the screen with a happy face. Maybe she was aiming for this from the beginning… … Can not help it. Sometimes you have to be played even if you know better.

Shortly after, the water rippled as Estee appeared from the depths of the sea.

“…Is it over?”

“For now.”

Olivia looked down at Estee with a troubled expression.

The regressors would think Estee had died from the lightning that struck Ikail.

So, if it turns out Estee is alive, rather than being relieved, they will want to find out why Estee is alive.

Maybe they’ll conclude that ‘Olivia subdued Estee and then used mind control to force her to join her side.’

Technically, it was not mind control but memory manipulation… but once they suspect that, it’s over.

No one else might know, but Kiel would definitely go straight to Aria.

Olivia asked.

“What will you do now? You don’t need to protect Ikhail anymore.”

“Well… I guess I’ll do what I did last time.”

“…Last time?”

Thinking about it, Olivia hadn’t considered how Estee lived after that clue ended.

The ‘Voice’ had been eliminated earlier and the methods were different then the Annhiliation Ending.

Could there be another snowball from here…

“I went up along the Lassen River estuary.”

The Lassen River, connected to the sea in front of Ikhail, went deep inland.

‘Damn it.’

If you follow the Rassen River up, you reach the Attila Mountains.

And in the Attila Mountains, there’s the Free City of Mikabel.

“Do you know the King Mu, Asche Baltar ? I stayed with him.”

“…”

Damn it.

***

“You will got up soon.”

“Hehe, I guess so.”

The wizard spoke, and King Mu chuckled. His hair was completely white, but his enormously large muscles still screamed of youth.

“Still, for someone known as the Sword Saint, you seem rather weak.”

“I am much better than I was in my youth, kid.”

King Mu was certain. In this continent, the only warrior who could satisfy him was Kiel.


Thud thud thud…

A vibration arose from Kiel’s body, which had been sprawled on the ground. It was a phenomenon caused by the residual aura inside Keil boiling to heal his body.

“Ah, you’re waking up now. Youth is indeed wonderful.”

Apparently unable to bear it any longer, King Mu slapped Kiel’s cheek with his large hand.

-Smack!

Kiel raised his eyelids, creaking like a broken machine.

“You fool…”

“Hehehe. Stop being so dramatic and get up. Let’s have one more round before the hunter arrives.”

“…The hunter?”

Instead of answering, King Mu chuckled.

“Don’t worry. This time, I’ll take your life myself. If you’re going to die, better to meet your end at the hands of the greatest warrior, right?”

King Mu raised his fist.

“Come on, draw your sword.”

***

A massive fist collide, shattering a rock.

Despite being an old man who had lived nearly a century, his ferocious attack was incredible, reminiscent of the giants long lost to history. His mere presence exerted a tremendous sense of oppression.

“Damn this old man.”

Kiel knew. The strongest warrior on the continent was right in front of him, known as Ashe Baltar, the King Mu.

Unless he could fully regain his former martial prowess, it was futile now.

King Mu chuckled and shouted.

“Hey! Don’t dodge around, fight back like a knight!”

“I just… came to my senses!”

King Mu didn’t even pretend to listen to Kiel’s protest.

“Then I shall wake you up!”

King Mu swung his aura-wrapped hand towards Kiel.

Kiel positioned his greatsword sideways to block the attack.

Just as he was about to retreat…

“Are you even a man!”

King Mu’s lower body muscles writhed explosively and slammed into the ground.

Boom!

With a single stomp, the earth split apart.

Kiel realized that the legend of King Mu flattening mountains with his fists was no lie.

Such power could have caused avalanches long ago, but for some reason, the vibrations quickly stabilized.

“…Must be the wizard.”

At the end of Kiel’s gaze, he saw wizards straining with all their might, bleeding profusely to cope with King Mu’s rampage.

With the air around him growing more savage, Kiel focused his aura.

Tssss.

The world, once entirely colored by King Mu, began to take on shades of Kiel. The oppressive weight lessened, and his breathing gradually stabilized.

“…This time, I won’t be arrogant.”

Perhaps he had been too engrossed in his reputation as the continent’s greatest swordsman.

As Kiel was gathering his senses, King Mu approached him with large strides.

The emotions visible on his face were nothing but thrill and the typical fighting spirit of a battle-crazed warrior.

How on earth did Olivia manage to befriend such a battle-obsessed lunatic?

Kiel gripped his sword tighter.

Clang!

Kiel continued to retreat, watching for an opportunity.

He had realized from their brief clash that a direct fight was impossible.

He had to endure somehow and push back when an opening appeared.

To do so, he had no choice but to swallow his pride for a moment.

King Mu grinned, showing his teeth.

He knew exactly what Kiel was thinking.

“…You must think so.”

Kiel was a seasoned warrior. He knew well how to win against a stronger opponent. But King Mu’s martial prowess was fundamentally beyond Kiel’s reach.

King Mu moved even faster, hurling countless punches through the air towards Kiel. Kiel responded quickly, but he couldn’t block the force of the punches.

-Spit!

Blood trickled from a cheek hit by the air blast.

Even when trying not to give openings, King Mu had the power to forcibly create them.

“Cough…!”

“You think I’d show an opening!”

Kiel hastily retreated, swinging his greatsword. Despite the fierce resistance, King Mu didn’t budge, and Kiel swallowed the blood rising in his throat while drawing up his aura.

The density of the aura that colored his greatsword a dark shade was incomparable to anything before.

“…Huff…”

Kiel took a deep breath and then inhaled again.

“There’s no mercy in this hand.”

A chill ran through Kiel’s eyes. The dark aura was twice as fierce as what he had shown to Olivia half a year ago.

[Space Sword Technique 1: Sky Slash.]

As he swung his greatsword horizontally, space itself seemed to split with a sound, and the divided space engulfed King Mu.

“Ha ha ha!”

King Mu didn’t dodge. It wasn’t because of the old notion that a warrior shouldn’t show his back. It was because it wouldn’t be fun otherwise.

If the other side prepared a strike, he would respond with a strike.

Power with greater power.


Violence with greater violence.

That was King Mu’s way.

Sssssk.

Space twisted. The scream of the space was incomparably quieter than that of the earth, yet many times more eerie.

King Mu laughed in admiration.



 
  
    Chapter 101: Against the strength of King Mu -2


“He has become stronger!”

Was it because he did not hold back his strength, or was it because he was regaining his prowess from his previous life? Or perhaps he was growing stronger in real-time.

Regardless, it didn’t particularly matter.

A delightful bloodbath. That alone was enough to satisfy him.

King Mu stared intently at his clenched fist.

There were many types of warriors in the world, but there was only one reason he became a martial artist.

It was because there was no weapon stronger than his body.

Nonsense? Ashe Baltar proved his point by destroying mother nature itself. He shattered the Attila Mountain Range, the roughest in the continent, to prove his point.

If someone talks about of martial arts, it is arrogance and pretense. But King Mu himself could be certain it wasn’t so for him.

“Take it as an honor.”

King Mu said in a low voice.

“So far, only one person has ever witnessed this punch.”

The witness had been a wizard, not a warrior, but he did not bother to add that.

Whoosh!

King Mu’s fist advanced forward, leaving countless afterimages.. One split into dozens, and those dozens split again.

There were so many afterimages that one could almost mistake it for fog.

Thud, thud, thud, thud!

The moment the sword strike it splits the sky encounters the haze created by King Mu.

The sword was slowly pushed back and at some point, shot back in the opposite direction.

The counter attack.

The next moment the sword strike that surged towards its opponent was met with a shattering impact. Kiel felt as if he was being crushed.

Boom!

His body was swept away by the massive force, unable to withstand the barrage of punches that came like waves.

How could such destructive power be unleashed with a single punch?

When he came to his sense, he was buried deep in the ground as before.

King Mu lifted Kiel by his collar in one swift motion, frowning as he looked at his tattered form.

“You managed to hold on well.”

In that critical moment, had he not blocked the last punch, his guts would have burst.

“…damn it…”

Kiel spat blood as he glared at King Mu.

“I was foolish.”

He thought he had some understanding with King Mu. That’s why he headed towards Mikabel, disregarding negotiations. But that was a grave miscalculation.

King Mu was much more of a madman in battle than he had thought.

Olivia knew nothing, and he wanted to tell her, but it seemed he would die before he could.

‘…’

Suddenly, he remembered Olivia.

If he ever met Olivia again, he wanted to apologize.

For having said harsh words without knowing anything, for truly wanting to kill her, for injuring her body…

If he could let go of all his hatred towards her, that’s when he would have tried to meet her again.

But now, there was no way.

Losing his life was less regrettable than not having made a proper apology to Olivia.

Through his blood-soaked vision, he took in the final scene.

King Mu’s face, saddened by the anticlimactic end to their fight, the sky that was splited…

And Beyond the horizon, the snowy northern mountains appears.

Kiel gazed faintly at the northern snow-capped mountains.

‘…Olivia.’

Would there be another chance?

“It was rather fun, Kiel. I would have liked to watch your growth, but…”

This was his mercy. King Mu swallowed his next words.

A few days ago, he had seen lightning striking Ikhail.

Kiel did not see it because he was unconscious, but the King Mu saw it clearly.

For the next few days, he watched Ikhail, but the waves of Estee did not appear.

“Rather than dying once more at the hands of a wizard, it would be better to die by the hand of a fellow warrior.”

Ku-gu-gu-gu…

The fist that had approached right before his nose.

At that moment, Kiel’s black hair fluttered wildly in the wind.

Je-je-je-jek!

A coldness that I had longed for endlessly covered the world.

***

[Using ancient magic, ‘Absolute Zero.’]

As if blocked by something, the King Mu’s fist could no longer advance. His head slowly turned back.

“Let Kiel go. Ashe Baltar.”

The formidable presence of the King Mu. In his hand, he held Kiel, who had become a rag. Fortunately, he was not dead yet.

‘I came here in a hurry just in case.’

There was no need to persuade Estee.

The moment a powerful aura clashed in the Atila Mountains, they rushed here without even deciding who would come first.

Estee’s response seemed desperate, surprising Olivia even more.

Kiel barely parted his lips to speak.

“Ol…ivia.”

He seemed moved.

That was understandable, considering Kiel thought he had a terrible first encounter with Olivia.

Unable to control his hatred, he had fled the North…

‘He remembers.’

Despite that, he remembered her name.

Olivia turned her gaze away from Kiel. The energy of the King Mu looking at her was not ordinary.

‘No, he’s not looking at me.’

Olivia squinted her eyes.

The King Mu’s gaze was not directed at Olivia, but at Estee behind her.

“How are you alive?”


***

Estee recalled an old memory.

-There’s something I want to test.

A disgustingly muscular, foolish human. It was purely by chance that Estee, wandering aimlessly up the river, lost in his ‘purpose,’ met the King Mu.

-Your power moves the sea. I want to see if my power can stand against the sea.

Indeed, he seemed crazy.

But Estee did not dislike that.

Because Estee was not considered normal either.

A man crazed with martial prowess.

-No.

-If you don’t move the waves, I’ll kill you.

Estee lay sprawled out.

-Kill me. I wanted to die anyway, so this is good.

-Ha… you’re crazy. Do I look like I’m joking?

-If not, then kill me. I’m tired of floating around.

The King Mu swallowed. He immediately realized that Estee was serious.

He considered himself a merciful person, so he did not want to refuse Estee’s request to be killed…

But that would mean he would never get the chance to confront the sea.

The King Mu made a concession.

-…If the sea is too much, the river be okay.

-Annoying.

-Then I’ll kill you quickly, so move the river.

-Are you going to keep bothering me?

The King Mu’s muscles twitched with anger. However, he could not harm Estee.

The moment he realized that Estee could move the waves, he became her subordinate.

From that day on, the King Mu’s courtship began.

-I’ll have the shamans make you three meals a day. Move the sea.

-What’s the menu?

-It’s a special liquor from Mikabel, brewed from regional products. The taste of nuts is exceptional.

-…It’s disgustingly tasteless. From today, I’d rather die drinking dew than see you again.

One year, two years passed…

Estee, to the very end, did not fulfill the irrational demands of the king.

***

Amidst the strange tension between Estee and the king, Olivia, unable to bear it, asked.

“What’s the matter?”

“Just thought he might have changed, but he’s still as foolish as ever.”

It seemed they had known each other for more than just a day or two.

“You two know each other well.”

“He’s the most foolish person I know. I wondered what was going on, and there he was, beating up some poor soul again.”

The response was immediate.

From her expression, it seemed Estee did not know who Kiel was. Perhaps that was to be expected.

Estee lived secluded in the sea, unconcerned with worldly rumors.

So she was shocked to hear that she knowns the king.

“How are you alive?”

The king stared wide-eyed at Estee and Olivia alternately.

For him, the current situation was utterly incomprehensible. Was that lightning he saw last time an illusion?

“I’m still not dead, so I’m alive.”

“..…”

A moment of silence passed. Observing Estee’s dignified stance, the king blinked for a long while before nodding as if he had come to an understanding.

“Um, I see.”

Kiel blinked twice, then opened his mouth as if in disbelief.

‘Was I really trying to persuade this madman?’

Just thinking about it seemed to twist his vitality.

Naturally, Olivia was not surprised by such behavior from the king. On the contrary, despite his regression, she was relieved to see that he was still profoundly simple.

If the king had been intelligent, it would have been a disaster for her.

It was easier to deal with someone who openly displayed their hostility than a strategist who plotted from behind, like Aria.

An alert appeared before Olivia.

[Ashé Baltar]

-Level: 94

-Affection: ???

-Profession: Martial Artist

-Titles: Regressor, One Who Opposes Nature, King of Fighters, Challenger at the End of Martial Path.

He hadn’t attacked immediately, so she took a closer look, and like Estee, his affection was full of question marks.

‘…As I suspected.’

Olivia had her theories.

The king does not cling to life. He feels most alive when fighting on the brink of death—a true warrior in an era where warriors are extinct.

He is a man who wishes to die gloriously in the flames of battle.

It was a reasonably logical conclusion.

While Olivia’s mind was elsewhere, the king spoke to her.

“You look unusually foolish. Are you sad because your prey was taken?”


“…Prey?”

“Still playing the innocent? Do you think I would be fooled by your tricks twice? Sword Saint, the old woman with golden hair… the pale child, Estee. You killed them all, didn’t you? But!”

The king laughed heartily as if thrilled.

“This time, you won’t be able to! At least Kiel will die by my hand…!”

The king clenched his fist around Kiel’s collar fiercely. Olivia couldn’t react in time. If things continued this way, Kiel would…



 
  
    Chapter 102: You are Cursed


Crack!

But there was no sound of bones breaking.

“……Oh-ho.”

The one who stopped King Mu wasn’t Olivia or Kiel.

It was Estee.

Sweat dripping from intense combat, the snow of the Attila mountains, water trickling between ice.

It wasn’t as strong as when she was at sea, but it was enough to block King Mu’s grip.

“It stings.”

With a crunch, the stream of water created by Estee wrapped around King Mu’s fingers like a snake.

“Tsk.”

King Mu clicked his tongue and flung Kiel to the ground. He could easily shake off such a trivial stream of water if he tried, but he couldn’t because of Estee’s face.

“If you have something to say, go ahead. I will listen.”

“Olivia knows nothing. She hasn’t returned like us. You’re taking your anger out on someone who doesn’t deserve it.”

Estee grabbed Olivia’s cheek and shook it as if to show her point.

“Look at these bright eyes. They weren’t like this when Olivia killed me. They were different then, more hollow and weak… what should I say…”

“They looked like rotten pollack eyes.”

“Exactly! That’s the kind of eyes she had.”

At that moment, Olivia realized why Estee’s personality had changed so bizarrely.

‘…She’s been influenced by King Mu.’

Anyone involved with King Mu would end up changing like him.

Simpler, unguarded, and with fists speaking louder than words, like a barbaric warrior.

In fact, the Free City of Mikabel was under the influence of King Mu, a city where fists were more used than law.

Surprisingly, the security was quite good because King Mu personally punished those who crossed the line.

‘But that’s not about it. Even in my past life, I didn’t had a rotten pollack eyes.’

“…I don’t know about that, but let’s move on. I’ll let you face a wave. The biggest one.”

“…A wave?”

King Mu hesitated.

He looked at Kiel lying on the ground and Olivia, who was bewildered, one after another, and then opened his mouth wide, bursting into a loud laughter.

“Ha-ha-ha! Let’s go now!”

“If you drown, I don’t care.”

Regardless, King Mu lifted Estee with both hands and jumped off the cliff with her. Estee winked at Olivia as she disappeared with him.

“I’ll be right back.”

In an instant, both regressors vanished.

Due to something swiftly passing by, Olivia found it difficult to regain her senses.

‘…What just happened?’

But showing her confusion outwardly was enough for now.

Olivia sneakily turned her head.

With the sound of gathering herself, Kiel slowly stood up.

“…Thanks for helping.”

There was something unusual in Kiel’s demeanor.

His trembling fist and the wildly fluctuating aura showed how furious he was.

‘…Why can’t I hold back?’

Apparently, ‘Olivia’ had killed not only him. But King Mu and the wavecatcher didn’t seem to care much about their deaths.

Of course, they could afford such an attitude because they simply didn’t think much, but Kiel couldn’t accept that.

To Kiel, this was a disgrace.

How close they had been to Olivia in their previous lives, he didn’t know. But certainly not as close as he is acting right now.

Yet he couldn’t forgive her.

Even now.

Damn it…

Kiel bit his lower lip and cast his gaze downward.

He couldn’t bear to look at Olivia. Showing himself like this was too embarrassing.

But Olivia’s gaze was still on Kiel.

“Kiel.”

He lifted his head. There was no contempt on Olivia’s face, only the same concern and pity as always.

For someone who had once held a knife to his throat…

Olivia was still a good person, even though she had not regressed.

“Come here.”

“…I.”

“Shut up and come. I’ll treat you.”

Kiel did not move. Precisely, he could not.

Due to severe internal injuries.

Honestly, even standing was overwhelming.

‘My consciousness….’

As Olivia frowned while watching him dawdle,

Thud!

Kiel collapsed.

“Stupid bastard.”

Olivia clicked her tongue and rummaged through her subspace. What she pulled out was a potion emitting a strong strawberry scent, the same type she had used on her disciples. Olivia opened it and approached Kiel.

And then, she simply stuck the bottle in his mouth.

“…!”

Kiel struggled against the rushing liquid, but Olivia didn’t care. A knight like Kiel wouldn’t die from a momentarily blocked throat.

‘I can’t exactly feed him gently either.’

That would look rather odd, wouldn’t it? Estee and King Mu would be returning soon, and she did not want to invite their misunderstanding.

Olivia quickly checked Kiel’s status window.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 87

-Affection: -100

-Occupation: Sword Saint

-Regressor, Duke, Wandering Swordsman.


‘He has leveled up quite a bit.’

It seemed like just over half a year, but he had already gained four levels. His growth rate was almost mistaken for that of a player, not an NPC.

“…Cough!”

Kiel coughed up dark, congealed blood. His shaken organs were gradually returning to their places. If left alone, he would recover by today.

“You are cursed.”

A voice heard as Kiel stared blankly. It was a shaman who assisted King Mu. Around him were shamans who had fainted from exhaustion.

It wasn’t a massacre… just exhaustion from cleaning up after King Mu. Though it might sound simple, the task was akin to restoring an entire mountain. It was natural to be exhausted.

“…Cursed?”

“My name is Lokpa, and I serve King Mu. Though, I am a shaman who have opened the Clear Mirror.”

For a shaman, the Clear Mirror was no lowly state. It was a realm capable of reading a person’s fate, determining good and bad fortune, handling souls, and proficient in curses.

“I didn’t ask who you were.”

“Ha ha.”

Lokpa laughed. Olivia narrowed her eyes and glared at him.

‘…Who is he?’

If he was a direct subordinate of King Mu, she should definitely remember him, but she did not recognize his face.

Not knowing a shaman who had achieved the Clear Mirror bothered her, but what annoyed Olivia was the curse Lokpa had muttered.

“A curse? What do you mean by that?”

“If you stare like that, it’s frightening.”

“Do I look like I’m joking?”

Tsssss!

Frost spread rapidly from Olivia as its center. The frost quickly gripped Lokpa’s ankles.

The natural world moved in response to Olivia’s mana. Lokpa’s eyes widened.

Even without looking, he could tell. The mana that Olivia possessed was immeasurable, even for someone who had reached the Clear Mirror.

So far, only two people he had encountered were beyond his measurement—his master and Olivia.

“…I apologize for disturbing your peace.”

Realizing that Olivia could kill him if she wished, Lokpa bowed deeply. Unlike other stubborn shamans, he knew how to adapt to the times.

‘She’s is far stronger than I thought.’

Lokpa swallowed dryly.

Before he left his master, that is, about five years ago, he had heard a story.

The Shaman living in a magical world of the moon sometimes ventured out to kidnap a child they liked to raise as their disciple, and Lokpa was one such case.

Among them, Lokpa’s master was particularly unusual.

While most Shaman only had one disciple, Lokpa’s master had at least ten. Lokpa had never met them, but he knew this from occasionally watching his master talk through a crystal ball.

Whenever his master sent down his disciples, he always said this:

-Do not go to the North.

There is a great witch there.

“…Great witch?”

Hearing Lokpa’s words, Olivia’s eyes sharpened.

The ‘witch’ in the North was none other than herself.

And the only outsiders who knew this fact were Kiel and the Night Raven.

“…Who is your master?”

“I cannot tell you. Please do not misunderstand. From the day I was kidnapped by my master, a curse was sealed into my soul…”

It meant he would die if he spoke.

As Olivia stepped forward, Lokpa hastily gestured with his hands.

“Even if you try to read my thoughts with magic, it will be useless. I do not know my master’s face or voice. He has not revealed even a fragment of himself to me since the day he kidnapped me.”

Olivia closed her mouth.

‘…What kind of person are you, you?’

That question wasn’t directed at Lokpa. It was meant to the person known as his master.

While Olivia might not remember every NPC in Lactea, she remembered every significant figure.

But this was a first.

Both the Shaman named Lokpa and his so-called master.

“The eyes bearing the blue lightning, hair as white as snow… I was even more surprised because it was just as my master had described. Much more beautiful than I had imagined.”

“Cut the crap… When did you hear that?”

“Are you speaking of the prophecy?”

“Yes.”

“I heard it five years ago.”

Now in the year 987 of the empire, so five years ago was 982.

That was well before the tutorial, let alone a regression.

That meant they had known of Olivia’s existence since then, which made no sense.

“You expect me to believe such nonsense?”

“…Is it not true? Then why are your clothes…”

Olivia’s attire unmistakably resembled that of a witch.

“Enough, then what about the curse?”

Despite thinking it over, Olivia had no memory of killing a Shaman named Lokpa in the annihilation cycle. Of course, she couldn’t remember everyone she had killed, but there was clear evidence.

The fact that Lokpa’s favorability was not marked as negative was that proof.

Shaman were one of the few who did not view witches negatively.


But still, he mentioned a curse.

“Speak. What curse exactly…”

Lokpa trembled violently and shook his head. After a moment, when he lifted his head again, only the whites of his eyes were visible.

[Come to the demonic realm of the Moon.]

Lokpa’s mouth was motionless and wide open. However, it was clear that someone else was inhabiting his body. Surely, it must be that person known as his master.



 
  
    Chapter 103: In search of key


[It’s five years. If you do not come to the Demonic realm of the Moon within five years, your curse will become irreversible.]

Olivia laughed dismissively. The reason people antagonized her was due to the ruin of her popularity from the  Annhiliation Ending, not because of any curse.

There’s no such thing as a curse.

Olivia stared directly into the whites of Lokpa’s eyes.

“Assuming there is, who are you?”

[If you come to the Demonic realm of the Moon, you will naturally find out. Remember, it’s five years.]

With those words, Lokpa closed his mouth. After a moment, Lokpa grimaced and massaged his jaw.

“…Ugh. Damn master. I’ve told him several times that possession dislocates the jaw.”

Hastily making excuses under the fierce gaze before him, Lokpa said.

“I don’t know anything. I don’t know what the master said. I’m just a messenger.”

“Did this your ‘master’ orders you to curse me or something?”

“…Yes, that’s correct.”

Olivia was silent. She didn’t know the extent of this ‘master,’ but if he could foresee decades into the future, he was no ordinary being.

Suddenly, she felt anxious. What if there really was a curse she didn’t know about?

‘…Damn it.’

If it was meant to unsettle her mind, it had succeeded.

“Did the master also make you become the servent of King Mu?”

“Hahaha…”

That meant yes.

‘Damn Shaman.’

To Wizards, a disciple is a successor who will continue their research and inherit everything.

But to Shaman, a disciple is nothing more than a compliant puppet. More astonishingly, the disciples themselves take it for granted.

“I’ll be leaving then, it was nice meeting you, great witch of the north.”

Lokpa released a crow in the direction where the Demonic realm was. Attached to the crow’s leg was a note stating his resignation. Lokpa smiled as he spoke.

“The master spoke highly of you, but you’re much kinder than I heard. Please, don’t lose your sanity like this.”

“Hey, what the hell…!”

With that, Lokpa vanished into fallen leaves. Olivia desperately tried to manipulate her mana to block Lokpa’s movement, but it was already too late.

‘…Damn Shaman.’

Because of the fundamental difference between magic and sorcery, even Olivia couldn’t instantly block a shaman’s curse.

Five years. That bastard Lokpa had lived as the servent to King Mu for five years just to deliver a few words.

It showed how mad those Shaman were.

‘Damn it, do I really have to go to the Moon’s realm?’

The conditions required to enter the realm of Sun and Moon were different from other realm and extremely difficult to fulfill.

Olivia chewed on her lower lip. Five years might seem enough, but considering the supervision by Aria and the training of her disciples, it wasn’t really.

To go to the Moon’s realm, she needed a key.

There are three keys in total, each located in different borders.

The closest was…

***

Along with the sound of flowing water, Estee surfaced riding a stream.

“It’s truly excessive. Humans never know when to stop.”

“I haven’t yet faced a proper ocean!”

“Damn you. Even I can’t control the ocean. I showed you the waves, didn’t I?”

As Estee and the Kin Mu bickered, Olivia cleared her throat. The nearest real she could go to was the Border of Gold.

And the Border of Gold was located deep within the Attila mountain range.

‘My magic is too conspicuous.’

She would have to dig deep into the ground to reach the entrance to the border, which was impossible for Olivia. To dig that deep, she would definitely need to use powerful magic, but she couldn’t hide that.

The only person capable of digging straight to the border in an instant without being noticed was one.

“Ashe Baltar. Help me out.”

The King Mu didn’t even pretend to listen, simply picking at his ear.

“I’ll let you have a fight with me.”

“…Tsk. Where is this dog barking from. You think I, a Martial artist, would deal with a despicable wizard like you?”

“What about a dragon?”

“…A dragon?”

The King Mu’s eyes changed. His lips twitched with a competitive spirit.

He had yet to face a dragon.

“Then the story changes a bit.”

The King Mu grinned, showing his teeth.

When Kiel regained consciousness, the first thing he did was look for Olivia. Olivia was crouching in front of a deep pit. Although there were occasional grinding noises coming from the pit, Kiel’s focus wasn’t directed there.

Olivia frowned as she noticed Kiel approaching her side.

“Did you ever tell someone that I was in the north?”

“…What do you mean?”

Olivia clicked her tongue. Kiel’s reaction just confirmed it. That Shaman must have divined her location.

She had considered the possibility that the Night Raven had given her information away, but that seemed not possible. Maybe if the First Prince had defeated the Second Prince and secured his succession to the throne.

Just maintaining the relationship should solidify her position in the First Prince’s faction; they wouldn’t miss such an opportunity.

“There’s one more reason to go north.”

She needed to meet Melina and extract information about the empire from the Night Raven.

“…Are you doubting me?”

“No, not anymore.”

“…”

“Don’t look at me like that. Put yourself in my shoes. Of course, I’d suspect the person who tried to stab me with a knife, right?”

Kiel fell silent. Her point was valid.

Their conversation paused. Amid the sounds of the King Mu digging into the ground, Olivia looked up at Kiel, her chin propped on her hand.

“So you too… what was it. Did you regress?”

“…”

Kiel had an expression that said it was expected.

“…Yes.”

“Then you must have died by my hand too… Damn. What the hell did I do in my past life?”

“…You.”

Kiel couldn’t bring himself to speak.


What must Olivia be feeling?

He should have stopped her.

He should have prevented her from making concessions to ‘Olivia’.

Then there would have been no regression, no anger at her.

As Kiel’s expression grew increasingly serious, Olivia shook her head as if to say it was enough. She then pointed meaningfully into the pit.

“King Mu, that person said he was killed by me in a past life too. But he didn’t show it. He doesn’t like me, but he doesn’t hate me enough to kill me.”

This time, Olivia’s finger pointed toward Estee.

“Estee said she was killed by my hand too. But she was actually thankful for it. She was thankful for ending her weary life. Isn’t that strange?”

“…What are you trying to say?”

Kiel spoke as if he was spitting blood.

‘I don’t know either.’

Kiel despised himself. Because of his narrow-minded and selfish nature, he hated the fact that he couldn’t forgive Olivia.

He wished he could be as magnanimous as them.

But he couldn’t.

“But.”

Olivia’s fist lightly thumped Kiel’s chest. He flinched, but that was all.

“If I were in the same situation as you, I would have done the same. Don’t blame yourself too much. Honestly, I’m thankful enough that you held back from attacking.”

“…”

Olivia looked into Kiel’s eyes and said.

“You didn’t do anything wrong, Kiel.”

His face became incredibly serious as he nodded.

“Can I ask you one thing?”

“…Go ahead.”

Kiel was grateful for this moment to King Mu. The duel had drained all his energy, so although he felt the impulse to harm Olivia, he lacked the strength to act on it.

“Before the regression, what was our relationship?”

Kiel stiffened at the casually thrown question.

After a long moment of deliberation, he finally spoke.

“Only… friend.”

“Looks like you didn’t have many friends then, huh.”

Kiel hesitated before responding.

“You were my only friend but you had many friends besides me.”

Kiel, though small, continued his speech with determination.

“You were a good person. Always cheerful and firm in your beliefs. You always thought of others first and aimed for the best outcome. It’s not like you only had me as a friend. You had the princess, the Lord of the Gold tower, and even people you just met…”

“That’s enough.”

Kiel closed his mouth.

Was he trying to be comforting?

“This is…”

“It’s okay. I mean, after all, I betrayed you. Wow, I’m really not normal.”

Olivia’s self-deprecating words made Kiel’s face bitter.

The time she does not remember.

‘It wasn’t you who killed me or betrayed me.’

He wanted to say that.

‘…You did nothing wrong.’

But he couldn’t.

Because then he would have to explain why he had attacked her, who was innocent.

Kiel was afraid. He did not want Olivia to discover his ugliness.

He feared that Olivia might look at him with disdain or push him away, even though he knew she wouldn’t. Yet, he couldn’t shake off that fear.

So, he kept silent.

Luckily, Olivia didn’t ask any further. Her gaze returned to the deep pit.

‘…Hmm.’

Olivia chuckled inwardly. The conversation had confirmed it.

‘Kiel is done for. He’s already on my side.’

Now, all that was needed was time. Once the affection gained from the clues applied in reality, Kiel would completely be on her side.

“How long do I have to keep doing this!”

The voice of King Mu echoed from the deep pit like a surge. The next moment, with a loud bang, King Mu rapidly climbed up the wall.

He sounded annoyed.

“It’s already been three hours. Three hours!”

Olivia peered into the pit to gauge its depth.

‘…Hmm. That should be about right.’

“Just stay here for a moment.”

Olivia jumped into the pit.

It took an age to reach the ground, whether she used levitation magic or not.

Olivia clicked her tongue at the immense depth.

‘…Impressive. How can you dig this much in just three hours.’

It was truly brute strength.

Olivia placed her hand on the ground and spread out her mana.

A hollow space was felt not far away. If it were just a cave, she might have ignored it, but an ominous aura that couldn’t naturally occur caught Olivia’s attention.

Olivia smiled faintly.

‘Found it.’

Having located it, she actively drew out mana. The earth trembled slightly, and mana exploded into Olivia’s hands.

Kwaaaang!


Debris flew in all directions.

“Oh my.”

Before the dust had even settled, the King Mu, who had already landed on the ground, was looking at the cavity in surprise.

“To think that such a place was here. Right below my base.”

The entrance to the dark cavity exuded a chilling coldness.



 
  
    Chapter 104: An experience you never felt before


The concentration was enough to be called a Demonic realm.

With a thud, Kiel descended into the pit. He also felt the ominous aura, furrowing his brows excessively.

“Here…”

“Sword Saint, where did you sell Estee and come down alone?”

“…I tried to bring her, but it was too bothersome.”

Indeed, that was so Estee.

King Mu’s interest quickly shifted towards the entrance of the demonic realm.

“Are you sure there’s a dragon inside? I’ve never met a dragon before, but it doesn’t seem like dragons would emanate such an aura. Could it be a Demonic dragon?”

“Similar.”

“A Demonic dragon… It’s worthy prey for me then.”

King Mu laughed heartily and leaped into the pit. He ran so fast that the sound of his footsteps quickly faded.

“…Should we just leave him be?”

“Hmm, maybe?”

Kiel looked doubtful, but that was all. He had no right to worry about King Mu.

How could a novice worry about a master?

Olivia stepped beyond the pit.

[The Golden Demonic Realm, the Lair of the Golden Dragon]

A notification popped up before Olivia.

‘I’ve come to the right place.’

“Follow me.”

Strange occurrences were not unusual in the demonic realm, but Olivia didn’t mind.

If Kiel were to lose control of his anger and attack her, the guilt he would feel later would only benefit her. If not, the monsters in the demonic realm could help him grow, which was also advantageous.

Olivia lit up the interior of the pit with magic. Down the stairs, indistinguishable, shattered bodies were scattered everywhere.

It was King Mu’s doing.

As Kiel approached a bloodstain, Olivia said,

“It’s a dwarf.”

“…A dwarf?”

“It’s quite different from the dwarves you know. Cursed by a dragon, they’ve lost all reason. They’re practically monsters.”

“…All demonic realms are like this, huh.”

“Hmm?”

Kiel stared at Olivia.

“I’ve been to the demonic realm  with you in a past life. The elves there were all like this.”

He must be referring to Euran.

Kiel brandished his great sword and said,

“Then, is the boss of this place the chieftain of the dwarves?”

“No.”

Just as Olivia began to speak, a ferocious roar tore through the air. A fearsome howl as if scraping souls.

Kiel swallowed dryly.

“…It’s a dragon.”

Roar!

A sound like an explosion resounded not far away.

“…Shouldn’t we go check it out now?”

“It’s okay. King Mu can handle it.”

King Mu could probably defeat the dragon. His level was a whopping 94. Only a lord-level dragon could balance the scales.

Of course, it wouldn’t be an easy victory.

The dragon in this Golden Demonic Realm, although not a lord, couldn’t be considered ordinary either.

‘It’ll take at least an hour to capture.’

Olivia headed towards the opposite corridor without hesitation. After hesitating for a while, Kiel gritted his teeth and followed Olivia.

Boom…

The battle was so intense that even from a distance, the vibrations could be felt. After walking for a while, what Olivia faced was a pit of overwhelming size.

That moment,

Screams rang out from the pitch-dark darkness. Along with a foul smell of blood and a sharp venom, it brushed past Kiel’s nose.

“…Step back.”

Kiel stood protectively in front of Olivia.

“Step back what. Move aside.”

Zzzzt!

Centered around Olivia, a light much brighter than moonlight spread out, instantly annihilating the darkness and venom. Only then could Kiel directly face the interior of the pit.

There were dwarves inside, their skin was bluish as if stained with poison, and their bodies were so decayed that their bones were visible.

As Olivia had said, they was different from the dwarves he knew.

“…Undead. Is it necromancy?”

There seemed to be at least hundreds, perhaps even over a thousand.

Olivia said with a meaningful look on her face,

“Do you know why those dwarves ended up like that?”

“…Why?”

“They hunted a dragon.”

Olivia pointed somewhere with her finger. There was a dwarf there, unbelievably large for a dwarf.

A huge dwarf wearing a horned helmet.

He was the chieftain.

In the chieftain’s hand was a massive axe. His muscles, swollen like a balloon, hinted at his former prowess.

Of course, his situation was no different from the other dwarves.

“The guys faced the gold dragon with the chieftain leading, and they succeeded in hunting the dragon. But, they were cursed.”

It was a fact known through the records left by the dwarves.

“…Then what is the King Mu facing?”

“The corpse of the Gold dragon. Its body has rotted away, and it has no intellect. But its scales are still hard, and being undead, it doesn’t die easily.”

“Well…you know a lot.”

“I’ve always been interested in these secret histories.”

Olivia’s eyes stared back at Kiel.

“Help them find peace.”

Kiel did not respond. His greatsword moved, making a sound. A dark aura flickered on the blade.


“I don’t plan to listen to your request.”

“…Hmm?”

Olivia’s eyes widened.

“…Helping them is my own will.”

Kiel jumped down into the pit. With a loud crash, his greatsword struck the ground.

Before the dwarves could react, Kiel bounced his knees and jumped forward. Even a light stroke of his sword cleaved dozens.

Olivia watched the scene from above.

‘Simply cutting them won’t kill them, right?’

It is on a different level from the undead created by dark wizards. The Dragon’s Curse is much more powerful.

Crack!

The greatsword tore through the dwarves’ flesh, but Kiel’s expression remained grim. The flesh pieces intertwined with each other, and soon regained their original form.

Kiel’s face turned serious.

He had noticed the extraordinary regenerative power.

He couldn’t use Space swords. Even if he was Kiel, he had no confidence in surviving being crushed under a mountain range.

Slash!

The dwarves moved like beasts. Without weapons, they clawed with their nails and bit with their teeth.

Seeing this, Kiel could completely relieve himself of his last remorse.

Shshshshsh!

A sword strike that turns the cavity pitch black.

The dwarves screamed as they were flung away by the sword.

Thus, one hundred, two hundred, three hundred… In a moment, more than half were pushed against one wall by Kiel’s greatsword, which cried out fiercely.

Woong!

Then the next moment, an explosion burst forth. When the dust storm settled, corpses that could not regenerate piled up like mountains around Kiel.

Olivia looked at Kiel with a pleased smile.

Her sole purpose in bringing Kiel here was one.

It was Kiel’s growth.

‘Grow up. Not more, not less, just hit level 90 today.’

And the moment she leap into this demonic realm, Olivia had been thinking of how to maximize her gain.

And this was the result.

[‘Sword Saint Kiel’ grows!]

The dwarves there might look weak, but in terms of the whole tribe, they clearly fide dragon slayers.

Kiel was now facing a force greater than most kingdoms.

Of course, Kiel was able to move freely like this because Olivia was secretly blocking the chieftain’s movements.

As Kiel nearly finished off the remnants, Olivia released the chieftain’s bonds.

The chieftain’s figure vanished.

[Arghhhh!]

He took advantage of Kiel’s opportunity, his footsteps thundering against the ground. In a flash, the chieftain moved to Kiel’s rear, his axe blade ominously gleaming.

Startled, Kiel blocked the attack with his greatsword. A loud crash followed, and a dust storm spread in all directions.

The sound of clashing swords echoed through the storm. Kiel seemed to be slightly pushed back.

“Should I help?”

“No… need!”

Olivia’s lips twitched into a smirk as she watched Kiel’s duel from above.

That was enough.

Even if Olivia just watched, Kiel wouldn’t mind. It was a matter of pride now.

In that case, all experience points will be monopolized by Kiel.

‘Kiel’s fine.’

Olivia checked the opposite situation through a surveillance familiar she had attached to the King Mu.

[Hahaha! Unnecessarily tough!]

The King Mu continued to punch amidst the venom spewed by the dragon. The scales, once golden, were now crumbled and pulverized like dough.

‘…He’s insane.’

If that dragon had been alive, it would have been astonished at the King Mu’s strength.

He wasn’t even wearing magical armor. He was enduring the dragon’s venom and magic with his physical body alone. There were minor injuries, but that was it.

To him, the undead dragon was nothing more than a solid punching bag.

The dragon became more desperate and spewed even more sinister venom. The undulating venom enveloped the ground and stained the cavern black where the King Mu stood.

Yet, the King Mu was unfazed. The venom could not corrode his body, and the sharp tail that could slice through rocks was long since destroyed by his fists.

Instead, a hint of boredom was evident on the King Mu’s face.

Disappointment.

He was disappointed that the dragon race amounted to this. Simultaneously, a smile spread across Olivia’s lips.

‘As expected.’

The dragon the King Mu faced was strong, but it was just an ancient corpse.

Probably, the King Mu thought:

…It’s just a big lizard.

Olivia alternated her gaze between the King Mu and Kiel.

The King Mu was overpowering the dragon, while Kiel was slightly falling behind. Yet, it was Kiel who was smiling.

After all, a swordsman is also a warrior. Instinctively, he enjoyed the fierce fight.

Kiel’s heart pounded vigorously, feeling a type of exhilaration he had never felt before.

Being pushed back. Despite being pushed, it didn’t feel like he was going to lose.

‘Just a little more…’


Kiel’s greatsword moved faster. At one point, Kiel stopped being pushed back.

Chhhhht!

Sword and axe collided, sparks flying in all directions. The sparks increasingly tilted towards the chieftain.

He didn’t want to lose this feeling. If the battle continued like this, it would soon end in his victory. But he knew that stopping and re-engaging wouldn’t let him feel the same way as now.

‘More.’



 
  
    Chapter 105: Blink to death


Kiel’s sword had become faster. There were no more sparks; instead, a chilling sound of slicing through flesh filled the air. The chieftain’s body was being torn apart. Yet, Kiel did not stop.

Complete selflessness.

“Now is the time.”

Until now, Kiel had only been able to use the second form of his space sword technique. The fifth form, Severance, was impossible to attempt without the [Regressor’s Privilege].

It seemed possible now.

Kiel closed his eyes, focusing all his nerves on his sword.

He had not intended to use the space sword, but he couldn’t miss this rare opportunity.

“I trust Olivia.”

He believed she would somehow take care of the aftermath.

In the next moment, Kiel’s sword moved.

With a sinister sound, the surroundings fell silent.

Kiel slowly lifted his eyelids. The chief barely had two legs left, unable to regenerate any further.

“I did it!”

Kiel turned around with a flushed face. There, Olivia was frowning deeply.

“You lunatic! If you’re going to use a big move, at least say something first!”

She was struggling to support the ground that seemed about to collapse. The entire cavern was shaking.

The immense weight!

Olivia quickly drew a space teleportation magic circle with her other hand.

“Grab it quickly!”

Olivia reached out her hand. Kiel stared at it blankly for a moment before grabbing it.

Suddenly, they found themselves in the opposite cavern, where Mu King was sitting on a flattened dragon corpse, using it as a chair.

“Do dragons always end up like this? they say it’s the lords of golden realm. Weak, compared to a wizard like you.”

Mu King’s face was filled with boredom, clearly unsatisfied with the challenge.

He held a golden key in his hand.

“It’s because they’re undead. If only it were an normal dragon, it would have taken me a day.”

“You deceived me.”

“An undead dragon is still a dragon.”

“No, you deceived me.”

Mu King landed in front of Olivia, pointing at her.

“Let’s have a match. Then I’ll forgive your mistake.”

“You died at my hands in a past life. Are you sure?”

Olivia smiled provocatively. Mu King’s eyebrows twitched.

“You lost because you fought like a coward.”

“I’d rather not. There is no benefit to me?”

Mu King threw the key he was holding. Olivia caught it reflexively.

[The Golden Key of the Demonic Realm]

“I’ll give you this. How about it?”

Mu King pounded his fist powerfully.

Olivia smiled back.

Just as planned.

Mu King looked around, grimacing at the stench from the dragon’s corpse.

“Like a dragon filled with nothing but filth. A nuisance even in death. We can’t fight here.”

“We can go up.”

As if she had been waiting, Olivia drew a magic circle.

***

“Done.”

She needed a valid reason to overpower Mu King without raising suspicion from other regressors. Attacking outright might arouse Kiel’s suspicion, leaving no scope for Olivia.

Mu King moved to the ground with ease.

“If we fought on the mountain, it might collapse.”

Standing in a wide plain, Mu King spoke.

“This duel is a life or death. I’d prefer a fight to the death… but then you will fight like last time again.”

“Not afraid of dying again?”

Mu King’s eyes sparkled.

“Death does not scare me. It was the same when I fell to your magic. I was only disappointed that my power did not reach you.”

“It sounds like you think you can reach me this time.”

“I’ve spent 10 years thinking about how to hunt down a wizard who uses relentless space teleportation.”

At the mention of 10 years, a question mark appeared in Olivia’s eyes.

‘But I couldn’t ask.’

‘Because then I’d reveal the fact that I remember my past life.’

The King Mu spoke again,

“There was a future prediction. It was a future prediction given long ago by a shaman who quit this morning. I don’t believe in fate, but the shaman’s power was so miraculous that I thought I was being deceived and tried to my predict fate.”

Olivia’s brow furrowed slightly.

She knows it was that shaman again, who has cursed her.

“…And then?”

“Beware of wizards, he said. A wizard with white hair and blue eyes. It’s been 10 years since I received that future prediction.”

Of course, King Mu did not believe it. It was half in jest and, more importantly, in the past he regarded wizards as mere trifles.

Being naturally rebellious, he set out to prove the future prediction wrong by traveling the continent in search of a white-haired, pale-eyed wizard.

Of course, he never found one, but that did not mean there were no gains.

Melina, the Lord wizard of the Gold Tower.

-Get lost. From here on, it’s imperial territory.

He had heard rumors about her. The continent’s most powerful master wizard.

Until he met Melina, he thought the term ‘most powerful’ was used too loosely everywhere.

But he was wrong.

She was powerful. King Mu’s fists could pierce the heavens, but they were not faster than teleportation. His body was tough, but the ground he stood on was not strong enough to withstand Melina’s magic.

That was when he realized not all wizards were weak.

The future prediction might actually be true.

“He said, ‘All streams lead back to the ocean.’ I realized then that in any field, even if it’s wizards, those who challenge the peak are all strong.”

Although he called them wizards, it meant he acknowledged the strength of wizards.

‘…Even before meeting me.’


A strange feeling.

Olivia had been feeling this way more often lately. And it was the same this time.

Originally, King Mu and Melina had never met.

At least, as far as Olivia knew.

An unfamiliar fork in the path. Hearing about a past she didn’t know from someone else felt utterly ambiguous.

“Of course, until I became aware of my past life, I thought the master of that shaman who gave me an future prediction was a blonde old woman.”

“…You just said Blonde.”

“As one ages, eventually their hair turns white, doesn’t it?”

“And the eyes?”

“Since wizards use mysterious magic, I thought their eye color could change too.”

A silence followed.

Then Olivia asked.

“…So, what are you trying to say?”

King Mu extended his right hand forward, taking a stance.

“When facing a warrior, you must mix real, feint, and empty strikes appropriately. Whether to strike, block, or dodge. It’s an endless psychological battle from start to finish, and you must win in this game of strategy. But…!”

Boom!

Suddenly, King Mu’s fist struck Olivia’s shield, and aura was added. Little by little, cracks formed in the shield until it burst apart.

“When facing a wizard, there’s no need of any tricks.”

King Mu grinned, showing his teeth.

In his past life, he hadn’t even been able to touch Olivia’s clothes.

Although it was a surprise attack, he had made a contact this time.

“Being faster and stronger is enough. Mixing tricks when facing wizards just makes them run away scared.”

King Mu said this as he turned his head to Estee, who had followed him down. As their eyes met, Estee spoke first.

“You fight properly. If you feel like you’re going to die, I’ll do my best to stop him.”

Kiel also responded by drawing his great sword. It meant he would intervene if it turned into a fight to the death.

“Hehehe.”

Tap.

King Mu stepped forward. His step instantly closed the distance between them, and his crossed arms tore through the space.

Swish!

King Mu’s punch swept through the empty air. Olivia’s magic was slightly faster. But King Mu was not disappointed.

There were plenty of opportunities. He could withstand Olivia’s attacks directly, but Olivia would be dead if she took even one hit.

Again, the distance between them closed instantly.

Once again, he missed.

And so, two, three, four times…

Exactly on the fifth punch that missed, King Mu laughed, showing his teeth.

“Indeed, it’s short.”

High-level magic like teleportation takes time to prepare. Therefore, the only movement magic Olivia could use was Blink.

And Blink had a visibly short travel distance.

Of course, that didn’t mean he could predict where Olivia would teleport. Her transcendent mana control made it impossible to predict the location of her Blink.

The gaze was perfect, too. Sometimes she moved where she looked, sometimes she didn’t.

Good. This is what he wanted.

King Mu let out a laugh.

“It was far superior to the rotten dragon.”

“What is the master of magic, what is the apex of species. Pretending to be strong when they are weaker than Olivia.”

Although he had never encountered a proper dragon, he didn’t think meeting one would change his mind.

The King Mu.

He overlaid the memories of Olivia from his previous life.

For the first time, he experienced an overwhelming defeat.

More than the pain of death, it was the regret of being defeated helplessly that was greater.

From the day he became aware of his past life, he analyzed the battle of that day without missing a single day.

How Olivia moved, what magic she used to block his movements.

He was simple, but when it came to battle, he was different. No one could match King Mu’s enthusiasm for battle.

‘I see it.’

That’s why he could predict where Olivia would move. It wasn’t visible, but it was seen.

In the end, she’s also human. She can’t control even the habits in her subconscious.

‘I’ll end it in one go.’

A fierce chill had long been digging into his muscles, a dreadful coldness that could not be expelled from his body.

It took nearly ten seconds to be sure. Whether she remembered her past life or not, Olivia’s fighting style hadn’t changed. Flamboyant thunder and space movement. Between them,  it hides a deadly dagger called cold.

By the time he realized it, it was already too late.

Looking at it, it’s already too late now.

But it’s not over yet. It was still within the expected range.

King Mu fired another punch towards Olivia. Her expression puzzled at his still monotonous attack.

No matter how short the blink’s travel distance, she could have avoided that much.

“Ha!”

That was the moment.

The energies that had been radiating towards Olivia’s location until just now disappeared as if they were a lie.

Chill!

As if waiting for Olivia to use Blink, King Mu rotated his body a half-turn.


That was not the end.

A ferocious fighting spirit flickered around King Mu, converging into a single point on his fist.

“?!”

Olivia’s eyes wavered.

She realized she had been targeted. The Blink had already been cast, and its endpoint was exactly aligned with the location towards which King Mu’s fist was aimed.
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It cannot be avoided.

“……This is my answer!”

Kwaaaa!

The King Mu’s fist tore through the air, making a terrible noise.

Olivia quickly gathered mana. A shield? It’s too late. It would be lucky if it doesn’t even get pierced, let alone repelled.

This is the King Mu’s best effort.

A pale smile appeared on Olivia’s frightened face.

In fact, she was not satisfied with just obtaining the key from King Mu.

She intended to use this battle as part of a psychological warfare with Aria.

Now, shortly after using lightning in Ikhail, if King Mu’s full-powered fist appears in Mikabel, Aria will definitely perceive it as a hunt.

A hunt meant for a annihilation, again.

But if Aria realizes that Estee, whom she thought was dead, and King Mu, are still alive.

Can Aria truly accept them as her allies?

The answer is.

No.

Kwaang, Kwaaaaang!

An enormous explosion echoed. It was loud enough to spread instantly across the east, beyond Mikabel.

Olivia’s body was pushed back. It felt like her ribs were cracked.

The gust of wind subsided. Behind Olivia, the sky was not just split, but had a giant hole in it.

The King Mu’s attack was filled with fighting spirit. Olivia was sure that Aria was watching this strike.

Olivia wiped her bleeding lips and smiled.

‘Did you see that? It must hurt a bit.’

She didn’t say it out loud. Aria was not here, after all.

On the opposite side, King Mu was frozen in the same pose he had struck. He had lost, but there was no regret on his face.

Olivia said.

“… … Yes, I got the answer.”

The corners of King Mu’s mouth seemed to twitch slightly. His body staggered and then fell backwards.

He was not dead. He was still breathing, albeit roughly.

At the same time, the awaited notification appeared.

[You have subdued the regressor, ‘Ashe Baltar’, without killing him.]

[You have obtained Clue #5.]

[You have obtained a special reward.]

……A special reward?

***

I had a dream.

A bone-chilling coldness.

The empire turned into ruins, the holy kingdom of Ikail, which did not collapsed within a week, the guarding waves of Ikhail stopped moving, and the day when the Attila mountains froze…

Aria watched this scene from afar.

A terrible, but unforgettable memory.

‘……’

It was just a dream, and watching was all she could do.

Jeez, jez, jez.

Before she knew it, the continent had become uninhabitable for humans. There was no one left beside her, the imperial princess.

-Let’s end this.

Turning around, there was Olivia with a regretful face.

……Regret? You do?

As soon as Olivia’s hand touched her, her body began to freeze from the ground up.

Then, feeling the cold touch on her cheek, Aria suddenly woke up from the dream.

“……!”

The surroundings were completely filled with ice. Upon closer inspection, it was Karsian’s lair.

The nightmare I had after a long time was also likely due to this cold.

“This body spent the night releasing the magic circle, while someone else slept comfortably.”

“……How far along is it?”

“About 90%. It’s almost finished.”

Elias said this without even turning around.

When dragons hibernate, they set up magic circles to prevent intruders. Since they hibernate for at least hundreds of years, the intensity of the magic circle is naturally set to the maximum. Even the Red Dragon Lord, Elias, finds it challenging to release.

Elias commented on Aria as if appraising her.

“You’re still as weak as ever.”

“It’s better than last time.”

‘Last time’ meant her previous life.

“Tch. As far as I can see, it’s all the same.”

“If Lord Elias says so, then it must be.”

“……”

Elias frowned and stared at Aria. She is not usually one to accept things so meekly.

Their group had been able to endure for two years from Olivia, all thanks to Aria’s strategic mind.

Reading Olivia’s moves and always deriving the best outcomes.

That was Aria.

Famous for his stubbornness, even the Red Dragon Lord Elias followed Aria for a reason. Because she had proven herself over two years.

“……What are you scheming now?”

Instead of answering, Aria just smiled faintly.

“Don’t smile like that. It’s unpleasant.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s exactly the same smile that damn woman used to make.”

Friends often resemble each other, and sometimes Aria acted like Olivia.

“At least don’t show it to Karsian. If she goes on a rampage, even I can’t easily stop her.”

“That’s why I smile like that.”

“……What?”

“Lord Karsian won’t be satisfied with a simple cooperation.”

A relationship almost like that of master and servant.


At least Karsian had to be treated that way.

“Lord Karsian hasn’t lost the habits from when she was with Olivia. It’s necessary to handle her more forcefully than just asking.”

Elias looked at Aria with interest.

“……So, you’re planning to train the Dragon Lord in return?”

“In case she take their side, that would be troublesome. If you are against it, I can’t do anything, but… you know that’s not likely to happen, right?”

“That’s right.”

Elias, grinning, seemed to be enjoying the situation.

“It won’t be easy.”

“Than would it become easier to kill Olivia?”

“Obviously, that would be easier.”

Aria glared at the magic circle blocking the entrance.

“So please, keep up the good work. Bringing in Lord Karsian is just part of the plan. As soon as it’s over,  we’ll go straight down to the south…”

Tsssssssst!

Aria raised her head at the unusual aura. Clouds tearing apart like sheets of paper.

“Such unusual fighting spirit. Who could it be?”

“…The King Mu indeed.”

“Seeing how you mention him, he must have been an important figure.”

Aria nodded at the casual inquiry.

“We’re out of time. It’s unfortunate, but the East is… finished.”

“Isn’t Olivia there? Why not just go and fight?”

“There could be a trap.”

“A trap?”

Aria did not respond.  Even though Olivia accidentally revealed her traces during encountering Estee, there was no need to show them this time.

But she did show them.

Olivia’s schemes are deep. That’s why Aria decided to befriend her.

-Princess, how long will you pretend to be a naive fool?

The only human who had seen through Aria’s true nature.

“…Do you know when humans willingly expose their weaknesses?”

“What are you talking about all of a sudden?”

Ignoring the question, Aria continued.

“It’s only when they have even greater secrets to hide.”

To hide a flaw, they reveal a flaw.

“…So, that’s Olivia’s secret?”

“At least, that’s how it appears to me. But…”

What might she be hiding? What exactly?

Aria froze in place, deep in thought.

‘How many of us does she think are here to be so bold? Is she confident, or is it something more twisted…’

Elias spoke as Aria, who had been staring into the sky for a long time, finally snapped out of it.

.

“It’s been lifted.”

A cold chill flowed from beyond the dark cavern.

Although not as severe as Olivia’s, it was cold enough to freeze any ordinary human instantly.

As Elias walked on, he suddenly stopped.

“…Aren’t you cold?”

He had forgotten to cast a warming spell.

Startled, Elias turned around.

“I told you, it’s better than last time.”

Aria was smiling exactly like Olivia.

***

Olivia crossed her arms and checked the notification.

[You have obtained 5 clues.]

[Special reward will be issued.]

Until now, the clue rewards had never disappointed Olivia.


They always appeared just when she was most desperate, exactly what she needed.

[Special Reward]

[Counter-suppression]

-From now on, even if you are overpowered, you can obtain clues.

But what kind of reward is this?
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That too as a special reward.

“…Ominously.”

Well, this isn’t a curse to ruin.

When the regressors are subdued by Olivia, their memories are only slightly altered.

But what if Olivia is subdued?

She would be utterly defeated.

Maybe they won’t just kill her. Maybe they’ll tie her up in an underground cell and torture her until she’s nearly dead.

“Why is everything so ominous lately?”

Even the Shaman who prophesied their existence decades ago, and now the clues have doubled in insanity.

“…So unlucky. Still alive even after being beaten up?”

Estee nudged the unconscious King Mu with her foot.

Taking them to Glaceons’s Lair is unreasonable.  Of course, it was something that could not be controlled and leaving them behind is more efficient.

Clue #4, Clue #5, and even a key to enter the Demonic realm of Moon.

Everything obtainable has been secured.

Therefore, there’s no reason to stay in the eastern part of the continent any longer.

“…Are you thinking of leaving?”

Kiel, who had been quietly observing, spoke.

He’s always been strangely perceptive, especially regarding farewells.

“I have to go. I was swept here by magic.”

“Swept here?”

“Was it the Red Tower Lord? I met that guy in Ikhail, and he attacked me as soon as he saw me.”

Anyway, coming here was the Red Tower Lord’s fault.

Meeting Estee and encountering King Mu.

It’s all because of the Red Tower Lord.

Estee agreed, making it much easier to persuade Kiel.

“…Why was that Red Tower Lord in Ikail? And more over that… he attacked you?”

Kiel’s eyes hardened with a grinding of teeth.

…He seems focused on something else.

Anyway, if Kiel could say something like that, it wouldn’t be hard to pass off this meeting as a mere incident.

“It’s settled. I subdued him and threw him in the trash.”

Olivia said it as if it was nothing.

She knew Kiel would freak out at ‘it’s okay.’

Maybe she’ll immediately go back to the empire and reeducate the Red Tower Lord first.

Well, there’s plenty of reason to beat him. If not, just make one up.

Maybe suddenly declare support for the First Prince… something like that.

If the Rothschild family, closest to the Emperor, supports the First Prince, the Second Prince will immediately fall.

To prevent that, the Second Prince will have to force a resolution from Galdur. And then… well, it’s obvious.

“I’ll drop by sometimes.”

“You think I’ll still be alive by then?”

“If I have to die, I’d want to die by your hands.”

Estee’s eyes momentarily sparkled.

“To kill me?”

“…No.”

“Thought so.”

Estee clicked her tongue.

“I’ll tell King Mu. That you’ll come again next year.”

“Next year is… a bit.”

“Then the year after next.”

“The year after next too…”

“Don’t come. If that’s the case, just never come!”

Estee said that and dived into the pond. Olivia laughed seeing that.

She recognized Estee’s attempt to not be a burden.

“I’m leaving.”

[Skill, ‘Teleport’ is activated.]

Kiel’s face, full of regret, gradually disappeared.

Estee, with only her eyes peeking out of the water, also vanished from sight in an instant.

Beneath the clear sky, the beautiful snowy mountains were revealed.

On the mountainside, familiar faces appeared.

“Now, today is……”

In Melina’s pupils, Olivia’s figure was reflected.

She ran towards her, delighted.

“Liv, Olivia!”

The disciples also quietly approached. They had all become incomparably stronger than before.

“Melina……”

At that moment, a golden chains bound Olivia’s body.

“…me?”

“Do you know what day it is today?”

I felt alive through laughter.

Now that I think about it, the week I promised… … It had already passed.

“Ah, that is…”

Melina shook her head as if she didn’t need to hear any more.

“Children, show your master the progress you’ve made.”

“…How should we show you?”

At Aramis’s question, Melina said,

“Try attacking.”

As if to say, surely I won’t die.

**

During the 3 weeks Olivia was away, many changes had occurred to the disciples.

-You will learn from me until Olivia returns.


Following Melina’s teachings was overwhelming, as both she and Olivia pursued extreme efficiency.

Fortunately, Melina was not as fierce as rumored.

She was a strict teacher, but also kind.

Of course, her kindness was because they were Olivia’s disciples.

“Your disciples now know their place.”

Melina grasped the gist of her disciples’ magic by taking it with her bare body, without any shields.

Seeing her unharmed, the disciples worked harder rather than despairing.

They realized how much like frogs in a well they had been.

That’s what wizards are like.

Once they clearly understand that there is a higher level, they can’t help but ascend.

“…So, should you also take it with my bare body?”

Olivia’s pupils trembled faintly.

As she looked on in disbelief, the disciples recited spells as if they had been waiting.

[‘Advanced Wizard, Aramis’ uses ‘Ice Rain’.]

[‘Sub-Advanced Wizard, Jaina Iculane’ uses ‘Thunder Calling’.]

[‘Sub-Advanced Wizard, Ro Fernandi’ uses ‘Light Saber’.]

These guys are serious.

‘…How much have their levels increased?’

One advanced and two sub-advanced.

With such skills, they could easily secure an elder position in any magic tower.

‘Did they use time magic?’

How many times did they accelerate the time so that a person changes like that in just three weeks?

“No, guys. Calm down first…”

“It’ll hurt less than you think, Master.”

“It’s… surprisingly bearable.”

“Hehe, hehehe…”

With lifeless, dead eyes, Olivia was at a loss for words.

“…Melina?”

What on earth did you do?

Melina stared at Olivia for a while before clearing her throat.

“It’s like that because they haven’t adapted to the time scale yet,” she said.

“How many times did you increase it that they became like this?”

“Ten times?”

At that, Olivia immediately understood the unbelievable growth rate of her disciples.

In fact, they had been doing this for 30 weeks, so it would have been strange if they hadn’t grown.

Fortunately, Glaceon didn’t seem to have any intention to attack. After all, even Olivia couldn’t withstand a dragon’s breath with her bare body.

Tsstsstssts!

A fierce magical power enveloped her disciples.

Their faces were highly flushed, as if they were itching to cast magic right away.

“Are you telling me to get hit by that?”

Olivia swallowed dryly, her gaze moving to the chains binding her.

These chains could easily be broken if she released her mana.

“Unchain yourself if you want.”

Melina had no confidence in dealing with her aftermath.

Of course, she knew why Melina was doing this.

Certainly, Melina had also been using accident acceleration.

She had a compulsion to protect Olivia at all costs, so she wouldn’t be satisfied just by putting in the same amount of effort as everyone else.

For Olivia, it was only a day late, but for Melina, it must have felt like over a month had passed.

Maybe even more.

The reason Olivia was still tied up was because she sensed Melina’s disappointment.

After all, Melina wasn’t someone to act out of mere frustration.

There must be a valid reason for her actions.

“I just don’t have to use the shield, right?”

There are many ways to block magic, like dispelling or taking control with magical interference.

“Try it.”

“Really?”

“And you’ll handle the consequences yourself.”

Melina said this and moved behind Olivia. She whispered in her ear.

“Don’t take it too personally. It’s not just your disciples who need to understand their place.”

Melina told the disciples.

“When I give the signal, shoot.”

Then she turned back to Olivia and continued.

“You always try to avoid all magic. I understand acting that way for high-level magic, but is there a need to block and dodge even the lower-level spells?”

Melina demonstrated by creating a fireball at her fingertip and tossing it above her head. As soon as it touched her blonde hair, it dispersed like a snowflake.

It was an example that briefly showcased the magic resistance of a Archmage who had momentarily reached the pinnacle of truth.

“That’s…”

In order to maintain the good stamina, tens of times that much mana and mental power are consumed.

Melina was pointing that out.


“I know that much…”

Avoid the attack. If you can’t avoid it, then block it.

It was a habit naturally formed after playing Lactea for thousands of rounds.

“You know it, But you don’t know to what extent you can endure it.”

“Are you suggesting we test that?”
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“Ah, it’s an experiment?”

Melina smiled refreshingly as she gently caressed Olivia’s cheek.

“It’s all to change your perception. And, your disciples can learn how much power they need to put in when facing a high wizard during such opportunity, right?”

Anyway, it was a win-win situation, so there was no choice.

In fact, there was no better way to gauge the achievements of the disciples.

‘I was planning to use it against dragons anyway.’

The experience of battling Olivia, the Archmage of ice magic, would also be a great help in the fight against the White Dragon Lord Karsian.

It would also cheer Melina up.

“This is the only time.”

“Alright.”

Melina signaled her disciples, and as if they had been waiting, magic was fired.

Bang, Boom, Flash!

The explosions continued. Lightning, ice, and light scattered in all directions.

Olivia, who had her eyes tightly shut, slightly opened them. The surroundings were in ruins. But Olivia herself was unharmed.

‘Did they really shoot?’

There was a feeling of being touched, but that was it.

No way, could this be real?

Even a [Thunder Calling] spell, which is considered a top-tier magic, felt just a slight sting.

Of course, it might be due to the same properties… but could the feeling of being struck by lightning just be a ‘sting’?

As the dust quickly cleared, Melina approached with a smile, as if she knew this would happen.

The chains that had been binding Olivia had disappeared.

“How do you feel?”

Melina was right.

Olivia had not clearly understood her place until now.

More accurately, her strength.

“Should we increase the intensity?”

“Yes.”

The next moment, a tremendous barrage of magic engulfed Olivia.

***

“How did you end up like this?”

Seth, who had been promoted to a high-ranking position in the Night Raven, examined Olivia from head to toe. There was a cut-like wound on her cheek. Her hair had been tidied up, but it was unevenly cut in places.

“I got hurt.”

“Does this have to do with not being able to meet them for a month?”

“Roughly similar.”

This opportunity allowed Olivia to clearly understand her strength.

Magic below level 60 was useless against Olivia.

Of course, that was only for magic. A physical attack, even if a child in the neighborhood swung a dagger, might work.

Still, it wasn’t a bad result.

It meant that she didn’t need to bother with lower-level magic in the future.

Unconsciously, Olivia stroked her cheek. A shallow cut, like a paper cut. It was also a wound caused by her disciples.

‘They’ve grown a lot.’

They were barely a year into their training.

Of course, as time passed, their growth rate would naturally slow down, but with this trend, they would definitely play a vital role in the future.

“Enough about that, give me some information. I heard there was quite a commotion in the empire.”

“Yes, I have something to discuss about that, actually.”

Seth’s expression turned serious.

“Did you know that the princess was kidnapped by a Red Dragon?”

“Kidnapped?”

“It seems you weren’t aware of that. Because of that incident, there’s chaos inside the imperial palace.”

Dark Wizards were expelled from the country, and witch hunts were happening everywhere.

In a way, it was expected. Elias’s true form was too fierce and wild to be considered a normal dragon.

The appearance of a dragon lord meant naturally expelling anything related to magic.

‘That guy has nothing to do with a Demon.’

He may have a demonic nature, but he is not a demon.

“You must trust me a lot, to tell me such confidential information.”

“I needed to check if you were involved in this incident. Fortunately… it seems you’re not.”

Olivia spoke as she saw Seth’s relief.

“Is there a reason you’re so concerned about the princess? She doesn’t even have a faction following her.”

“Yes, there is. The Kraven family has gone under the princess. And then there’s the ministry of finance, the Inspectorate, and three border counts. That’s what’s confirmed.”

“…As expected.”

“Hm? What did you just say?”

“It’s nothing, ignore it.”

Olivia waved her hand to divert Seth’s attention as she thought.

‘…It’s only a matter of time before the empire falls.’

If the Finance and Inspectorate have gone over to Aria , and the military too, it might as well be over. The people’s hearts are already with Aria.

‘It’s exactly like the empress scenario.’

In many iterations, Aria had been revered as the emperor.

At that time, Aria acted just as she did now.

“Aria was supporting the second prince, right?”

“…Yes.”

By declaring her support for the second prince, she balances so that the first prince does not get proclaimed as the crown prince.

At that moment, for both princes, Aria becomes a crucial figure they must win over to reach the throne.

The second prince would fall into the abyss the moment he loses Aria’s support, and the first prince could be proclaimed as the crown prince the moment he gains it.

A cunning balancing act.

In between, she pretends to gather benefits while actually pulling nobles with real power to her side.

That’s Aria’s way.

‘Elias wouldn’t have tried to kidnap Aria without a reason… there must be dark forces involved…’

Olivia stroked her chin, lost in thought.

‘Then next would be Karsian.’


What if the princess who was kidnapped by the dragon comes back riding on the back of the same dragon?

With actual military power gained, that moment would spell the end for the princes.

The empire should not fall into Aria’s hands already.

“Soon the Rothschild family will attack the Lord of the Red Tower.”

“…What do you mean?”

Olivia continued without concern.

“At that time, the Wizards’ Association was one of the second prince’s biggest bases. Isn’t it a big deal to nominate someone instead of the Red Dragon Lord .”

With this, they make the first prince the crown prince.

At Olivia’s words, Seth was momentarily lost for words.

Precisely because her stratagem was much higher than Seth had imagined.

‘…How much does she know exactly?’

How can someone always exceed expectations every time they meet?

‘Is this person… really a witch?’

What on earth did she do in the past to know so much about the inner workings of the empire?

‘This is… essentially enthronement. Was this planned from the start?’

It’s fine to elevate His Highness the first prince to crown prince. After all, he was the first prince from the lineage.

But what does Olivia gain from this?

Seth swallowed dryly.

“That’s not for me to judge.”

“Then bring your leader.”

“…Give me two hours.”

Seth tore a teleport scroll and disappeared.

It wouldn’t be a direct scroll to the empire. To avoid being tracked, he’d likely make two or three stops.

‘Of course, it’s a futile effort.’

[Clue #6’s owner is, ‘The Revolutionary.’]

From clue #6, they stopped giving names.

It wasn’t really a problem. Of course, she remembered the names.

Olivia sat cross-legged, waiting for Calliope.

Dusk was settling in.

She would arrive soon.

Just as she thought that, light flickered and someone appeared.

A woman wrapped in a black mask that reminded one of an assassin.

She seemed unable to hide her anxiety, tightly holding the rapier at her waist.

“Seth roughly told me the story.”

In two hours, she had scoured for information related to the Red Tower Lord as if she was digging for treasure, and sweat droplets that she couldn’t hide were rolling down her forehead.

She probably didn’t find any useful information.

Galdur, the main party and the Red Tower Lord, would still be stuck in the garbage can, and the key negotiators—Kiel, King Mu, and Estee—would all be gathered in the Attila Mountains.

Of course, the fact that she showed up here confirms to some extent the possibility of Olivia’s words.

“What do you want?”

Straight to the point.

That must mean there’s no time to spare.

Right now, as the princess has been kidnapped by Elias and the second prince’s support base is shaking, it is an excellent opportunity for the first prince.

In other words, if he doesn’t secure a firm resolution now, he might face a counterattack at any time.

“Nothing.”

“…Nothing? You expect me to believe that?”

“Exactly, I want the first prince to become the emperor.”

Calliope looked at Olivia with suspicion.

“…What exactly did you promise the first prince?”

It didn’t matter to the first prince as long as the princess didn’t get the throne.

Olivia smiled leisurely as if she was relaxed on purpose.

“Find that out yourself. You’re capable, aren’t you?”

Provocative words made Calliope frown.

“…Forget it, let’s talk about something related to the Wizards Association.”

The empire’s power divided between two forces: knights and Wizards.

And the Wizard’s Association, which all belonged to the Gold Tower Lord, was currently led by Galdur, the Red Tower’s master.

“The Rothschild family is neutral, you know?”

“I know. But blaming the Red Tower Lord instead of the head of the Wizard’s Association is better.”

Calliope’s wrinkles deepened.

“What are you talking about… Unless Duke Kiel himself steps in, there is little damage that can be done to the Red Tower Lord. And Duke Kiel…”

“He doesn’t care about what others do.”

But not when it comes to Galdur.

“If you can’t trust me, meet with Duke Kiel. He’ll help bring down Galdur. You’ll likely accept his offer, right?”

Calliope’s expression sharpened at those words. Her mind raced.

If it were anyone else, she would have dismissed the words as nonsense. But Olivia was different.

A veiled witch. She is a person who knows the inner workings of high-ranking people even in the remote North.

“…I think I need more explanation. It’s too risky to proceed just by hearing a few words.”

Olivia grinned in response.


“Duke Kiel and the Red Tower Lord Galdur. They have a personal grudge.”

“…A grudge?”

“Galdur attacked someone very precious to Duke Kiel.”

Calliope was silent for a moment.

Her eyes seemed to probe into Olivia’s intentions.
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“……The only person precious to Duke Kiel is his sister, Hilde Rothschild. And Hilde Rothschild is guarded 24/7 by the high knights of the duke’s house. No matter if one is a Tower Lord…”

“There is one more person. A friend of the opposite sex who has been with him for a very long time.”

“……Do you think I would fall for such a lie?”

“It’s not a lie. What would I gain by lying in the first place?”

“Duke Kiel will be wary of us……”

“If he becomes wary, you will no longer trust me as before. That would be a loss for me too, since I would lose a good source of information.”

Olivia’s words made Calliope’s pupils flicker faintly.

The flustered woman’s fingertips moved to her lips.

“……Really?”

“Yes.”

Calliope’s eyes spun sharply.

“……A friend of the opposite sex?”

“Yes.”

“So, the gender is female?”

“That’s right?”

“……Fiancé?”

No, why bring that up now.

“No. Just a friend of the opposite sex.”

“……Indeed, if a Tower Lord had meddled with a fiancé, I would challenge him to a duel too.”

“……”

Damn, she’s not even pretending to listen now.

It seems she’s really hooked on the word ‘Fiancé’.

“I’ll say it again, just a friend of the opposite sex.”

“You don’t say that just any friend of the opposite sex is very precious.”

……Is that so?

Unknowingly, Olivia furrowed her brows.

In her attempt to show off her connection with Kiel, she had made a minor mistake in word choice.

Watching Olivia, Calliope grinned.

“There really was a hidden fiancé. I won’t ask why you tried to hide it.”

Olivia sighed deeply.

“Think whatever you want.”

“……Even I, the leader of the Night Raven, didn’t notice the existence of a fiancé. Was the intelligence level of the Duke Rothschild house this high? It seems I need to reassess the ranks…”

By now, Calliope was completely lost in her fantasies.

Olivia looked at Calliope for a moment and then casually asked,

“How is the Holy Kingdom these days?”

“……The Pope is still absent due to negotiations in the east. And, there has been a change in the final candidates for the Saint.”

“Change?”

“It changed from a two-person system back to a three-person system. A candidate named Rebekah withdrew her resignation.”

Calliope listed the information she knew.

It wasn’t just a gesture of goodwill. Since Olivia had provided useful information, this was her way of trying to clear her debt.

Olivia asked as if probing,

“Being a candidate for Saint is such a position, can one just decide to run for it on their own?”

“It’s usually not possible. But as her abilities are extraordinary, the acting Pope had no choice.”

The one favored by the Goddess of Light, Aether.

That was Rebekah.

“Both symbolically and in terms of the total amount of Holy power she possesses, she is incomparable to the other candidates. The only flaw to be found is her age, but time will solve that.”

It was essentially a confirmation.

‘I’ll have to hear the details myself to know more……’

She hadn’t thought about meeting Rebekah yet.

[The owner of Clue #6 is a ‘Revolutionary.’]

Olivia shifted the topic back.

“You guys obviously have informants in the South, right?”

Calliope’s eyes turned towards Olivia.

The slightly excited atmosphere suddenly fell silent.

“…Yes.”

Calliope is from the southern part of the continent.

And the South is a land seized by demons.

One of her few challenges was the South.

That was also why people from the South are temperamental.

Humans who are not hardened cannot survive in extreme environments.

“There must be a list of key suspects, right?”

A question she knew the answer to.

“…Yes.”

“Give it to me.”

Silence followed.

Then.

Thud!

Calliope pulled something out of the subspace and placed it on the floor.

It was a document of several hundred pages.

“If you cross the line…”

“I won’t. I’m different from the other witches.”

The southern continent is forbidden territory.

Where low-level demons appear constantly, and souls filled with evil and despair roam.

And naturally, such evil lands tend to attract the worst of the worst.

From Dark wizards to vicious criminals, witches…

It was somewhat natural for Calliope to act this way.

If a witch of Olivia’s caliber went to the South, it would be a disaster.

“When’s our next meeting?”

At Calliope’s question, Olivia turned around.


“When I call you.”

And she vanished in an instant.

“…”

Calliope stood still for a long while.

She finally exhaled.

“Damn it. I don’t want to die a dog’s death.”

Her intuition was trembling fiercely.

‘…Did I send her for nothing.’

Her intuition whispered that she shouldn’t have sent Olivia to the South.

***

“Your Highness the noble princess is indeed showing interest in this barren South.”

The man who returned to the room took out an old wine from the drawer and poured it. The moment It was confirmed there were two glasses, a shadow in the corner stirred.

[You’re quick to notice. Revolutionary.]

“To survive among the nobility, one must have at least this much sense.”

The Revolutionary’s eyes gleamed sharply.

“So, is what’s in front of me the real thing, or just a shadow?”

“It’s the real thing. I wouldn’t dare commit such a breach of etiquette when meeting a big fish.”

The Dark Lord boldly drank his wine and said as he took off his mask, his long black hair scattering in all directions.

“This is our first meeting in this life.”

“We were never meant to be entwined.”

The Revolutionary responded coldly. Even with the continent’s greatest assassin in front of him, he showed no sign of fear. He swirled his wine glass and said,

“Let’s cut to the chase. My demand is for half of the continent. In a generous spirit, I will concede the west where the imperial palace is located.”

It was an absurd demand.

The revolution he pursues is a society where nobility literally exists. Such a condition was unthinkable for a princess at the top of the social hierarchy, even if it meant death.

“If you can’t accept it, then get lost.”

At the order to leave, the Dark Lord chuckled dryly. It was acceptable for him to be treated as the princess’s envoy; he himself thought so too. Insulted? An assassin wouldn’t harbor such feelings.

There was only one reason for his laughed.

“You don’t understand the princess’s caliber.”

The Dark Lord laughed showing his teeth. The terms the revolutionary had stated were exactly as the princess had predicted, not a word out of place.

“…Caliber?”

Instead of responding, the Dark Lord put down a crystal ball. It was not for communication, but for recording. The revolutionary, looking suspicious, touched the crystal ball.

In the silent pause, the princess’s voice echoed.

A moment later.

“…Damn it.”

The revolutionary cursed through clenched teeth.

The princess’s words could be summed up in two phrases.

Don’t split it out, keep it to yourself.

It’s not needed anyway.

“Will you accept?”

“…Do as you like.”

The Dark Lord nodded and then pocketed the crystal ball. The revolutionary looked into space, his face hollow.

A genius sees one move ahead; a master of psychology sees three moves ahead.

“He was a Demon.”

How many moves ahead was he planning?

It was an offer that couldn’t be refused. That made it all the more terrifying. That meant that he hated Olivia.

“…I will be the one to kill Olivia.”

“That’s not possible. There’s a waiting list.”

“Quick, then. How many have you gathered?”

“Including you, five.”

“Next will be the Demon hunter, I suppose.”

The Dark Lord nodded.

“That Demon Hunter is currently being chased out of the empire, pursuing a witch who’s now probably in the Land of Ashes.”

On the paper the Revolutionary handed over, there was a montage of the witch.

***

The door burst open.

Outside, a harsh sandstorm raged. People wrapped themselves tightly to avoid the venomous sand, exposing only tiny parts of their bodies.

The group that entered was three, blatantly showing off their pale skin as if they had no intention of hiding they were outsiders.

“Close the door quickly.”

As soon as the group entered, the noisy inn fell silent.

“One room. We don’t need food.”

“One room for three, right?”

Olivia flicked a gold coin as she took off her robe, meaning to take care of themselves.

“Ah…”

The keeper who has seen many faces in his life, gasped involuntarily at Olivia’s appearance.

It was his first time seeing such a face.

Skin like porcelain, eyes sparkling like jewels.

Even the Dream Demon known to have enchanted thousands of men seemed no match for the woman before him.

“What are you waiting for? Take it.”

“Oh, yes!”

A sensible woman would not act like this for her own safety.

So it was either one of two things.


She was either foolish, or confident in her abilities.

“…Are you from a fallen noble family?”

“There are no nobles in the south. She’s a wizard.”

Flames flickered at Olivia’s fingertips. The keeper might not know much about magic, but he could roughly gauge Olivia’s level.

She must have been a powerful wizard who openly use her strength outside.



 
  
    Chapter 110: To the South -2


“You were a fire Wizard, huh? A piece of advice—don’t go to the desert. It’s a perfect way to find yourself dead.”

The innkeeper placed a key down.

“This is the last room on the third floor. It’s quite spacious, so the three of you should be comfortable.”

The group climbed the stairs and entered the assigned room. Jaina took off her robe and exhaled.

“Ah… I finally feel like I can breathe.”

Just yesterday they had been in the north, and now in the sun-drenched south, the sandstorms were one thing, but the heat was nearly unbearable.

“Master, where do we go now?”

Aramis asked as he donned his robe. Olivia, lightly cleansing her body with a purification spell, replied.

“To the Fire Domain.”

“…So, the training you mentioned was that.”

Olivia had brought only Jaina and Aramis to the south. She would have liked to bring all three, but that would have drawn too much attention.

Even if they encountered a Regressor, she had calculated that they could evacuate smoothly with just the two.

And if defeating a demon lord was a condition, it was right to start gaining experience now.

She hadn’t brought Ro Fernandi, who was of the light attribute, for that reason. Training needed to be challenging to be meaningful.

“There are two reasons I brought you here. First, naturally, is to teach you how to deal with monsters infected by magic energy, and the second is…”

Bang! Bang!

Someone pounded on the door. The lack of consideration in the voice made the disciples tense up.

“Open up, you bastards!”

Men they had seen on the first floor stood outside. They were dressed in clothes that would not be strange even if they were called thieves. Olivia silently deployed her magic, conjuring fiery arrows with her fierce mana.

-Whoosh!

The arrows pierced the door and the men’s thighs in an instant.

“Gah!”

“You guys came prepared, huh?”

Olivia said as she channeled more power into her right hand. The magic resistance charm on the attackers’ armor couldn’t withstand the force and burst apart. Before the men could react, Olivia grabbed them by the scruff and lifted them off the ground.

“The second reason is, real combat against humans.”

“Cough, choke…”

After their faces turned red, Olivia finally let them go. She dusted off her hands and demanded.

“Now, explain to my disciples what you were trying to do.”

“We were going to rob you…”

“Bullshit.”

Flaming arrows flickered around Olivia.

“Next time, it’ll be your heads.”

“We thought of enjoying ourselves a bit before selling you as slaves.”

“And what about them? Even after their faces were covered with robes.”

“Foreigners are money themselves. We could sell them to witches or Dark Wizards for a high price…”

Olivia didn’t listen to them any longer. With a powerful magic strike, she crushed their hands. Flesh splattered everywhere, and agonizing screams filled the air.

“Get lost.”

Olivia didn’t spare a glance for the men as they scrambled away and returned to her room.

“You won’t to kill them?”

Aramis, having regained his composure, said.

“If we let them go like this, they will surely bring others…”

At that moment, Aramis realized Olivia’s intent.

‘…Bring others? As if they could defeat our master?’

Conversely, their side will suffer.

“I understand. So from now on, are we going to fight against the bandits?”

“…Wouldn’t that be too easy?”

Jaina raised a question. They had grown tremendously compared to a year ago. Even if the entire band of thieves came at them, they had experienced enough fighting the monsters of the north to know that these foes wouldn’t match up.

Both Olivia and Melina had a knack for pushing people to their limits.

Surely, they wouldn’t be satisfied with just that.

“Maybe if you had us fight a demon, I wouldn’t know.”

“Hmm…”

Aramis inadvertently let out a groan. The word “demon” carried that much power.

“The ones you’ll be facing are witches.”

“Witches… you say?”

The disciples flinched at the mention of witches.

They remembered a past when they had firmly believed Olivia to be a witch.

Though now they knew she was not a witch, just a quirky wizard.

“Catherine Crouch. Once a daughter of the Crouch Ducal House, one of the four major ducal houses. Now, she is a fugitive since an edict of extermination was issued against her.”

The year 996, Imperial Academy.

The master of the western demon world, Belphegor’s was summoned by Crouch.

And, she was the very person who had killed Aramis, Jaina, and Ro during the Annihilation ending.

“Take a look.”

Olivia said this as she placed documents on the table, sorted by night ravens working through the night.

“Catherine , the flower princess?”

“Whether she’s the flower princess or Satan’s child, I don’t know. But earlier this year, she was ousted after being discovered as a witch. Anyway, read this, and you’ll see that the demon she contracted with is the Great Demon Belphegor.”

Aramis slightly opened his mouth then firmly closed it.

Like the connection with the Gold Tower Master Melina, the ease with which she disclosed such information that one couldn’t know unless connected to the highest echelons was also notable.

Why would someone like her be living in seclusion in the north?

All the while bearing the disgrace of being called a witch.

“…A Great Demon?”

Jaina asked in a tense voice.

Not just any demon, but an great demon.

“How strong is a witch who contracts with an great demon ?”

“Stronger than a Archmage. A fight could potentially be fair if it’s against a Archmage of light, but other elements would barely stand a chance.”

“So we are…”

“Absolutely not going to win.”

Olivia said with a calm smile, as if to reassure them.

“But, it won’t be like that now. Demons don’t care about witches who fail. Especially if it’s the great demon Belphegor. He would have immediately transferred the contract to a demon under his command.”

Olivia pointed to a rank chart etched into the documents.


“So the rank would have dropped at least two tiers… Probably to about the level of a count-class demon.”

Jaina blinked as she asked,

“So… how strong is that?”

“About the level of a high Tower Lord, and that’s assuming there’s no elemental advantage.”

At Olivia’s words, Jaina’s face turned pale.

“When do we leave?”

“Tomorrow at dawn. It’ll be a tough journey, so get some good rest.”

Olivia marked a point on the map.

“We’re heading to the Land of Ashes.”

***

After walking through the desolate desert for two days, Jaina finally understood why Olivia had said it was urgent the first day. An endless expanse of barren wasteland, sand scorched by hellfire, burning hoofprints…

This was a different league from the ordinary desert Jaina had imagined.

“Yuck…”

Jaina scrunched her face at the scent of sulfur carried by the wind. She would have preferred it if it was just sulfur. The dark beings that attacked incessantly drove her mad.

She wanted to rest, but the environment made it impossible.

No wonder the winters of the north seemed like paradise in comparison.

“Just a moment.”

Olivia stopped in a village turned to ash. Everywhere were scattered human corpses and altars used for offering sacrifices to demons. Undoubtedly, these were traces of the witch Olivia had been chasing.

With a swoosh.

The ashes in Olivia’s hand blew away in the wind.

“It hasn’t been long.”

Judging by the residual magic, it seemed she had been here until dawn.

“That brat, I will definitely catch her.” growled Jaina. 

Initially fearful of her being the contractor of a great demon, once she had suffered through hardship, she wanted nothing more than to end this ordeal quickly, doesn’t matter if it as a great witch or whatever.

“You’re too excited right now. Calm down and stay composed,” advised Aramis. 

Around him lay the frozen corpses of giant scorpions. The monsters in this area had high resistance to fire, but were particularly vulnerable to cold.

He checked his remaining magic power. About two-thirds left. Despite trying to conserve it, the relentless attacks from monsters made it unavoidable.

“Master, I have a question.”

“What is it?”

“Why do you only use fire magic?”

Since arriving in the South, Olivia has never used any other attribute magic.

“Just a moment,” Olivia said, increasing her firepower to finish cremating the corpses.

[You have comforted the souls of the unjustly slain!]

[You have obtained the location of ‘Witch Catherine.’]

While cremating corpses in other regions might not prompt any notification, however it was different in the south. Death wasn’t the end here. Exposed to magical energy, corpses could resurrect as undead. No departed soul wished to suffer such indignity,

[The souls express their gratitude for your kindness.]

However, if the body is cremated, it cannot be resurrected as undead. In addition, you can also obtain information about the person who murdered them.

Of course, that wasn’t the only reason.

“To avoid being tracked.”

“Tracked?”

“Didn’t you notice anything strange in the last two days? How is it that people are still living in this harsh, barren land?”

All the southern people they had met had not shown hostility towards Olivia.

Not a single one.

That meant one thing.

‘Everyone has either been massacred or died.’

The most brutal part of the south was the Land of Ashes.

It’s so dire that mercenaries surviving from the Land of Ashes are called guaranteed checks.

“It is indeed strange. People without a place go south, but to have built villages, they must have lasted at least years.”

“There must be strong people in the south,” replied Aramis, to which Olivia nodded.

Two fingers raised simultaneously.

“The south became inhabitable because of two people. One is The revolutionary. The other is called a Demon hunter.”

“…One of them must be skilled in tracking.”

“That’s for latter. His ability to sense magic or mana is exceptional, to the extent that once you step on the land of the south, you cannot escape his gaze.”

“So, Master, you use only fire magic to avoid his eyes?”

Olivia nodded.

“Even a fraudulent ability has at least one flaw.”

Perhaps, he was also after Catherine .

“Let’s go, it would be troublesome if we met him.”

***

“Haak… Haak…!”

Catherine gasped for air as she stared ahead. There was nothing around her. All she could see was the endless ash.

She was a witch who had contracted with the western Great Demon of Hell, Belphegor. However, contrary to Olivia’s assumption, she was still in contract with him.

Therefore, her power was beyond that of a Archmage.

“Where in the world…!”

Catherine was being hunted unilaterally. The evidence was in her pierced abdomen and her right arm, which had become rags and stopped moving.

“Damn it! Stop hiding and show yourself!”

She spoke in case there was a hint of movement, but as expected, it was to no avail.

Black blood flowed from her clenched lips.


‘Damn it!’

Catherine spread her magic around. The ground upheaved, reviving the dead corpses, and a mist of wraiths covered the sky.

Hundreds of undead surrounded her as if to guard her, but Catherine’s expression did not ease.

She had already experienced a situation like this at least three more times.

The undead were unable to even function properly.
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Quaaddddeuk!

Just like now.

An arrow that flew in an instant. Catherine clenched her teeth and deployed a shield. An overwhelming density of darkness enveloped her, magic gathered to its limits. However, Catherine’s desperate wish was not fulfilled.

Sswaaaeeek!

An arrow imbued with the energy of demon suppression pierced through the darkness, and she felt a dizzying pain near her heart.

For the first time since becoming a witch, Catherine screamed in agony.

Though not fatal due to her witch’s resilience, it was clear she wouldn’t last much longer.

“Damn it… Damn it…!”

She was no match. Just how skilled was the archery that it could so easily pierce through a shield imbued with a great demon’s magic?

Catherine rummaged through the subspace and pulled out a scroll. It was the last remaining teleportation scroll.

“Damn, I never thought I’d use three sheets in a place like this..”

She had fled to the south for a reason; there was something she needed to do here, a mission assigned by the sect.

Despite disappointing Belphegor, the contract remained unbroken because of this.

“I can’t die here! Better to die than break the contract!”

For a witch, contract termination was an unmatched disgrace. Not only would all her power be taken away, but she would also be branded a failure, becoming a halfwit who could no longer make deals with any demon.

No choice but to put off the mission assigned by the sect.

-Tsutsutsuk!

Without hesitation, she tore open the teleportation scroll.

“Aaaaah!”

Catherine screamed as she twisted her body. Using the scroll in her compromised state was painful, as if her insides were being crushed. If she were a normal human, she would have died several times over from such injuries.

The only consolation is that the teleportation was successful.

“I must recover, recover…!”

She clutched at her spilling guts and staggered. She needed human blood, or even a corpse at worst. By offering these as sacrifices, she could borrow Belphegor’s magic to restore her body.

Catherine barely held onto her fading consciousness. She didn’t become a witch to meet such an end.

Under a new master soon to arrive in this world, she aimed to once again enjoy power.

“Blood… blood…!”

Catherine turned her head sharply. Not far away, she sensed the fresh energy of a human, not just any human but a wizard.

Lucky for her. Catherine licked her lips, drawing the last of her magic.

Srrrrrr!

Darkness flowed from her body into the ground below.

[Go and tear their limbs apart.]

She commanded the spirits, and they rapidly increased in size and charged at the wizaeds without hesitation.

“Hurry, it’s urgent.”

Watching the unexpectedly resisting wizards, Catherine swallowed dryly. At this rate, she might actually die.

‘They’re strong, if I can capture them, recovery is certain…’

Just then, Catherine furrowed her brows.

There were originally three, but why were there only two now?

‘…Was it a mistake?’

Just as she was about to dismiss it lightly, a chilly voice came from behind.

“I never thought you would come here.”

“…?!”

“Contract termination hasn’t happened yet… but since you’re injured, I guess we’re even.”

As she turned her head, an unnerving chill shook her body.

Olivia smiled bitterly.

“I’ve been looking for two days.”

Aramis, who had dealt with all the spirits, approached.

“…Master? That person is…”

He frowned as he examined Catherine.

Despite being completely subdued, magic still faintly emanated from her.

There was no need to use a search spell.

“A filthy witch indeed.”

“Shut up…!”

“Should have gagged her, shouldn’t you?”

Jaina clicked her tongue.

“Even if you get caught, why would you get caught by our own master. Arms broken, a hole in the stomach…”

“It wasn’t our master who did this.”

“…Really?”

Jaina blinked her eyes.

“Then who the hell…?”

Olivia looked at Catherine’s wounds with a troubled face.

A clean penetration wound, as if pierced by a bullet, with a faint aura of anti-magic emanating from the pierced area.

There’s only one person with such power.

‘…Demon hunter.’

This is going to be a headache.

Olivia searched the lingering magic in the air.

The last place Catherine teleported from was about four days away from here. Considering the speed of her pursuit, the time it would take her to reach here is approximately…

‘A day. Maybe even sooner.’

She is an archer. If she had been born not in the South but in the Empire, or even in the East or the West.

She would have been called a Divine Archer instead of a demon hunter.

‘Anyway…’

Olivia turned her head towards Catherine, who was a ragged mess. She had healed her just enough to keep her alive for the time being.

Originally, she had planned to engage her disciples in a fight right away, but given the fact that they were being tracked by a demon hunter, there was no choice.

‘…I’ll have to take her with me.’

Olivia then bound Catherine with chains of magical energy, lifting her to about knee height.

She would have preferred to drag her on the floor, but if she died from that, it would cause problems in seeing the ending.

‘At least until the kill involvement status expires, I’ll have to carry her along.’

She only needs to be restrained for a few hours. After that, she could either let her disciples fight her or throw her to the monsters.

“Let’s move like this.”

“…Aren’t you going to kill her?”


“Not yet, she’s still useful.”

“Ah, I see.”

The disciples did not question Olivia’s judgment. They already knew that no matter how much the great witch fussed, she was no match for Olivia.

Having become a prisoner unexpectedly, Catherine spoke.

“…What do you want from me?”

Instead of answering, Olivia headed towards the direction of the Demon Lord of fire. Hidden in the sand, it was not easy to find even for someone as experienced as her.

“Did the Empire put a bounty on me? A few gold coins are mere pennies for someone of your skill, aren’t they? It seems you’re not from the magic tower, how much do you want? I’ll give you double, no, ten times that…”

“Shut up.”

“…!”

“A street rat from a noble family trying to sound grand.”

Olivia pointed towards the dimming sun.

“Speak everything you know before it sets.”

“…What do you mean by everything I know?”

At that moment, something invisible seemed to tightly constrict her heart.

“I already know that your contractor doesn’t keep failures alive. Yet, you’re still alive. The contract with the great demon Belphegor is also still intact. This means one thing. You are still on a mission.”

It felt like facing a predator.

“So tell me. What is your ‘mission’? I swear, if you spout nonsense again, I’ll cut off your limbs one by one.”

At Olivia’s words, Catherine’s eyes widened.

“Ah… how did you…?”

She could know about the existence of the order. The moment Catherine’s identity was exposed, the hidden existence of the order also surfaced.

But knowing that she was a contractor with Belphegor was a different story altogether.

Catherine looked at Olivia with trembling eyes.

“…Will you spare me if I talk?”

“After speaking, if you can defeat my disciples…”

Catherine hurriedly examined the ones called ‘disciples.’ By their ages, they seemed barely past the stage of apprenticeship, yet the amount of magic they possessed was extraordinary.

“…Elder level? At that age?”

They could certainly be called prodigies of the highest level

“It’s not the Magic Tower… If such forces were hidden, I would have known.”

Catherine’s family was connected to the Magic Tower. It was partly because the Crouch family was a ducal house, but also due to her exceptional magical talent.

She had even reached the rank of chief wizard in the Blue Tower.

Of course, that was before she turned to witchcraft.

“If she has such disciples…”

Their appearance suggested they were in their twenties, but their actual age was undoubtedly much older. Much like the master of the Golden Tower.

“Out of the frying pan… into the fire.”

Catherine swallowed dryly. Even she, who had once measured the magic of the Red Tower Lord under the orders, she couldn’t gauge Olivia’s magical power.

She had only been unable to measure someone’s power twice before: the Lord of the Golden Tower and the person who gave her the order.

“There’s no other way.”

Whether Olivia’s words were true or not, she had no choice but to trust and proceed. After all, Olivia could take her life at any moment if she wished.

First, she needed to survive. Only then could she report to the Order that such powerful individuals were hiding in the shadows. She might be forgiven for failing her mission if she brought such important information.

“…I will speak.”

Catherine began to speak heavily.

***

At the same time.

In a crypt where the statues of the four great demons stood, a man emanating a sinister aura of magic sat in the center.

Hundreds of demons stood arrayed before him, with a demon at the very front holding a crystal orb.

“Catherine has been captured.”

Through the crystal orb connected to the eyes of a servant demon, the condition of Catherine could be observed. The man slowly opened his mouth.

“By whom?”

His voice was oppressive, pressing down on those present.

The demon, holding the orb, bit his lip and cautiously began to speak.

“…We couldn’t find out.”

Eight servant demons had been sent to monitor Catherine. All of them had been destroyed in a single strike, leaving no trace behind.

There were very few humans who could reach this level of power.

Perhaps only the Lord of the Golden Tower, Melina, the Dark lord of the Makhina, and the King Mu.

A heavy silence fell.

The demons watched the man hiding in the shadows, knowing that one of them might have to pay for misstepping.

The next moment.

“Choke!”

The demons under Catherine grabbed their throats and writhed in agony.

Staggering, they bled out and died on the spot.

As if shaking off something filthy, the man dusted off his hands.

“It’s the price for disrupting the great plan, you scions of Belphegor.”

Overwhelmed by his magical power, the demons trembled.

Among those present, no demon dared to utter the name of the great demon Belphegor.

Except for the man in front of them, the sect leader.

“Tell Belphegor to stay quiet for a while.”

“I obey the orders the leader’s command.”


“And, I will personally go to the south.”

“…You will go yourself to the sect leader?”

All demons knew that the leader, appearing human, was actually a Great demon.

The third highest in the demon hierarchy. The Lord of the eastern demon world, Agares.

“If it was the Golden Tower Lord or the Dark Lord who blocked the prophecy, only I can stop them.”
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“Yes, it was said that the remnants of the Demon God will soon descend upon this land. I came to the south to find those remnants.”

For Olivia, who had destroyed the sect hundreds of times, it was a story she had never heard before.

‘Remnants, not even the Demon God itself?’

She had never even heard the word ‘remnants’ before.

However, she couldn’t dismiss it as mere nonsense. Catherine was a high-ranking official of the Demon God sect, and the Dark Lord’s was the great demon Agares.

In the demon world, only the Demon King and Asmodeus were stronger than him. It was unlikely such beings would issue baseless commands.

‘I did well to dismiss the disciples.’

If even the mention of the Demon God’s descendence had reached them, they might have panicked.

“So, should I now fight with the disciples?”

Catherine asked cautiously.

Olivia did not respond.

She was staring beyond the horizon, as if looking for someone.

Finally, Olivia spoke.

“Let it be so.”

The chains that bound her body clattered and fell. Catherine’s face was momentarily filled with ecstasy.

‘I’m nearly fully recovered anyway.’

From now on, even if that creature died, it would not affect her.

“If there’s still time to fight.”

“…Yes?”

-Crunch!

Blood gushed from Catherine’s chest. She looked at the gaping hole in her chest, unable to understand why, her face puzzled. Even as a witch, some wounds couldn’t heal. She coughed up blood and asked Olivia.

“Why?”

“Sorry, it wasn’t me.”

Olivia gestured with her chin. Catherine slowly turned her head back.

At the horizon’s end, a woman with a red bow stood.

“Much faster than I expected.”

In the next moment, a barrage of arrows rained down on Olivia.

This is the last registered episode.

“Master!”

Aramis cried out, sensing the attack. But Olivia, without looking at Aramis, said,

“There’s an entrance to the Demonic realm of fire underground. Find it quickly.”

“…Yes?”

“There’s no time.”

Just as Aramis was about to reply, an arrow shot by a Demon Hunter flew instantly in front of his face.

‘No trajectory?!’

He realized the arrow was almost upon him before he knew it. But Olivia would not just let it be.

Crunch!

“Hurry!”

Olivia condensed the cold into a blade and split the arrow in half. Only then did the disciples realize the urgency of the situation and hurriedly searched the ground.

Grrrrrr.

A red aura appeared behind the hunter. Her silver-gray hair, blowing in the wind, gently settled at her waist, and a white flash gathered at the arrowhead.

‘Attacking without a word!’

Though she was usually reticent, Olivia hadn’t expected her to strike so suddenly.

Desperately, Olivia raised her hand. The clear space instantly turned into a chill, forming a giant ice crystal shield.

Thwoooom!

The ice shield trembled under the attack, which was as swift as lightning. It was hard to believe it was just an arrow.

But it was not over yet.

[‘The Demon Hunter’ uses ‘Rain of Rapid Fire.’]

From the vastness of the sky, the sound of rain echoed. Imbued with a forceful energy, thousands of arrows, glowing bright white, poured down all at once. It was as if the stars themselves were falling.

Jaina muttered in surprise.

“Master?”

Reflected in Jaina’s eyes was the figure of a Demon Hunter, riding a giant horse that dispersed like black smoke.

Upon locking eyes with her faded golden pupils, it felt as if her heart had frozen.

It felt like being judged for her sins.

Now Jaina understood why she was called a Demon Hunter. No other title could suit her better, she thought with confidence.

“Goooo!”

Olivia twisted the path of the arrow rain with a fierce wind.

Seeing Olivia’s magical power, the corner of the Demon Hunter’s mouth subtly lifted.

“Olivia, can you guess how long I’ve waited for today?”

Without waiting for a reply, she approached swiftly, bowstring drawn, her expression of hunger.

Olivia suddenly remembered something she had forgotten.

Despite the interference from Rebekah, Estee, and the King Mu, the returners had always been desperate to kill Olivia.

The Demon Hunter.

She hunts everything related to demons, whether it be a demon itself, a witch, or a human in league with demons.

How, then, did Olivia appear in her eyes?

“These days, it’s common to meet brats who know my name right away.”

Olivia started casting secretly.

The Demon Hunter was strong. Her weapons bore a forceful energy purely because of her strength.

When she massacred a third of the demons that descended in the south, she became a symbol of fear among them.

The arrows, unseen as they claimed lives.

The people of the south, not knowing her name or face, began to call her with the utmost respect—the Demon Hunter.

The narrative she built up itself was an antipathy and a judgment.

“…Do you see me as a demon?”

The Demon Hunter smiled coldly. In contrast, in her eyes blazed a fierce, fiery intensity.

“Hardly. Unless there’s something worse.”

“…You say a lot for a first meeting.”

“You’re playing with your damn tongue again.”

[The ‘Demon hunter’ uses ‘Bending Arrow’!]

With a crack, an arrow pierced the ground and soon erupted from the earth. Aimed precisely, it narrowly missed grazing a cheek despite the target dodging.


Boom!

The arrow shot into the sky, exploding like a flare.

‘…A flare, to signal someone?’

Not many people know her identity.

At most, the bar owner she frequently visits and The Revolutionary.

So, it was clear whom the signal was for.

But she knew it wouldn’t change the situation.

In the Annihilation ending, the Demon Hunter and the Revolutionary had teamed up against Olivia but died.

Yet she sent the signal.

It was to say she was not alone.

‘…There’s another?’

Impossible. Aria couldn’t have arrived in the south so soon. There wasn’t enough time to persuade Karsian.

“That was fast.”

Olivia stood firm.

Underneath the twisted shade of a tree, a man wrapped in a mask stood. Until he spoke, Olivia had not noticed him. His presence was almost non-existent.

As if he didn’t exist at all.

Despite being right there.

“Demon hunter, I wondered why you fired a flare… hunting demons, I see?”

The man’s demeanor was calm. Even the mightiest would fail to recognize his true strength. He hid his energy so perfectly.

“Olivia, do you remember me?”

The man asked. Olivia looked at him sternly, only after mana invaded the space did she clearly recognize his presence.

This was the power of the Dark Lord, the Lord of Darkness.

“…No.”

“I thought you’d say that.”

The Dark Lord walked out of the shadows. He had already reached the Demon Hunter’s side.

“May I join the hunt? It seems we share a purpose.”

“As long as you don’t interfere.”

That settled it.

Aria had sent the Dark Lord here.

‘Looking back, there was no need for all three of them to go to Karsian from the start.’

It was too careless.

“Aria asked me to pass on a message. Wait with bated breath.”

“…Aria?”

“Ha ha! Your acting is truly top-notch. After all, it’s no wonder you could deceive me. I must admit, at least that much.”

The Dark Lord was already holding a sharp dagger coated with deadly poison.

“It’s Hydra’s poison. It’s lethal to a Wizards.”

Olivia knew well just how potent it was.

‘It’s potent enough to kill Melina in one go.’

That deadly poison was the reason the Demon sect could overthrow the empire.

If the player doesn’t intervene, Melina will be killed.

With that very poison.

It was a beginner’s incident, now barely remembered, but the end had been so tragic that she couldn’t forget it.

“Your expression is not good.”

The Dark lord laughed, looking at the disciples struggling behind Olivia.

“Did you grow fond of them? After nurturing them with affection… are you planning to kill them again?”

Olivia’s face turned cold. She knew it was a low provocation, but it was hard to hide her expression.

“What are you bastards doing.”

A profound aura of menace swirled around Olivia. Only then did the Dark lord’s smile fade.

It wasn’t just because of Olivia’s ferocity.

“The ones who will give you a more miserable end than anything else.”

“Bullshit.”

“Such a rough reaction.”

Olivia bit her lip.

‘…This is bad.’

The arrival of The Revolutionaries was only a matter of time. Even for someone like Olivia, it was impossible to dominate three opponents. Maybe if it were just about killing, but definitely not for subduing.

Especially with her disciples behind her.

‘Teleportation won’t work.’

She couldn’t send them back to the north. That would risk exposing their main base.

Teleportation had to be done out of sight of those guys.

The current standoff wouldn’t last long. The moment the Revolutionaries arrived, the battle would begin.

‘Should I attack first?’

The risk was too high. The disciples could be taken hostage, which would mean more losses than gains.

Not just in terms of forces, but also losing moral ground.

At the same time, she would lose the chance to reform the Dark lord and the Demon Hunters.

The moment she abandons her disciples, she becomes no different from ‘Olivia’.

‘It’s a dead end.’

…That’s what they must be thinking.

Olivia smiled her unique smile.

It was about time.

The ground Olivia was standing on shook violently.

[You have discovered the entrance to the Demonic Realm Of Fire!]

“I’ve found it!”

The ecstatic voice of Jaina rang out.

The Dark lord’s eyes widened. Now he must have realized Olivia’s true intention.


***

TN: A short summary of the plot.

Aria and Dark Lord are on same side, that is against Olivia. Aria sent Dark Lord to peruse The Revolutionary and the Revolutionary agreed. The Revolutionary and Demon Hunter used to work together so Dark Lord was able to collect Demon Hunter to their side too. 

Currently Olivia is facing the Demon Hunter, The Dark Lord who was hiding in shadow and the signal was for The Revolutionary who is on his way to join the rest. All three of them are Regressors.

Catherine was sent by the Sect Leader, Who is Agares, The Great Demon of the Eastern Demonic Realm.



 
  
    Chapter 113: In the Demonic Realm of Fire


“You……!”

Flames surged from underground, distorting space and time, just like the illusion of the Red Tower that Olivia had shown before.

“Hold on tight.”

Olivia, holding her disciples with both hands, said.

[Entering.]

“We’re going to run.”

This is the last thing they saw.

“…What are you planning to do now?”

The Demon Hunter, with her arms crossed, asked the Dark Lord. She knew where Olivia had gone.

She looked at the deeply sunken ground with troubled eyes.

“I wouldn’t follow her in. There’s a demonic realm down there.”

“…Demonic realm?”

The realm of fire is half-eroded by the demon world. Ordinary people burn to death before even stepping into the demonic realm, and even the moderately strong go mad due to demonic energy.

‘…I never thought I’d say this.’

That was something Olivia had said before.

“Since when did a Demon Hunter start fearing such things?”

“The demons aren’t the problem. The problem is that Olivia is the one who went in.”

The demons inside were numerous but not particularly strong, at least as far as she could remember.

However, the area was surrounded by an abyss, making it difficult to see and find places to hide.

An open terrain. Entirely advantageous for a Wizards.

“…The terrain changes?”

“You’ve never been to the demonic realm, have you? It’s not just underground. It’s a completely different dimension.”

Entering rashly was not an option. If Olivia ambushed them, they might die before they could even seek revenge.

For now, they had to wait until The Revolutionary arrived.

The Demon Hunter loosened the bowstring made of drake tendons. It had not worn out even once in the past year, but it had loosened just now in the fight.

‘…Why.’

Olivia hadn’t attacked. She had only tried to block when necessary, busy protecting the children behind her.

She had never heard of Olivia having disciples in her past life.

‘…She’s the same as before.’

Olivia’s methods are cruel. Armed with a smile, swiftly unlocking the heart’s latch. Before one realizes it, she becomes the most important connection in their life.

Even now, she seems to shake the seemingly unchangeable stoic heart in just a few minutes.

The Demon Hunter exhaled lightly, then took out a spare bowstring and strung it on the bow. A memory surfaced at that moment.

-I’ll set it for you. Give it here.

‘…Damn it.’

Demons charm humans. They hand over what humans desire, instantly gaining their favor.

Olivia goes a step further.

She provides what is needed.

Fills what is lacking.

And then discards.

Olivia enjoys seeing the despair of being abandoned by someone dear.

At that moment.

“It’s been a long time.”

A voice came from behind. A man with a clean-cut appearance, a charismatic smile, well-groomed beard, and a voice that drew attention.

It was The Revolutionary.

He strode forward and extended his hand to the Demon Hunter.

“Sorry I’m late.”

“……”

The Demon Hunter glanced at the hand extended into the air.

It was their first meeting since ‘that day’.

In his past life, her relationship with The Revolutionary was not too bad.

When the Demon Hunter brought the heads of demons, The Revolutionary would pay the bounty.

After forming a connection with Olivia, they occasionally went together. He was a colleague she could rely on, and a comrade.

‘…I thought so at one time.’

However, after regressing, they had never met. Not even once.

Well, they did meet once.

About a week after he regressed.

-…You’ve changed.

-No, I haven’t changed. And you haven’t either.

The Revolutionary had a look as if he knew this would happen.

-We’ve always had this kind of relationship. Without Olivia, it wouldn’t work.

It was awkward.

As she said, from the beginning, they couldn’t get close.

Neither their personalities, values, nor tastes matched.

It was only because Olivia unwittingly played the role of a mediator that they didn’t realize it.

Instead of shaking hands, the Demon Hunter summoned a shadow horse and mounted it. She didn’t even look at The Revolutionary and said to the Dark Lord,

“Shall we go now?”

The Dark Lord watched them quietly for a moment, then nodded.

“Yes, everyone’s here. Let’s begin.”

***

“Listen carefully.”

To her disciples who were staring at her intently, Olivia said,

“Those guys will be chasing us soon. So, you should go back.”

“Go back? But what about you, Master?”

Olivia smiled like a teacher.

“Of course, I’ll finish up here and then go back.”

It didn’t seem like training was an option in this situation. Olivia planned to send her disciples away first, quickly clear the Demon Realm of Fire, obtain the key, and make her escape.

“Take this.”

Olivia handed over a teleportation scroll from her subspace. Even for Olivia, instantly moving from the south to the north was too much. Passing through the empire several times was inevitable.

It was better to hand them the scroll since they couldn’t accompany her.


“I will call for Lady Melina.”

“Don’t.”

“If a situation like this comes up, please be sure to tell me.”

Before they had left, the two had discussed something. So that was it?

True to the nature of a Archmage who manipulates time, her intuition was sharp.

“No, don’t. Even if you tell her, let me do the talking.”

“But…”

“Then wait just one day.”

Olivia looked sternly at Aramis.

“Just wait one day. If I don’t return even then, tell Melina what happened and where I couldn’t return from.”

-That child is stubborn.

“…Understood.”

Aramis stepped back. There was nothing incorrect in Melina’s words.

He was now vaguely aware of the relationship between the two. Melina’s actions towards Olivia and how Olivia treated them were similar.

Of course, it was merely a strong suspicion. Practically a confirmed suspicion.

“Now go. Don’t look back.”

The disciples nodded.

“Remember. One day.”

The moment she uttered those words, something burrowed into her skin. It felt as if thin, fine threads were connected between every joint.

‘…What’s this?’

It was a sensation she had never felt before.

A heavy presence.

And an unfamiliar gaze.

Olivia quickly enveloped her body in magical power.

The foreign sensation ceased. The only thing she could sense was the approach of demons toward this place.

Olivia stared straight into the empty air. Clearly, she had felt a gaze from that direction just moments ago.

But there was no one there.

It couldn’t be Dark Lord. The moment she entered the Demon Realm, she had scattered her magical power around to detect anyone approaching immediately.

So there were two possibilities.

It was either a mistake, or someone stronger than Olivia.

‘It can’t be a mistake.’

And there was no one in this continent stronger than Olivia. This would be true even if the Demon King himself were to appear.

‘…A Demon God.’

Certainly, before Catherine died, she had said that.

-The remnants of a Demon God will soon descend upon this land.

Olivia remained silent for a moment.

“…Master?”

When she heard the worried voice, she finally snapped back to reality.

First, she had to do what needed to be done.

Flash!

A bright light flickered, and her disciples’ figures disappeared. Only then could Olivia catch her breath. She calmed herself and charged her hands with magical power.

Olivia clenched her fists tightly and then released them explosively.

Sssss!

Like flowers blooming, countless flashes of light rapidly targeted and struck. Demons were pierced through as if their bodies were leaves. The ground, soaked with their blood, melted like wax, filling the surroundings with a foul stench emitted by the demons.

‘I must catch as many as I can before the Regressors arrive.’

The clear condition for the Demonic Realm of fire was to kill all demons.

[Current Purification Rate: 45.53%]

The Demonic Realm of Fire was not particularly difficult compared to other realms. If there was a challenging aspect, it was only the quantity of demons.

‘…It might be tough to finish before they arrive.’

Centered around Olivia, waves of monsters were surging toward her. Most of them were creatures enslaved by the demons.

‘Maybe I should push a little harder.’

Roarrrrr!

As Olivia raised her hand, a giant pillar of light struck down from the sky. The lightning shattered the ground, spreading thin strands of electricity everywhere. Huge monsters crumbled instantly upon contact with the lightning, spilling their dark fluids.

[Current Purification Rate: 94.47%]

She felt no eyes on her.

Instead.

‘…A presence.’

Olivia was aware of her surroundings and twitched her hand.

“You’re alone. I heard there were three.”

A low voice emerged. Olivia stopped manipulating her magic and turned around.

A man with short brown hair was staring at her.

‘The Revolutionary.’

Olivia glanced at his hand. He was holding a shield as large as his body.

The Revolutionary, holding his shield, slowly began to approach.

“I won’t be caught off guard like last time.”

“…What?”

“Right, were you pretending not to know?”

The Revolutionary muttered in a low voice.

“Let’s see how long you can keep that up.”

Olivia gathered her magic power.

‘One on the right, one on the left.’


She was surrounded.

“Just one question.”

A sound like glass shattering mixed with cold and electric air.

“Did you die by my hand too?”

“You could say that.”



 
  
    Chapter 114: The remnants of the Demon God


The bodies of demons burst and froze, repeating the process.

“But why are you so relaxed?”

“Of course…”

No lengthy explanation.

“Why, did you think it would be just the three of us?”

Arrows shooting.

A Shadows rushing aiming for vital points.

.

At that moment, the world shattered.

“Space Separation” is originally a grand magic used by Melina.

It forces a one-on-one combat in a one-to-many battle.

Originally not often used because wizards are stronger in battles with many opponents rather than one-on-one…

In this situation, it boasted the highest efficiency.

The light held in Olivia’s hands exploded.

Crackle!

Space split like glass, completely separating the three returnees. Something obstructed the body of the approaching enemy. It was as if there was an invisible wall.

“This is…”

The scene didn’t change. Olivia still stood ahead, showing her back. But she was unreachable.

Keening!

The attack, swung with full force, was blocked by the wall of space. A small crack appeared, but that was all.

Smiling at those beyond the invisible wall, Olivia spoke to the one placed in the same space.

“You thought it would be the three of you?”

Certainly, it could be done.

The Revolutionary was confident. As the opponent, his pride was not hurt by the fact that three of the strongest people on the continent were working together. In the first place, pride is the exclusive property of the living.

“We lost last time when we were a team of two.”

But with three, it’s possible.

He had definitely thought so until just now.

The Revolutionary glared ahead with wary eyes.

“…Did you plan this from the beginning?”

Facing Olivia, The Revolutionary raised his shield. Empowered with adamantine, the shield instantly enlarged, enveloping The Revolutionary’s body.

Observing this, Olivia didn’t move rashly. That wasn’t just a simple shield. Like a kaleidoscope reflecting light, it would deflect incoming attacks.

So she casually replied to the question, feigning calm.

“No. I distinctly gave you a chance to flee. Yet you followed.”

“If we had fled, you would have pursued.”

“Perhaps. But at least I wouldn’t have tried to kill you like the ‘me’ you’re talking about.”

Magic surged. The Revolutionary’s defense surpassed imagination. He had said that the leader of The Revolution must be a pillar on which others can rely.

Hence the shield. Specialized above all in protection.

If he decided to endure, not even Olivia could easily penetrate.

His defense came not from his physical strength but from his willpower.

The Revolutionary did not take his eyes off Olivia as she slowly approached.

A vibration resonated from beyond the separated space. The Demon Hunter and the Dark Lord were launching attacks to break through.

The cracks in the wall were growing larger.

But why? Olivia was not attacking The Revolutionary.

The longer the standoff lasted, the more complicated his thoughts became.

Why had she chosen him as her opponent instead of the Demon Hunter or the Dark lord?

Logically, it would have made more sense to eliminate the archer or assassin first.

The Revolutionary tightened his grip on his shield.

[The durability of the Great Magic, ‘Spatial Separation,’ is rapidly decreasing.]

[Current destruction rate: 37.84%]

‘About 20 more seconds.’

The reason she had chosen the Revolutionary was simple.

[The owner of Clue #6 is the ‘Revolutionary.’]

From the beginning, she had no other choice.

“Isn’t it funny?”

She asked with a smile.

“You don’t remember anything, yet you rush to kill like a madman.”

“There’s no persuasiveness in the denial of a madman.”

“The ones who actually don’t remember are you all.”

“…What?”

At that moment, Olivia unleashed the magic writhing in her heart.

Boom…!

The air vibrated. The Revolutionary looked at Olivia with a tense face. He had lost in a two-on-one fight, and he had no chance of winning a one-on-one battle. In a few seconds, his companions would rejoin him, but he wasn’t sure he could hold out until then.

The space turned white.

Countless bolts of lightning flew horizontally and exploded.

Boom!

Sparks flew as The Revolutionary’s body was pushed back dozens of steps. His entire body swelled as if his blood vessels would burst.

The Revolutionary was shocked.

‘Does she not thinking anything…?!’

His magic had a reflective property. So when Olivia showed signs of going all out, he saw it as an opportunity.

She, too, will have to face her full power as well.

But the attack did not cease. The space turned blindingly white.

“Ugh!”

The first to groan was of The Revolutionary himself. He was now not just pushed back but buried into the ground.

Boom!

“You’re holding up well.”

Even as Olivia said this, blood flowed from the corner of her mouth. It was due to the attack deflected by The Revolutionary.

It was painful. The stray electricity climbed through her blood vessels, gnawing at her entire body. The sharp pain made her vision blur.

There was no way to block it. The only way to stop it was to stop attacking.

So she have to finish it even faster. When other regressors break the wall, momentum will shift over there.


Olivia’s hands were filled with white light. If the moment before was heat, then now it was cold.

Sizzle!

The cold shot towards the ground, grasping the feet of The Revolutionary. He gritted his teeth, looking down at his legs. Sinister cold was rising up from below. He could dispel it by focusing magic on his lower body, but that would disrupt his posture.

[You won’t be able to avoid it if we just stay still.]

Olivia murmured as if advising. Somehow, even amidst the chaotic situation filled with cries for help, Olivia’s voice was clear.

[Fusion.]

Thousands, tens of thousands of wall transformed into a giant sphere at Olivia’s gesture.

And then twisted further into a spiral shape.

Boom!

Something brighter than the sun was emitted downwards.

[Let’s see if you can withstand this too.]

An attack that transcends lightning and can no longer be called lightning.

The ultimate meaning of thunder.

The first lightning, derived from the primordial light.

“Aaaaah!”

The Revolutionary roared loudly, hastily pulling all his magical power. At the same time, he sensed death approaching.

It went beyond the magic realm.

‘Deflect it. Somehow, deflect it.’

He abandoned thoughts of survival. Instead, he resolved to somehow deflect at least some of that lightning.

The Revolutionary’s world was enveloped in darkness.

It’s ironic.

It’s too bright to see anything.

“…!”

His body was scorched even though the lightning hadn’t touched him yet. The lightning exploded hundreds, thousands of times as it advanced. The screams were cut off before they reached his ears.

Sensations disappeared from fingertips close to the shield.

‘Dying.’

Crack.

The world crumbled. At least, that’s how The Revolutionary felt.

There was a huge hole in the shield that seemed impenetrable. He tried to form a surprised attack, but that too was impossible.

His body felt heavy.

The ground approached in an instant.

“…Ugh.”

Olivia groaned as she landed on the ground. There was a large hole in The Revolutionary’s abdomen.

‘At this rate, it won’t be long before I stop breathing.’

Olivia frantically searched the space, taking intermittent breaths.

Even in her lower abdomen, there was a hole the size of a Revolutionary.

By forcibly reducing its power at the last moment, The Revolutionary was able to bounce back.

“Recovery, recovery….”

Olivia hurriedly took out a potion and poured it into The Revolutionary’s mouth. The peeling skin fell away, and new flesh began to grow slowly. When most of the holes were filled, a notification popped up.

[The regressor subdued ‘The Revolutionary’ without killing.]

[Acquired Clue #6.]

‘I finally succeeded….’

Phew.

A flash pierced Olivia’s body. She staggered heavily.

Simultaneously, a voice rang out.

“What the hell is going on.”

Beyond the collapsed wall, a Demon Hunter aimed her bow.

She had a face full of confusion.

“Just because… we….”

It was unheard.

Olivia collapsed as if broken. She had lost too much blood.

If she had known this would happen, she should have drunk it first.

No, if she had, The Revolutionary would have died.

Thud.

Footsteps approached.

Olivia had reached the point where she couldn’t even lift her head.

‘…What an amazing coincidence.’

It was surprising that even being subdued could lead to obtaining a clue.

It wasn’t prophecy; it was astonishing how everything fell into place.

‘”‘If only I could live.’

Suddenly, the Demon Hunter was right in front of Olivia.

Thud.

The sound of the bowstring being pulled.

“I won’t kill you right away…”

The Demon Hunter stopped speaking.

Kwoong!

The ground shook as if an earthquake had occurred. Amidst the dust, a red glow flashed. The Demon Hunter quickly turned her head. Her eyes widened.

Demon.

No, that wasn’t just a demon. Compared to that presence, the strongest demon she had hunted was nothing.

“I sensed the remnants of the Demon God.”


The Great Demon, Agares.

He walked slowly. There was no mistaking it. He was the ruler of demons.

The fact that he willingly took a position far below the leader of the sect was purely out of loyalty to the Demon God.

Agares looked around slowly. They were all formidable opponents.

‘……So it’s not just the Gold Tower Lord that’s to worry about.’



 
  
    Chapter 115: A sudden appearance


Among them, the woman lying on the floor seemed particularly uneasy.

[Surprising.]

Despite being  completely destroyed, it was impossible to measure the magic she possessed.

It was understandable why Catherine had fallen instantly.

[Hmm.]

Agares reached out towards Olivia. Keeping a Wizard like her alive would surely be troublesome in the future.

The moment Agares was about to take her breath away.

With a sharp sound, an arrow pierced through Agares’s palm.

“…Don’t touch.”

The Demon Hunter spoke with a formidable aura.

“She’s my prey.”

Why was Agares here in the first place?

Olivia felt confused but didn’t show it outwardly. She needed to seize the opportunity until she could retrieve the potion from the pocket dimension somehow.

Watching Agares scatter magic right in front of her, the Demon Hunter and the Dark Lord adjusted their stances.

The Dark Lord asked, 

“Do you know what kind of demon that is?”

“It’s a Greater Demon, probably.”

The Dark Lord nodded, concealing himself in the shadows. Olivia couldn’t be killed immediately as she had sins to answer for.

The Dark Lord spoke from the darkness, 

“Bind him.”

Twist.

Agares’s shadow writhed.

From the seemingly flat shadow, dark tentacles surged forth, restraining Agares’s form.

[Oh-ho.]

Agares exclaimed. The binding force was formidable.

The Dark Lord, manipulating shadows as if they were his own limbs, proved to be quite real indeed.

[Similar abilities to Belphegor, it seems.]

The Dark Lord did not listen to the end.

With all his might, he unleashed spells and rushed towards Agares, leaving afterimages with every step, creating dozens of illusions.

The Demon Hunter, on the other hand, widened the distance. Arrows imbued with the aura of the White Seraph accurately targeted the squares of her sight.

Amidst the multitude of illusions and arrows filling the sight, Agares deeply immersed himself in magic. He lightly exerted force on his swelling torso as if it were about to burst.

With a popping sound! The tentacles holding Agares burst instantly. Agares’s eyes glowed red as he saw through the illusions in an instant.

A hand suddenly shot out through the dust, aiming for the Dark Lord’s neck.

Kwaaa!

Drenched in magic, the blackened nails, now transformed, tore through the air, emitting a dreadful sound.

“…!”

The Dark Lord, who had come close enough to reach, twisted his body in mid-air to avoid the blow.

Quickly, he hid his body in the shadows.

Agares revealed himself from the dust, laughing.

Indeed, he was fast.

How secretive it is, even though he spread the magic within dozens of meters, he can’t feel any presence.

However, if he try to destroy the ground and remove the shadow itself, an arrow will fly out at the most surprising moment and block your movement.

Tsutsutsutsuk!

Agares’ muscles swelled. His appearance, completely enveloped in magic, no longer resembled a human.

The air vibrated fiercely with his arrogance. Sounds echoed from his body. Just looking at him, ominous black fur covered his body.

This was the true form of Agares, the sinister leader of demon.

[It’s still undetectable.]

Agares stopped moving and prepared to spring forward at any moment. Although the ominous presence still couldn’t be felt, there was a lesson learned from the brief contest.

The scoundrel can’t hide his presence as much when attacking.

The next moment, Agares disappeared.

Tuwaaa!

Exactly from where he was standing, an arrow larger than a spear shot up. As if not allowing any opportunity for retaliation from the Demon Hunter, Dark Lord, who rushed at ultra-high speed, swung the venomous dagger toward Agares.

Agares crossed his arms. In that brief moment, Dark Lord’s dagger deeply pierced Agares’ side, but his posture didn’t collapse.

“What resilience.”

Dark Lord gave up the attack without hesitation and stepped back. If it were an ordinary creature, it would have already died from the fatal wound.

But Agares’ resilience far exceeded Dark Lord’s expectations.

[You have good judgment.]

Agares smiled and brushed his hand. Part of Dark Lord’s garment was caught in his hand. If Dark Lord had swung the dagger, it wouldn’t have ended well for him either.

Agares spread his arms as if to show off his chest.

[Made of flesh and bones. It’s a phrase humans like to use. But it doesn’t apply to Demons.]

Agares casually pulled out the arrow lodged in his chest and threw it away.

[The spirit of Demon Hunter, likewise.]

Regeneration just slowed down a bit.

The Demon Hunter, facing Agares, didn’t say a word. She just created a magic arrow as usual and hung it on the bow to gauge the distance.

He was truly fitting for the title of a great demon. In a one-on-one battle, victory couldn’t be guaranteed.

But that’s it.

“Weaker than Olivia.”

Even now, the scene from the day vividly comes to mind. The shield of The Revolutionary pierced in one blow.

If Agares is the great demon, then Olivia that day was the end.

So it’s confusing. Clearly, Olivia is in the same state as back then, but why is her behavior different?

Demon Hunter was aware that Olivia had relaxed her strength at the last moment. She saw the split-second hesitation in the brain that was advancing explosively.

The Demon Hunter closed and opened her eyes.

“Let’s think about it later.”

Such distractions would only interfere with the battle. Since the opponent is the tough, there can be no mistakes.

“More.”

The pace of the Dark Lord quickened even further. Beyond the point where the scenery blurred, it now appeared as mere lines.

The world hadn’t slowed down. He got faster.

In a world that seemed to have stopped, the only things in motion were Dark Lord himself and the arrows flying as if aiding him.

And Agares alone.


Dark Lord pulled out another feather from his quiver. The previous seven were broken due to Agares’ flesh blocking and deflecting them, so this was already the eighth feather.

Fast.

A chilling sensation.

Agares knew well how to deal with Dark Lord. His body was both a shield and a weapon.

The wounds inflicted by Dark Lord couldn’t even leave a mark. But that didn’t mean the attacks would cease.

For the moment he stopped, it would allow a fatal blow.

Swish!

‘It’s still the same now. Even though I clearly avoided it, didn’t just the wind pressure tore my skin?’

But even so, the heart raced. The only target he hadn’t been able to assassinate so far was Olivia.

Agares was about to become his second.

Of course, that was not acceptable.

Dark Lord moved faster. Suddenly, a holy water was smeared on his dagger.

***

Olivia reached out with trembling hands. The gaze of the Demon Hunter finally disappeared. Olivia groped her abdomen unconsciously. There was nothing to touch. It was astonishing how she was still alive.

If her level had been slightly lower, the wound would have been fatal by now.

Taking a deep breath, Olivia applied a potion to the wound. Since her abdomen was in this state, drinking it would be of no use.

“…I think I’ll survive now.”

Olivia slowly turned her head to the side. The Revolutionary lay not far away. As her wound was severe, regaining consciousness seemed challenging.

Olivia forced her half-recovered body to stand. Her legs trembled, and blood kept flowing from her mouth.

She wasn’t pushing herself for no reason.

Originally, she had thought to flee like this. But…

“They won’t win.”

No matter how many Demon Hunters there were, they weren’t a good match for Agares. In the first place, the demons, especially the Great Demons, were beings that couldn’t be killed unless certain conditions were met.

Just like when she hunted Belphegor in Clue #1, she burned all the darkness nearby with a strong light.

“Without holy power, it’s difficult.”

Demon Hunters’ power was insufficient. Even with holy water, it was not enough. They could cause harm, but it wouldn’t be meaningful.

Even if his heart was crushed several times, and his head exploded, Agares would rise unharmed.

They are not the regressors for nothing.

She couldn’t let them die like this. It wasn’t because of sympathy. It was because she hadn’t obtained the clues yet.

[The owner of Clue #7 is the ‘Demon Hunter’.]

But she couldn’t act now.

If she tried to suppress Agares now, Dark Lord and the Demon Hunters’ arrows would target Olivia again.

She should intervene only when they were in in danger…

Olivia stopped her thoughts and turned her head.

Was it an illusion?

I felt the familiar presence of the Great demon not far away.

‘…This is!’

As the sunset quickly sank below the horizon, distant darkness covered the sky. The regressors, who had been confronting Agares, looked up at the sky with astonishment.

Tsutsutsutsu!

The rapidly growing darkness transformed into the shape of a giant serpent. After a moment, the giant serpent, which had descended, opened its red eyes.

[Great demon Belphegor manifests!]

Agares muttered as he pulled out an arrow embedded in his shoulder.

‘…What mischief is this again, Belphegor? How did you descend into the human world?’

The descent of a great demon is not so simple. It requires sacrificing countless lives to descend into the human realm.

[I received the assistance of Northern Demonic realm.]

“…Asmodeus?”

The Great Demon recognized by all demons. The closest confidant of the Demon King and the only Grand Duke of the Demon Realm.

If she intervened, it was understandable that Belphegor could descend.

After all, Asmodeus could easily have thousands of human souls.

Of course, it was not the kind of intervention Agares desired.

…That scheming woman.

[So, why did you appear?]

Instead of answering, Belphegor raised his magic. His specialty was necromancy.

The south, the land of spirits that could be summoned from all directions.

Belphegor’s magic spread like a plague in all directions. Tens, hundreds, thousands…

The land was filled with twisting spirits.

“…”

The Demon Hunters wore faces of disbelief. Meeting two Great Demons was beyond her expectations.

“…This isn’t good.”

The Dark Lord said, catching his breath. The odds were not in their favor.

Dark Lord was inherently disadvantaged in large-scale battles. Even if they created illusions, there were clear limits.

“I’ll clear the way…!”

The Dark Lord hastily swung his dagger to block Agares’ fist.

Thud!

With a loud noise, the Dark Lord’s body was thrown back.

“Urgh!”

The Dark Lord groaned. He had been distracted by the sudden appearance of Belphegor, thus lowering his guard against Agares.

“Damn it!”

He stared at Agares, blood boiling. Though the Dark Lord was buying them time, it was uncertain how long they could hold out.


‘Desperate.’

They needed to escape, but there seemed to be no way out.

And then, it happened.

Zzzzzzzz!

A cold chill enveloped the entire southern region, and for a moment, the world was bathed in a blue light.



 
  
    Chapter 116: The Demon God is watching over you


Silver hair fluttering in the wind, radiant.

Sapphire-like blue eyes spoke to Dark Lord.

“Get lost.”

Before Dark Lord could be immersed in regret, Olivia said those words.

“Because you’re in the way.”

If left as it is, he wouldn’t last long and would be killed by the great demons. Not only would she fail to obtain clues, but if he were killed by Belphegor and then resurrected, it would only serve to strengthen the demon’s power.

A startled murmur came from Belphegor.

[No, how could this be…]

The darkness that formed his body seemed to tremble. Belphegor gazed at Olivia with trembling eyes. For some reason, he couldn’t control his shaking when he met that wizard’s eyes.

Fear etched into his soul.

The memories of being killed by Olivia, hundreds, perhaps thousands of times in the past, had somehow imprinted themselves on his body.

What was even more surprising was that Belphegor wasn’t the only one feeling such emotions.

[…This is astonishing. How can a human exude such an aura?]

Agares also stopped fighting and observed Olivia.

He knew she was strong, but he didn’t realize she could make even the very essence of his soul tremble. Neither Asmodeus nor even the Demon King had ever made Agares’ soul shiver like this.

It was Belphegor who spoke first.

[So, you’re a dragon! Of course, no human could be this strong. Reveal your true form immediately!]

A giant snake’s head descended right in front of Olivia. Every breath filled with venom brought a pungent smell as it touched the ground.

Large red eyes glimmered inches away from her face.

It was a sight that would terrify anyone, but not Olivia.

This time, the level was different.

No matter what Belphegor did, he couldn’t defeat Olivia. Even with Agares, it would be the same.

There was no need to hold back against demons.

A huge storm arose around Olivia. In the precariously shaking view, Belphegor hastily anchored his tail deep into the ground to avoid being swept away.

“Do I look like a dragon to you?”

The next moment, Olivia was right in front of Belphegor.

“I don’t have that, do I?”

The characteristic presence of an arrogant dragon. Dragon Fear.

It’s a well-known fact that no matter how precise the polymorph, a dragon’s presence cannot be concealed.

Belphegor flinched and retreated.

[That… that can’t be…]

Although he was the weakest of the great demons, he was still strong enough to destroy the current empire without the Gold Tower Lord. Summoned from the southern continent, which is half-connected to the demon realm, he could exert most of his true power.

Yet he was feeling fear.

“Bow your head. It’s tiring to see you with your head held high.”

Belphegor’s red eyes blinked rapidly. As if buffering, he blinked for a while before opening his jaws wide and roaring.

[I will tear your soul to shreds…]

“I said bow.”

Bang!

The mana emanating from Olivia surged outward, slamming Belphegor into the ground.

[Wh-what.]

Belphegor struggled to lift his head while pinned to the ground.

But he couldn’t budge.

How could a human do this?

Grrrr!

As his eyes rolled back to see the enormous presence looming over him, he saw Olivia standing on his snout, looking down at him with disdain.

“Now that’s more like it.”

It wasn’t just Belphegor that Olivia subdued. Countless spirits summoned by Belphegor were also being incinerated in the spectacle of lightning.

In a scene reminiscent of hell, Agares was in awe of Olivia’s aura, which sent shivers down his spine.

The light was so bright that even Belphegor’s darkness seemed to wither and weaken.

Agares took a conscious breath. It had become difficult to breathe since the air was saturated with Olivia’s magic.

A force strong enough to subdue a great demon instantly. Belphegor, his belly pressed to the ground, was looking towards Agares as if pleading for help.

‘…Foolish creature.’

Agares thought slowly. As the leader of a sect with the power to destroy the world, he prided himself on his quick thinking.

He reverted his inflated form back to a human shape. Facing a wizard of such caliber, manifesting in his true form would yield the same result anyway.

Instead, Agares turned his attention to the other humans.

For some reason, the wizard seemed intent on protecting them.

They didn’t seem to get along very well. Was it a non-lethal principle? Or was there some complicated backstory?

Whatever the reason, it was beyond the understanding of a demon. In the demon realm, the weak were treated as mere insects.

But that didn’t mean he wouldn’t exploit it.

Agares swiftly approached the Dark Lord. With all his ribs shattered from the previous blow, the Dark Lord was now little more than a fairly skilled operative.

As Agares reached to grab the Dark Lord’s neck, Dark Lord’s dagger pierced his hand. Blood spurted from the severed wrist. Ignoring it, Agares used his other hand to break Dark Lord’s wrist.

The Dark Lord also spun away, but his body was already filled with demonic energy.

“…”

Rotten blood dripped from the Dark Lord’s mouth. His movements became sluggish.

Crack, crackle.

Ignoring the arrows embedded in his limbs, Agares forcefully turned to face Olivia. In his current state, it seemed impossible to heal his broken hand instantly.

But because of that, he could grab the Dark Lord by the throat.

Agares spoke, bleeding profusely.

[Human wizard. I am Agares, Duke of the Demonic Realm. What is your name?]

“Olivia.”

[Olivia, I commend your strength.]

It wasn’t just flattery. Agares was sincere.

Despite having the power to intervene, Olivia had not. As if she had been waiting for such a situation to unfold.

A situation where the life of someone she wanted to save was on the line.

[Let us go.]

“…Why should I?”

[You could kill me and Belphegor at any moment. Even if we struggle our hardest, it would only last for 10 minutes at most.]

[Ah, Agares…]

[Shut up. We’re negotiating, you incompetent snake-head.]


Belphegor closed his mouth. Agares began to speak again.

[But it would only take a moment for me to grab your neck. That archer could be hunted in a minute if I went all out. What you want is to send them back safely, isn’t it?]

“Are you threatening me?”

[I hope you understand that it’s beneath my dignity as a Duke of the Demonic Realm to threaten someone.]

But Olivia’s eyes were still expressionless.

‘She’s saying this isn’t enough.’

Agares was quick to catch on. In that brief moment, he figured out what Olivia wanted.

He didn’t want to be a toy moving according to someone’s will, but he had no choice if he wanted to survive.

[…To summon a Great Demon to this world requires a tremendous amount of sacrifices. At least a thousand souls, or at most tens of thousands.]

“So?”

[If this Dark Lord and archer, as well as Belphegor and I, were to die at once, it would be the same as offering the souls of tens of thousands. In other words… it might cause the Demon King to descend upon this world.]

Olivia remained expressionless on the outside.

But the corners of her mouth curved as if she found this situation amusing.

She truly resembled Asmodeus.

Hiding a dark heart behind the mask of an expression.

Olivia spoke with a mischievous smile.

“So, you’re saying if I don’t want to see the Demon King descend, I should let you go?”

Agares nodded.

“…”

Olivia glared at the Dark Lord in Agares’s grasp. The Dark Lord stared blankly at Olivia, as if he couldn’t believe his eyes.

Yes.

This was the emotion she wanted.

If she chose to let Agares go here, that emotion would be further intensified.

“I’d like to get Clue #7 if possible, but…”

In this situation, attacking was not an option.

For now, I had to be satisfied with obtaining the Revolutionary’s clue.

There was no particular problem in letting the great demons go.

I could kill them anytime I wanted.

Rather, letting them go to induce confusion among the regressors was far more beneficial.

Olivia, putting on the most sorrowful act, opened her lips.

“…There won’t be a next time. Get lost.”

Agares released the Dark Lord’s collar. Clicking his tongue, he pulled out the arrows embedded in his body like a porcupine.

Swish…

Agares’ body began to scatter like dust. He was returning to the demonic realm.

When his body was half gone, Agares spoke in a meaningful voice.

[The Demon God is watching over you.]

With those words, he disappeared. Belphegor, who had been lying on the ground, also vanished at some point.

The surroundings fell silent.

In that silence, the clear sound of a bottle echoed.

The Dark Lord’s head slowly lowered.

A bright red potion lay on the ground.

“When the Demon King descends later, it’ll be all your fault,”

Olivia glared sharply.

Half a step.

Olivia had stepped within the range where he could assassinate her.

The Dark Lord hesitated. He was confused.

Is it really an act? How much of it is an act, and how much is a lie?

Who is the Demon King? Who what is the Demon God?

Why, in his previous life, did he not even know of the existence of such monsters?

If all of this is an act, why does Olivia let them live?

Hesitating and hesitating, he finally made up his mind and gripped his dagger firmly.

Swish…

Only snowflakes were left in that spot.

Olivia did not immediately return to the north. Pretending to leave, she hid, and as soon as the regressors’ presence disappeared, she returned to the Demonic Realm of Fire. It was to deal with the demons she had not yet finished off.

[Current Purification Rate: 100%]

[You have cleared the Demonic Realm of Fire.]

[As a reward, you receive the ‘Key to the Demonic Realm of Fire.’]

In front of Olivia’s eyes, a key enveloped in a burning red light appeared.

“One down.”

Upon collecting three keys, she had planned to proceed to the Demonic Realm of Moon.

“Prophet, demon, whatever it may be, I should meet and have a chat.”

Olivia, who boasted of knowing everything in this world as a demon and a witch, was the only existence she couldn’t decipher.

“It’s been five years. If you do not come to the Demonic Realm of the Moon within five years, your curse will become irreversible.”

She might also be able to gather information about the damn curse.

Honestly, she was slightly anxious. Was there really an unknown curse planted on her?

Normally, she would have brushed it off as nonsense, but it was because of what Agares, who was as real as her faith in demons, had said.

“… The demon God is watching over me?”

Even though Agares knew nothing else, he never uttered the word ‘demon God’ lightly.


If Agares mentioned the demon God…

Then it truly means the demon God is watching over Olivia.

And even the uneasy gaze felt before sending the disciples.

It was clear that something unusual was happening.

The notification window popped up again at that moment.



 
  
    Chapter 117: The Next Gold Tower Lord


[You will receive a reward by acquiring 6 clues!]

Though the memory of The Revolutionary was not altered, the reward was obtained thanks to the successful subjugation.

[Would you like to check the reward list?]

Olivia nodded.

+

<List of rewards>


	The timer only runs when the regressor is nearby.

	Can switch to ‘Observation’ mode up to 5 times.

	3. You can use the remaining time limit only once per clue.

	Even if you are subjugated in reverse, you can obtain a clue. [Reverse Subjugation.]



+

A total of six clues have been obtained so far.

Considering that the reward obtained from Kiel was ‘memory alteration’, there should be five items on the list.

But for some reason, only four are visible.

As if waiting to be noticed, a notification window popped up.

[As a reward for acquiring 6 clues, the ‘Prerequisite Quest of the Main Quest’ is unlocked.]

……Main Quest?

Olivia squinted her eyes.

+

Clear Condition: Survive after being Subjugated by a regressor who is hostile to you.

Failure: Death

-This quest is a required prerequisite quest.

+

Olivia blinked for a long time.

Additional explanation was kindly provided below.

[This is only possible against regressors from whom you have not yet obtained clues.]

“……This is insane.”

It meant she shouldn’t even think about using Kiel or Melina.

It was truly a damn quest.

The difficulty was ridiculous, and there wasn’t even a reward.

But she couldn’t give up. If she didn’t complete the prerequisite quest, the main quest wouldn’t be unlocked either.

‘Which regressors are left ?’

Two Dragon Lords, the Dark Lord, The Revolutionary, the Demon Hunter, and the Princess.

Even with just these, there were already six.

Excluding Kiel, Melina, Rebekah, Estee, and the King Mu……

‘There are four left.’

Among them, there was only one person who seemed like they could be reasoned with.

Though their personality is extreme, they avoided unnecessary killing.

Unconsciously, Olivia turned her head.

Beyond the horizon filled with sand and dust, faintly visible are blue-hued plants.

If one follows those plants all the way to the end…

***

Originally, the existence of a demon realm is thoroughly shrouded in mystery. However, there was one demon realm whose location was known even to the people.

It was the Demon Realm of Wood, the Great forest Euran.

The reason why the Demon Realm of Wood was widely known was simple.

It was too vast to be hidden.

A great forest stretching from the southern desert region to the northern part of the continent.

Given its size, equivalent to linking several dozen kingdoms end to end, even the first emperor of the empire did not dare attempt to hide its existence despite knowing its dangers.

And that applied to the current emperor of the empire as well.

“…Your Majesty. Those who enter Euran should be executed…”

The emperor could not hear his vassals’ words.

The emperor, who had always carried a gentle demeanor befitting his title as a wise ruler, was no more. His face had turned pale, and he had become gaunt.

“…”

-Father!

Indeed.

It was an evil dragon.

A cruel and wicked red dragon appeared and took away his only daughter.

Negotiations with the Eastern Alliance? The corruption of the Red Tower lord? The struggle of throne among the princes?

They all felt meaningless.

He couldn’t focus on anything.

Though it’s said that biting any of the ten fingers hurts the same, Aria was a particularly cherished child among them.

A daughter who was kind and pure, unbecoming of a royal.

The emperor struggled to raise his hand.

“…That will be all for today. You may all leave.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

The vassals who had filled the office quickly withdrew. In the spacious office, only the emperor and his most trusted vassal remained.

“Duke Kiel.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“I have received the report you submitted. Thanks to your direct attack on the Red Tower lord, the faction supporting the second prince has lost its focus and has split.”

“…There were personal reasons.”

The emperor’s blue eyes scrutinized Kiel.

“Have you decided to support the first prince?”

“No.”

Regardless of his denial, from the moment he publicly criticized the Red Tower lord, it was clear that the Rothschild duchy is siding with the first prince.

Even so, the emperor nodded as if he understood.

“It seems it is time for me to decide on a successor. Though I may not have secured your loyalty, fortune is also a form of skill.”

The emperor let out a light cough.

“…The princess will definitely return.”

“Don’t speak empty words. Upon investigation, it turned out that the dragon is mentioned in ancient texts. The Red Dragon Lord Elias. If it were not a lord, I would have asked you to subdue it…”

The emperor shook his head in despair.

The ordinary dragon and the Lord were literally on different levels. Even if the empire waged a full-scale war, the opponent they couldn’t defeat was none other than the Dragon Lord.

The emperor was certain that Aria was dead.

With Melina missing, Emperor couldn’t afford to lose his daughter’s body as well.


“Anyway, I have a favor to ask.”

“If you command, I will follow.”

The emperor smiled as if satisfied.

“You need to go to Euran. I heard that a monster outbreak of tens of thousands has occurred. Of course, the imperial reserves alone are enough to defend against it, but there is still a reason why you must go.”

“Please, tell me.”

“We cannot leave the position of the Imperial Gold Tower vacant indefinitely.”

A year had passed, a long wait.

The Gold Tower Lord was a position granted to the pinnacle of wizards and symbolized the empire’s power.

It couldn’t remain vacant indefinitely.

But not just anyone could sit on it.

They had to be skilled enough to earn the recognition of all wizards and wise enough to advise the emperor.

“There is a druid who has lived in Euran for hundreds of years. Hand him the emperor’s decree.”

Kiel hesitated.

It wasn’t surprising to appoint an elf to the Gold Tower.

-Do not touch plants if you can help it. It goes against the wishes of the druid.

Where Olivia and I first met.

It was because of the vague memories of the past.

The emperor took out a small decree from the small cabin. It was a decree with the emperor’s seal.

Kiel politely accepted the decree and tucked it into his embrace.

“Since we have the cooperation of the elves, so use them as your guide.”

“Your Majesty… May I dare to ask for one more thing?”

“Speak.”

“Can the guide… be chosen directly by me?”

“You?”

“Yes. I know the geography of Euran better than most elves.”

The emperor recalled the reports from the Night Ravens for a moment.

Kiel having a girlfriend, even a fiancée, was an unbelievable rumor.

The emperor asked half-jokingly.

“Is she perhaps a woman?”

“…Yes.”

“Hmm…?”

Looking at the growing eyes of the emperor, Kiel continued.

“I swear, Your Majesty, it will greatly help what you intend to do.”

“Hehe… Spring has come for you too.”

“…Yes?”

“No. I guess I’ll have to send someone else for this, not you… … .”

It took quite a long time to clear up the misunderstanding.

***

“…Coming here out of the blue, what is it?”

“I came to see if it would help improve our relationship…”

“No. Go back.”

Olivia dismissed him without hesitation.

Even though it was Kiel’s request, I couldn’t go to Euran right away.

[The protagonist of clue #7 is the ‘Demon Hunter’.]

It’s because the druid’s turn hasn’t come yet.

At Olivia’s cold reply, Kiel showed a dejected expression.

“If you’re coming, come next year. I’m busy right now…”

Olivia’s words couldn’t continue.

A burning pain radiated from the back of his hand, and a grayish stamp appeared.

[‘The demon hunter’ uses ‘prey’s mark’ on you!]

-Your real-time location information will be exposed.

Damn it.

***

The Imperial Palace was bustling with energy unlike a few months ago.

There was a princess with radiant golden hair fluttering in the middle of the ballroom.

On both sides of the princess were a handsome men and a women standing guard.

They had no titles, not even from prestigious families. However, no one in this place dared to ignore them.

Dozens of nobles and aristocrats felt a presence from them that was entirely different from humans. Just being in the same space felt like standing in front of a fierce monster with its jaws wide open.

Elias and Karsian.

The princess introduced them as powerful wizards who had been hiding deep in the forest.

“I happened to receive help from those wizards while being kidnapped by the Red Dragon Lord…”

The first prince let out a bitter laugh.

“What, are we supposed to believe that?”

“…Whether you believe it or not doesn’t matter.”

The second prince, who had already been pushed far from the throne, tilted his head as if sighing.

The first prince asked, 


“What about the request?”

“He’s an Archmage. At the very least, he’s at the level of the former Gold Tower Lord.”

“…Seems like someone’s eager to reveal their true dragon identity.”

“Couldn’t he really be a reclusive wizard?”

“If so, they would have been weaker than the gold tower.”



 
  
    Chapter 118: We Should have not killed the Guardian


Of course, it could have been a truly reclusive expert, but the odds of that were close to impossible.

Youth and a beauty that matched with Aria’s could be generously conceded over a hundred times.

However, this intense sense of pressure could only be explained if they were dragons.

They had also met the Golden Tower Lord before.

While there was an air of intimidation, it didn’t make them feel like mice in front of a cat.

Aria didn’t respond to the princes’ words. She just savored her wine.

-Aria, your bloodlines seem to have noticed our true identities.

Elias’ voice echoed in her mind.

-It doesn’t matter. That was my original  intention.

If they had wanted to hide their true identities, they wouldn’t have been invited to this event in the first place.

The end-of-year event where all the nobles of the empire gathered.

What happened at today’s banquet would spread throughout the empire in a day.

They had made the banquet more grandiose, hoping Olivia might appear, but it seemed she wouldn’t fall for such a low-grade trap.

“Shall we leave?”

“…Already?”

“There’s nothing more to gain by staying.”

Elias looked wistfully at the mountain of wines.

“When the great war breaks out, we won’t be able to find things like that…”

“…A dragon with not an ounce of dignity. That’s why those red-blooded have no roots.”

“”So, did you roll over and panted for Olivia?”?”

“Shut up. If we weren’t in this place, I’d rip that damned mouth of yours… Enough. It’s pointless to argue with someone whose head is full of crap.”

A fierce aura erupted between the two. Even in their polymorphed state, it wasn’t something ordinary people could withstand. As Elias was about to collapse with saliva forming in his mouth,

“Stop.”

Aria’s voice resonated throughout the space, as if engulfing it. One word. That was enough.

She, too, had the charisma to command attention, as someone who inherited the blood of a king

“If you both plan to act on your own, return to where you came from. You are before His Majesty the Emperor.”

“No, but we…”

“Karsian, take Elias outside. He seems to have drunk too much.”

“Is that an order?”

“It is.”

“Hoho, in that case.”

A white blizzard swirled around Eliass’ body.

In an instant, the two figures vanished.

The nobles at the ball stared blankly at Aria.

“I apologize for causing a scene. I will take my leave first, and I hope you all have a pleasant time.”

With that, she bowed politely and exited the banquet hall.

The next moment, the shadow of the princess wriggled and spoke. It was the Dark Lord.

[Was it necessary to provoke Elias?]

“If he had taken it as a provocation, he wouldn’t have been led away so easily.”

All dragons, due to their long lifespans, develop slight mental defects. And the defect that Reds have is the inability to control their anger.

While other dragons find battles bothersome, Reds are called madmen for this very reason.

There’s a reason they’re associated with all kinds of negative titles like fiendish, insane, evil, and demonic.

Elias, too, was called a demon dragon thousands of years ago.

However he could mingle with humans at all was due to Olivia’s influence.

“So, what’s the matter? You’ve gone to the trouble of delivering news through a shadow.”

[I contacted you because I had a few things to convey.]

Aria was slightly nervous. This was because there was never any good news when Dark Lord spoke in this tone.

[First of all, I found some documents related to the demon world. It says that the Great Demons each govern the four directions, with the Demon King directly managing the center. As for the documents on the Demon God… I haven’t found them yet.]

“…I didn’t think even the Holy Kingdom would lack information.”

Aria’s complexion changed at the mention of the Demon God.

The Great Demons were strong enough to require two regressors to step forward, and it was impossible to gauge how powerful the Demon God might be.

Despite this, Aria hadn’t paid much attention to the Great Demons because they hadn’t shown much prominence in her previous life.

Thinking back, Olivia was always present where the Great Demons appeared.

[And I found Olivia’s location.]

“What? How did you…?”

There was no way to find Olivia if she was hiding so thoroughly, which is why these pointless gatherings were held. But if her location was known,  she wouldn’t have had to do such meaningless gathering like this.

[It’s the ability of a Demon Hunter. She says we can find out Olivia’s location once a day.]

Aria’s eyes narrowed.

“Why didn’t you use it from the start?”

[It can only be used on someone they’ve hit with an arrow at least once.]

“…So, where is she now?”

Dark Lord spoke in a peculiar voice.

[Olivia is currently in the Euran Great Forest.]

***

It was quite some time later that Olivia, who had been staring at the mark on the back of her hand for a long time, finally spoke.

“…Olivia, could you tell me what that is?”

At Kiel’s question, Olivia silently gathered mana in her other hand.

Then she used the mana to create a sharp wind, slicing off the skin where the mark was etched as if filleting it thinly.

However, the mark remained firmly in place.

Olivia clicked her tongue and said,

“It’s a kind of tracking magic. Though it’s not really magic, so it can’t be removed.”

“Tracking magic?”

“Wait here for a bit. I need to take care of something.”

Without listening to Kiel’s next words, Olivia disappeared somewhere.

***

“…This is taking a long time.”

It was clearly midday when they arrived in the north, but dusk had already fallen. Kiel squatted down, fiddling with his large sword.

‘Take care of something?’

Kiel searched through his memory, but no matter how much he thought, there was no one around Olivia who could be called a child.


At best, it might be the Saintess of the Holy Kingdom…

There was no way she could have been acquainted with the saint as she could not remember her past life.

Then who on earth…?

“Sorry, it took me a while to convince them.”

A voice that sounded completely drained.

She seemed to have been scolded by someone.

“A nanny, perhaps?”

“Nanny? Oh… the kids I mentioned earlier? They’re my students. I asked someone I know to take care of them for a bit.”

Olivia stuck out her tongue as she turned around.

“Convincing them wasn’t easy.”

How many times has this happened already? It must be dangerous, so where are we going again? … .

After coaxing and placating Melina for several hours, Olivia finally managed to persuade her.

Stretching, Olivia said, “…Anyway, let’s go. To the damned Great Forest.”

“Alright.”

A dazed response.

Though he said so, Kiel’s eyes held an emotion that was hard to decipher.

Olivia knew what that emotion was.

Euran was where Kiel and Olivia first met.

For Kiel, it was a place imbued with deep meaning.

That was probably why he came all the way to the north.

Of course, this didn’t apply to Olivia.

‘Anyway, Kiel is crucial for this mission.’

Kiel had already regained the prowess he had during the Annihilation ending. At this level, he could surely escape with a “subdued Olivia.”

‘And I’ve got Melina as insurance.’

The regressors would definitely come to Euran.

A flash of light, and the two figures vanished in an instant.

Zzzzzzzz!

Moments later, an entirely different landscape unfolded. Trees towering up to the sky, the ominous sound of wind howling from all directions…

[Entering the Demonic realm of Wood, Euran.]

Kiel spoke in a biting tone, 

“…It seems something has happened.”

In an instant, the fluttering fallen leaves transformed into the shape of a gigantic creature.

[The Lord of the forest… does not wish… to clash with you.]

The countless leaves crumbled, and a heavy voice, like that of a golem, echoed out.

From the sense of weight alone, it was clear this was not a simple being made of leaves. Kiel muttered softly.

“…What is that?”

A massive turtle-like figure. However, its shell was entirely covered with crimson leaves, giving off a rather eerie vibe.

[Leave… now.]

The guardian of the forest’s voice resounded once more.

Thud!

As the guardian took a threatening step forward, the ground shook as if an earthquake had struck. It was so gigantic it could consider the towering trees mere twigs.

‘…What should I do?’

Olivia pondered, stroking her chin. There was no reason to engage if the opponent didn’t want to fight. After all, her plan was to lure the Demon hunters, not to fight the druid.

“I don’t know how many will come. There’s no need to increase the number of enemies.”

Nevertheless, given the prowess shown in the south, Olivia guessed that at least four would come this time.

“At least one of them has to guard the princess.”

Clicking her tongue, Olivia looked up at the forest guardian. Its red bark, whose thickness couldn’t be estimated, was covered entirely in the essence of nature.

A druid who commands such a monster as a mere summon isn’t normal.

Then again, where would you find a sane elf living in Euran?

First, I’ll retreat and then infiltrate stealthily…

[“Sword Saint Kiel” uses “Spatial Sword.”]

Whrrrrrr…!

Before Olivia could say anything, Kiel’s blade moved.

It happened in an instant. The densely concentrated black aura literally sliced through space.

There was no sound. The colossal body of the guardian, which had been towering over the sky, split and collapsed from the middle. Once horizontally, once vertically.

The world split into a cross, and the red leaves turned to powder and vanished.

[Groooaaar…!]

The scene unfolding before her eyes felt like a dream.

Olivia’s eyelids trembled.

“You, you… what have you done…”

“It was blocking the way, so I dealt with it. Since you’re being tracked, it’s most important to wrap this up quickly.”

Olivia raised her hand to rub her temples, trying to quell her rising anger.

“Do you know what happens if you mess with the forest guardian?”

“…What happens?”

Ssssss.

In an instant, the green foliage turned red. It wasn’t the natural color of the leaves. It was a sinister blood-red, enough to make one’s heart sink.

Kiel looked back at her with a nervous face.

“The forest guardian is, to put it simply, like a guard dog. And you just killed that guard dog. What do you think the owner will do?”

“…They’ll try to kill us.”

Olivia grabbed her head, looking pained.


“…Didn’t you say you’ve been here before?”

Kiel’s expression darkened.

Olivia stared at Kiel like he was a pitiful foal for a long time, then sighed self-reproachfully.

“Fine… it’s my fault for not telling you beforehand, assuming you’d know since you’ve been here before.”

She hadn’t shared information to avoid revealing she had memories of the Annihilation ending, not expecting such a huge blunder.



 
  
    Chapter 119: I am not manipulated


As always, things had never gone smoothly.

Vines sprang up from all directions.

Crunch!

A vine narrowly brushed past overhead like a whip. A rock struck by the vine shattered into pieces, scattering fragments everywhere.

“Stay still! Just dodge, don’t attack! I’ll handle this!”

“…Understood.”

Fortunately, he seemed to understand the words.

Kiel, perhaps knowing he was at fault, focused solely on evading.

Olivia also manipulated her magic to restrain the movements of the vines, contemplating how to resolve the situation.

The owner of the Euran Forest was, of course, a Regressor.

A Druid who had lived for hundreds of years.

Being the noblest of elves, a high elf, his love for nature was genuine.

That may be the reason why they announced through the forest guardian at the beginning that they had no intention of conflict.

If a fight were to occur, the forest’s destruction would be inevitable.

‘He must be watching from somewhere.’

Olivia spread her magic, instantly detecting the presence of familiars.

Surprisingly, the entire Great forest was filled with familiars laid out by the Druid. From squirrels hiding in burrows to rabbits and eagles…

It seemed that every animal in the forest was a familiar of the Druid.

The moment Olivia realized that their location was completely exposed, she took immediate action.

Szzzt.

Kiel, focused solely on evading the vines, noticed a change in the air flow.

The air was cold.

Kiel’s gaze was already fixed on Olivia.

Olivia breathed. With each white breath she exhaled, the blood-stained leaves gradually lost their color.

Olivia could not control plants like other elves.

However, it was possible to manipulate the seasons.

Not spring, which symbolizes life, nor summer and autumn, which symbolize abundance and harvest.

Only winter.

The only season she could control was winter.

A cold wind blew. Just being touched by the merely cold wind made the vines flinch. When the familiars touched the snowflakes, it seemed as if time had frozen, and they stiffened in place.

The leaves repeatedly fell until they could no longer cover the sky.

Winter had arrived.

It was not the winter that symbolizes death and the end. Just the kind of winter that comes once a year.

At some point, snowflakes began to fall instead of leaves. The vines retreated deep into the ground. The animals, too, left to find their own way to survive.

The Druid couldn’t prevent the familiars from leaving to hibernate. Keeping them there any longer would surely result in needless deaths.

“…”

Olivia exhaled. Her eyebrows had turned as white as her hair.

Kiel realized, for the first time, that winter could be warm.

“It’s hard to control my strength. Even reducing lethality to the extreme is quite a task.”

“Olivia, what on earth is this…?”

Kiel stared blankly at Olivia with a look of disbelief.

This is because it went far beyond the scope of magic he had thought of.

“What do you think it is? It’s magic.”

“…”

“Enough, follow me.”

Crunch.

Olivia walked through the softly piled snow. The direction she was heading was the center of the forest.

Amidst a world covered entirely in winter, there stood a giant World Tree, radiating vibrant life alone.

There, in that place, was the village of the elves. Massive vines wrapped around the village like a fortress, and a few elves stood guard on the trees. Olivia watched them from afar, pondering briefly.

Whether to enter, or wait outside for other regressor to arrive.

But since she had already made a wrong move, there was no other choice.

‘Given the circumstances, I’ll have to obtain the Magic Key too.’

Olivia felt the gazes directed at her. They were not the gazes of familiars.

It seemed the elf patrol was observing her movements.

Olivia reminded Kiel once more.

“This time too, just block or dodge.”

“Got it.”

Before long, dozens of elves appeared, surrounding Olivia. They drew the large bows they had been carrying on their backs, aiming at her.

“Human.”

One elf, who seemed to be the leader, spoke.

“Are you the one who changed the seasons?”

“Didn’t you already know that before coming here?”

At Olivia’s response, the leader elf’s expression hardened coldly, as if facing a piece of garbage unworthy of interaction.

He struggled to contain his anger, barely managing to speak.

“The great High Elf has said. There will not be a third time, so leave.”

“That might be a bit difficult.”

Further conversation was unnecessary.

Just as the elves were about to draw their bowstrings, someone stepped in front of them.

It was a woman exuding an air of antiquity.

“How rude.”

The Druid spoke in a low voice.

“Did you think you could deceive my eyes by coming with the Imperial Sword Saint?”

“It seems there’s a misunderstanding…”

“Sword Saint, I did not grant you permission to speak.”

The Druid glared coldly at Olivia.

“You must have been fooled by that devil’s sweet talk again. It’s truly pitiful, making the same choice twice.”

“…Twice?”

Kiel’s face turned oddly. It was a statement that could only be made if one knew in advance that Kiel had regressed.

But the place where the Druid resided was the deepest part of Euran, where human rumors did not reach.


This meant only one thing.

Someone had informed the Druid about the return.

“They will be here soon.”

Sensing an unusual atmosphere, Kiel enveloped the tip of his greatsword with a dark aura.

“…Who are they?”

Instead of answering, the Druid burst into laughter.

The space wavered.

As if space magic was being used, the area around the Druid began to distort entirely.

It was a different type of space magic from Melina’s.

Olivia, recognizing the nature of the magic, smirked bitterly.

[Dragon Speech Magic]

The dragons had arrived.

Keil had thought that he would meet the dragons someday.

But he hadn’t imagined that the encounter would happen now.

“Seeing you flustered is quite refreshing.”

Elias said with a laugh. Next to him stood a woman with silver hair reminiscent of moonlight. It was Karsian.

“Truly, my new master’s mind is astonishing.”

There was no need to ask who the new master was.

It was undoubtedly the princess.

Karsian’s eyes sharply scanned Kiel.

“This is quite unexpected. I didn’t think Duke Kiel would be here.”

“Who are you…?”

“The Dragon Lord.”

“A… dragon?”

“And the mother of the dragon you killed in your past life.”

Kiel’s face turned cold. As soon as he heard that Karsian was a dragon, he recalled the white dragon he hunted in the north in his past life. Although he hadn’t committed such a mistake in this life, it wouldn’t be enough to convince Karsian.

Kiel, too, had projected the wrongdoings of his past life onto his current one.

Karsian stepped forward with long strides.

“…I never thought I would take revenge of my daughter in this way. I won’t kill you since Aria commanded it. But you will never hold a sword with your right arm again.”

“Stop. Karsian.”

At Elias’s words, Karsian turned her eyes to him.

“Have you forgotten that Duke Kiel has also returned? Yet he still clings to Olivia. Don’t you find the current situation odd? If he hadn’t been mentally compromised by magic, he wouldn’t be sticking to her like this.”

“…”

“If you don’t want to end up like that, hold on to your sanity.”

Elias warned, glaring at Kiel.

“You too, get a grip. Olivia might feel like a friend to you now, but her true nature is that of a demon. She’s the one who will disguise herself as a friend or family and ignite the flames to bring about the end of the world.”

“No, you’re wrong.”

“Wow, this is really messed up.”

Elias asked again.

“You know that Olivia is an Archmage, yet you still believe your memories are real? Your memories were manipulated. Very subtly, so that even a swordsman like you couldn’t notice. Think about it. No matter how generous a person is, they wouldn’t become friends with someone who killed them.”

A sneer formed on his lips.

“Do you think you could do that?”

Kiel couldn’t answer. He looked back and forth between Olivia and Elias, then shook his head. His grip on the handle tightened even more.

“I don’t know who you are, but you’re wrong. If Olivia could manipulate memories, she wouldn’t have left my hatred intact. I still hate Olivia and am overwhelmed by the urge to kill her.”

But, he endures.

“Because it wasn’t Olivia who killed me.”

“What…?”

“Looks like you didn’t know. It seems that Olivia in your previous life wasn’t very close to you.”

Kiel smiled the smile of a victor.

“It’s not that I haven’t considered it. Could my memories have been manipulated… Could this all be Olivia’s scheme?”

If Olivia had truly wanted to destroy the world, she would have exploited their relationship instead of killing him.

“You don’t get it. That’s what makes her a demon. She toyed with others’ emotions.”

“If she were a true demon, she would have toyed with me until the very end instead of killing me outright.”

Kiel replied without hesitation. Seeing Elias’s eyes gradually fill with anger, Kiel also began to draw on his aura.

-Go.

Kiel’s voice echoed in Olivia’s mind. Sensing a faint energy, Elias furrowed his brows.

“Are you trying to buy time? You’re completely deluded. This is your last chance, Sword Saint.”

“Buying time….”

Kiel said with a slight laugh.

“From what I hear, you were also killed by ‘Olivia.’ What makes you so confident?”

The moment you become confident that you will win, you’ve already lost.

Two people, no, including the Druid, three?

Three won’t be enough.

Come to think of it, Kiel was the same. Knowing he couldn’t match Olivia, he was consumed by anger and attacked without thinking.

‘If Olivia were the demon he said she was, I would have died back then.’

Kiel glanced at Olivia.

At the same time, hatred boiled deep within him.

Today, Kiel was thankful for this hatred.

It was proof he hadn’t been brainwashed by her.

“I am not wrong.”


The aura surrounding Kiel’s sword grew even thicker.

“You are the ones who are wrong.”

Karsian didn’t listen to the end.

She distorted space and lunged at Kiel in an instant.

Boom!



 
  
    Chapter 120: It is lightening


Karsian’s fist collided with Kiel’s greatsword. The clash between the Sword Saint’s aura-infused strike and the fist wrapped in dragon scales was evenly matched. Yet, Kiel’s expression remained grim.

This is because dragons are creatures that use magic, not creatures that use the body.

Even so, to this it.

“Did you use such a toy to cut my daughter’s throat?”

Karsian’s pupils narrowed vertically. The overwhelming fury that permeated the air caused the nearby elves to collapse like puppets with their strings cut.

Crack!

The greatsword bent as if it were a mere toy. Without hesitation, Kiel discarded it and drew a longsword from his dimensional pocket with an ease. If the previous strikes emphasized power, these now prioritized speed.

Dark aura radiated in all directions.

Behind the earth-shaking duel, Elias remained motionless. He watched Olivia with his reptilian vertical-slit eyes.

“Not running away?”

“It feels like you’re encouraging me to.”

“…Was it that obvious?”

If she fled, returners will be ambushing me there too.

Elias conjured crimson flames in his right hand. Whoosh! The flames shot out, disrupting Kiel’s rhythm as he clashed with Karsian.

“Ugh…!”

Kiel barely managed to land on the ground. The sword he had just drawn was now melted beyond recognition.

“If you’re thinking of drawing another sword, give up.”

Elias said, shaking a dimensional pocket. He fiddled with Kiel’s pocket before burning it to ashes.

“Do you still intend to fight? A swordsman without a sword?”

“The sword isn’t important.”

It wasn’t Kiel who answered. Elias’s gaze shifted to Olivia.

“Just as a Archmage doesn’t need a staff or wand, neither does Kiel.”

“He doesn’t seem to think so.”

Of course, Kiel hadn’t reached that level yet.

Olivia remained silent. True enlightenment doesn’t come from the words of others.

And this was meant to draw the dragons’ attention from the start.

“I don’t know what my past self was like that you speak of.”

Olivia twirled her hand. Icy cold flowed through her veins and struck her heart. As it passed her heart, the cold transformed into an intense, sharp energy.

Zzt! Zzt zzt!

Something smoky took shape at Olivia’s fingertips. It resembled a storm-cloud and exuded the essence of a deep winter.

[Transcendent Magic, ‘Staff of Primordial Times’ is being used.]

“But I can be sure I never used this magic before.”

Olivia whispered.

“That is…!”

“As expected, being a druid, you recognized it immediately.”

What Olivia held was nature itself.

Cold, and Thunder.

Elias murmured. His voice no longer carried any hint of amusement.

“…Didn’t you say a Archmage doesn’t need a staff?”

“Ahahaha.”

Olivia smiled with her eyes.

“Did I say that?”

“…You wretched witch.”

“If I were a witch, you would all be dead by now. Because I have that kind of power and ability.”

Olivia’s delicate eyebrows slid down. With her mesmerizing gaze, the surroundings fell into a moment of silence.

‘A strange feeling.’

‘My mouth moved on its own.’

‘It felt like I was not myself.’

The change was evident in my tone.

“My confidence, to you, is arrogance.”

She lightly gripped her staff and pointed it.

“My reality is a realm you dismiss as mere delusion.”

Her eyes blazed with electric energy, her voice carried a chill.

“Did you say I destroyed the world?”

Her smile didn’t fade.

“Then I declare, the fault lies not with me, but with this world.”

Her face was full of smiles, but her eyes were resolute.

As if defending the truth of her words.

“I won’t kill you. My will, for now, is in Immortal.”

Fierce magic surged.

“Come on, then.”

BOOOOM!

With a thunderous roar, Elias charged at Olivia, pounding the ground.

The dragon, once known as the Mad Dragon, exuded a force on a different level from before. Even Kiel felt that facing that power head-on would be dead.

But Olivia did not retreat.

Crackle!

There was no explosion after the roar. The barrier Olivia had deployed absorbed Elias’s attack completely. Not even a crack formed.

Elias quickly retreated, groaning. His fist stung. As Olivia had said, it was a type of magic he had never seen before.

One corner of Olivia’s mouth lifted.

“They call it the Lord of magic.”

The ground split into thousands of giant fragments and soared into the sky. Massive rocks began to swirl like a great storm.

At the center was Olivia. Exhaling breath imbued with lightning, she seemed far beyond human.

“To my eyes, you all look equally insignificant.”

Olivia’s figure was nowhere to be seen. Only her voice was heard.

Elias tried to spread his magic to locate Olivia. But it was impossible. This area was practically Olivia’s domain.

“Damn! The control is…!”

“Karsian, you take on Duke Kiel. Your compatibility with Olivia is poor.”

Karsian, a white dragon who wielded cold, originally possessed enough power to freeze an entire city just by revealing her true form…

But the cold was already under Olivia’s command.


The only thing Karsian could control at will was her body.

With a cracking sound, Elias’s form began to change.

Manifestation.

A magic used when a dragon releases its polymorph and reveals its true form.

The world was being overshadowed by someone’s presence. And in the next moment, the sky split open and an explosive flame burst forth. Amidst the falling ashes, something was revealing itself.

Noble scales shining like rubies. Eyes so fierce they evoked images of a demon.

[Hoo… Much better.]

It felt like a volcano was about to erupt. An immense heat wave radiated from Elias, instantly turning the surrounding ice into water.

The raging flames fed on the forest, growing even larger.

A druid, who was evacuating the elves, spoke urgently.

“Red Dragon Lord! What are you doing right now! Stop the flames immediately…!”

[Silence. Insolent elf. If you dare glare at me like that again, I’ll pluck out your eyes.]

At the dragon’s fierce words, the druid’s body momentarily froze.

Elias, narrowing his pupils, glared at the druid and spoke.

[If we don’t stop Olivia now, not just this forest but the entire world will perish. But if we stop her here, losing just one forest will be a small price to pay.]

“…”

[Don’t look at the trees, think of the forest.]

The druid bit his lip hard enough to draw blood.

“…Promise me you won’t touch the World Tree.”

[Don’t worry. As mad as I may be, I’m not that insane.]

“In that case… I will join you.”

Woooong!

The druid’s eyes took on a brilliant green hue. At the same time, the entire trunk of the World Tree began to tremble as if it were shivering.

[…Oh.]

Elias involuntarily let out an exclamation.

He himself being  closely tied to the natural world, could feel it.

He wondered what gave the druid the courage to speak so rudely to a Dragon Lord, but now he saw that the druid indeed possessed the power to back it up.

[You’re not an ordinary druid.]

Sssss…

Pure natural energy spread from the World Tree.

Trees that had been burning or frozen, on the brink of death, began to lift their drooping branches and regenerate. The plants used the flames and ice as nourishment to grow larger.

Oooooh!

The World Tree also began to stretch its branches infinitely towards the sky.

The druid spoke in a low voice.

“Now, most wounds will heal immediately.”

[What are the limits?]

“Unless my head is severed or my heart is burst, I can regenerate.”

[You better not be wrong.]

Elias’s body soared into the sky. The wings, recorded as a calamity in many historical texts, tore through the stone storm.

Olivia, who had been watching quietly, adjusted her ancient staff. Her wide sleeves flapped wildly. As she swung the staff like a whip, the world turned into an intense winter.

Crack-crack-crack!

Elias wasn’t just standing by either. He inhaled to his limit, then unleashed his full power in a breath attack.

Kwoooosh!

In an instant, the coldness subsided.

Instead of approaching Olivia directly, Elias circled around her. It wasn’t that he didn’t trust the power of his breath attack, but based on his past life experience, surely…

Snap!

Electricity sparked and jumped. The breath that touched the current swelled up and burst. The sheer magnitude of power held in a single streak of current was overwhelming, tearing apart the formidable magic that made up the breath.

In his previous life, how shocked had he been to witness such a scene.

‘It was a trap, after all.’

Had he not urgently stopped supplying magic, his body would have been torn apart.

Instead of panicking, Elias continued his attack. Olivia still wasn’t launching a direct attack. She would either block or counterattack when he made a move.

This imposed a tremendous psychological pressure on Elias.

It was as if she was saying that no matter what he did, it didn’t matter at all.

This wounded the arrogant pride of the dragon. Naturally, anger surged, and his vision narrowed.

But Elias endured.

He couldn’t afford to lose his second life as well.

Watching Elias circling around her since a while ago, Olivia finally spoke.

“Red Dragon.”

Elias didn’t respond. His lungs swelled up again.

“How long do you plan to keep stalling?”

Olivia simultaneously thought about how to make the red dragon lose his composure.

A normal provocation wouldn’t suffice. In that case?

Olivia subtly lifted one corner of her mouth and whispered with a hint of mockery.

“Are you scared?”

That was enough.

Seeing Elias charge at her with a beastly roar, Olivia smiled faintly.

“How foolish.”

Muttering so, Olivia created a giant sphere of light. It was the primordial lightning she had used against the Revolutionary.

The light burst forth. The lightning split into hundreds of millions of branches, all targeting a single point.

Elias instinctively felt it. That attack was dangerous.


Before his body could regenerate from the World Tree’s blessing, it would be blown apart.

Zzt-zzt-zzt-zzt!

Though he hadn’t yet touched the current, a tingling sensation transmitted through his skin.

[Karsian! It’s lightning!]

Karsian, who was confronting Kiel, manifested without hesitation and slowly opened her mouth. Elias immediately gathered his breath as well.



 
  
    Chapter 121: The Frozen Space


A battle between two dragons and a human.

[Aaaargh!]

Elias somehow managed to block the incoming lightning.

Not far away, the sound of reinforcements could be sensed. It meant that he had arrived, which also meant that reinforcements had arrived.

All he had to do was hold on. If only he could hold on…

A distant pain surged from the heart of the dragon.

The endless magic that had no end was suddenly showing signs of depletion. However, the speed at which the lightning surged was even faster.

Crackle!

Electricity sparked in all directions. Even though it wasn’t Olivia’s magic, but just a by-product of the magic, the dragon’s scales were being crushed.

With their bodies charred black, Elias and Karsian screamed in agony.

And so, an eternity passed in an instant.

Under the dark clouds, the two bodies plummeted.

Kwoooooom!

“…You are a monster.” 

Muttered the druid, swallowing dryly. If it weren’t for the blessing of the World Tree, the two dragon lords would have long perished.

Although they vowed to prevent such a thing from happening again, they couldn’t stop their bodies from trembling.

A while ago, someone saw that and muttered something.

“The witches of the Apocalypse…”

Watching Elias struggle to stand up, Olivia laughed.

As expected. He wasn’t dead.

The attack just now was undoubtedly Olivia’s full power.

Nevertheless, the regressors endured.

Just the three of them.

“Do you plan to continue?”

[…Laugh as much as you want while you can.]

“The kind of words losers say…”

Feeling a sudden chill, Olivia desperately twisted her torso.

Shu-shu-shu-thud!

Olivia’s shadow rushed to kill its master.

Chachachook!

The shadow, drawing a splendid trajectory, pierced Olivia’s vital spots. However, Olivia remained calm and dispersed the shadow itself with a powerful light.

“Dark Lord, huh.”

With a slurp sound, Dark Lord rose from the ground. He glared at Olivia with eyes full of malice.

Olivia glanced at Elias and Karsian, who had suddenly straightened up.

“Last time it was three. This time, it’s four.”

Olivia spoke up.

“Did you think it would only be four?”

“No.”

Olivia didn’t mention what had happened in the south.

The determination to hinder Olivia, even at the cost of disgrace, was evident in the eyes of the Shadow master, Dark Lord.

Swoosh!

Dozens of arrows shot towards Olivia from the other side. Familiar arrows imbued with the aura of demons.

Olivia furrowed her brow.

“…Five?”

She swung her staff, deflecting the arrows effortlessly. Activating tracking magic, she sent a bolt of lightning towards the direction of the Demon Hunter.

First, she had to block the long-range attacks…

Kwaaang!

The bolt of lightning exploded midway.

“No, six.”

The Revolutionary who had suddenly appeared intercepted Olivia’s magic.

“…Six?”

Karsian and Elias flew in from both directions.

Dark Lord and the Demon Hunters targeted Olivia’s position.

The Revolutionary intercepted Olivia’s attacks, while the druid provided support to keep the battle going.

This really doesn’t seem like the villainous side.

“Ahaha. Ha, ahahahaha…!”

Olivia laughed out loud.

To think they gathered six at the Euran just to capture one person.

The radiant walls echoed with mockery.

“You’ve already lost.”

No one present dared to refute Olivia’s words. But even so, none of them wavered in their determination.

[No matter what happens, we must stop Olivia.]

The princess’s words were undeniably true. And they shared the same sentiment as the princess. Even if Olivia didn’t regress, nothing would change.

That power is dangerous.

If Olivia were to bring about the destruction of the world again, it would be unstopable.

Of course, among them were those who recently owed Olivia a debt of salvation.

But… Dark Lord realized that reminiscing about what had happened in the south would be of no help now.

Olivia was strong. She hadn’t even revealed her full power in the south.

When all six regresses, including the druid, gathered, Dark Lord thought they would definitely be able to [subdue] Olivia.

The two dragon lords had already experienced it in their past lives, and they had confirmed the abilities of the Demon Hunter and The Revolutionary.

But they were wrong. Until now, they had been playing into Olivia’s hands.

That’s why this was an unprecedented opportunity. If they didn’t kill Olivia now, the tragedy of their past lives would repeat itself.

“I haven’t done anything, yet you already consider me an end.”

Olivia spoke towards the silent regressors. It was impossible to escape via teleportation. Anti-teleportation enchantments were already laid across the entirety of Euran.

It was a meticulously prepared trap.

Even without asking, one could guess whose idea it was.

There was no way to escape. The only way out was to kill all six of them and leave.

If she resolved to kill them all, there was a slight chance of survival.

But she didn’t want that.


Because that meant giving up the future.

As a pure white snowstorm raged, Olivia’s attire changed with a small light. A witch’s hat embracing the chilling moon, a robe, and a cloak.

An unmistakable witch’s appearance.

As the regressors recognized Olivia’s attire, they made astonished faces.

In response, Olivia smiled down at them.

She was willing to grant them their desire for closure.

There was no particular reason.

If they were to learn of Olivia’s countless past, and thereby realize there was a reason for her final actions…

They would regret this moment, until the day they died.

It was enjoyable. Yet, regrettable. Because there was no way to show them Olivia’s numerous pasts.

If only she could, they could directly face their regret after committing evil.

[“Druid” casts “Curse of the World Tree” on you.]

[“Dark Lord” casts “Shackles of Shadow” on you.]

[“Karsian” casts “Dragon Pier” on you.]

[“Elias” casts “Dragon Pier” on you.]

.

.

.

Her body grew heavier in real-time. Yet, she did not lose her smile.

So that this moment would be etched into them like a brand.

Olivia slowly turned her head.

The regressors did not want variables. They did not want Kiel to intervene in the fight.

Kiel, entangled in giant vines, had a frozen expression.

He must feel sorry.

If the other regressors realized their mistakes and regretted, Kiel would blame himself for the current situation due to his weakness.

“Can you handle them without Kiel?”

Four Great demons, and a Demon God.

Rather than handling them, it seemed they would annihilate each other from the demon God’s side.

Kiel, Melina, and maybe even Rebekah might not participate.

The King Mu might participate, but not Estee. She didn’t like nuisances.

As always, she would quietly face death in the middle of the vast ocean.

Then, at most, eleven. Olivia chuckled.

Perhaps, when the demons descend later, they might not be able to stop them.

But instinct rejected it.

She didn’t want to live like that. Why this sudden thought arose, she didn’t know, but Olivia didn’t reject the sudden surge of emotion.

The feeling of being truly controlled, as felt before, returned. Its intensity was weak, and there was no problem in moving the body as desired, but, how should I put it?

Her mood felt odd.

Well, it didn’t matter.

She was already too far gone to care about such trivial things.

“Will you kill me after all?”

Looking into the eyes of the regressors, one could tell. They no longer had any intention to Subdue Olivia. More accurately, they had no confidence to Subdue her.

Even with six of them.

“How long are you going to just watch?”

Olivia pointed at Elias with her chin.

“The others are waiting for you to take the lead.”

As she said so, Olivia firmly grasped tightly to the ancient Staff.

At the same time, she suddenly had a thought.

…Was enduring so much pain all these years just to witness this spectacle?

From deep within her lungs, an inexplicable emotion surged.

“Please, don’t die.”

“Sizzle!”

The freezing sound echoes. A cold breath escapes from Olivia’s lips.

Karsian looks at Olivia with a tense face. Clearly, something is happening, but she can’t discern what. Neither the trees, nor the ground, nor the air is frozen.

Yet, the noise resembling a roar persists.

As if reading her mind, Olivia smiles lightly.

“Crackle!”

A sinister sound spreads, and a distant roar engulfs the world. What Olivia froze wasn’t any substance existing in the world. It was the abstract concept of space itself.

The world shatters into countless pieces.

Simultaneously, it’s dyed white.

Broken spaces transform into countless memorized spells, targeting Demon Hunter.

“Splash!”

The Demon Hunter’s face is covered with astonishment.

“What in the world…?!”

It’s not shooting, nor flying. There’s no precursor to the attack. The ground beneath their feet turns into a blade, and the air touched by their fingers turns into something else.

There’s no escape.

No, this was never something escapable to begin with.

How do you dodge space?

“Guh…!”


The Demon Hunter desperately gathers magic. There are various types of arrows she can use. Arrows that split into hundreds upon shooting, arrows that pierce only the soul without harming the body, arrows that hide between spaces and reveal themselves upon reaching the enemy…

But there’s no time.  A split second would have been enough to set up and pull the protest, but there was not enough time for that split second.

“Whoosh!”

A dreadful slicing sound.

“Ugh!”



 
  
    Chapter 122: Just One more


However, the one who groaned in pain was The Revolutionary. He took the attack intended for the Demon Hunter with his own body.

The Revolutionary shouts.

“Fire!”

The Demon Hunter’s both hands are imbued with the aura of anti-demonic energy. And she fires straight away.

Thud!

An arrow pierces Olivia’s shoulder. It’s not that she couldn’t block it. She didn’t block it.

The face of the Demon Hunter stiffens.

‘…Why?’

There was no time for her to resolve the question.

Suddenly, she feels distant pain from her shoulder.

“It hurts.”

Thunk!

The Demon Hunter falls, spitting blood. The next moment, a familiar notification window appears before Olivia’s eyes.

[The owner of Clue #8 is ‘Druid’.]

“Next.”

Olivia immediately turns her head. She doesn’t feel sensation in her left shoulder.

At first, she didn’t intend to get hit. But she felt that dodging was not an option in that moment, and she couldn’t resist the emotion that surged momentarily.

To get hit and retaliate.

Her body feels strange. No, is it her mind in this case?

She doesn’t know. She couldn’t afford to pour any more mental energy into that place. This level of pain doesn’t even compare to the pain scale.

Elias appears suddenly and rushes with mouth wide open. If even a single tooth grazes her, she’s dead. Even in this moment of life and death, Olivia’s gaze is fixed on the Druid standing on the ground.

[Swallow you whole!]

Elias sneers. Despite having erected a barrier, Olivia, no matter how powerful, cannot withstand the dragon’s bite force.

Even if the entire area is corroded by Olivia’s magic, the inside of her mouth is still Elias’s domain.

Crunch!

But the barrier doesn’t shatter. Before breaking the barrier, Elias’s lower jaw is pierced first.

A thunderous shock surges through Elias.

Beyond the pierced jaw, beyond the gaping wound, the Druid’s astonished face is visible. Thanks to his regenerative ability, the diameter of the wound is shrinking in real-time, but it’s not a concern for Olivia.

Goooo…!

Elias’s lungs swell. Beyond Elias’s prayers, Olivia sees gathering of flames at a distant.

“Freeze them in place.”

Crash!

Elias’s heart freezes. Yet, Elias’s lungs are still swelling.

[Argh… You anticipated this. Die…!]

Suddenly, flames are right in front of her nose.

‘I can’t…!’

Kuwaaaah!

Olivia is thrown away. The hastily constructed barrier couldn’t withstand the breath attack at close range, and as a result, one of her arms was damaged to the point where it could not be used.

“…”

Olivia swallows blood. Penetrating wound on her right arm, burn on her left. She took down one Demon Hunter. Five remain.

“Olivia aimed her staff at the druid attempting to heal the wounded Elias.

A massive spear emerged, piercing straight through the druid’s body.

The staggering druid couldn’t bear the pain and collapsed.

[The owner of Clue #9 is the ‘White Dragon Lord.’]

“…Making a fuss when you’re not even dead.”

Olivia struggled to lift her head.

Four left.

[Transcendent magic, ‘Staff of Primordial Times’ is dispelled.]

Ah, damn it.

***

Kiel recalled the first time he met Olivia. In the chilly north, where he had hoped to meet her again someday.

His feelings for Olivia still hadn’t faded. That’s why he traveled all the way to the north to persuade her. He thought having Euran, with whom she shared special memories, might help calm her anger even a little.

‘It’s my fault.’

If he hadn’t brought her here, if he hadn’t persuaded her to come with Euran, Olivia wouldn’t have suffered like this.

Helpless, yet utterly powerless.

Olivia subdued two, but four remained. Thanks to the blessings of the World Tree, their wounds would soon heal completely.

Even the subdued ones would awaken in a few minutes.

“…Please.”

Kiel couldn’t bear to watch Olivia any longer.

So he prayed.

He pleaded with the regressors, begging them to stop this dreadful act.

Even though he knew they wouldn’t stop, he continued to plead. His head hit the ground, blood vessels bulging in his eyes.

He was afraid. Terrified.

It felt like it was all his fault.

He would die. Surely.

“…Please!”

A cry echoed in Olivia’s ears.

But she paid it no mind. The duration of the Staff of the Primordial Times had expired, greatly reducing the power of the magic. It wouldn’t be long before the barrier collapsed.

“There will be no pain.”

The cloak of Dark Lord, which had closed the distance in an instant, fluttered wildly before swiftly flying like a sharp blade. Shadows could be dispelled by light, but the cloak couldn’t be dispelled by light.

Olivia reached out her hand towards the looming cloak.

Swoosh!

The cloak froze in place as if time had stopped. Coldness rose along the cloak, slowly engulfing the body of Dark Lord along.

“I’ll return it just like you said.”

“…!”

The cloak burst into pieces. If the figure hadn’t immediately cut off the cloak from from his body, his left arm would have suffered the same fate.

Standing in the empty air, the figure glared fiercely at Olivia.

Strong. But still human.

They didn’t possess the brute resilience of Agares or Belphegor. A dagger could pierce through Olivia’s delicate flesh in an instant.


Olivia knew this too. In fact, what she guarded against most was not the two Dragon Lords or The Revolutionary, but the Dark Lord.

Extreme toxicity embedded in the dagger.

If you even just brush your body against that, this fight will end then and there.

“I should have finished it right there.”

She didn’t expect the Dark Lord to throw off the cloak so quickly.

Before coming here, she had said something to Melina. Not to worry. That nothing would happen.

Looking at the current situation, there seemed to be no way out. It would end like this unless there was some dramatic change. She knew this from experiencing countless situations.

Facing six was a stretch from the beginning.

-Then just kill them.

Almost instinctively, that thought invaded Olivia’s mind.

The next moment.

Slash!

A noise unsuited for battle resounded. In the sudden turn of events, the Dark Lord’s face momentarily showed surprise.

“What…?”

It was Olivia. Her right cheek was flushed. She had slapped herself.

Olivia glared fiercely at the Dark Lord.

“What the hell did you do to me?”

Olivia’s face turned grim. She had never experienced this kind of hallucination. It was more like the whisper of demons than a hallucination.

But she was a Archmage. No demon, not even a Demon king, could dare to invade her mind.

Why.

She thought it was due to numerous debuffs making her body heavy, but it wasn’t.

Her joints didn’t move as she wished. A sensation of being controlled.

Olivia exerted all her strength to resist the alien sensation.

Crackle!

The chill spread again. But compared to when she had the ancient staff, the power was much weaker.

The endless magic, as the Dragon Lords consumed the ambient mana, began to show its limits.

There was no sensation in her arms. Her robes were torn in places, stained with blood.

It was a desperate situation.

There was a reason Olivia had set a limit to three Regressor.

She knew because she had fought hundreds, even thousands of times.

Without causing harm, she could only subdue two. The moment she faced three, whether it be an eyeball, an arm, or a leg. She had to sacrifice a part of her body to win.

Defeat was inevitable in this fight. But.

At least she didn’t plan to die today.

Despite the vicious life force in the regressor’s every attack, Olivia never doubted this fact.

[The owner of Clue #9 is the ‘White Dragon Lord.’]

She dodged, burst, and shattered. With each passing moment, wounds increased all over her body, and her senses dulled.

Dark Lord precisely digs into the gap created by Olivia’s magic, which has lost her concentration.

Stab!

The sharp dagger pierced Olivia’s abdomen. Olivia pulled as much magic as she could muster to barely escape from the Dark Lord. Along with a burning pain, the wounded area turned purple.

Blood poured out.

Her vision faded in an instant.

Olivia conjured flames to seal the wound. While she managed to stop the bleeding, it was only a temporary fix.

Yikes!

As the venom surged through her veins towards her heart, it felt like her heart would burst. Ears, eyes, nose, mouth… blood was flowing from every hole in her body.

But Olivia wasn’t just going to take it lying down.

“…Just one more.”

Though she allowed the attack of the venom, she still managed to buy time to cast a grand spell.

Blood streaming down her forehead, running down the wall next to her.

The sight of Olivia staggering made the Karsian cheer. If she was addicted to the Hydra’s venom, it was only a matter of time before she brought Olivia down. Losing control of her magic more and more, there would come a point where she wouldn’t be able to use magic at all.

[Well done…!]

Chills!

Suddenly, Karsian felt a chill down her spine.

Tsutsutsutsutsutsuk!

Around Olivia, a significant amount of magic was gathering.

“…She must be poisoned for sure?!”

Olivia reached out a hand, twisting her fist as if wringing out a cloth.

A sinister smile crept onto Olivia’s face. Karsian shouted urgently.

[Hurry, stop…!]

“It’s already too late.”

Kwaddaddaddadduk!

Space twisted along Olivia’s touch. Karsian’s bones shattered and bulging eyes seemed about to burst as if her body was wrung out like a cloth, blood vessels bursting throughout her body.

[Kyaaaah-!]

As Karsian’s consciousness faded, Olivia also halted her magic.

[The owner of Clue #10 is the ‘Red Dragon Lord’.]

“What a sight… Ugh!”

Olivia hastily covered her mouth. Blood was flowing backward. Blood spurted like a fountain through her fingers.

[Currently suffering from ‘Hydra’s Venom’ poisoning.]

At most, three minutes, no. One minute. Perhaps even less.

Olivia forced her squeaking body to stand. But even that was brief. The next moment, her head fell to the ground as if it were a lie.


‘Just one more…’

Consciousness faded. The red-tinged vision swallowed by darkness.

Almost simultaneously, Olivia’s form plummeted. Red-stained white hair fluttered weakly in the wind.

[You have been subdued by regressors who are hostile to you.]

[Upon survival, the quest will be completed.]



 
  
    Chapter 123: ‘Someone’ who is stronger


[‘Counter-Subdue’ is activated.]

[You obtain Clue #10.]

.

.

.

[The owner of Clue #11 is the ‘Serial Killer’.]

***

“So, what you need to do is…”

Melina, who was teaching Olivia’s disciples, opened her eyes wide.

Her hands wouldn’t stop trembling.

Noticing her unusual behavior, the disciples asked,

“…Gold Tower Lord?”

Melina didn’t answer. No, she couldn’t answer.

She urgently pulled out the pendant hanging from her chest. The pendant had a sapphire that resembled Olivia’s blue eyes.

Crack.

Melina looked at the sapphire with surprised eyes. The sapphire wasn’t just cracked; it was shattering into fragments.

This was no ordinary pendant. It was an artifact linked to Olivia’s life force.

The hand holding the pendant trembled violently.

“Ah, ah…”

Melina was someone who knew more about Olivia’s secrets than anyone else.

She knew that Olivia had returned, and that she had experienced countless cycles.

She even knew that Olivia had repeated noble sacrifices over an eternity-like period.

She knew everything.

So, she couldn’t help but watch Olivia’s actions.

Olivia would choose her own destruction over watching the world perish.

[I’ll be back in a day. I promise.]

The strength left her hand holding the pendant. Tears filled her eyes.

[If you take me as your disciple…]

[Master.]

Melina sank to her knees in the snowfield.

***

The Demon God.

The final boss of Lactea, and the only entity Olivia couldn’t face alone.

Agares, a fervent follower of the Demon God, had said this upon seeing Olivia:

[The Demon God will be watching you.]

At first, she only intended to be cautious.

After all, the day of the Demon God’s resurrection was set, and there was still plenty of time left until that day.

But.

From some day on, I began to feel a sense of alienation in my body. It was beyond just a tightening of the skin, it felt like threads were connected to my joints.

It was quite similar to the sensation I felt when I went into the clue and controlled ‘Olivia’s’ body.

When using the clue, I feel as if the sensation of the body revives sequentially from the tip of the toes to the head. Of course, that moment is so brief that if you don’t consciously recognize it, you wouldn’t notice it at all…

Anyway, after that brief moment passes, the consciousness completely shifts here.

You can control the body as you wish.

And the sensation I feel now was exactly the reverse of that.

Only after experiencing that sensation did Olivia realize that something was wrong.

‘…Someone is trying to take over my body.’

The realization of the gravity of the situation came right after being poisoned by the Hydra.

Consciousness was about to fade away in an instant. The murmuring voice in my head became more violent and exuded a chilling ominousness.

Something was wriggling from beyond consciousness.

Starting from the fingertips, the sense of touch was slowly disappearing.

Of course, there was no energy left to worry about the body being taken over right now.

I was about to die immediately.

Although three of the returnees were subdued, the remaining three were intact. On the other hand, Olivia’s body was in shambles, to say the least.

Escaping was impossible.

‘…If that’s the case.’

Feeling something wriggling beyond consciousness, Olivia bit her lip.

Whatever it was, it was impossible to get out of here alive.

With no magic power and stamina soon to hit rock bottom due to the Hydra’s poison.

Death was a matter of time.

At that moment.

[The demon god will watch over you.]

A single idea flashed through my mind.

It was highly risky, but there was no other choice.

I don’t know what consequences today’s choice will bring. But…

This is the only way.

“Oliviaaaaaa!”

Beyond the fading consciousness, Kiel’s shout was heard. There was no way to respond.

The body was falling in real-time. There was no energy left to answer.

Feeling the distant sensation of falling, Olivia spoke to the ‘someone’ trying to take over her body.

‘Do you want my body?’

There was no response like before. But Olivia didn’t care.

‘Then, take it.’

Crack!

As soon as permission was given, there was a sound like something breaking deep in consciousness.

It was as if someone deep within consciousness was rejoicing.

Thinking of the ‘someone’, Olivia smiled bitterly.

I didn’t know whether this ‘someone’ was a demon or another high-dimensional being.

But one thing was certain.

If ‘someone’ took over the consciousness of this body, I would be able to escape from this place.


‘…They must be stronger than me.’

In that case, what would happen to the regressors? Would they die?

They probably wouldn’t die. Even if the one taking over the body was a demon, with this tattered body, escaping from this place would be the best they could do.

I couldn’t predict what would happen later, but for now, this was the best option.

The speed of the fall increased. My consciousness was also being sucked into a deep void.

The promise I made with Melina came to mind.

[I will be back within a day. I promise.]

I wouldn’t be able to return within a day. But I was determined to keep the promise of returning no matter what.

Just before my consciousness was about to be completely submerged, I used all my strength to lift my eyelids.

And in my mind, I recalled the screen I had faced more than a thousand times.

[Reward for obtaining 7 clues.]

[Reward for obtaining 8 clues.]

[Reward for obtaining 9 clues.]

.

.

.

[Special reward for obtaining 10 clues.]

Zzzzzt!

As soon as I recognized the words, the movement of space and time began to slow down.

Was it a consideration to give me time to check the rewards?

Olivia, who confirmed the details of the rewards, chuckled.

‘…Ahaha!’

I didn’t know who it was, but they always provided exactly what I needed.

The general rewards were nothing special.

[You can now use clues without direct contact.]

[Clue usage time is doubled.]

[Preliminary quest (2) of the main quest is now unlocked.]

However, the special reward was different.

[Special Reward]

[Prevention of consciousness annihilation.]

-Your consciousness will not disappear under any circumstances.

This meant that normally, my consciousness would have been annihilated the moment I lost control of my body.

It was a relief. Even if my body was taken by the demon, my current consciousness would never disappear.

As long as my consciousness remained, there would inevitably come a time when I could seize an opportunity.

At the moment I resolved this, a message was heard.

[A special quest has arrived!]

Without hesitation, Olivia checked the message.

+

-Clear condition: ???

-Time limit: –

-Reward: Reacquire control of the body.

-Failure: Annihilation of consciousness.

+

A quest with hardly any disclosed information. There wasn’t even a clear condition listed. But Olivia was instead relieved. To regain the body from someone stronger, of course, the difficulty had to be this high.

“At least the time limit is unlimited.”

[Upon accepting the quest, your consciousness will be transferred to a different timeline.]

A notification window appeared, urging Olivia. She instinctively knew she had little time left.

Zzt, zzt, zzt!

The slowed spacetime gradually returned to its normal speed, causing Olivia’s body to rapidly approach the ground. The height was too great for the frail body of a wizard to withstand.

[If you do not accept within 5 seconds, you will die.]

She didn’t know which timeline she would be transferred to, but it seemed better than dying in five seconds.

“…I accept.”

Soon after, Olivia’s consciousness faded away.

Thud.

Olivia’s body crashed to the ground.

Through the rising clouds of dust, Olivia, bleeding and collapsed, could be seen. The Dark Lord watched for a while, and only after confirming that Olivia had lost consciousness, did he approach her.

There was no pulse. Her heart was beating weakly, but at this rate, it would stop within seconds.

“….”

He didn’t regret it. What they had done was rightful vengeance. Olivia had betrayed and deceived them. She had committed annihilation that no human should. She was merely reaping what she had sown.

But why did it not feel satisfying at all?

“…Are you going to kill her?”

Elias, who had returned to his human form, spoke in a voice laden with fatigue.

Though his physical wounds had been healed by the blessing of the World Tree, the mental exhaustion from repeated battles remained.

“….”

The Dark Lord hesitated for one reason. It was because of what the princess had said.

[If possible, bring her back alive.]


Olivia did not deserve a peaceful death.

“I would kill her.”

Elias spoke up. He had realized during the battle that if they didn’t kill Olivia now, there wouldn’t be another chance.

The Dark Lord shook his head. Originally, he had intended to kill her, but given the situation, he decided against it for now.

“We’ll put a magic restraint on her and detain her. Without her magic, Olivia is no different from a regular person.”



 
  
    Chapter 124: Where am I?


“Hahaha! Hehe, hahaha……!”

At the sound of laughter coming from somewhere, Dark Lord turned his head.

There, Kiel was.

He was laughing like a madman, tears streaming down his face.

Kiel’s eyes had long lost focus.

In his past life, he had only known Olivia as a demon. But look at those bastards.

“In fact, we were the demons.”

He couldn’t stop laughing.

From the beginning, the fault was theirs.

They had blamed Olivia without even knowing.

“You know nothing.”

Even though he thought he had realized something, it wasn’t even that.

“I was a monster.”

They were killed because they were worth killing, and they were destroyed because they were worth destroying.

If Olivia was guilty of anything, it was only for treating trash like him as human.

“Hehehe! Ha, hahaha…….”

Dark Lord glared at Kiel with an annoyed expression. It wasn’t pleasant to see a once-called hero caught in madness.

Dark Lord searched his pockets and took out an antidote. Regardless, he didn’t plan to kill Olivia immediately.

After giving him the antidote, refilling his mana restraints, and treating his body.

Chills.

Feeling shivers running down his spine, Dark Lord quickly turned his head.

“Hmm.”

A woman with crimson eyes was there. She smiled seductively and slowly opened her mouth.

“This is unexpected.”

The moment he heard her voice, he shuddered.

“I heard you were a powerful being who subdued the Eastern and Western Dukes in one breath……”

Even though the woman approached him, Dark Lord couldn’t move his body.

Since encountering the Great Demons in the South, he had immediately started investigating them.

The Western Duke, Belphegor.

The Southern Duke, Baphomet.

The Eastern Duke, Agares.

And the Northern Duke, Asmodeus.

“Who would have thought you’d fall to mere mortals.”

The woman in front of him.

Was the Demon known as Asmodeus.

Dark Lord’s judgment was quick. The moment he confirmed his opponent was a Great Demon, he didn’t hesitate for a moment and drew his dagger.

Thunk.

“You’re quite impulsive.”

Asmodeus said while grabbing the Dark Lord’s arm. Feeling the immense strength from his wrist, the Dark Lord opened his eyes wide.

He could sense it immediately. Asmodeus was stronger and faster than anyone he had ever encountered, incomparable to Agares.

“Don’t be too tense. I didn’t come here to kill you.”

Asmodeus let go of the Dark Lord’s wrist as if to prove her point. She gave a sly smile and gestured towards Olivia lying on the ground.

“I only want that one human.”

Asmodeus approached Olivia with light steps. Until she stopped in front of Olivia, no one could stop her.

The Dark Lord caressed his swollen wrist, pondering dozens of thoughts.

‘The opponent is the strongest among Great Demons. While we are only three. Can we win?’

‘If Elias stands up and the revolutionary catches attention…’

‘If I aim for the back.’

According to the reseach, a tremendous amount of souls is needed for a Great Demons to descend into the human realm. That meant Asmodeus had sacrificed at least thousands, even possibly tens of thousands of souls.

Asmodeus couldn’t have killed all those souls alone.

‘…..Do she have any followers?’

If so, it was highly likely that Asmodeus wasn’t alone in this place right now.

The Dark Lord decided to step back for now.

“Truly, a beautiful face…”

Asmodeus’s hand touched Olivia’s cheek. Just as she was about to bring her finger, stained with blood, to her lips, Dark Lord’s eyes flashed, piercing Asmodeus’s throat.

“Don’t cross the line.”

“Hmm? I thought you were an enemy… Was it a test of strength? Unfortunately…”

Asmodeus smiled as she looked at the dagger piercing her throat. Then, as if to demonstrate, she grabbed the dagger and slashed her throat horizontally.

The wound healed terrifyingly fast as the dagger fell to the ground.

“Still, this feels a bit unpleasant. Be careful next time.”

Saying that, Asmodeus had already moved behind the Dark Lord.

Asmodeus whispered in Dark Lord’s ear.

“I’ll let you off this time.”

Her nails brushed past Dark Lord’s throat.

Watching the startled Dark Lord, Asmodeus suppressed a laugh. Despite being human, he had exceptional skills in hiding emotions, but Asmodeus could tell.

***

The Dark Lord fears himself.

Though it seems the Dark Lord himself denies it.

“Anyway…”

Asmodeus lowered her head and stared at Olivia.

A human with a truly tantalizing soul.

Even she, who has lived for the longest time among the Great Demons, almost lost her reason for a moment and almost pounced.

That’s how tempting her soul was.

Even the mere thought of tasting it again made her mouth water.

It would surely be delicious, but since she couldn’t indulge, her mouth only watered.

If it had been the Demon Lord who ordered her to bring Olivia, Asmodeus would have betrayed the Demon Lord without a moment’s hesitation and taken Olivia.

But since the one who gave the order was higher than the Demon Lord, she had no choice but to obey.

Asmodeus calmly breathed and slung Olivia over one shoulder.

“Is now the only time to stop me?”


At the almost provocation, a glint flashed in Elias’s eyes.

Thud, thud, thud.

Pebbles around Elias rose into the air. But even that was momentary; soon, deep silence settled.

Elias snorted and turned away.

“…Hmph.”

“My my.”

“For heaven’s sake. I should’ve killed you ages ago. I knew this would happen.”

Seeing Elias like that, Asmodeus widened her eyes.

Not just any dragon, but the Red Dragon Elias, bending his pride.

“Surely you haven’t been tamed by human hands? Have you?”

“Don’t play dumb. Get lost.”

Elias spat out in an annoyed voice. If he were at full strength, he might not know, but now that his dragon heart partly disabled, if they fought, it would be a defeat.

“…Until you lower your tail.”

“If you blabber one more time, I’ll tear your mouth apart.”

“How obedient. I wonder what you’re capable of with this flesh.”

“Probably offering sacrifices or lusting for souls. The reason I’m giving Olivia away is because you’re a Great Demon.”

If the opponent had tried to save Olivia, she would have stopped them by any means necessary.

But what was in front of him was a Great Demon among Demons.

Regardless, Olivia’s death would be the same.

Even if he spared her, only greater agony than death awaited her.

Asmodeus’s eyebrows twitched at Elias’s words.

Even she, who had toyed with the emotions of countless beings over thousands of years, couldn’t discern the intentions of the regressors.

Was it hatred?

No, it was a much more complex emotion than that.

Incompatible emotions were tangled and entwined.

“I’m getting more curious about what kind of human this woman was… more and more.”

Perhaps that’s why she was chosen.

Hiss!

Darkness rose around Asmodeus. It was trying to return to the demon realm.

With Olivia slung over her, she smiled broadly.

“Since you’ve stepped back obediently, let me tell you something I know.”

Asmodeus’s form dispersed into darkness.

“When we meet again, there will be quite an interesting event waiting for you.”

You can look forward to it.

***

Consciousness flows into the abyss.

It feels completely different from when using clues.

How much time has passed? Just as I began to feel like I was losing consciousness, Olivia barely managed to catch her breath.

…Wait. Breath?

[Transition complete.]

“Cough!”

Experiencing excruciating pain, Olivia managed to rise from her bed with great difficulty.

A stiff sensation.

She had thought she would just drift in a state of consciousness, but it seemed that wasn’t the case after all.

Olivia looked around with a tense expression.

“…Where am I again?”

It was stated that consciousness would transition to another dimension. Even though she didn’t know where, the dimension she was currently in must have been one of the countless episodes Olivia had experienced.

Fortunately, the surroundings were not in ruins.

The roads were neatly paved, and people bustled about lively.

Fortunately, it seemed that the Great Demons hadn’t arrived yet.

If they did, no matter how much they called it an empire, the roads wouldn’t be in such good condition.

Olivia first checked her status window.

Level 100. Her Level was the same.

Though some items hid traces, they were within the permissible range.

“Judging by the level, it doesn’t seem like the newbie days.”

From when she first started Lactea until now. She had died countless times.

She died to Kiel, to Melina, to the Great Demons numerous times, and even to the Demon Lord and the Demon God.

Not only did she fail to reach level 100, but she also died countless times without even achieving the title of Archmage.

If she had transitioned to such a ‘failed’ episode, she might have truly despaired.

Thankfully.

Olivia moved slowly. For now, there was a need to gather information.

What kind of place is this, exactly?

The first thing Olivia paid attention to was the layout of the city. There was nothing missing in terms of architecture, water sources, environment, or infrastructure. It felt like she was looking at pre-modern Europe.

Even Olivia, who was as clueless as ever in these fields, had to admit it was a perfect layout.

This made her even more confused. Neither the Empire nor even the Free City of Mikabel, was at this level.

-Clear Condition: ???


Just in case, she checked, but the clear condition didn’t seem to be revealed.

“…Surely they don’t expect me to defeat the Demon God here too?”

Even if so, it seemed a bit too much.

Olivia tried to calm her trembling heart.

Now, she couldn’t even dare to guess what kind of episode this was. Even when she tried to recall her memories, it was the same.



 
  
    Chapter 125: Imperial Year 1013


At that time, I felt a presence right behind me.

It felt like facing a well-honed sword. The intensity of the presence was incomparable to the knights wandering the streets.

No. No matter which regressor was brought, none could emanate a stronger presence than this.

Olivia swallowed dryly and turned her head.

A huge greatsword. Black hair that seemed to swallow the darkness, and even darker eyes.

Simultaneously, an inexplicable sense of relief washed over her.

It was Kiel.

“Finally found you.”

There was no hostility in his eyes. But there was no familiarity either.

‘Wait a minute.’

The absence of hostility was certainly a good sign, but the lack of familiarity was a bad one.

Olivia hurriedly checked Kiel’s status window.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Level: 100

-Class: Sword Saint

-Affection: 10

-Titles: Slayer of the Demon King, Seeker of the Sword, Dragon Slayer, Grand Duke

At the same time, a high-pitched sound escaped from Olivia’s mouth.

“…What?”

Even if you are a person who has played thousands or tens of thousands of games, there are times when you feel helpless.

“Great Sage Olivia. His Majesty the Emperor has summoned you. Proceed to the palace at once.”

When the future becomes something unknown.

‘…Wait a minute.’

This was a world after the Demon King had been defeated.

As the game Lactea gained popularity and various builds to reach the ending were researched, a strategy emerged like a comet.

-Do we really need to gather all the main NPCs?

The main NPCs were certainly strong enough to be used as immediate power even in the latter part of the story, but that didn’t mean they were easy to handle.

Being at the pinnacle of their fields, each one of them was highly proud.

-No matter how you think about it, it’s impossible to gather all the main NPCs.

So the strategy that emerged was as follows:

-Increase the affection of only the princess among the main NPCs, and leave the rest. Considering the later stages, the Saintess and Kiel are also important, but the Saintess will come to help on her own, so it doesn’t matter. And once Aria becomes the Emperor, you can use the other NPCs as you please.

The player supports Aria to become the Emperor and then delegates all non-combat areas to her.

Olivia had also referred to this strategy in the past.

“…”

Olivia thought.

I instinctively realized which episode I am currently in, it was the epilogue.

[Kiel Rothschild]

-Affection: 10

The reason Kiel’s Affection was so average was because Olivia had already become Aria’s closest, which meant she could gain command authority without necessarily getting close to Kiel.

Clang.

Ignoring the clattering sound of Kiel’s armor as he walked ahead, Olivia pondered what the clear conditions might be.

[Special Quest – Regaining control of the body]

-Clear Conditions: ???

‘…What exactly am I supposed to do here?’

After all, the Demon God of this world was already dead.

Given that, the only thing that came to mind was raising Affection…

“What were you doing in such an outlying area?”

Kiel spoke in passing.

The moment she heard his extremely businesslike tone, she once again realized what her relationship with Kiel was.

“Do you know how long Her Majesty the Emperor has been looking for you?”

The Emperor he referred to was undoubtedly Aria. The former Emperor had been killed by the Demon sect led by Agares.

Olivia cautiously opened her mouth.

“Um…what year is it in imperial reckoning right now?”

“…It’s 1013.”

Kiel spoke with an expression full of disdain.

But Olivia didn’t get angry at him. She was too shocked by the number 1013.

‘Wait…1013?’

The year of the Demon God’s descent was exactly 1000 in the imperial calendar, meaning 13 years had passed since then.

It was a time period she knew nothing about.

The only thing she knew was that the ending of this cycle was the normal ending.

Their destination was not far away.

In the distance, a massive teleport gate came into view.

“K-Kiel, Your Grace the Grand Duke!”

The wizards saluted in surprised voices. Judging by the color of their robes, they seemed to be from the Blue Tower.

“…Blue Tower?”

“The Great Sage too!”

Ignoring the embarrassing title, Olivia asked the mage who appeared to be their leader.

“Why is the Blue Tower managing the teleport gate? Wasn’t it originally handled by the Gold Tower?”

After all, the Gold Tower traditionally managed time and space.

It was possible that this area fell under the jurisdiction of the Blue Tower, but still, the senior official should be wearing a gold robe symbolizing the Gold Tower.

“The Gold Tower… you say?

The Blue Tower wizard’s face grew strange. He watched Kiel’s reaction before slowly opening his mouth.

“Well…Great Sage. It’s been over 15 years since the Gold Tower collapsed.”

At the wizard’s words, Olivia faltered.

“…Then what about Melina, the God of the Gold Tower?”

“She also passed away 15 years ago.”

“…By poison?”

“Yes, if I may say so, I heard that the demon’s minions used the hydra’s poison.”

Olivia closed her mouth. Seeing Olivia’s unfamiliar demeanor, Kiel narrowed his eyes and looked at her.


…Melina is dead?

Her heart sank instantly. If that were the case, it made sense that the teleportation gate was managed by another magic tower. Without Melina, the Gold Tower could be replaced by any other magic tower.

Olivia suddenly felt uneasy.

Melina was probably not the only person missing in this round.

Kiel frowned and spoke.

“You are…truly strange today.”

“…Really?”

“Maybe it’s because it’s been a while, but you seem like a different person.”

Even as he spoke, Kiel seemed taken aback by his own words and shook his head.

“Don’t show that side of you in front of Her Majesty the Emperor. Even though you are close to Her Majesty, there are still lines that should not be crossed.”

At Kiel’s gesture, the mages hurriedly activated the magic circle.

“Shall I set the coordinates to the capital?”

“Yes, do so.”

The magic circle emitted light. With a distant sense of buoyancy, the light enveloped Olivia’s body. When she opened her eyes again, a familiar landscape awaited her.

Before she could adjust to the suddenly changed environment, someone appeared.

It was a wizard who seemed to belong to the imperial palace.

“Duke Kiel and Great Sage Olivia. We received word in advance and were waiting. Was there any inconvenience in using the teleportation?”


“None.”

“That’s a relief. Now, please follow me.”

The imperial palace mage bowed politely. Despite holding a significant position, there was not a hint of hesitation in his bow.

After always facing hostile gazes, meeting eyes filled with pure reverence felt very unfamiliar.

“Indeed, it is you.”



 
  
    Chapter 126: You’re not that kind of person.


Walking side by side down the imperial palace corridor, Kiel spoke as if poking.

“You never liked being looked at with reverence. We can dismiss the possibility of you being an imposter.”

“That’s harsh.”

“Well. It’s not like you have much right to talk after disappearing right after defeating the demon.”

At the word ‘disappearing,’ Olivia’s eyes widened.

“…Disappeared? I did?”

Kiel frowned, seemingly surprised by her reaction.

“Are you going to deny that you disappeared?”

“No, that’s not what I mean…”

“If you don’t want to hurt Her Majesty, don’t make such excuses.”

Olivia closed her mouth.

It wasn’t because Kiel’s words hit the mark.

Someone was approaching, parting the lined-up guards.

A neatly cut gold bob reaching the shoulders. Eyes the same color as Olivia’s. Old memories flashed through Olivia’s mind as she froze on the spot.

-My brothers are capable. No matter who takes the throne, they will be able to develop the empire more than before.

-What if I take the throne? That will never happen, but…if it does, I’ll have to unify the continent first. If we develop too quickly, future generations will suffer, so I think I’ll be satisfied with advancing civilization by just about a century.

A dignified blonde woman stopped in front of Olivia. Though she had changed a bit over the years, there was no doubt about it.

“It’s been so long…”

Aria, known as the Empress of Iron Blood, wore a bitter expression.

“It’s been 10 years. Were we the kind of people who would part without a word?”

“…”

“Answer me.”

Olivia couldn’t reply.

She didn’t know what to say.

Lactea was a game that had no epilogue. Once you defeated the Demon God, the game would end immediately, and the only thing that greeted the player was the notification: [Would you like to start a new playthrough?]

In a situation like this, even Olivia couldn’t help but hesitate to find an answer.

After a long while, Olivia finally managed to speak.

“…Sorry.”

All she could offer was a textbook apology.

“At least you know to be sorry.”

Aria laughed incredulously.

There was no way all grudges could be resolved with just one word. Nonetheless, there was an understanding.

Their relationship was that close.

A relationship where even disappearing without a word could be understood as having one’s reasons.

Simultaneously, a notification window popped up.

[Aria Lactea]

-Level: 42

-Class: Emperor

-Affection: 100

-Titles: Ruler of the Continent, Iron-Blooded Monarch, Friend of the Great Sage, Taster of Swordsmanship, Taster of Magic, Master of Shadow Arts…

Why did all this information make her heart feel heavy?

“…”

Aria waved her hand gently, and the guards bowed their heads and left.

“Duke Kiel. You may leave as well.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

The office door closed.

“Fine. I won’t ask why you disappeared without a word and only returned now. Since your life’s purpose was to stop the Demon God, it’s not unreasonable for a period of wandering to follow achieving that purpose.”

But ten years was too long, Aria added.

“Still, as your only friend, I need a definitive answer.”

“…Definitive answer?”

“Are you going to do more, or are you going to be satisfied and end it here?”

“…What?”

Aria narrowed her eyes.

“Are you still going to pretend you don’t know?”

“I really don’t understand what you’re talking about…”

“Regression.”

Olivia froze on the spot.

Aria, as if she had expected it, slowly caught her breath.

Her face was now indescribably bitter compared to before.

“I won’t ask which number it is. But…”

The princess, no, the emperor Aria said.

“I want you to end it here.”

She was too capable.

This is the last record of this episode.

“Finding it out wasn’t difficult.”

Aria said.

“After a few conversations, you can tell what kind of insight the other person is using. Insight from experience, pure intuition, insight from vast information… and the [insight] you used was mostly the first kind.”

Insight from experience.

But that means Olivia has already fought the Great Demon before.

“At first, I thought it was my mistake. I thought you might have experienced something similar in the past. But as years passed, my mistake gradually turned into certainty.”

Aria snapped her fingers lightly. Thud! The guards appeared beyond the door.

“You called!”

“Go bring Grand Duke Kiel.”

“Yes!”

Before Aria, a chessboard had appeared.

“While we wait, how about a game of chess for old times’ sake?”

Chess.

Memories of playing chess to build a friendship with Aria during academy days came to mind.

“Of course, if you had planned to hide it, I wouldn’t have noticed. Ah, now it’s your turn.”


“…Did I give that away?”

“Hehe, even now you are.”

Aria narrowed her eyes as if amused. In the past, Olivia had been a step above her.

Never having lost a chess game before, she was utterly taken aback when she was overwhelmingly defeated by her.

How much effort she put in to beat Olivia.

But now, that was a thing of the past.

From start to finish, Olivia couldn’t read Aria’s moves and was dragged along.

“Checkmate.”

“…Ugh.”

“This is what I mean. It shows unconsciously.”

No matter how long it’s been since she last played chess, a master doesn’t become a novice.

A Archmage doesn’t stop being a Archmage just because they stop casting spells.

Olivia pressed her lips together. She understood what Aria was trying to say.

“Do you know how many possible moves there are in a chess game? 400 at the first move, 19,000 at the second, and over a billion at the third. Of course, no matter how much of a genius you are, habits narrow those moves down exponentially, but…”


“…”

Aria’s blue eyes held a deep sadness.

“But hundreds of times.”

Her hands, clearing the chessboard, trembled slightly.

“Of course, I don’t think you would turn back time just to win a game of chess. You’re not that kind of person. But…”



 
  
    Chapter 127: A Grand Duke Kiel


Aria hesitated for a long while.

“I am… scared.”

Aria muttered.

“I don’t know how you can still smile like that, how many scars are hidden behind that smile… I can’t know. I can’t…”

Aria swallowed her words in sips.

“The word perfection itself is a contradiction. Especially for humans like us.”

“…What are you trying to say?”

“Please… be satisfied here. Even if it’s not perfect, please be satisfied with this outcome. Please… I beg you.”

The time only Olivia remembers.

Decades of time and all efforts turn into a handful of dust and disappear.

“…”

Aria was afraid.

Olivia couldn’t answer.

Because this cycle is just one of the countless cycles she has already been through.

Even if she decides to stop here, it doesn’t change the fact that thousands of cycles will lead to annihilation.

So, Olivia decided to change the subject.

“…Why did you call Duke Kiel?”

“…”

Aria was silent for a moment. Various emotions swirled in her eyes.

“Aria?”

Olivia calls Aria once more. Aria, who had been silent, shakes her head.

She had read Olivia’s determination in the emotions contained in her voice.

“In the end…”

It wasn’t as if she hadn’t seen this coming.

She had been so startled to hear that Olivia, the greatest hero who had restored stability to the continent and defeated the demon, had disappeared.

It was around then that her suspicion that Olivia had regressed became a certainty.

The demon was dead, and the world had regained peace.

Even when everyone had relaxed, thinking it was finally time to rest, Olivia did not.

For her, the demon’s death was not the end but merely part of the process.

Many people had died. The master of the Golden Tower had died, the academy students had died, and the southern citizens had died.

Everyone honored their sacrifice and simultaneously felt sorrow. Aria was also among those who mourned the departed.

On the day the Emperor was assassinated and she fled from the Imperial Palace, she cried so much.

But Aria wiped away her tears and stood up the very next day.

Because death could not be reversed by crying all day long.

But Olivia was different.

She could reverse it. She could undo countless deaths.

Therefore, because of that, Olivia couldn’t let go of their deaths.

Knock, knock.

Kiel politely knocked on the door.

Only then did the heavy silence disperse.

“…Come in.”

“Your Majesty, I heard you called for me.”

“I called you to ask one thing.”

“I will answer to the best of my ability.”

Kiel bowed politely. Aria looked back and forth between Kiel and Olivia before slowly opening her mouth.

“Grand Duke Kiel, did Olivia ever give you any advice related to swordsmanship?”

***

Back to the reality-

“…Is this man truly the Sword Saint?”

Franz, one of the Four Knights of the Holy Kingdom, stroked his beard as he spoke. The patient lying before him was Kiel, the ‘Sword Saint’ he had only heard about in rumors. When they first found him in the Great Forest of Euran, he was half-ruined and sprawled out.

Thanks to Rebekah personally treating him, he was fortunately saved, but he still hadn’t regained consciousness.

“Saintess, shouldn’t we inform others that the Sword Saint is here? If we’re not careful, this could escalate into a diplomatic issue with the Empire.”

“No, we can’t. The Empire…cannot be trusted.”

Rebekah was resolute.

There was a time when she had considered renouncing her position as Saintess because she couldn’t forgive Olivia.

But not anymore.

‘…The one who needed forgiveness was not my sister, but me.’

She recalls the now-faded memories of the past. The memories of entering the Water’s Demon Realm with Olivia.

The King who was there had said this:

[Think carefully about why the Archmage repeated that long life over and over.]

Finding Kiel had been a coincidence.

A report came in identifying strong demonic energy near the Great Forest, and Rebekah volunteered for the investigation team dispatched by the Holy Kingdom.

It was to gain experience related to demons.

And there, in the midst of the remnants of a brutal battle, she found Kiel.

Hearing footsteps beyond the tent, Rebekah turned her head. The priests who entered immediately reported their findings.

“I will report the results of the investigation. There are three high-level magic formations we couldn’t interpret, one sword mark, one trace of a long-range weapon piercing, and spirit energy…”

“Just get to the point.”

“…Yes. We assume there were eight people present here. The demonic energy, however, seems to have been inscribed only after the battle had ended.”

Although Rebekah couldn’t identify who the eight people were, she could infer that Olivia and Kiel were among them.

[The Archmage might be considering the possibility of her own downfall. Gathering strong individuals like you is probably for the same reason.]

The remaining six must have also been ‘strong individuals’ who had known Olivia in their past lives.

Consumed by overwhelming hatred, they had gathered here to hunt Olivia.

They couldn’t be entirely blamed. After all, when Rebekah first saw Olivia, she too had drawn her holy spear.

Rebekah turned her gaze to Kiel. While the other strong individuals had vanished without a trace, Kiel lay collapsed on the spot.

That could only mean one thing.

Duke Kiel was on Olivia’s side.

If so, where had Olivia disappeared to?

Rebekah bit her lip.

‘If only I had arrived three days earlier…’


“Saintess, there’s something you need to check.”

“What is it?”

“We have no way of determining which demon left these traces…”

As Rebekah disappeared outside the tent, Kiel slowly opened his eyes.

His vacant pupils reflected the greatsword propped broken against the wall.

The beloved sword he had used for over a dozen years. Yet Kiel felt nothing as he looked at the pitifully damaged sword.

It wasn’t because his mind had shattered.


Though his eyes were open, his mind was still wandering in a dream.

He had a strange dream.

“……”

In the dream, he was a grand duke.

This was the last record of this episode.



 
  
    Chapter 128: A world where the future is unknown


It had been several minutes since Duke Kiel displayed his swordsmanship in front of Aria.

The level of swordsmanship was so high that even if you brought in a child who didn’t know anything about swordsmanship, he would immediately realize that the man in front of him was a person who had reached the pinnacle of swordsmanship.

The stage where one simply wielded the sword like an extension of their arm was a thing of the past.

His mind was the sword, and the sword was him.

There was no hesitation in his attacks. It was partly because he was in front of his lord, but it was not simply because of that.

The space was dyed with a deep, silent color.

[‘Sword Saint Kiel’ uses ‘Unity of Body and Sword.’]

Kiel was the sword itself.

Originally, a sword was a weapon whose purpose changed according to the user’s will. The swordsmanship Kiel displayed was for the purpose of protecting someone.

[‘Sword Saint Kiel’ uses ‘Guardian Sword.’]

This was the reason why Olivia had hindered Kiel’s growth during the Annihilation Ending. No matter how skilled Olivia was, she could not break through Kiel at that moment.

Swish.

After finishing his demonstration, Kiel sheathed his greatsword and bowed. Aria, who had been watching with satisfaction, spoke up.

“So, did Olivia teach you that?”

“She gave me some advice on swordsmanship.”

“I see. And was there any advice related to enlightenment?”

“She didn’t say it directly but gave me a clue.”

Aria raised an eyebrow, looking at Olivia as if to say, ‘I told you so.’

“I told you. It was revealed subtly.”

 “She could give you some advice as well.”

“A wizard? To a knight?”

Aria smiled at Olivia, who had regained her composure.

“Well, fortunately.”

“What do you mean?”

“That this is the first time this round that your secret has been revealed.”

Perhaps because Kiel was watching, Aria had been speaking in a refined tone since earlier, which suited her much better.

Of course, it was much more fitting.

“…It could have been an act.”

“No. There’s no way it was an act. It’s a pity I can’t bring out my memories to show you. Your reaction when I mentioned ‘regression’ was… really interesting, to say the least.”

Olivia blinked.

She didn’t expect her to say such words in front of Kiel. Aria chuckled.

“Duke Kiel.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“From now on, erase from your memory of the conversation between me and Olivia.”

“Yes.”

Aria, who had moistened her lips with wine, spoke confidently.

“You don’t need to worry anymore.”

Her tone had returned to normal.

She was really going to treat Kiel as if he were nobody.

It was a bit surprising, but she decided to let it go.

Since it’s already a time frame after the end of Demon God,  nothing would change even if it was discovered that he had returned.

‘It’s not like it’s someone else, it’s just Kiel. It shouldn’t matter.’

Although she didn’t know about other things, if he decided to serve someone, it was because Kiel was a person who served with all his might.

“I might feel a little uncomfortable saying this myself, but I am very, extremely, incomparably clear and competent.”

“I won’t deny that.”

Aria chuckled.

“Then the other ‘me’s you’ll meet in the future will be as competent as I am now.”

“Well, I guess so.”

“Yeah, that’s what I’m trying to say.”

Aria erased her smile and said seriously.

“Ask me for help.”

“…What do you mean?”

“If you’re thinking of starting over from scratch, ask the me from that time for help.”

Aria’s eyes were filled with wisdom.

“If you tell me your secret, ‘I’ can understand. Unlike other people, I’m incredibly competent. If that ‘me’ helps you, you can reach the perfect ending you’re seeking much faster.”

Aria smiled leisurely. But Olivia knew. She was exerting all her strength to hide her sadness and regret.

And that this was the best concession Aria could make.

When there was no immediate response, Aria said with a bitter smile.

“You have plenty of time, so think slowly, and when your thoughts are organized, let’s talk again….”

It was then that an alert window appeared in front of Olivia.

[Special Quest Clear Conditions Opened!]

“…Suddenly?”

Olivia immediately opened the alert window.

+

<Special Quest – Regain Control of the Body>

-Clear Conditions: There are still remnants of the Demon God in this world. Find and completely eliminate the remnants of the Demon God.

-Time Limit: None

-Reward: Return to the original chapter, regain control of the body

-Failure results in consciousness extinction

+

“Demon God’s remnants are here too?”

What exactly does the remnant mean that it remains even after the death of the Demon God?

First of all, the first possibility is literally the ‘remnants of the Demon God’ is that,

It could be a part of the body, or a part of the magic coagulated.

‘But the remnants of the Demon God existed even in the ‘present’ when I was there.’

If so, the first one is dismissed.

The second is…

A cold premonition flashed through her mind.

Olivia frowned for a long time before slowly speaking.


“Aria. Is it true that the Demon God, the demon king, and the four great demons are all dead?”

“If the reports are correct.”

“Let me ask one more thing. When I caught the Demon God, who else was there?”

For a moment, a question mark appeared in Aria’s eyes.

“……There’s no way I forgot. Did you remember something you had forgotten?”

“Similar.”

“It was you, Duke Kiel, Saint Rebekah, and the two weirdos you brought, making a total of five.”

“……Weirdos?”

“Well……I’m starting to get a little scared now. I’m starting to think that maybe what just happened was an act.”

No matter how Olivia was, it was impossible to remember how she conquered all the endings.

Because the members of the ‘Demon God Expedition’ are slightly different every time.

“It’s not an act. Of course, it’s still the same now. I really have something to confirm.”

“Well…….”

Aria hesitated unexpectedly.

And the next moment, Olivia realized why Aria was so hesitant.

Thud.

Aria took out a folder from the drawer.

I thought it would be only a few sheets of paper at best, but surprisingly, it flipped through hundreds of pages easily.

It was a report.

[Report on the two unidentified individuals brought by the Great Sage Olivia]

It was not a normal report. Rather, it was close to a background check.

The reason the folder was thick was simple. Since the disposal of the drinker, they had been periodically monitoring the ‘weirdos.’

[March 27th. Dine at Cléandre Cafe on Machina Route 2 for about 2 hours.]

[April 5th. A gang on 4th Street was found completely dead bodies. It is highly likely that the surveillance target was involved.]

[May 2nd………….]

Aria said as if making an excuse.

“No matter how much you recommended it, as the emperor of the empire, I needed to be on the lookout for dangerous elements like them… … .”

Olivia handed over the folder without saying a word.

“And, I found out who that ‘wierdo’ is.”

Olivia said in a desperate voice.

***

“… Do you know where they are right now?”

Olivia had been busy all day reading the documents Aria had handed over.

The title of the report itself was ‘Report on Two Unidentified Individuals,’ but 90% of it was about one man.

Of course, he wasn’t an ordinary man.

One of the 15 regressors.

‘Serial Killer.’

Surprisingly, he took a place among the five members of the Demon God Expedition.

It’s not that there weren’t such episodes, but it was also true that there weren’t many of them where these Expeditions were mentioned.

In theory, if 15 returners gather together, they can hunt demons without players, but this is only possible under the premise that there is no internal strife.

How many expeditions ended in failure due to fighting among themselves, even before catching the demon?

“But the fact that I brought a Serial Killer means that I have enough Affection to control him…………?

Of course, that wasn’t important now.

No matter how much Affection she had, the fact was that it had been more than ten years since she had dealt with the demon.

Olivia read and reread the pages she had read. What she was looking for was a clear ‘change.’

When a demon takes hold of a human body, its nature changes little by little.

… … What if there were remnants of a demon spirit?

Although it would be nothing more than a collection of pure demonic energy without will, that alone could turn a saint into a villain in an instant.

If a remnant of the demon had taken hold of the body of the ‘Serial Killer,’ it would surely have shown such a change.

[August 7th. Two mercenaries who had quarreled with the surveillance target the day before were found dead. Faint penetrating wounds identified on the skulls.]

But since she originally had no answer, she couldn’t grasp whether this had changed or not.

‘Should I investigate each one?’

Anyway, for a remnant of the demon to take hold, it had to have made contact with the demon at least once.

And the only people who made contact with the demon were the ‘demon expedition.’

***

Back to the reality where Kiel is saved by Rebekah when she found him fainted in the Euran-

Rebekah, who had left to investigate the Demonic magic, returned to the tent with the key only at night.

I don’t know when Kiel came to his senses, but he was sitting on the bed with empty eyes.

“You’re awake.”

There wasn’t much income. She couldn’t pinpoint what kind of demon the opponent was because there were only a few handfuls of demon energy left in the air.


“You…..

“Saint of the Holy Kingdom. My name is Rebekah. Are you Duke Kiel?”

Given this situation, there is only one remaining method.

“I have something I want to ask you.”

Just ask the only witness.
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The story of the incident left Rebekah silent for a while.

“…….Ahh”

She only let out a short sigh.

“Franz, please go and bring me the information related to the Great Demon.”

The moonlight cast a deep shade on Rebekah’s face.

Turning her gaze, Rebekah whispered,

“Go and get it quickly.”

As always, her voice was soft.

Franz swallowed dryly and looked at Rebekah.

“Is there a problem?”

Rebekah’s attire was, as always, neat. Her gestures were calm and orderly.

But her expression was gone.

Seeing the saint who did not smile, Franz felt an unknown fear.

“Nothing is wrong.”

“Then, please go.”

Darker night fell upon the tent.

Outside, it was silent. Not even the usual sound of insects could be heard.

Was it because of the atmosphere, or because even the ignorant bugs were overwhelmed by the heavy mood?

Rebekah stared at the bowed Kiel.

In fact, Kiel knew almost nothing about demons. The only demon he knew was the Great Demon Belphégor from his past life.

So Kiel only said that Olivia was kidnapped by a ‘female Great Demon’ without specifying who.

‘I still… don’t know.’

The reason Rebekah could still keep her composure was because of that.

In her mind, a childhood memory resurfaced.

[Quick, run away now.]

[Mom will be okay.]

[I’ll follow soon.]

As the time waiting for Franz grew longer, so did the anxiety.

It really seemed like Asmodeus’ doing again.

Rebekah took a deep breath. Then, the memory vanished to the other side of her consciousness.

Because the old memory was so vague and faded, it wasn’t difficult to erase it from her mind.

She often realized that forgetting was a blessing from God at times like this.

But.

[How about it, can you save her?]

A memory that couldn’t be forgotten.

[This is a match. Will I take it, or will you keep it?]

A memory that couldn’t be forgotten.

That day, Rebekah lost, and Asmodeus used the stolen body of Olivia to commit countless sins.

She couldn’t let such a thing happen again.

Soon, Franz came back with a thick stack of documents. Rebekah took out exactly one paper from them. It was an illustration of the Great Demon Asmodeus.

It was an illustration drawn by Rebekah herself.

Because she was the only human who had faced Asmodeus and survived.

Rebekah took a short breath and asked,

“Did she look like this?”

Kiel, who had been staring at the illustration for a while, slowly nodded his head.

And then.

Rebekah’s body did not move as if paralyzed. She spoke with a trembling voice.

“Again… Please look again.”

The answer Rebekah wanted did not come.

There was silence.

In the terribly quiet, Rebekah constantly shook her head.

If she didn’t do it like that, it felt like she would collapse right away.

“Please, Duke Kiel… Please look again. It might not be true.”

It must not be.

More strength went into the hand holding the paper. The face of Asmodeus drawn on the paper became more wrinkled and distorted.

“…I’m sorry.”

“Please!”

Saving you wasn’t just to hear apologies.

Because then, it would truly become like losing my sister.

People apologize when they couldn’t protect someone.

Because they know they won’t come back.

No. Please.

Rebekah kept pushing the paper.

But nothing changed.

Rebekah collapsed to the floor, bursting into tears.

“It hurts.”

Her heart ached. She couldn’t breathe.

“Ah… Ah…”

She clenched the floor as if it would crack.

Crunch.

Dust penetrated her fingernails, and blood flowed. In her eyes, once full of mercy, a bitter resentment arose.

Why Asmodeus again?

‘Why. Why. Why.’

Rebekah’s chin trembled. Following the moonlight, she turned her gaze outside the tent, where the trees had turned into ash heaps. Some trees had thick arrows stuck in them.

“……”

Rebekah, trembling, walked towards the tree with the arrow stuck in it. Her shadow in the moonlight was trembling miserably.

She grabbed the arrow with trembling hands.

And she pulled it out with all her strength.

“Uh, ah…”


Rebekah, who had lost her words, felt the arrowhead with her trembling fingertips. The sharp arrowhead was full of flesh and blood.

“Ah… Ahhh… Ahhh…”

How could one wear the mask of a human and still do such a thing?

Betrayed.

Not to anyone else, but to the Demon.

Not just anyone, but to Asmodeus, who had heaped terrible sins upon Olivia.

-You feel good when you’re praised, don’t you.

-You can call me Unni.

“How, how…”

Anger and sadness mixed, and the words wouldn’t continue. The sight kept getting blurry.

Rebekah sat on the ground, crouching.

Sharp gravel penetrated her palm, scattering blood.

From her cracked lips, blood flowed.

‘I’m sorry.’

‘I’m sorry, Unni.’

No matter what my sister says, I can’t forgive those people.

Watching Rebekah, who was crying as if the sky was tearing apart, Kiel couldn’t bear to watch any longer and closed his eyes tightly.

He had no connection to the saint.

But still, he could understand her feelings.

Just as Olivia was precious to him, Rebekah was the same.

Family. Perhaps more than that.

… Is this how it ends?

-Revenge ultimately begets another revenge.

With a deep sigh, Kiel opened his mouth as if chewing his words. 

“……There must have been the princess behind them.”

The painful heartbeat of Rebekah echoed through the cold night air.

“I don’t know what you’re planning. But…………

“…….”

“If what you’re doing is to avenge those who sold Olivia, I will gladly assist.”

Rebekah stared at Kiel for a long time without saying a word.

Kiel, guessing why Rebekah was silent, looked at her with determined eyes.

“Of course, I will first save Olivia.”

In his dream, Kiel saw it.

His dream self was strong. Beyond just achieving harmony between sword and mind, he was not constrained by the concept of a sword.

He didn’t stop at cutting through space. He defied all the concepts that made up the world.

Kiel had an intuition that it was the end of the sword.

[Duke Kiel. From now on, erase from your memory of the conversation between me and Olivia.]

In fact, he wasn’t even sure if it was a dream.

It was so vivid. It felt as if he was actually there.

His dream self was kneeling. And he silently listened to the conversation between the emperor, no, the princess, and Olivia.

-Well, fortunately.

-What do you mean?

-That this is the first time this round that your secret has been revealed.

I didn’t bother to block my ears. I was going to forget everything later anyway.

But.

‘Was that really a dream?’

A long time ago, I had thought that Olivia might have lived longer than I thought.

‘Surely…………’

Kiel closed his lips tightly.

Hoping that his prediction was wrong, he took the same posture as his dream self.

Unity of Body and Sword.

The basic and most ideal posture of all swordsmanship. 

Kiel wasn’t holding a sword. But it didn’t matter.

Because he was the sword

Soon, a sword that no one else could see appeared. It was a sword that only Kiel could see.

Heart Sword.

Although he had reached the level of the pinnacle in swordsmanship, Kiel did not feel the least bit pleased.

Instead, he hoped that the sword in his hand was an illusion.

But it didn’t disappear.

The sword of the heart cries out to be wielded. It declares that it will not disappear until it has cut something.

So.

Kiel lowered both hands towards the ground.

The next moment.

The ground, the trees, the sky, the moonlight.

They silently faded away.

At the same time, Kiel realized.

It wasn’t a dream.

“Why.”

Kiel exhaled with a desperate expression.

Deep sighs and regrets flowed out with his pale breath.

[Wait here for a bit. I need to take care of something.]

Kiel turned his head northward.

There was somewhere he had to go.

***

It had been a week since he set out to find the remnants of Demon God.

Olivia was the first to check her status again.

She was concerned about the fact that she had been missing for ten years.

[Olivia]

-Level: 100

-Occupation: Archmage of Extreme Cold and Lightening

-Titles: Emperor’s Close Friend, Slayer of Demon God, Great Sage……………..

But there was nothing strange to be found. Of course, there was a possibility that it wouldn’t be revealed in the status window, but for now, I decided to exclude such cases.

Next was Kiel. I not only checked his status again, but also kept a close watch on him for several days, but there was no gain.

There was no need to investigate Rebekah. She, now a mature adult, was still faithfully performing her role as a saint. I met her in person just in case, but it was as expected.

‘So I’ve come this far.’

Olivia sighed lightly and looked around.

Machina, the Free City.

Simply looking at the visible scenery, it was a visual reminiscent of the Industrial Revolution era in Europe.

Of course, instead of oil and coal, the study of magical engineering was taking its place.

Olivia took a seat at a café, and secretly unleased her magic so others don’t notice it.

‘It’s about time to take the bait.’

Several empty cups were piled up at Olivia’s table. They were coffees ordered by the owner.

At that moment when she was wondering how many more hours she would have to do this.

A young man wearing a brown hunting cap approached Olivia.

He looked closely at Olivia and exclaimed in surprise.

“……Who is this?”

A face full of laughter.

Now that I think about it, he was closer to being a teenager than a young man.

Who would think that there was a monster hiding behind that cheerful face?

“What’s going on with the Imperial Sage here? Are you here to catch me? Huh?” 

“Yeah”

“Disgusting bastard.”

“……Hm?”

Olivia glared at him sharply.

Even though he tried to hide it, he couldn’t avoid Olivia’s gaze.


Maybe he came intending to get caught from the beginning.

“How many people have you killed?”

The smell of blood was in the air.

***

TN: A little confusing, but to summaries. Olivia is in another dimension where she is searching for the remnants of the Demon God, who she thinks is the Serial Killer. On the other hand Kiel somehow has a memory of meeting Olivia in the other dimension, although he thought it’s a dream.
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“First, I’ll order something to drink.”

The Serial killer smiled brightly.

“The shop owner has been giving us looks since earlier. It seems like you’ve been sitting here for a few hours, so the least you could do is order a latte. What’s espresso? It’s cheap.”

Before Olivia could speak, the Serial killer got up from his seat and walked straight to the counter. The barista, who met his eyes, shuddered. Although he seemed to have a tough life, his gaze was not one that an ordinary person could withstand.

Nevertheless, it ended with just a slight trembling of the body…

‘I was wondering where they were monitor from.’

One of the information agents dispatched by Aria was clearly visible.

“Are you ready to order?”

“Yes. A cafe latte, please.”

“Sure! But, about the payment…”

“The lady over there will pay for it.”

The Serial killer raised his hand, pointing at Olivia.

“Why? We haven’t seen each other in ten years, can’t you buy me one drink?”

“….”

“After all, you came to me because you needed something, right? A coffee is a small price to pay for my cooperation.”

“Fine, just pay for it then.”

Ching.

Olivia flicked a coin. The Serial killer chuckled as he received the coin.

“As expected, you know how to communicate?”

After paying the remaining balance, the Serial killer sat back down.

“So, what’s the matter? We haven’t been in touch for ten years.”

Red pupils.

The reason why the barista, no, the information agent, trembled was because of those red pupils.

The barista came over with a tray and cleared the empty cups. The Serial killer smiled brightly as he received his cafe latte.

There was no conversation between them. Olivia silently took a sip of her espresso.

“I have something to confirm.”

“Confirm? What?”

“Could there be remnants of the demon god hidden in your body?”

“….Even after ten years? Wait, you’re not telling me you’ve been looking for that for ten years, are you?”

It was indeed a reasonable question.

Perhaps ‘Olivia’ already knew about the traces of remnants of the demon god.

“Think what you want.”

“But why are you telling me so willingly? It’s unlike you.”

There was nothing to gain from engaging in unnecessary psychological warfare.

If you play some pointless psychological warfare and stick around all day, it’s only a loss.

Of course, it wasn’t just because of that.

‘…….Indeed. This guy isn’t it either.’

I checked the Serial killer’s status window several times, but there was nothing special about it.

In fact, I had a suspicion since I saw Aria’s report.

If he had merged with the traces  the remnants of the Demon God, he would have overturned a whole city, not just killed one or two people here and there.

Olivia licked her lips.

‘If this is the case, I’ll have to go to the brothel.’

If Olivia remembers the ‘Great Witch’, she must be holed up in a brothel somewhere in the western archipelago.

The more I think about it, the more I realize that the “Demon God Expedition” of this episode was definitely not normal.

Kiel and Rebekah were fine, but the other two were a Serial killer and a Great Witch.

It was a relief that there was no internal conflict, let alone catching the witch.

“What kind of experiment did they do?”

Olivia has watched the Normal ending hundreds of times. After getting tired of always waking up with the same members, she had tried such experimental combinations.

In the end, I realized once again that it is best to follow the rules.

Olivia pulled out data she had received from Aria in another space.

[August 17th. Rented the top floor of Giru a month ago.]

[September 17th. Rented the top floor of Giru a month ago.]

[October 17th. Rented the top floor of Giru………….]

The reason why 90% of the report was related to the Serial killer was because this crazy women had lived in Giru alone for ten years.

“Definitely not normal.”

Even though she has the nickname ‘Great Witch’, she also helped deal with demons, and this person enjoys killing while pretending to be a normal person.

Indeed, among the regressors, Rebekah is the only normal one.

The Serial killer who had stolen and read the report raised his eyebrows and said, 

“Is the next one a Great Witch? There won’t be much profit. You know. If she’s the demon remnant, I’ll be sick of it.”

“I’ll handle it, so just shut up.”

“No, it’s frustrating. Why bother to suffer?”

“Well, do you have any innovative ideas?”

“I do.”

The Serial killer put the hat on his finger and twirled it around. It looked like he was spinning a knife.

“Just kill all four. Me, the unfortunate Kiel, the saint, and the Great witch. All of them.”

His eyes gleamed ominously. In his hand, a jackknife had appeared unnoticed.

“Ah, if you’re going to do it, kill me last. I want to see Kiel die for sure.”

He’s definitely crazy.

“Don’t stare at me like that. Even if I try my best alone, I can’t kill Kiel.”

Pointing the jackknife at Olivia, the Serial killer said, 

“Now that the Demon God is dead, you’re the only one who can kill them all.”

“No.”

“Why? Because of Kiel? He’s strong. But… it doesn’t seem like you’ll lose to him?”

It’s not a wrong statement. If those at the peak fight each other, the more experienced one will eventually win. And at least this episode’s Kiel probably hasn’t fought a level 100 wizard.

Feeling the sharp gaze, Olivia cut off her thoughts there and looked away.

The Serial killer had been looking amused since earlier.

It wasn’t difficult to guess the reason.

He had said that Olivia would be stronger than Kiel. And by seriously considering about her, Olivia had admitted the possibility of confronting Kiel by mistake.

“Damn it.”


“And if we still can’t find it…”

“You want me to die?”

“Well, if you have no clues, what can you do? You just have to do good things. Right?”

The Serial killer stretched both hands out, pointing to the ends of the city.

A vile and cruel gaze.

“From here to there. Kill them all.”

The Serial killer’s fingers gradually rose to the sky.

“But if we still can’t find it, I’ll kill more. Machina, the Western archipelago, the Empire… and everyone on the continent.”

The Serial killer’s eyes glowed red.

“Wouldn’t it eventually the remanent of Demon God will come out? If we still haven’t found it by then…………You have no choice but to kill me, as I said.”

It was as if he were asking what to do.

As if testing for a reaction.

When Olivia kept her mouth shut until then, the Serial killer’s face turned expressionless.

“Actually, I’ve known you arrived in this city long before. But why didn’t you come right away and watched for three hours?

“Do you know why?”

“Why?”

“I was excited.”

Thud!

Thunk.

A jackknife was thrust right next to the barista.

If Olivia hadn’t diverted the path with magic, her head would have been pierced right there.

“Are you crazy?”

Even if the guy was a member of the Demon God Expedition, he just crossed the line.

The ‘murder license’ Aria provided was not for killing former knights turned informants, but for criminals who committed crimes of medium or higher severity.

“It’s you who’s crazy. Olivia.”

The Serial killer snapped his fingers and pointed.

Grim Reaper.

A scythe appeared from the void and hung around the necks of passersby. The same was true for the informant disguised as a barista. Trembling in fear, as the informant did, the Serial killer opened his mouth once more.

“Did you think I didn’t know that the bastards of the Emperor were watching?”

“But I left you alone. Why?”

Suddenly.

The scythe cut something.

“Ten years ago, you and I made a promise.”

It pierced through.

“Uh, ah…?”

Blood spurted out.

Simultaneously, something fell to the ground.

Fingers, joints, palms, arms, and even shoulders.

Pieces of flesh that were once part of the body rolled on the ground in disarray.

“…!”

Olivia cursed and grabbed the Serial killer by the neck.

“What the hell are you doing!”

“You’ve been watching me for ten years, so it’s only natural to pay the price, right?”

Numerous pedestrians tumbled on the street. Not all of them had lost their arms.

They were individuals who were too high level to be called pedestrians.

They were all informants sent by Aria to monitor the Serial killer.

“I’ve endured it for a long time. For ten years, I killed people as you asked, but I didn’t cross the line. Now it’s time for you to keep your promise.”

“What promise?”

“See, it’s strange. There’s no way you don’t remember the promise.”

Are you sure you’re Olivia?

Serial killer, no.

The god of death, who single-handedly killed the great evil Baphomet, smiled.

The moment she faced that smile, strange scenes flashed before Olivia’s eyes. They were memories that Olivia didn’t know about.

[If I come to meet you again, you can kill me then.]

[In return, you have to make one promise.]

[That you won’t cross the line until then.]

Scenes that were few and far between.


Surprised, Olivia let go of the killer’s neck and stepped back.

“What the hell is this?”

“Then, that’s right.”

The Serial killer licked his lips and stared at Olivia with a chilling gaze.

“There’s no way you forgot.”
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TN: Sentence inside [] is Olivia’s memories with Serial Killer

***

Shivers ran down her forearm.

Whose memory was that just now?

Olivia grabbed her head and stepped back. Splatter. The blood shed by passersby was being trampled underfoot. As the smile of the Serial killer drew closer, the memories in her mind became clearer.

“Demon God…”

Olivia’s pupils shook. On the crimson retina of the Serial killer, her own face was reflected like a mirror.

[It wasn’t over just because I killed Demon God.]

A face completely devoid of confidence. Realizing that she was making such an expression, Olivia was once again surprised.

Olivia.

The most powerful woman in this world,

And precisely because of that, she had decided to defeat the evil that would destroy the world.

“I…”

[They say Lactea will be updated the day after tomorrow.]

The world was turning more and more blood-red.

The screams of fierce ghosts took over the city.

The laughter of the Serial killer dug into her ears and scrambled her mind.

Dazed, she couldn’t even speak.

“I…”

[It’s probably just some insignificant new items added.]

[Still playing this game? It’s a game for old farts that’s been around for over ten years.]

Blood dripped from her lips and flowed down with cold sweat.

“… Me?”

[…It seems like I’ve entered the game world somehow.]

The scythe moved slowly.

She felt the cold touch of the scythe near her neck.

She didn’t think to avoid it.

Well, she had promised that if they ever met again, he could kill her.

And since he had kept his promise for ten years, now it was time for her to fulfill hers.

Resigned, she tried to close her eyes, but something strange appeared before her eyes.

It was text.

In the empty air, there were words written. The blue-shining letters floated freely in the air along her gaze.

Olivia slowly blinked and pondered the words that appeared before her eyes.

“Special Reward?”

At that moment, she felt as if the world was splitting apart.

[Special Reward, ‘Prevention of Consciousness Annihilation’ activated!]

-Thanks to ‘Prevention of Consciousness Annihilation,’ your ego will be completely preserved.

A feeling like a knife piercing her heart.

“……….!”

Olivia’s empty eyes trembled. Before her focus could return, newly formed characters appeared before her eyes.

[Skill, ‘Illusion Realm,’ deactivated.]

Only then did Olivia realize that she hadn’t been breathing.

“Ugh!”

Olivia barely managed to exhale. Perhaps due to the sudden return of her senses, the dry heaving wouldn’t stop.

“Gah.”

Before Olivia could regain her senses, the Serial killer’s scythe moved. She hurriedly tried to unfold her protective barrier, but the scythe quickly sliced past her cheek.

Soon, blood gushed out. But thanks to the sharp pain, her narrowed vision quickly returned to normal.

Olivia quickly stepped back and took a deep breath. Her magic rotated greatly around her heart, and her hot head cooled down.

“Hmm?”

The Serial killer’s eyes widened.

“How?”

“I don’t know either.”

The serial killer looked at Olivia with his head slightly tilted.

Illusion Realm. It was a spell created by the “Great Witch.”

The principle was simple. It materialized past traumas.

And the Great Witch was confident that with this spell alone, she could defeat Olivia.

[Olivia’s life was filled with trauma from beginning to end. Even if she killed the Demon God, that fact would not change.]

[And that compulsion will probably grow as time goes on.]

[Maybe by now. You won’t be able to resist, let alone move.]

[Don’t ask for details. Just use this and kill Olivia.]

The Serial killer’s forehead twitched. The crystal that was the medium for the spell was disappearing into powder.

“Is it defective? This could be a bit of a problem.”

“It’s not defective.”

“Then, isn’t the current situation doesn’t make sense?”

Olivia turned her head.

“It makes sense.”

The memories that had invaded her mind clearly belonged to this episodes ‘Olivia.’ If it had been that ‘Olivia’ standing there instead of herself, she would have died on the spot.

[If I come to meet you again, you can kill me then.]

‘…Why did I make such a reckless promise?’

She had always intended to die.

Olivia looked at the serial killer with calm, sinking eyes. His scythe, as well as his pupils, were filled with a red light.

That was the serial killer’s skill.

[“Serial Killer” is using “Finishing Move.”]

If killed by him, there is no way to revive, no matter what method is used.

It was the same for the [miracle] that a saint can use only once in her lifetime, as well as the command of high-ranking necromancers.

It meant facing certain death.

[If you do that, you can eliminate the variables…]

Still not completely out of the hallucination, it felt as if she could hear such a voice.

“So what.”


But Olivia didn’t care.

Olivia’s goal is to eliminate the remnants of the demon god and return to the original cycle to see the ending. Whether it’s the Serial killer or the Witch, they’re just steps she has to go through to achieve her goal.

The Serial killer, who was stroking his scythe, chuckled.

“Yeah…. I didn’t think it would be this easy from the beginning.”

The scythe of the Serial killer, who had closed the distance in an instant, swept toward Olivia.

Thud!

Her white hair flew through the air. Olivia avoided the Serial killer’s attack with a swift movement. She didn’t counterattack, as clues about the remnants of the Demon God were beginning to come to mind.

“Are you daydreaming in front of me?”

The Serial killer’s movements became even faster.

“Do you sense it?”

Olivia’s face wore her usual confident smile.

She seemed to have a rough idea of where the remnants of the Demon God might be.

+

<Special Quest – Regain Control of the Body>

Clear Condition: There are still remnants of the Demon God in this world. Find and definitively eliminate the remnants of the Demon God.

+

And a way to clear this annoying quest.

“Just one question.”

With a swish, the scythe passed through the spot where Olivia had just been standing.

“Even though you couldn’t beat Kiel, do you think you can beat me?”

“Oh, come on. I know my limits.”

“But then why attack?”

A pause.

The Serial killer, who had stopped his attack, rested the scythe on his shoulder. He squinted his eyes.

“What do you mean? You said you’d let me kill you obediently?”

“I said I’d let you kill me, not necessarily I would die obediently.”

“That’s not how I see it. It’s a bit gruesome, isn’t it?”

But even as he said that, the Serial killer had no intention of picking up the scythe.

Seeing Olivia’s puzzled expression, the Serial killer narrowed his eyes and said, 

“When you saw me, did you think the Emperor would let me live forever?”

“That’s not the case.”

“He’ll probably let me live for at least five years. Maybe only three. After that, even for maintaining public order, he’ll try to kill me, right?”

It was only natural. Even if he had been a member of the Demon God Expedition, there was no way they would leave a madman who killed several people a day alone.

“…So?”

The Serial killer grinned, aiming the scythe at Olivia.

“I want to Kill you before that happens. If you have to die, wouldn’t it be better to die by the hand who wanted to kill you the most?”

Olivia tilted her head.

“No, that’s just the second-best option.”

“Well, no matter how you think about it, isn’t this the best choice?”

The Serial killer grinned slyly. He twirled the giant scythe as if it were a toy and then suddenly thrust it forward.

Swish!

The scythe flew through the air, but Olivia did not move to avoid it.

Clang!

There was no need to avoid it. The Serial killer licked his lips, as if he had expected this, seeing Olivia’s translucent protective shield.

The scythe, deflected weakly, spun like a boomerang and returned to its owner.

“See, in the end, the best option is for you to die by my hand, right? Unless you want to die willingly.”

“That’s right. I’ll let you kill me.”

“…Huh?”

The Serial killer smirked and shook his head. He was genuinely puzzled.

“…Then remove that shield.”

“I’m not saying I’ll die right now.”

Olivia raised her finger.

“Just give me three days. If you wait three days, I’ll let you kill me however you want.”

“Three days?”

The Serial killer narrowed his eyes.

“Exactly.”

“Willingly?…Without any resistance?”

“Yeah.”

The Serial killer bit his nails. His pupils dilated. Excitedly, he asked,

“Is that all? Just wait three days?”

“Well, I’d prefer if I could just killed you right away. I’ll spare you the agony. If… if I refuse?”

“Unfortunately, Then you’ll have to ask the Great Witch to kill me.”

“I… I can’t do that!”

The Serial killer flung the scythe into the air. He fell to his knees and grabbed Olivia’s foot.

“P-please let me kill you! I can’t yield to the Great Witch! I’ll kill you painlessly, just let me do it!”

“Okay, I got it. Let go of that first.”

“P-please…”

The Serial killer looked up at Olivia with anxious eyes.

Anyway, to clear the quest……………..

[‘Serial Killer’ Deactivate ‘Finishing Move.’]


His ability was absolutely necessary.

“Follow me.”

“W-where are we going?”

Looking at the ships drifting in the harbor in the distance, Olivia said,

“To meet the Great Witch.”



 
  
    Chapter 132: Meeting the Great Witch


Giru (Brothel).

Wherever you go on the continent, there’s no place without Brothel, but if you had to pick the best, it was undoubtedly the western archipelago. It was known as a lawless land where pirates flocked together, and Giru flourished to fleece the money of those pirates.

It was also a place where nobles secretly held meetings, away from the eyes of the law.

The largest pleasure district on the continent.

Where witches resided.

“…”

“Staying here for ten years is tolerable.”

Olivia licked her lips as she looked around. When viewed through the screen, she hadn’t realized, but walking the streets, it was comparable in size to most cities.

Despite it being night, the sky was bright as day due to lanterns illuminating from all directions.

Colorful lantern-lit streets, pirates swaggered openly. The doors of the Giru opened wide, tempting passersby with scantily clad beauties.

The street was filled with the scent of nostalgia and alcohol.

“Is there a reason you’re making it obvious you’re here?”

The Serial killer walking beside her asked. With a huge scythe in his hand, no one dared to approach him yet, but many women gestured from afar, attracted by his handsome appearance.

Olivia looked towards a tower that rose over dozens of floors at the end of the street. If the information Aria provided was correct, the witch would be residing at the top of that tower.

“I’ll give you time to clean up afterward.”

“Clean up?”

“Yeah, that kind of thing.”

Leaving behind the puzzled Serial killer, Olivia strolled down the street.

Olivia wasn’t wearing a robe, so her appearance wasn’t concealed.

“I… didn’t mean it that way.”

The Serial killer murmured.

Glances were openly sent Olivia’s way from all directions. If the Serial killer hadn’t occasionally sent intimidating glances, she would have been surrounded by a crowd of dozens immediately.

“He’s so clueless.”

There was no doubt that she didn’t realize the impact her appearance had.

“It’s about time to make a move.”

Beauty attracts attention, and with Olivia’s looks, the riffraff would naturally scatter. They couldn’t handle the pressure coming from all sides.

Therefore, the first person to attack was either a fearless outcast or a powerful person who had completed a silent hierarchy.

As the Serial killer had such thoughts, large pirates approached and blocked Olivia’s path.

Apparently, they were famous pirates, as nearby pedestrians whispered in surprise. It seemed like they were the captains leading a large pirate crew.

But the captain didn’t even get a chance to speak.

Schwaaack!

The Serial killer’s scythe spun sharply. It was stained with crimson gore.

Violence erupted.

The pirates’ bodies slanted in all directions. The captain of the so-called large pirate crew in the archipelago died just like that.

He didn’t even realize he was dead, so he couldn’t even close his eyes.

“You brought me here for this from the start?”

The Serial killer licked his lips.

“To get rid of the annoying ones.”

Pedestrians standing nearby screamed and stepped back. Indifferently, the Serial killer wiped the blood off his scythe.

Originally, they wouldn’t have cared whether the pirates were approaching or not. But thinking that he could take Olivia’s life in just three days, he couldn’t bear the thought of others meddling.

“I don’t understand.”

Perhaps it was because of the splendid aura of the first challenger, but now, nobody dared to approach.

“Perhaps they’ve figured out my identity.”

Logically, who would think that someone as enlightened as a sage would visit a pirate stronghold?

At the entrance of the Giru were guards brandishing swords. They seemed unremarkable at first glance, but their level was much higher than the pirates slain just moments ago.

They weren’t just average guards.

Well, to guard the Giru like this, they had to be formidable.

“Please stop for a moment.”

Their tone was courteous. They didn’t seem to have discovered Olivia’s identity. If they had, they would have immediately rushed to inform their superiors.

They probably heard about the skills of the Serial killer.

“Are you a guest, or do you have other business?”

“Other business?”

Instead of speaking, the guards tapped their scabbards. It was a sign of readiness for combat.

Olivia sighed lightly and retrieved a token from her pocket. It bore the emperor’s seal.

“…Hah.”

The guards glanced at the token and then at each other. Soon, a chuckle emerged.

“She seems to be a noblewoman from the empire, but imperial law doesn’t apply here. Nor does the emperor’s influence. Return before things get rough.”

“Not there. The back.”

At that, a guard flipped the token. They read the letters with suspicion, then astonishment spread across their faces.

“This is…?!”

Confusion filled the guards’ voices. They had uncovered the woman’s identity.

She thought she could pass as a noble’s daughter, but she wasn’t.

After a moment of hesitation, they asked with much more respect than before.

“What is your business, then?”

“The top floor.”

“But, the top floor is currently…”

“Do whatever you want.”

A woman approached with a smile in her eyes. Before the guards could say anything, she raised her hand to stop them.

“It’s an honor to meet you, Great sage. If it’s not too much trouble, I’ll personally guide the lady to the top floor.”

***

Olivia followed the woman up the stairs. As befitting a tower of its stature, pretty young boys and girls bustled about, seemingly attending to chores before learning the true trade of the night.

Halfway up the stairs, amidst the constant embarrassing sounds, the woman spoke slowly.

“Our tower has a total of 60 floors, categorized into Apprentice up to the 20th, Journeyman up to the 40th, and Master up to the 59th. Of course, even the Apprentices are talented people who are eager to take over from other teams.”

“Indeed, every time the floor changes, I feel like the level of appearance improves by one step.

“Usually, the high-ranking nobles of the empire use floors from the late 40s to the early 50s. Foreign Minister Lord Johan too… he’s using the 47th floor right now.”

When Olivia remained silent, the lady coughed nervously.

“We have the ability to provide whatever product our esteemed clients desire immediately. You can choose according to gender, age, and even race.”

Seeing the lavish display of credentials, it seemed she was the mastermind behind this ruse.

But still met with no response, the lady ceased speaking further.


As they ascended to the 50th floor, the number of attendants noticeably dwindled. Perhaps due to the scarcity of eligible guests, they eyed Olivia with suspicion.

“You’re not someone to be overlooked.”

When the lady spoke thus, they hastily bowed their heads and fled. Watching them, the lady gradually turned her gaze.

“We’ll continue the guidance.”

The lady stopped at the topmost floor, the 60th floor. Befitting its name, the entrance differed in size from the others.

The lady lightly tapped the door with her fingertips. After a few moments, the door slid open silently.

As it was dim inside, it was hard to see clearly.

“The Great Witch is waiting inside. If you happen to change your mind, you can call me anytime. Well then…”

As Olivia stepped into the room, the door closed ominously on its own.

Finding the Great Witch wasn’t difficult. Following the moonlight filtering in from somewhere, Olivia found a woman sitting halfway by the window.

She continued to puff on a long pipe, exhaling smoke continuously.

“Well, that was quite fun for a while.”

A languid voice. It was clear what ‘fun’ meant. She wore nothing but a thin robe, so thin that her pale skin shone through.

The Great Witch scratched her messy purple hair, alternating her gaze between Olivia and the serial killer.

“Why do you stare like that? Well, shall we make it a trio?”

When Olivia frowned, the Great Witch let out a decadent laugh.

“Or just the two of us?”

“Do you want to die?”

“Anyway, you’re conservative.”

The Great Witch chuckled as she rose from her seat. With a snap of her fingers, the dark room brightened instantly.

“Everyone, leave. We need to talk.”

As if scared by her words, the men lurking in the darkness hurriedly fled.

“What brings you here?”

“The order was wrong.”

“Hmm?”

“Isn’t the first thing to ask how I’m still alive?”


The Great Witch burst into laughter. She laughed so heartily that it seemed her robe would slip off her body.

“It doesn’t seem like you came here for a drink.”

Sitting on the floor now, the Great Witch rested her chin on her hand, looking at Olivia.

“Okay. How much do you know?”

“All of it.”



 
  
    Chapter 133: You can kill me -3


The Great witch just remembered what happened earlier. While resting by the window after finishing her work, she felt a strange gaze on her.

From a distance, someone was staring at her from the lamp-lit street.

‘Who could be watching me…?’

As she lowered her head, the witch was slightly shocked.

Bright white hair shining even under the dark night sky. And a woman with a more dazzling appearance, piercingly staring at her.

Even though she was far away in the darkness, she couldn’t mistake it.

There was only one person on the continent who exuded such nobility.

‘…The Archmagge.’

A sigh escaped the witch’s lips.

In fact, she had the ability to see the future. Before becoming a witch, her profession was a wizard.

Unlike other wizards who could only see fragments of the future, she could glimpse far into the future, even beyond worldlines.

Of course, there were limitations. Because she inherited part of her memories from the previous episodes, she couldn’t know the future that her previous self hadn’t experienced.

The witch said, 

“Chris.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Go and call the steward.”

“…Is something the matter? You don’t look well.”

The Great witch bit her lip.

During the Great War, all witches volunteered to become servant’s of demons.

Except for one. The Great Witch.

The reason she didn’t side with the demons was simple.

She already knew that Archmage Olivia would win.

And they didn’t get along with demons in the first place.

As if answering Chris’s question, the witch muttered.

“Chris, this thing between us, this is the 23rd time.”

“…Excuse me?”

“I caught a glimpse of some of the memories of the previous world line. Until I glimpsed the memories of the 13th episode, I thought that Paul from the 57th floor was the most compatible with me, but it wasn’t. So, from the 15th episode, I’ve only been naming you.”

“…Mistress. Are you feeling unwell again?”

As if expecting that response, the Great witch sighed.

“Enough, go and call the steward.”

Watching Olivia slowly approaching, the Great witch recalled an event from a distant past episode.

[Aurelia, it seems that there are remnants of the Demon God in my body.]

[I’ve told the Serial killer. So, just make me one spell that can definitely kill me.]

[If I die from that, at least the remnants won’t spread.]

The Great witch readily accepted Olivia’s request.

Although they were not particularly close, and above all, if the Demon Gods remnants within Olivia were to awaken again… the pleasure they currently enjoyed would be lost forever.

As time passed, the Great witch inherited the memories of previous Episodes again.

“……….”

The Great witch was silent for a moment. Unwanted memories flickered in her pupils.

The Great War.

Even she, a Great witch, felt unsettled by the many lives lost that day.

The continent drenched in darkness. She witnessed the desperate struggle between the demons intent on destroying the world and those who sought to protect it.

Every time the profound darkness stirred, humans shuddered and despaired.

But they rose again. In the deepest darkness, there were heroes who stood against it, scattering blue magic to defy the darkness.

The heroes confronted the demons and emerged victorious.

Most people only know this much. The soldiers on the battlefield, even her comrades who fought alongside Olivia…

It was the same for them.

No one knows what will happen next in this Episode.

“Aurelia, it seems there are remnants of the Demon God inside me…]

Olivia wanders the continent in search of a way to eliminate the remnants of the demon god within her. What those remnants are, what criteria they follow…

And when she reaches her breaking point, she seeks out a Serial killer.

The Great witch has always watched over Olivia’s final moments.

Huff…

The Great witch exhaled cigarette smoke, closing and opening her eyes. Only then could she break free from the old memories.

“You know everything already, so I don’t need to explain my abilities, right?”

Olivia slowly nodded, staring at the Great witch.

She didn’t know from the beginning that the Great witch could glimpse into other timelines to the extent of knowing about the “Olivia” from other timelines, but she could infer to some extent through the experiences she had.

The most decisive factor was the Illusion Realm.

If I hadn’t known that ‘Olivia’ has travelled multi-episodes, I wouldn’t have thought that it would be possible to subdue trauma simply by making it tangible.

‘She must have used stronger spells. Like soul separation or mind control.’

Of course, that wasn’t all.

From the fact that ‘Olivia’ had asked the Serial killer to kill her directly, it could also be inferred that the remnants of the demon god were embedded in Olivia’s inner self.

The fact that she had wandered the continent for ten years without meeting anyone was also a hint.

Part of the confusing puzzle was being pieced together with a creak.

As if the cigarette wasn’t enough, the Great witch grabbed a bottle lying haphazardly on the floor and drank from it as if to drain every last drop.

“…So, have you found a way now?”

“Not yet.”

“It must be frustrating. Want a smoke?”

“No.”

She only knew that the remnants of the demon were embedded in her body; she had not yet discovered more than that.

Why were the remnants specifically embedded in Olivia’s body… It was for the same reason.

+

<Special Quest – Regain Control of the Body>

-Clear Conditions: There are still remnants of the Demon God in this world. Find and completely eliminate the remnants of the Demon God.

+

Of course, she knew how to eliminate them.

“…Then why did you come here?”

“Just to ask for one thing.”

“Ask?”


“From now on, please continue to inherit on the memories of the previous episode like you do now.”

“Is that a request too? Someone who values my safety as much as you wouldn’t just leave those memories alone, would they?”

The Great witch chuckled. But Olivia’s expression was subtle.

[Aurelia]

Level: 95

Occupation: Great Witch

Affinity: 41

-Title: The Only Witch, Archmage, The One Who Remembers the Past…

“Then swear. Swear that you will continue to inherit the memories of previous episodes ten times, a hundred times.”

“…Do I really need to swear? We’re not even that close to begin with.”

“You owe me.”

The Great witch emitted a puff of smoke, furrowing her brow.

“Owe? I?”

“You helped catch the demon.”

“Well, that’s not the same. You didn’t catch him alone..”

“I’ll keep helping you catch them in the future. A hundred times, a thousand times.”

The Great witch sucked in smoke once again. Perhaps she had a good idea, as she was smiling with a change of heart.

“Do you think I wouldn’t catch the Demon if you didn’t swear? Don’t underestimate me.”

It’s not a wrong statement.

No matter what she does here, the future leading to ‘annihilation’ is already predetermined.

“It was your fault for appealing to the witch with your conscience in the first place… … .”

“If you don’t swear, I’ll take responsibility and kill you. Before the demon even appears.”

Thud.

The laughter of the Great Great witch stopped as if it were a lie.

“As if you can’t kill me? As you said, there’s no problem with killing another ‘witch.'”

“…… Damn it.”

The Great witch stepped back with a grin. Since she had given herself a reason to be killed, there was no other way but to yield.

“Damn it. Swearing because I’m filthy. By the way, I don’t know how to swear beyond the constraints of the world’s line. Just so you know.”

“You don’t need to go that far. Just do it every time.”

“……Hey! That’s really not it!”

“If you don’t like it, don’t do it.”

“You said so nicely that you would kill me.”

At Olivia’s words, the Great witch covered her face.

“…….Okay. I’ll do it, I’ll do it. Okay?”

The Great witch made a solemn vow in a hoarse voice. Olivia made a satisfied face after confirming that the Great witch was not trying to trick her.

“I don’t understand human affairs even though I know them. I never thought that great sage would turn into such a bastard.”

The Great witch couldn’t help but curse. Olivia chuckled.

“After living a thousand times, you’ll end up like this too.”

“…….A thousand times? Wait, just a moment.”

The serious Great witch shouted.

“A, a thousand times? Hey, what did you just say! Explain right now!”

“I’ll explain everything. It means it could happen.”

“………No. It was definitely a way of speaking that only an experienced person could come up with.”

The Great witch sucked in and then spat out the smoke to its limit. In a moment, she seemed to have aged five years.

“Dammit… I should have realized it since I got the worst omen when I did the fortune-telling yesterday!”

Olivia chuckled and turned her head slightly. There was Serial killer standing there with a face that seemed to say he didn’t understand anything.

“…..”

Come to think of it, she only had two days left to live.


“But still, can you endure a little this time? Seeing that you’re still alive and well after ten years.”

With no response, the Great witch asked.

“Great sage?”

Olivia, who was looking at the night sky, said.

“Two days left.”



 
  
    Chapter 134: Demonic Realm


“…….What?”

“I am going to die in two days.”

The Great witch blinked her eyes for a while. Then, like a fool, she asked,

“Why?”

“Because I promised he can kill me.”

The Great witch groaned and pointed at the Serial killer.

“You mean that bastard?”

“Yes.”

“But, your mental state seems fine, why…”

“It just looks fine. You’ve made a deal with a demon, so you should know how painful that whisper is.”

The Great witch closed her mouth.

“Why would someone have died every year at this time?”

Her pupils sank.

“This time, I endured a little longer to talk to you. So, don’t stop me. Just watching and remembering is enough.”

The Great witch sighed and turned her head. She spat out smoke without saying a word for a long time.

Of course, Olivia couldn’t hear any mental defects or the whispers of the demon. The reason she lied and drew the line with the Great witch was because she don’t belong to this this episode.

She had to go back as soon as possible.

She needed to clear the remnants of the Demon God to get one more key,  and I had to go to the Demonic realm of Moon and ask the shaman about the prophecy.

She also needed to gather clues from the regressors to find out what the main quest was.

“…….I’ll book a room on the 59th floor, so go and sleep.”

The smoke from the cigarette continued for a long time.

***

Two days seemed longer than expected.

Originally, two days in the Episode were incredibly short, but here, with nothing to gain and no clear purpose, it felt longer.

As the time drew near, the Great witch’s face became more anxious.

Unable to blame Olivia, she turned her arrows of resentment towards the Serial killer.

“Do you even have a thought? Do you think the emperor will just sit still if you kill the great sage?”

“When there are no witnesses?”

“I’m here. You bastard.”

“Ah.”

The Serial killer grinned and said,

“Then, shouldn’t I kill you too?”

“I mean… Forget it.”

The Great witch turned her head with a disgusted look.

“The gods are indifferent. Giving such an ability to a psychopath like him.”

“What, were you a believer in gods?”

“…Good luck, Great sage. I’ll have to take goldfish like this with me from now on.”

“No, why? Have you ever believed in Gods?”

“What, its a demon? This fucking blockhead.”

“Ah……”

The Great witch sighed and turned her head. She seemed unwilling to mix words with the Serial killer any longer.

She spoke abruptly, her words cutting through the tense atmosphere, 

“Hey… cheer up. Don’t give up.”

“Give up on what?”

“You know…”

“I don’t understand what you’re talking about.”

Olivia smiled faintly, causing the Great witch to look at her incredulously.

“You’re such a stubborn girl. Do I really have to spell it out for you?”

“I think hearing it from you would give me strength.”

“Again and again….. Ugh, I can’t stand it. I’m just going to go, so whether I die or not is up to you.”

The Great witch scratched her head and turned away. It seems she couldn’t bear to watch her die in person.

“Thank you.”

At Olivia’s words, the Great witch stiffened.

Her hand holding the scythe trembled faintly.

“Thank you for remembering me too.”

The Great witch didn’t turn around. She just glared fiercely at the Serial killer, who recieved back the scythe.

“…I’ll make a request, don’t play around with people’s lives.”

It meant to end it all without suffering.

The Serial killer nodded his head, his face so different from before that it was hard to believe it was the same person.

“It’s better to close your eyes.”

It was evening.

The sky was ripening into a deep yellow, spreading its beautiful color across the world.

“……….”

Instead of closing her eyes, Olivia turned her head and stared at the horizon. She waited until the sun sank below the sea, then slowly spoke.

“Now, end it.”

A red aura flickered behind her. The aura spread like paint, holding onto the darkening sky and keeping it somewhat bright.

[“The serial killer” uses “Finishing Move.”]

“Fortunately.”

The serial killer said.

“You and I, we’re not that close.”

I hesitated to turn my head.

But I decided not to.

There was no need to do so yet.

“Goodbye, Olivia.”

Screams…

The Serial killer swung the scythe.

I didn’t feel like I was being cut. There was no pain either. There was no flipping of my vision.

Just my body feeling a little warm, and my vision getting a little dim.

[You have died.]


It was only after the window appeared in front of my eyes that I realized I had died.

And then, the notification I had been waiting for appeared.

[Destroyed the Remnants of the demon god.]

[Quest cleared.]

.

.

.

[Consciousness returns to the original loop.]

***

Swoosh, swoosh…………!

It felt like my soul was being sucked into somewhere.

The world gradually blurred, turning completely black for a moment.

Olivia closed her eyes and entrusted her body to the flow of time and space. At the same time, she thought.

‘Has it been about a month over there?’

She didn’t think the time scale would be exactly the same, but still, if there was too much of a difference, it would be troublesome.

That was also why she tried to return as quickly as possible.

‘………’

Olivia opened her eyes. But the scenery was exactly the same as before she opened them.

Despite having fallen into this black space where time could not be measured, quite a long time had passed.

Is there something wrong?

As she began to feel anxious.

[………………..]

[….!!!!!]

[Daa-daa-daa-daa-daa………]

A eerie cry echoed from all directions. Olivia desperately looked around, but because of the darkness, she couldn’t see anything.

Swoosh, swoosh, swoosh.

There is something.

In the pitch-black darkness, something was moving.

Perhaps because she only existed in consciousness, she couldn’t use magic either.

The eerie cries gradually drew closer. She tried to muster her magical power somehow, but it was useless.

And she felt it.

‘…….That thing?!’

Although nothing was visible, she could still sense it.

It was mana.

It was so powerful and thrilling that it couldn’t even be compared to the great demons.

It felt as if the origin of all magic was there.

It circled around Olivia like a predator hunting its prey.

[………………]

As its prophecy reached her ears, a severe dizziness struck her. Her consciousness quickly faded, and she felt as if the boundary between reality and unreality was crumbling.

The vast universe seemed to be glaring at her. There was a will there that she, as a mortal, dared not even look at.

Tzzt…!

Olivia’s consciousness trembled as if convulsing.

Olivia exerted all her strength to hold onto her sanity. If she let go for even a moment, she felt she would be forever lost in this dreadful emptiness.

There was nowhere to escape. Above, below, on either side… everything was pitch black.

[Oooooooo.]

Even though only her consciousness existed, it became increasingly difficult for her to breathe.

Crackle!

The darkness spread its mouth wide. When the huge mouth approached her nose, Olivia unconsciously swallowed her breath. At this rate…………….

“…………Wait, did it spread its mouth wide?”

There was a shape. It meant one thing.

Somewhere, there was light.

Olivia frantically turned her gaze.

Phwush.

At the edge of her vision, a faint light flickered.

The light, which shimmered like a haze, repeatedly clustered and dispersed. It trembled dangerously as if it would go off at any moment, but it never did.

Tzzt, tzzt…!

Sparks flew where the light and darkness met. The pitch-black darkness let out a grotesque scream as if it were angry.

[It’s a futile resistance.]

[You cannot change anything.]

Just hearing it made her existence feel precarious.

It was at that moment.

Somewhere, a gentle laughter seemed to echo.

It was an endlessly familiar laughter.

The flickering light approached Olivia. Then, it gently enveloped her consciousness.

Saaa……..

The next moment, Olivia’s consciousness flashed. As if swept away by a rapid current, her consciousness once again traversed time and space.

[You have returned to the original timeline.]

With a notification window, Olivia raised her eyelids. She was lying on the ground.

It wasn’t an ordinary ground. It writhed, as if she were inside the innards of a living creature.

“………Where am I now?”

Naturally, she thought she would open her eyes in an underground prison or a sealed room.

Perhaps in a torture chamber.

They wouldn’t kill her right away; they would subdue her and try to kill her before she regained consciousness.

She naturally thought that would be the case, but……

Olivia slowly got up. Her body, which had been devastated by intense battles, was inexplicably fully recovered.

There was only one meaning to this.


Someone had healed her, or so much time had passed that she had naturally healed.

“…..This darn place.”

Olivia bit her lip as she looked around.

The sky dyed crimson, the ground wriggling like a living creature……

This place was the demonic realm.



 
  
    Chapter 135: Demon Realm-2


I had a dream.

Towering marble pillars. Statues symbolizing Aether, the goddess of light, and rows of Paladins.

In the dream, Rebekah was in the midst of it all.

Was it because of the long hours of administration?

She must have dozed off for a moment.

Footsteps were heard from somewhere. The sound was like treading on snow, a soft crunch.

……..Sister?

At the end of the temple stood a woman with flowing white hair. Though it was only her back, Rebekah was certain it was Olivia.

Rebekah reached out and approached her. Just as she was about to grasp Olivia’s shoulder, a cold wind brushed past the nape of her neck.

“……!”

Rebekah’s eyes shot open, and she raised her head. Only then did she realize she had been lying face down on her desk.

A fierce wind was blowing from the window. It seemed to be the cause of her waking.

“Darn….”

Lately, Olivia had been appearing in her dreams frequently.

Was it due to longing?

Rebekah rubbed her face and began sorting the documents scattered across her desk by type. Surprisingly, she was wearing armor instead of her usual priestly robes, something more suited to the Paladins.

It was uncomfortable, but given the situation, it couldn’t be helped.

“You’re awake?”

“Ah…yes. Did you get some rest, Jaina?”

Jaina, who had just entered the room, stretched and shook her head weakly. There had been few times in her life when she had been so overwhelmed with work.

Of course, studying under Olivia was the most strenuous, but…this was no less challenging.

Rebekah cautiously spoke up.

“Did I sleep long?”

“No? At most, you slept for about thirty minutes.”

“What about Aramis?”

“We just switched shifts.”

“Then why didn’t you go straight to the break room…?”

Jaina patted the sofa.

“It’s full of men there, and here is much more comfortable.”

“Ah…….”

“Well, I’m also here to guard the saint. Though I’m not sure if my guarding will be much help…”

Jaina clicked her tongue as she sat on the sofa. Outside the window, Paladins were busily running around. It seemed another demon had appeared somewhere.

Since they weren’t calling for additional help, it probably wasn’t a strong one.

Even after reaching the rank of Archmage, the world was still vast. This year alone, she had almost died three times, surrounded by high-ranking demons.

They say you see as much as you know?

In the past, she had vaguely thought Olivia was just strong, but now, as an Archmage, she saw things differently.

‘It was insane to think I could surpass her.’

She was constantly realizing how absurd it was to reach the level of [Truth].

And how fortunate she was to have had Olivia as her mentor.

In retrospect, it wasn’t all just hardship back then. Her skills had improved rapidly, and she could devote herself to magic without knowing anything else.

Of course, Glaceon dismissed it as mere nostalgia.

But now, it was different. Just maintaining the front lines against the endless flood of demons was overwhelming.

A passage connected to the demon world appeared in the nearly uninhabited northern region. If it had appeared elsewhere, at least tens of millions would have died.

Jaina let out a faint sigh.

If only the Master were here at times like this…

It’s already been five years since Olivia disappeared without a trace.

No one knows why she disappeared or where she went.

“Damn, there you are. Come out quickly!”

Someone burst in.

It was Glaceon. While Jaina had grown into a full-fledged woman, Glaceon had barely grown at all.

Glaceon explained that it was because she was a dragon, but it wasn’t very convincing.

Of course, just because her appearance hadn’t changed didn’t mean the amount of magic she harbored was the same. Her presence had become much sharper than before.

Startled, Jaina said,

“…I just switched shifts.”

“I don’t know about that, but look at the sky.”

Crack!

At the sound of something breaking, Jaina hurriedly turned her gaze to the window.

The sky was splitting open, creating a huge rift.

Monsters were pouring down like rain through the rift.

“…Crazy.”

“It’s an emergency, so get out quickly. And you too, Saintess… Others are waiting.”

***

In fact, I had been to the demon world quite a few times. When I first attempted the pacifist ending, I had gone several times under the guise of research.

So, I could roughly guess where I was now.

Sulfur boiling everywhere, gigantic volcanoes spewing lava endlessly.

…Is this the south?

If it’s the south, it’s the territory ruled by the Great demon Baphomet. Suddenly, Baphomet? Olivia furrowed her brow at the unexpected situation.

‘Did Baphomet drag me here?’

That couldn’t be. Although the regressors were in a wounded state, it would be impossible for Baphomet alone to bring her to the demon world.

In the first place, creating a passage connected to the demon world is not something that can be done easily.

‘It must be either Agares or Asmodeus.’

It was much more likely to be Asmodeus.

Among the Great demons, she was the only one who could have an advantage over the three battered regressors. Of course, there was also the possibility that several Great demons appeared simultaneously, but if that were the case, they wouldn’t have left her here on the bare ground.

At the very least, they would have bound her with thick chains that controlled magic.

[Using ‘Magic Detection’]

-Nothing was detected nearby.

I spread my magic to see if anyone was around, but to no avail.

Why does the current situation feel better than being kidnapped by the regressors?

Just looking at my physical condition. Surprisingly, there wasn’t a single injury.


…Could it be that real demons are more humane?

Olivia shook her head, denying it. Surely that couldn’t be.

‘I don’t know why they left me here, but…

Olivia took a short breath as she sensed something approaching.

Thud, thud, thud…!

The ground beneath her feet trembled. Monsters were rushing in, tearing up the earth as they came. They spewed a language that couldn’t be replicated by human vocal cords, spreading a foul stench in all directions.

Olivia clenched her palms tightly and then released them.

A sharp coldness emanated and shot towards the target, piercing through the monsters like lightning. Bodily fluids splattered everywhere, but they froze before they even touched the ground.

The monsters were completely shredded. Torn into thousands of pieces, they were unrecognizable from their original forms.

Yet, they were still alive.

The pieces of flesh wriggled for a long time before they absorbed into the ground.

Olivia frowned.

“I need to get out of here quickly.”

As time passed, more monsters would gather. They could detect even the faintest trace of magic, almost invisible. And they would swarm in an instant, like flies drawn to excrement.

As Olivia was about to finish drawing the teleportation magic circle, the ground where the flesh had seeped in suddenly collapsed.

“Where are you going?”

A demon with bright red eyes appeared there. The demon had the form of a graceful woman, with a body so alluring that no man, or even a woman, could take their eyes off her.

“Just as I thought. You were watching from somewhere.”

But Olivia just glared coldly at the demon.

The ruler of the Northern Demonic Realm, Asmodeus.

As expected, everything that brought her to the demonic realm was her doing.

Asmodeus swayed her hips and approached Olivia. She got close enough to touch, then examined Olivia from bottom to top.

“Hmm… why haven’t you bloomed yet?”

There was a hint of perplexity in her voice.

“The second-ranked in the demonic hierarchy, the Northern Duke Asmodeus.”

At that, Asmodeus slowly raised her head and met Olivia’s gaze. The fact that Olivia knew not only her true name but also her rank and title caused Asmodeus’s eyes to narrow.

“Yes, speak.”

“Did you bring me here?”

“Who knows. Even as a great demon, if I had brought someone with a soul as enticing as yours, do you think I would have just left you alone?”

Asmodeus glanced beyond the horizon as she replied. In the distance, monsters were swarming like flies.

“You must have had no choice but to leave me alone.”

“…Are you trying to test me now?”

“Who knows.”

Asmodeus frowned.

“Now that I see, your tongue is quite long despite your appearance. Just like us. How about it? I’ll make a place for you, so do you want to come over to our side?”

“I’m human.”

“A human stronger than most great demons.”

“Rank?”

“We’ll give you the title of Duke.”

Olivia laughed mischievously.

“Not that useless stuff.”

In the demon realm, only the Great Demon could create a passage to the human world.

And Asmodeus was the strongest among these Great Demons.

That was why Olivia talked to Asmodeus in the first place.

She had to persuade her to return to the human world.

And gather information along the way.

Olivia whispered,

“Honestly, you were surprised, weren’t you? It wasn’t the Demon God who woke up, but me.”

At Olivia’s straightforward words, a ripple briefly passed through Asmodeus’s eyes.

“You. You are a much more remarkable human than I thought…”

In a past timeline, it was confirmed that there were remnants of the Demon God within ‘Olivia’s’ body.

Therefore, it was certain that the Demon God was also inside this body now.

Of course, it sounded terrifying, but Olivia had something to rely on.

[Consciousness Annihilation Prevention]

No matter the situation, consciousness does not disappear.

As long as she didn’t lose consciousness, control over her body wouldn’t be lost either.

In the end, the Demon God would give up on taking this body and choose to descend on the continent in the year 1000 of the Empire as originally planned.

“Right. Since it’s been five years, I thought the Demon God would have awakened by now.”


This time, Olivia furrowed her brow.

“Wait a minute. How many years?”

“Five years.”

Asmodeus replied.

Olivia couldn’t close her mouth in shock.



 
  
    Chapter 136: Demonic Realm -3


“…5 years?”

Olivia burst out laughing. She had thought there might be a difference of a few months at most, but it had been five years.

Even though the time ratio between the demonic realm and the human realm was different… this was just too much.

In the past episode, she had stayed for exactly ten days. So, that meant the time ratio was two days to a year.

While she could somewhat understand if the ratio diverged once during a timeline shift and once during a dimensional shift…

“Was there something important?”

Asmodeus seemed slightly surprised. He hadn’t expected Olivia to react so strongly.

But there was nothing to be done. Because of this one thing, more than half of the plans she had made so far had collapsed.

“Let me make a proposal.”

“A… proposal?”

Asmodeus came close to her.

“If you grant one of my demands, I’ll open the [gate] that leads to the human realm for you.”

“And what demand would that be?”

“It wouldn’t be fun if I told you in advance.”

Though she said demand, it was practically a contract.

Taking a part of her body was almost mercy. She might even be able to pawn her soul.

Olivia scoffed.

“Do you think I would accept such an absurd demand?”

“We don’t have time for jokes here, do we?”

“It’s been five years, would a few more days make much of a difference?”

“Indeed, do you think so?”

A crimson magic swirled and created a mirror. It reflected the image of the human realm.

Clang! The mirror instantly split into dozens and aligned in the air.

Paladins in full body armor were rushing through the land. Not ordinary land, but land contaminated by magic.

[…..Gate!]

[Don’t give up ground! The Paladins will buy us time! Injured, retreat to the second line!]]

There was a pitch-black hole in the sky.

Monsters crawled out of that hole.

[Push through!]

[The Three wizards will join us soon!]

Not far away, three people revealed themselves.

The Three Wizards.

Literally, three wizards.

They were faces Olivia was familiar with.

It was only then that Olivia truly realized that five years had passed.

Aramis and Ro had grown taller. Now Olivia had to look up to them.

The disciples, who had completely shed their childishness, were sending powerful spells towards the monsters.

[Everyone, move aside! If you don’t want to die!]

Growling, the manifested Glaceon spewed breath straight ahead.

The monsters, unaware of the fountain, froze at the mere touch of the thick cold breath.

Olivia chuckled bitterly.

I never thought she’d grow up like this.

In five years, how much has she been through?

Crack!

Asmodeus flicked her hand, and the mirrors shattered one after another.

“This is where the preview ends.”

There was a hint of disappointment in Asmodeus’s expression.

“Not very exciting, huh? Maybe because the situation isn’t urgent?”

“You know well.”

Olivia said provocatively on purpose.

Unless there’s a special variable, the Demon Realm and the Human Realm are usually connected only in the latter part of the story. But this time, the [Path] opened too quickly.

‘It won’t be a permanent [Path].’

Then it must be a [Path] artificially created by Asmodeus herself.

If she had accepted Asmodeus’s demands, she would have presented the [Path] as a way to return to the human world.

Olivia let out a hollow laugh.

“What a stubborn bastard.”

The [Gate] connecting to the Demon Realm and the [Path] are different.

When creating a [Gate], since the Great Demon pays the price directly, there is almost no burden when traveling between dimensions. However, it is not the same with a [Path].

When using a [Path], the human must pay the price and bear the burden of traveling between dimensions.

Even if they somehow paid the price, there was no way to handle the burden of traveling between dimensions other than enduring it.

‘…You might even faint.’

Asmodeus never intended to make a fair deal from the beginning.

If the human collapsed under the burden, she would immediately recover them to the Demon Realm and use them as a vessel for her descent.

Asmodeus’s mouth lifted slightly.

“Shall I raise the difficulty a bit? Would that change things?”

Since she had created the [Path] herself, she could control the number of monsters crossing the [Path] as much as she wanted.

Of course, even if the number of monsters increased several times, it didn’t seem like humans would be overwhelmed, but that would suffice if casualties increased.

After all, all of this was just a joke to unsettle Olivia.

She didn’t underestimate Olivia. The opponent was a monster that had the upper hand against two Dragon Lords.

That’s why she had prepared in every possible way.

Olivia chuckled. She could clearly see what Asmodeus was thinking.

More sinister than a demon lord, one step above.

Olivia checked the magical pulses beating in her heart. It didn’t seem necessary to summon her staff.

The [Gate] that returns to the human world can be obtained from another Great Demon.

“This brat is no good.”

Frost began to form from the part of Olivia’s foot touching the ground.

Sizzle!

The expression on Olivia’s face reflected in Asmodeus’s eyes was full of certainty and anger. By the time Asmodeus noticed the change, the air where she stood was already half frozen.

“Hurry…!”


Desperately, Asmodeus spread her magic to resist the cold. Almost simultaneously, the monsters hiding in the ground emerged.

Kwaaaah!

The smaller monsters exploded, spewing acidic body fluids in all directions. Taking advantage of this, the larger monsters rushed forward with their large claws and mouths wide open.

I knew it would be like this.

Olivia smirked and stretched out her hands to the sides.

When she spread her hands wide, the cold formed into a huge hand. Olivia grabbed the body of the giant monster and twisted it. The monster’s body shattered like a cookie.

Crunch!

Asmodeus quickly retreated, pulling out her frozen right arm that was no longer usable. Before the blood from the wound could touch the ground…

A new arm had already grown.

“…After five years of not being able to use my body.”

A flicker passed through Asmodeus’s eyes.

She had thought that she wouldn’t be able to demonstrate her full power after being asleep for five years, but that was not the case.

“Shall we?”

Asmodeus smiled like a demon. How does this human always exceed expectations?

It didn’t take long for the surroundings to be covered with the corpses of monsters.

Asmodeus had also stepped on the same path.

With a sound, Asmodeus’ body was torn apart. The body of the transformed Asmodeus weakly rolled on the floor.

“Hehe…. hehe……”

Asmodeus smiled as she looked at the approaching Olivia. Black blood dripped from the corners of her mouth.

“…….Indeed, the title of Duke was not enough.”

“You just realized that now?”

A faint sigh escaped from Asmodeus’ eyes as she stared at Olivia.

“I understand now why Demon God chose you. Who would think of you as human.”

“If you understand, then run away. You might even head north.”

Pause.

“……..Really, impressive?”

Asmodeus chuckled bitterly.

She had wondered, but in that short moment, it seemed she had seen through her divine form.

“How did you know? That this was fake?”

The performance was perfect. She even engraved the power of regeneration to deceive better…. but she saw through it.

“You laughed.”

“I did?”

“You didn’t laugh when you died.”

“…..So?”

“You denied it. You said you couldn’t feel emotions like fear. You kept denying it until the very end…………”

Olivia deliberately paused while speaking and looked down at Asmodeus’ divine form. Her face, split in half, was grotesquely twisted.

[……You dared to be a little sympathetic, but you don’t even know the subject…….]

Crack!

At Olivia’s gesture, a lightning bolt struck Asmodeus. Her scattered divine form vanished into ashes. Olivia clicked her tongue and wiped away the blood that had splattered on her body.

“A clueless bastard who talks too much.”

[‘The Lord of the Southern Demonic Realm,’ Baphomet, has detected your presence.]

Olivia slowly turned her head.

Not far away, a massive volcano loomed.

‘But I still got some basic information.’

The fact that the disciples of the Imperial People were moving together with the Holy Order meant that at least the Holy Kingdom and the Empire were not at war.

‘It seems Kiel is not causing a civil war.’

Through the life and death of the disciples, she could deduce quite a lot. Although they did not appear in the image shown by Asmodeus, Melina and Rebekah would also be nearby.

Fortunately.

“It’s really fortunate.

Olivia did a quick scan. In front of her relieved eyes, a notification window popped up.

[The owner of Clue #11 is the ‘Serial killer’.]

Wait a moment.

In a past episode, the great demon Baphomet was destroyed by the serial killer.

The exact time was the imperial year 998.


‘It’s now 993, so…’

It must be when Baphomet is in the middle of his ‘work’.

Olivia smiled.

[‘The owner of the Southern Demonic Realm’, ‘Baphomet’, is wary of you.]

It seemed she could return to the human world soon.



 
  
    Chapter 137: Serial killer -1


A knight, covered in blood, screams and runs away.

In an alleyway where rain falls.

In the alleyway where screams scatter, a young boy appeared.

At most, he would have the physique of a middle school student. Wet hair fluttering in the rain and a beauty that would make women who faced him lose their minds.

At a glance, he was the kind of existence that stimulated the desire to protect.

“Hmm.”

The boy hummed as he strolled down the alley. Every time lightning flashed, his red pupils emitted a eerie light in the darkness.

The boy’s nails were sharp like those of a wild animal. At the tips, there were chunks of flesh stuck to them. Surprisingly, all of it was the flesh of other people.

-Oh, a demon…………..!

The humans murdered by the boy, without exception, all uttered the same words as their last words.

‘Demon.’

Surprisingly, it was true.

Inside the boy’s body, a demon dwelled.

And not just any demon, but the Great demon Baphomet.

“Aaah!”

A knight who had been hiding in a corner screams. Despite being a female knight, her speed is too slow to escape. Her skin was so fragile that even a slight scratch from his nails made blood flow.

Or perhaps, this flesh he had devoured was exceptionally exceptional.

“P-please spare me..! I didn’t see anything, please.

It’s noisy. Making noise even about such a weak subject. What kind of dimension is the human realm, anyway?

Even when she closes her mouth and hides her body, it’s not enough.

“Sh, shut up…….”

Before Baphomet could get any noisier, he reached out and grabbed the knight’s neck. If he wanted, he could have easily broken her neck in an instant, but he didn’t want to do that.

Baphomet grabbed the knight’s neck and lifted her up. The knight struggled with all her might to survive. The more she struggled, the deeper his nails dug into her flesh. Blood flowed out and blocked her airway.

“……G-g-gurk.”

When the knight collapsed with a final gasp, Baphomet paused. A lightning-fast sensation passed through his mind.

Indeed, this flesh was strange.

Not in a good way.

The exhilarating pleasure felt every time a life was extinguished. It wasn’t something that was felt from the beginning. But as one became two, and two became three, and then tens, hundreds of humans were killed……..

At some point, a volcanic pleasure surged in when killing other humans with this flesh.

He understood at the same time. Why other Great demons were so obsessed with the human realm.

Although right now he can only descend in the form of being parasitic on the soul body, if the Demon God descends soon, this limitation will disappear.

‘…………’

Baphomet, who was filled with joy, frowned.

Something felt ominous.

He slowly looked around, but he didn’t feel any presence. There was no way he could feel a presence. The knight he had just killed was the last survivor in this village.

Then there was only one answer.

‘………..’

In the southern demon realm, where his main body was, an intruder had clearly appeared.

Baphomet closed his eyes.

Around him, a crimson aura bloomed. In the next moment, before Baphomet’s eyes, the scenery of the demon world was reflected.

The largest volcano in the demon world. In the midst of a high-temperature zone where even inferior species dared not approach, Baphomet sat with his eyes closed, his own flesh.

And, right behind him.

A woman stood.

“…………Human?”

Just the fact that there was a human in the demon world was astonishing, but what shocked Baphomet was not that.

He had killed countless humans. There was no special reason. Simply to gain pleasure, and to obtain a more beautiful body. Among them were lords of great cities, and even knights. He killed many, and continued to kill.

Too many to count. However.

Such a beautiful body, he had never seen before.

In the soaring magma, lightning struck the demons. Even though dozens of them perished, Baphomet simply admired. In this sinister dimension called the demon realm, the silhouette was so beautiful that it was embarrassing.

He wanted to devour her.

***

Olivia stared fixedly at Baphomet’s body. Behind her, the demons, half-melted by the lightening, screamed in agony.

The high-ranking demons who served Baphomet. The time it took for all the demons, numbering close to a thousand, to turn into lumps of flesh was fleeting.

[⬛⬛⬛………….⬛⬛⬛!]

Just a noise. Despite being extremely unpleasant, Olivia had no intention of killing the demons right away.

She wanted to awaken the Baphomet in front of her. She wanted to kill him right away, but what was in front of her was nothing more than a hollow shell devoid of a soul.

Since Baphomet was a demon not bound by flesh, it was only effective to kill him when his soul returned to the demon world.

‘It’s time he started to notice.’

No matter how much it was a mere shell, he would have prepared at least one surveillance method as much as his own body.

He would soon notice the change.

Thinking that was frightening, Baphomet’s body twitched.

A giant wolf with its back hunched, wearing a sheep’s skin inside out.

The eyes, which were coiled up like a corpse, suddenly opened. The red eyes rolled around and stopped exactly where Olivia was standing.

Sneer.

At the same time, the corner of the wolf’s mouth rose like crazy animal. A blatant gaze that looked at its prey greedily.

All demons covet human souls, but Baphomet was a little different.

He coveted human bodies. More beautiful, stronger bodies.

Olivia looked at Baphomet.

Towering as if touching the ceiling, he looked like a withered tree. His back was hunched, and his teeth and nails were the same, a seemingly humorous appearance.

But that was what Baphomet intended.

Even that body was just a shell he could discard at any time.

[…………Really a human. Did you come over the [Gate] created by the Great demon of the North?]

As Baphomet spoke, a swirl of red light flickered in his eyes.

[The Greater Demon ‘Baphomet’ uses ‘Mind Fracture’.]

[The title ‘One Who Has Reached the Truth’ resists ‘Mind Fracture’!]

Tsststst!

Baphomet hastily caught his eyes and stepped back.

[………What?]

Baphomet’s gaze shook violently. At the same time, an emotion that seemed to be wary arose in his eyes.


But he didn’t step back.

That was prey worth risking danger for.

For now, Baphomet decided to tease Olivia.

[Human, will you not make a contract with me? If you contract with me, The Baphomet, I will grant you one wish.]

“…What wish do you think I would make?”

Olivia said as if it were pitiful. In her right hand, a staff emitting the scent of deep winter appeared.

[Transcendent Magic, ‘Staff of Primordial Times’ is being used.]

Kugugugugu!

A change occurred around Olivia. The scorching heat of the volcano, which had been rising rapidly, suddenly subsided.

Not only did the magma that had been rising solidify in place, but even the steam froze, emitting an icy cold that froze even the last breath of ash spat out by the crater.

Winter.

The southern part of the underworld was dyed in the midst of winter.

Baphomet looked at Olivia with a shocked expression. Just by looking at his trembling pupils, she could tell what he was thinking.

“Ask me again.”

[…]

“Do you have the ability to grant my wish?”

Baphomet, whose face turned red at Olivia’s words, roared and rushed at her. The claws of the Great Devil, who had dominated one area of ​​the Demon World for over thousands of years, were fiercely fired.

Olivia did not evade. Instead, she aimed her staff at Baphomet.

A chill moved.

The claws did not reach Olivia. Feeling a strangeness in her flesh, Baphomet lowered his gaze.

It was gone.

[……?]

Baphomet rolled his eyes for a long time. And then, he saw it.

The lower half, standing stiffly with its upper body lost.

Olivia moved her staff, aiming at Baphomet’s head.

Deliberately, she acted as if she had plenty of time.

In fact, using the ‘Staff of Primordial Times’ against Baphomet was excessive.

Because demons, being a race that knows nothing of honor, would flee immediately upon feeling a gap in power.

“The Great Demon ‘Baphomet’ prepares to leave the underworld.”

Right now.

Swoosh!

With a tearing noise, a shimmering Gate appeared from Baphomet’s shadow. Covered in shimmering magic, the Gate distorted the dimensions of the area as it grew larger.

Without hesitation, Baphomet jumped into the Gate.

“Ugh…………”

After a while, Baphomet groaned and rolled on the floor.

Although only his head remained, fortunately, his soul was intact.

If that monstrous human had not let down his guard even though only his head remained, he would have died without a word.

Looking around in a hurry, he saw the body of a boy who was standing dumbfounded. It was the boy he had just used.

Because his soul had been transmitted to the underworld, the boy stood dumbfounded like a puppet with its strings cut.

‘Hurry, inside……………?

Just as he was about to swallow the boy’s soul again, Baphomet’s expression stiffened.

With a squelch, the boy’s white hand grabbed Baphomet’s head. After a while, the boy’s hand was covered in a red light aura.

“Huh…? How…? You should have swallowed my soul……”

With a crack, Baphomet’s head was smashed. His soul, too, was cut off by the giant scythe that had suddenly appeared.

Baphomet neither raged nor disappeared.

The boy looked satisfied.

“It’s not that you devour me, I let myself be devoured. I was curious how demons would kill people in a novel way.”


The boy licked his lips and brushed off the residue from the scythe.

“But, it wasn’t anything special.”

The boy, no, the Serial killer turned his head back with a sinister smile.

“Isn’t that right, Olivia?”

The Serial killer aimed the scythe at Olivia, who had crossed dimensions using the [Gate] Baphomet had used.



 
  
    Chapter 138: Serial Killer -2


The Serial Killer’s body was pierced with countless sharp ice crystals.

No matter how much his recovery ability was comparable to that of demons, the wounds he received today were too deep.

He could not regenerate.

The Serial Killer sensed his death.

Honestly, he had always anticipated that it would come to this someday.

He just didn’t expect it to be today.

A smirk appeared on his pale face.

He asked the woman who inflicted these wounds on him.

“Olivia, you… planned this from the beginning, didn’t you?”

No answer came.

The Serial Killer laughed bitterly.

“Couldn’t you at least say ‘good job’…?”

“What did you do?”

“When told to kill, I killed. When told to destroy, I destroyed. Whatever you commanded… I never questioned it, not even once. Don’t you think that’s… enough?”

“You couldn’t kill the princess.”

Olivia said, glancing at the corpses of the two Dragon Lords lying on the ground.

“You were a splendid hunting dog. It’s just that… you are no longer needed.”

Olivia approached the wheezing Serial Killer and squatted down.

She gently reached out and closed his eyelids.

“Good job.”

A sad smile had crept onto Olivia’s face.

The Serial Killer did not see it.

***

In the alley where the rain was flowing, the Serial Killer glared at Olivia.

In her hand, she held a staff that he had never seen in his previous life.

He was certain. No treasure could compare to that staff.

‘So cold.’

The Serial Killer couldn’t help but realize once again that Olivia had never revealed her full power, not even when she defeated the two dragon lords who ruled the mountain range.

The Serial Killer recalled what Olivia had said back then.

-You were an excellent hunting dog. It’s just that I no longer need you.

“Even thinking back, it was too harsh. To be cast aside so mercilessly.”

Anyway, he died like that.

In the Annihilation Ending, the Serial Killer had sided with Olivia. His role was to sabotage so that Machina, the Free City, and the western archipelagos couldn’t defend themselves until Olivia brought down the Empire, the Holy Kingdom, and the Eastern Alliance.

He faithfully carried out his role. If Olivia said to kill, he killed. If she said to destroy, he destroyed.

The reason the Serial Killer chose to become Olivia’s dog was simple.

Because he wanted to.

The Serial Killer asked himself. This time, does he want to do it again?

He didn’t know.

Then what?

Instead of asking himself further, the Serial Killer concentrated his aura to create a crimson scythe.

There was no need to overthink it.

The scythe in his hand was heavy.

For now, he swung it.

***

Ssshhh!

The mist covering the alley turned red for a moment. The mist, which had physical properties, flew at Olivia from all directions.

The Serial Killer hid in the mist, aiming for Olivia’s blind spot.

Olivia, unperturbed, calmly manipulated her magic. A fierce storm arose, scattering the mist in an instant. A scythe imbued with dark red aura clashed with a shield shaped like a snowflake.

“I didn’t expect to meet you this early.”

Olivia didn’t expect the Serial Killer to have already freed himself from Baphomet’s control, let alone be strong enough to annihilate Baphomet.

Olivia inwardly clicked her tongue.

“I wondered why you died so easily…”

In fact, the Serial Killer’s eyes weren’t red from the beginning. They turned red gradually as he was assimilated with demonic energy after being taken over by Baphomet.

Of course, it wasn’t Baphomet’s intention.

Originally, red pupils are the exclusive property of demons.

No matter how heinous a dark wizard is, their eye color doesn’t naturally turn red.

The reason the Serial Killer’s eye color turned red was due to his constitution.

A constitution that absorbs the surrounding energy and assimilates it.

Baphomet, without realizing it, had been gradually losing his demonic energy to the Serial Killer.

Even though she used the [Ancient Staff], she fell without any resistance, thinking something was strange, but it seems this was the hidden reason.

Probably, [Regression] acted as a variable.

Having once destroyed Baphomet, it wouldn’t have been difficult the second time.

The Serial Killer smirked at Olivia.

“Surprised face, huh? Well, I did kill the great demon much faster than in the previous life.”

“…Kid. When did you ever see me to act like you know me?”

Olivia muttered as she infused the ancient staff with magic power.

Although it wasn’t the anticipated situation, as long as she could get a clue, it didn’t matter.

‘Lightning is too conspicuous.’

Using cold seemed like a better idea.

The moment cold energy rose from Olivia’s fingertips, the Serial Killer tilted his head and said.

“You don’t know me?”

“Of course not. This is the first time I’ve seen you.”

“First time seeing me?”

“Then when did we meet?”

The Serial Killer looked displeased at being called a kid, but didn’t attack abruptly like before.

He was feeling a sense of incongruity himself.

In the Annihilation endhing, the Serial Killer had been possessed by Baphomet for quite a long time.

Therefore, his memories up until just before Baphomet was destroyed were intermittently cut off, and even if they remained, they were mostly incomplete.

However, he did remember that Olivia had never been to the demon realm.


Moreover, there was that recent dream…

Unlike the previous life, in this life, he could retain many memories.

In the previous life, he had been forcibly controlled by Baphomet, but in this life, he pretended to be controlled on purpose.

Anyway, thanks to that, he could remember most things, and one of them was the dream he had repeatedly for several days.

A dream where Olivia and an unknown witch were arguing, and he quietly watched.

Thinking back to whether such a thing had happened in the previous life, no matter how much he thought, there was no witch with the alias [Great Witch].

It was too vivid to dismiss as a random dream.

‘Goodbye, Olivia.’

When waking from a dream, the sensation lingered at the tips of his fingers.

“…That’s strange.”

“What is?”

Olivia asked. The Serial Killer furrowed his brow deeply.

“The energy flowing inside you. It’s a bit different from before. Hmm…”

The Serial Killer could absorb demonic energy from demons, magical power from wizards, and aura from knights.

However, something about the past Olivia and the present Olivia was subtly different.

It was hard to explain in words. It was indefinable.

The Serial Killer stared intently at Olivia. His throat was convulsing wildly.

His patience had reached its limit.

‘Should I stab her?’

‘I could distinguish it if I did.’

‘I want to stab her.’

‘Let’s stab.’

‘Ah…’

Seeing the area around the Serial Killer turning red, Olivia picked up her staff again.

Rumble!

A dark red mist rose once more around the Serial Killer. The mist soon took the shape of a giant wolf.

In the meantime, he had completely assimilated the power of the Great Demon Baphomet.

The wolf, made of blood-red mist, roared and leaped like a living beast. Olivia habitually prepared to unleash a lightning bolt but hesitated.

‘I can’t make the same mistake again.’

There was no need to take the risk of standing out unnecessarily.

Grumbling, Olivia gathered cold air. The cold quickly formed into a spear.

The spear shot out with a swoosh, piercing the wolf’s head. The wolf staggered for a moment but soon restored its original form.

The wolf charged again, but Olivia’s gaze had already moved elsewhere.

After all, that mist wolf was just a distraction.

Really……

A chilling energy rose from the nape of her neck.

Suddenly, a huge scythe was hanging around Olivia’s neck.

The Serial Killer behind Olivia gently stroked her hair and exhaled a dizzying breath.

“Olivia.”

The Serial Killer tilted his head.

“…….Why didn’t you dodge?”

“There was no need to dodge.”

The Serial Killer’s eyes widened.

“You thought I couldn’t kill you… ah.”

As if conceding defeat, the Serial Killer nodded.

The Serial Killer grinned and said.

“….Since when?”

His wrist was already frozen white.

It was useless to pull up the aura. The cold had already reached his shoulders in that brief moment.

Now, Olivia’s finger was on top of me.

“From the beginning.”


Olivia said so, bringing her hand to the forehead of the Serial Killer, whose upper body was halfway frozen. A strong spark flew from her hand, and a familiar message was heard.

[The regressor has subdued the ‘Serial Killer’ without Killing them!]

[Acquired clue #11!]

Olivia smiled slowly.

When you open your eyes again, a lot will have changed.



 
  
    Chapter 139: I’ll get you out soon Kid -1


Pasusut.

The crimson-dyed mist dissolved into dust. Olivia gazed at the unconscious Serial Killer, pondering how to deal with him.

‘Can I bring him over to my side?’

In truth, there was no need to bring in a Serial Killer. By the Imperial Year 993, Kiel and Melina’s affection would have increased to some extent. 

It would be the same for Rebekah as well. The King Mu was somewhat ambiguous due to his unpredictable nature, but Estee would not be difficult to draw in. Adding the three disciples of the Great Witch and Glaceon, who had grown into a full-fledged dragon…

‘It’s a close call.’

The Princess’s core forces total six. Two Dragon Lords, The Dark Lord, The Revolutionary, The Demon Hunter, and a Druid. Even including the King Mu, it’s a tie.

‘Do I really need to bring him in?’

Olivia looked down at the Serial Killer with a displeased face. Of course, if she led the charge, it wouldn’t be difficult to clear out the Princess’s forces. But if she did, she would lose the image she had worked so hard to build.

Olivia, who takes care of others at the expense of herself. Olivia, who has saved the world over again for countless episodes. Having lived such a life over countless cycles, suddenly attacking the Princess? That’s not something Olivia would do. 

‘That would be something Asmodeus would do.’

In the end, the only option was to incite the returnees to overthrow the Princess themselves. 

‘To do that, I need to balance the power first.’

This meant she had to bring in the Serial Killer. Olivia slowly reached out her hand towards the Serial Killer. At the same time, a notification window appeared.

[Clue #11]

[Memory of the Imperial Year 997]

‘997 is too late.’

The current Serial killer had been assimilated with Baphomet for too long, having an extremely psychopathic mindset. Bringing in someone with such a mental state would be more likely to break up the team than help it. In that case, there was only one method.

“Going further back than 997.”

Olivia scoured through the notifications for a long while.

And then, she found it.

[Reward for Obtaining 7 Clues]

[From now on, you can use clues without direct contact.]

It was the reward obtained on the very day she had been cornered by the six regressors.

It wouldn’t be just a useless reward allowing the use of clues from a short distance away.

maybe…….

Reaching out towards the empty air, Olivia closed her eyes and concentrated. How much time had passed? A sentence appeared in the air.

[Which clue would you like to use?]

[Available Clues: Clue #3, Clue #5, Clue #6, Clue #7, Clue #8, Clue #9, Clue #10, Clue #11]

Olivia smiled.

Just as she had expected.

‘This is what a reward should be like.’

She traced the feel of the letters wrapping around her fingers. She had already decided which clue to choose.

[Clue #7]

[Memories of Imperial Year 994]

Using this, she could go further back in time than 997 to ‘re-educate’ the Serial killer.

‘At the very least, I need to make him controllable.’

In her previous life, in the annihilation ending, she controlled the Serial killer with the [Annihilation] itself.

The Serial Killer was immediately fascinated by the proposal to exterminate all life on the continent, and volunteered to become Olivia’s hound.

True to his alias, [Serial Killer], he massacred countless humans.

However, the Serial Killer she met in the normal ending round was a bit different.

He cut off the limbs of the watchers sent by Aria but did not kill them.

Even when he finally took Olivia’s life, whom he had longed to kill his entire life, he wasn’t consumed by madness.

[Goodbye, Olivia.]

He seemed almost at peace.

‘i must have met him much earlier in that round than 997.’

Turning him into a controllable psychopath was Olivia’s goal.

[Would you like to use Clue #7?]

In the next moment, Olivia’s consciousness flickered.

***

A sharp inhalation followed by the sound of her breathing.

It was her first time inside a clue since Estee, but she hadn’t forgotten the unique sensation.

Opening her eyes, a quiet desert cloaked in darkness spread before her. It seemed to be the southern part of the continent. The outcome was somewhat expected.

Clue #7 belonged to the demon hunter.

“……..You’re up early. It’s still far from your turn, so get some more sleep.”

Olivia slowly turned her head. Sitting by the crackling campfire was the Demon Hunter, keeping watch.

Instead of replying, Olivia stood up and stretched. Unfortunately, she didn’t have time to spare.

The decision had been made ever since she chose Clue #7 to reform the [Serial Killer].

It couldn’t be helped. If the Demon Hunter, who had hated Olivia, suddenly became friendly, anyone would suspect mental magic.

If this matter becomes known, even the regressors who sided with Olivia will begin to doubt whether their thoughts have been manipulated.

I couldn’t afford to lose the hard-earned foundation just to change one person’s mind.

“Olivia?”

As Olivia moved somewhere, the Demon Hunter spoke in a surprised voice.

Thunk.

“Where are you going in such a hurry?”

“…I don’t think there’s a need to tell you.”

The cold tone made the Demon Hunter flinch.

“Perhaps… Have I done something wrong to you?”

The faded golden eyes even trembled at times. It was understandable that she was confused.

Currently, the Demon Hunter’s favorability was at 50.

The reliable companion, whom I could trust to watch my back, was suddenly drawing a line.

Wrong?

The Demon Hunter had done nothing wrong. But even so, I didn’t want to tell her that.

Olivia said nothing. Her face was indifferent, as if she had no interest.

The more Olivia acted like that, the more the Demon Hunter felt her lips burning.

It was clear that something had upset her, but no matter how much she thought about it, she couldn’t pinpoint what it was.

Olivia was about to leave, and the Demon Hunter had no way to stop her.

In the end, she had no choice but to hold her accountable.

“Th-the watch…”


“As long as I’m back before then, right?”

At those words, Olivia slowly turned her head. Her eyes were fixed precisely on the Demon Hunter.

“Isn’t that right?”

While hesitating, Olivia disappeared from the Demon Hunter’s sight.

***

[Skill, ‘Teleport’ activated.]

Olivia slowly looked around.

How many times had she used teleportation?

A scene completely different from the desolate desert she had just seen unfolded before her. She had arrived in Machina, the most advanced city in Lactea.

With her robe pulled over her head, Olivia silently navigated the crowded streets. Nearby, drunk people were loudly conversing, unfolding newspapers.

Olivia listened in on their conversation. Most of it was trivial, but soon the topic she had been waiting for came up.

“Damn, three more died yesterday?”

“Again? The security forces are going to be ground down again.”

“Of course, they will. They can’t even catch one crazy murderer.”

Olivia bought the exact same newspaper they had been reading and quickly scanned through it.

[The bodies of women were found dismembered into dozens of pieces on Road 9. Authorities believe this to be the work of the same person responsible for the previous murders…]

Olivia immediately hastened her steps towards Road 9. She slipped through the shadows of the back alleys, passing several drunkards. At some point, Olivia took off her robe, confidently revealing her face.

She felt as if she were being watched, but Olivia didn’t care.

‘It’s about time to strike.’

As she passed a tavern emitting a sticky yellow light, she felt a chilling gaze from not far away.

‘They took the bait.’

One by one, the lights in the alley went out, leaving only the light from the tavern where Olivia stood. In the sudden darkness of the alley, a boy appeared without a sound.

“Hello, sister.”

He was a serial killer. His eyes were red like a demon’s, and at the same time, captivating.

People without resistance would have been instantly mesmerized by those eyes, not even thinking to be wary.

Rather, he probably approached me as if I was possessed.

“You’re a new face. How did you get here?”

The Serial Killer slowly approached. Or rather, Baphomet, who was controlling his body, did.

“Don’t you know it’s dangerous for a woman to be out alone these days?”

From under Baphomet’s feet, black smoke gently rose. Olivia chuckled.

“Well, it would be dangerous with a demon like you around.”

Swoosh!

In an instant, Olivia ducked. The smoke, which had turned into a whip, struck the alley wall.

Baphomet’s eyes widened slightly. He hadn’t expected her movements to be so fast.


And what was with that overly confident face?

[…How did she know?]

“With that much Demonic energy oozing out, how could I not know?”

Olivia smiled brightly. Before she knew it, her attire had transformed into the robe symbolizing the Golden Tower.

“I’ll get you out soon, kid.”



 
  
    Chapter 140: I’ll get you out soon Kid -2


[………… Was she from the Golden Tower?]

Baphomet spoke.

“For now.”

Olivia replied.

The alley quickly filled with deep silence. Baphomet hesitated to attack first. There was something unusual about the magical energy emanating from this human wizard.

[Are you the famous master of the Empire’s Golden Tower?]

“I am her disciple.”

[…Disciple?]

Baphomet pretended to think and scratched his chin. Each time his sharp claws touched his tender skin, they left scratches, but he kept repeating the action until blood flowed.

[Disciple, disciple… … . I think I need to adjust my evaluation of the human world a little higher.]

Baphomet’s eyes never left Olivia. At some point, his mouth had stretched into a wide grin.

He was itching to attack immediately, but he restrained himself.

As much as he hated to admit it, this woman was strong. Perhaps strong enough to be his equal.

Baphomet realized instantly that the first one to show a gap would lose.

Baphomet broke the silence that filled the alley with a single charge. His body shot forward like a bullet, aiming for Olivia’s chest.

Just before impact, a faint light enveloped Olivia and transported her to the opposite side. Baphomet, following his momentum, crashed into the alley wall.

Baphomet rose from the crevice in the wall and immediately found himself in a predicament.

“Watch closely from there.”

Olivia said. Her staff was aimed precisely at Baphomet’s forehead.

Olivia’s blue eyes were fixed somewhere beyond Baphomet’s red eyes, towards a Serial Killer lurking somewhere.

Baphomet realized that Olivia wasn’t even considering him.

[………You wretched woman!]

Olivia still didn’t look at Baphomet. The moment her staff emitted light, Baphomet’s hand morphed into a blade and shot toward Olivia’s shoulder.

Olivia, as if expecting it, smiled and caught Baphomet’s hand with her right hand, freezing it solid.

[Argh!]

Baphomet, who had lost the use of one arm in an instant, screamed in pain. Before Olivia could launch a follow-up attack, he had already retreated to a distance.

“Since you can’t do it with that body, descend with your main body quickly.”

[………I took it easy because your soul was enticing, but you don’t know your place.]

The Serial Killer’s body lost strength and collapsed. Black smoke began to rise delicately from his surface.

The smoke lengthened and started to transform into a terrifying shape.

[A Great Demon, Baphomet, is manifesting!]

Around its head, flames flickered like eyes, and its mouth sprouted teeth. The wolf-like form devoured the surrounding darkness and grew as large as a building.

[I will kill you as painfully as possible.]

Baphomet’s face began to split. The area around his maw was engulfed in flames, and the flames of hell spewed out from the gap.

Whoooosh!

An overwhelming heat consumed the area.

Buildings unable to withstand the heat burst into flames and melted simultaneously.

The fire spread rapidly in all directions.

It didn’t take long for the entire area to turn into a hellscape.

Despite her hair and skin being scorched by the intense flames, Olivia didn’t mind. She knew it wouldn’t be easy to win anyway.

‘The level is too low.’

Olivia spread cold to protect her body. In front of her, the giant wolf laughed maniacally.

[Where did that relaxed smile from before go?]

Baphomet’s arm lashed out like a whip. Buildings crumbled like cookies under the force of its claws.

Crash!

Olivia kicked off into the air. The ice essences surrounding her scattered in all directions. They contained such intense cold that even touching them would drain all warmth.

Boom!

The clash of fire and ice caused a tremendous explosion.

Olivia clicked her tongue at the unexpected situation. While his level was low, she had not anticipated the Serial Killer’s high rate of demonic energy absorption.

Even without memories of her past life, she thought it would be similar after about a year, but it seemed she had misjudged.

Hundreds of fireballs rained down on Olivia. She gathered her magic power into her staff.

Crackle.

When Olivia spun her staff in a large arc, a fierce northern wind swept in, swallowing the fireballs.

The surrounding temperature dropped rapidly, and the relentless flames lost their strength and faded away.

[It’s a pity. A pity. It’s truly a pity that I can’t devour your body.]

At that moment, Baphomet’s form vanished. Seizing the opportunity, Baphomet dashed to Olivia’s rear.

Moving swiftly behind her, Baphomet aimed its demon-infused claws at Olivia.

Instead of dodging, Olivia shot a massive thunderbolt. With a loud boom, Baphomet’s upper body exploded.

However, Baphomet wasn’t significantly wounded. The giant hole in its chest disappeared as soon as it emerged from the smoke.

[Soon.…Despair will bloom on your face as well.]

A sinister smile spread across Baphomet’s face.

No matter how powerful a wizard may be, it is impossible to kill a demon without using special methods.

The most reliable way was through divine power, but without a Saint nearby, he was an almost immortal monster.

[If you kneel right now and ask for forgiveness, I will spare your life.]

“………You said you’d tear me apart, but it seems you really want my body, huh?”

Olivia clicked her tongue and took her stance again. At this point, there was no choice but to push herself to the limit.

Goooooo!

“This time, I’m going all out.”

A trickle of blood flowed from the corner of her mouth.

***

Chuchuchuchut!

A cold sensation emanated from the tips of his fingers.

The Serial Killer slowly rose to his feet. The world was painted in white. Ash and snowflakes alternated as they fell from the sky, both hot and cold at the same time.

However, the place where he stood was silent.

“……….”

In the distance, a woman came into view. The area around her was exceptionally bright. The Serial Killer thought that it would be quite a spectacle if her pure white figure were stained red.

[Kraaaa!]

The demon was spewing dark red blood.

[Kraaaa! Kr, kraaaa………!]


The alternating snow and ash made the world as bright as a blank canvas. Because of that, she stood out even more.

Each time the world flashed, her hair was gradually turning dark red.

Using the demon’s blood as paint.

Using the blood that trickled from her own lips as paint.

Little by little.

Red.

Then white again.

At the same time, a familiar scent filled the air.

The scent that tingled his nose every time he was led into a dark alley by a demon.

“Hmm. Ahaha.”

The Serial Killer licked a snowflake off his cheek with the tip of his finger.

He sat cross-legged, tilting his head side to side as he gazed at Olivia.

Hmm. Ah. Hmm. Hmmmm.

He could not hear the crumbling buildings or the demon’s agonized cries.

[…………Graaaaa!]

At the moment of the thunderous strike, the cry of the beast escaped. Baphomet’s body shuddered like a broken doll.

A chilling sensation.

He just stared blankly.

His fingertips trembled uncontrollably, and his heart pounded. The Serial Killer loved those emotions.

The reason he could maintain his sanity even after his body was taken over by the great demon was simple.

He was already broken long before that.

Born with broken emotions, he could only truly feel emotions when he took someone else’s life.

To feel life, he took life.

An abnormal birth from the beginning.

Even though he was engulfed by an existence as great as an great demon, he could survive because of that.

Because he was no different from a demon.

Ahhh…

He couldn’t take his eyes off it.

Beautiful.

Black smoke rose from the great demon’s body. The smoke was less black and more faint than before.

‘Just a little more…?’

The end is near.

The Serial Killer unknowingly stood up and walked toward the snowy field.

The moment he crossed the boundary, he felt a distant cold. Was it protecting him? Thinking that, even this cold felt lovely.

Boom!

The wind cleared. Olivia stood resolutely on the ash-transformed corpse of Baphomet.

“It was close.”

Wiping away the flowing blood, Olivia steadied her blurring vision.

[Ancient magic, ‘Limit Release,’ is being deactivated.]

If she hadn’t forcibly raised her growth, it would have been her who was defeated. Of course, the aftermath of the forced release was not ordinary either.

It felt like blood was boiling all over her body. Her joints were stiffening in real-time.

The reason she didn’t show her pain.

“Who are you… big sister?”

It was the Serial Killer. He approached Olivia directly, not even noticing the devastated surroundings.

“Kid.”

Olivia smiled and used her magic to confiscate the dagger the Serial Killer had hidden behind his back.

“You shouldn’t play tricks on adults.”

“Of…”

The Serial Killer looked disappointed.

Don’t be fooled by that innocent-looking face.

The only time the Serial Killer showed courtesy to someone was when he decided to kill them.

Olivia opened the Serial Killer’s hand and placed a few gold coins in it.

She wanted to talk more, but there was no time.

She felt like she might collapse at any moment.

“…I’m a bit busy. Let’s talk again in three days.”

“Three days?”

“Yes. I think I’ll be back in this city by then.”

Swallowing the blood that had risen to her throat, Olivia gathered all her strength to muster her magic. The Serial Killer, sensing something, reached out urgently but only grasped at empty air.

[Skill, ‘Teleportation’… activated…]

How many times had the same notification repeated?

Thud.

With the overwhelming aftermath, Olivia felt herself losing consciousness.

Rustle.

The sensation of coarse sand against her fingertips. Olivia was certain she had returned to the southern continent.

[Time remaining: 00 minutes 08 seconds]

Olivia lay curled up on the ground, retching repeatedly.

So much blood poured from her small body that she quickly felt dizzy.

It was at that moment.

Tap.

“——!”

An urgent voice.

Someone seemed to have grabbed her shoulder.

Olivia barely lifted her head to see the face of the person supporting her.


“Olivia! Get a grip! Damn it, if I’d known this would happen………!”

Tightly pressed lips. Eyes filled with concern.

Perhaps due to the overwhelming aftermath, she couldn’t see clearly.

And then the next moment.

[The time limit has expired.]



 
  
    Chapter 141: Lets forgive her


Dim light seeping through the curtains. The Demon Hunter trembled, wrapped in a blanket from head to toe.

Memories of a comrade who shared life and death, before betrayal.

-Roasting scorpions again? Do you think I brought those preservation jars from the mausoleum for you to eat this stuff?

Now even the colors have faded, and recalling them has become difficult.

-It’s lonely to walk alone.

Beside the dying campfire, an old comrade said so.

-Hand me the bow. I’ll fix it for you.

A nightmare.

A very nauseating nightmare.

Because she knew she could never go back to those times.

Demon Hunter keenly felt how dreadful the emotion of longing could be.

-Before that, we just need to go back. Isn’t that right?

With a gasp, she opened her eyes to find the familiar room before her.

The princess’s palace.

It had been five years already since she had stayed in this castle under the pretext of being the princess’s chef.

Her head throbbed.

[Oversleeping, huh? Not like you.]

The Demon Hunter turned her head slowly. In a corner of the room, there was a shadow in the form of a pillar.

[…Are you the real or a clone?]

[Unfortunately, I am a clone. The original is in the office.]

“The office? The meeting?”

[There’s no need to go. It ended a while ago.]

The reason why she wasn’t called to the regular meetings, the Demon Hunter could easily deduce.

“…I suppose the outcome was the same as usual.”

Maintain the current state.

Guard against the demons surging in from the north, without antagonizing other Regressors or seeking Olivia separately.

It was a stark contrast to the princess’s previous behavior.

But that doesn’t mean I don’t understand her.

The world is flowing in a completely different direction from what they remembered.

Just maintaining the current regime was overwhelming.

The Demon Hunter set out for the audience in battle attire. A shadow of her followed closely behind.

“…What mission have I been assigned? I would have preferred a mission to the south.”

[Unfortunately not. Come to where I am for now.]

The Demon Hunter nodded and headed straight to the office.

“You’re here?”

The office table was piled high with documents. The princess waved her pale fingers. Documents drawn by her magic sorted and approved themselves at her gesture.

“…Another sleepless night?”

“There’s a lot to do. But I’m still young, so my energy isn’t lacking. Magic helps a lot too.”

Magic, indeed.

Magic played a significant role in drastically reducing the princess’s sleep.

“Do you really need to learn magic? You don’t need to be out in the field yourself…”

“Because I already lost once doing that.”

“…”

Quietly observing from the corner, the Dark Lord spoke up.

“Enough heavy talk. Let’s discuss the mission.”

Dark Lord spread out a large map on the table. It detailed the entire continent. With a dagger, the Dark Lord pointed to a specific location.

“Two days ago, contact was lost with my subordinates investigating this area. We carefully selected only top-tier assassins, yet they disappeared without a trace.”

“Must be the wizards’ doing, as expected?”

“There’s a high probability, but it’s still unknown.”

In recent years, groups with extremist ideologies have begun to assert themselves. They go beyond inciting citizens, reaching the point of assassinating high-ranking imperial officials, calling for the overthrow of the royal family.

So far, only thirteen nobles have been assassinated.

Considering they were all high-ranking nobles of baronial rank or higher, it was no ordinary matter, even for an empire.

The Demon Hunter realized why they called themselves here. While not as experienced as their predecessor, she had her own expertise in hiding and sneak attacks.

“The infiltration is scheduled for tomorrow morning.”

“Don’t we need to wait a few more days?”

“We’re running out of time. This isn’t our only task, and we’re short on replacements.”

Over the past five years, so much has happened like a storm.

It was only thanks to Aria that it ended at this point; if she hadn’t been there, the continent would have been swept up in flames.

“Demon Hunter. Before we proceed, could you spare a moment?”

Aria gestured to the Demon Hunter. After a nod, The dark Lord discreetly retreated into the shadow. By the time his presence had completely vanished, Aria spoke.

“Did Olivia appear in your dreams?”

“…”

The Demon Hunter remained silent, but her silence spoke volumes. Understanding this, Aria nodded slowly.

“I thought as much.”

It was a statement with many implications. Sensing an uneasy current, the Demon Hunter asked.

“Have… have you had such dreams too?”

“It’s not a dream, but a dreadful nightmare.”

Aria slowly reached out and grasped the cooling teacup. After a moment, steam began to rise from the tea once more. With a composed demeanor, Aria brought the teacup to her lips.

“…Whenever events from past lives resurface, I have such thoughts. The reason we didn’t know about these incidents in our last life is because Olivia dealt with them without us knowing.”

It would be even more strange not to have such thoughts.

Even the Demon Hunter had had such thoughts before.

“Perhaps everything that happened in our past lives was a misunderstanding, and all this hatred, despair, and confusion might not have been in vain.”

“Perhaps everything we’ve done was not wrong.”

Aria’s eyes were tranquil, but her resolve burned within her like a flame.

Countless citizens thronged the central square. Aria looked out at the scene beyond the window.

She couldn’t bear to close her eyes.

[Screams]

[Mom! Mom!]

[AAAAH!]


When I close my eyes, it feels like the horrors of that day will overlap.

“So many have died.”

“……”

“Let’s say we forgive Olivia, and Olivia forgives us too. Let’s somehow shake off this hatred and return to our old relationship, laughing and joking like before.”

Aria smiled bitterly.

“But what if the same thing happens again? Whether Olivia’s own will, or by someone else’s, suddenly overtaken by demons, or goes berserk again… what if they try to destroy the world again?”

“……”

“Can we stop it? Or rather, do we want to?”

“……”

“We’ve already forgiven, so she’s no longer our enemy who killed us.”

The teacup, meanwhile, was empty.

“We’re already riding on the back of a tiger. We can’t stop, and we can’t stop trying.”

“……”

“We can’t forget this hatred.”

Aria turned her head and faced the Demon Hunter.

“This is the first time for you, Demon Hunter.”

“……What?”

“You said that. You might think it’s a typical tactic, but its the first time for you Demon Hunter.”

“You had the same face as me.”

As if reading the Demon Hunter’s thoughts, Aria said.

“A complex face mixed with many emotions.”

A strange premonition crossed the Demon Hunter’s mind as she pondered Aria’s words.

…Is that really all?

Even if it’s a position of power, you could change it anytime you want.

Why….

Why do I feel like there’s something more hidden?

Just how much does she know?

“You….”

Aria smiled faintly as she watched the Demon Hunter with lips puckered in disapproval. She opened the office door and politely gestured down the opposite hallway.

“Well then, do take care, Demon Hunter.”

***

[Time limit exceeded.]

Olivia’s voice cut through terrifyingly as he lifted his eyelids.

“Oh. Finally awake.”

The Serial Killer smirked.

“I thought I was going to die from frustration.”

His body was embedded in a massive block of ice. It was a good thing she had activated the safety device, just in case.

Olivia glared disapprovingly at the Serial Killer, then sighed lightly and placed her hand on the ice.

No choice.

Even with someone like him, she had to bring him along.

“Cold.”

To clear the magic and obtain the third key, she needed the Serial Killer’s help.

Since it was required that two people enter together, she’d take advantage and use it for ‘education’ purposes.

With a crack, the ice collapsed with a sound. The Serial Killer slid out like a fish out of water.

“Hmm?”

The Serial Killer blinked his eyes roundly. He seemed genuinely perplexed.

Using both hands, he groped around his body, then groaned again. It seemed he couldn’t believe his limbs were intact.

“Hmm? Hmm? Huh?”

The Serial Killer stood up with wide-open eyes.

“…Why did you let me go?”

“So, should I kill you?”

“Of course you should….”

The Serial Killer closed his eyes and placed one hand on his chest. His heart pounded irregularly.

Thump.


“…Strange.”

His blood-red pupils narrowed like features.

“Really strange.”

The Serial Killer no longer smiled.

“What did you do to me?”



 
  
    Chapter 142: Finding the Demon Sect


The Serial Killer, as if savoring the moment, closed his eyes and focused all his nerves on stabilizing his breathing.

Thump.

His heartbeat gradually slowed down and eventually returned to its normal pace.

The Serial Killer slowly lifted his eyelids. Then, he looked at Olivia again.

Thump. Thump.

His heart started pounding wildly again. The faster his heart beat, the wider his pupils grew.

Tap.

The Serial Killer stepped back from Olivia as if fleeing. He was bewildered. Was it some sort of magic? Or a curse? He groped his body again. There were no notable injuries.

Biting his lip, he looked around. He had to get this under control somehow. He pulled out his scythe and hurriedly kicked off the ground.

He saw a flock of birds soaring high in the sky.

The Serial Killer enveloped his scythe with aura and then launched it.

Swoosh!

With a gruesome sound, red blood and feathers rained down, soaking the ground.

In the midst of it all stood the Serial Killer.

He stood there, letting his entire body be dyed red.

“Hmm, hmm……”

The Serial Killer made a distressed face.

In the past, doing this would calm him down. But not now.

It had no effect at all.

The furrow between the Serial Killer’s brows did not ease. He looked back at Olivia, just in case, but immediately regretted it. His heart was pounding as if it would burst at any moment.

The Serial Killer alternated between looking at his scythe and at Olivia.

“Uh, Olivia. When I look at you, my heart beats twice as fast as usual. Did you cast a spell or something?”

“Oh, that? It’s arrhythmia.”

“I see… arrhythmia, huh.”

Only then did the Serial Killer feel relieved.

“Oh, it’s back!”

Olivia sighed softly and stood up.

“Hey. Crazy psycho kid. Look at me.”

The Serial Killer lifted his head. Unlike just a moment ago when he couldn’t make eye contact, now he could hold her gaze for quite a while.

“How is it? Is your heart still racing?”

“Definitely… it’s better than before.”

“If it starts pounding again, just look down and count the stones. By the time you count about a thousand, you should feel a bit better.”

“Hmm, I’ll keep that in mind.”

It was fortunate that he was completely insane.

If he had been only half-crazy, this wouldn’t have gone so smoothly.

“But why have you been scribbling on the ground since earlier?”

“It’s not scribbling; I’m drawing a teleportation magic circle. Ah, you’re getting in the way, so move aside a bit.”

“……”

The Serial Killer moved to a corner and sat down miserably. With a sullen face, he used his finger to crush innocent ants. By the time the magic circle was complete, a mountain of ant corpses had formed.

“Is it done now?”

The Serial Killer observed the magic circle with a face full of curiosity.

“Where does this connect to?”

“The Demonic realms of Earth.”

“……Demonic realms?”

Olivia nodded.

To enter the Labyrinth of the Moon, a total of three keys were needed:

[Key to the Demonic realm of Fire]

[Key to the Demonic realm of Gold]

And Olivia had two of the keys.

‘Originally, I planned to get the key from the Demonic realm of Wood, but…’

Olivia decided to give up on going to the Great Forest Euran. Having suffered there once before from the returnees, she had no intention of making such a foolish move again.

If you go to a place full of nature-loving elves with a serial killer, you might end up in a disaster.

There might even be traps set up there.

“There’s no need to take on unnecessary risks.”

Even though she said that, to be honest, Olivia was also somewhat reluctant to go to the Demon Realm.

Unlike other Demon Realms that had existed for hundreds of years, the history of the Eastern Demonic realm, wasn’t that deep.

Nevertheless, the reason it was called a Demon Realm was…

“Because it’s the headquarters of the Demon God Sect.”

The Sect was a group of fanatics who worshipped demons. The Demon God Sect.

And their leader was the third-ranked demon in the demon hierarchy, the Great Demon Agares.

Honestly, there was no place more fitting to be called a ‘Demon Realm’ than there.

“The key issue is whether Agares knows about Baphomet’s death or not…”

Frankly, it was more likely that he didn’t know.

The relationships between the Great Demons were so hostile that it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to call them sworn enemies.

All demons in the Demon Realm competed for their rank and position. This was called the hierarchy battle, and not even the Great Demons, nor the Demon King, were free from this.

The 100th rank challenges the 99th, the 99th challenges the 98th, and so on.

The weak challenge the strong, and the strong cannot refuse these challenges.

“Agares is third. Baphomet was fourth.”

Their relationship couldn’t possibly be good.

Even though Agares was the leader of the Demon Worship Sect, he wouldn’t always be residing in the Demon Realm. Agares was a belligerent demon who enjoyed fighting at the forefront rather than scheming from behind like Asmodeus.

“…Then why do I feel so uneasy?”

Olivia’s forehead creased. Whenever she had such thoughts, misfortune would invariably follow.

“Hmm…”

After pondering for a while, Olivia discreetly adjusted part of the magic circle.

“…What are you doing?”

“Just changing the arrival coordinates. It’ll take a bit, so go play with the ants.”

“Olivia.”

The Serial Killer looked at Olivia, puzzled.

“There isn’t a single living one.”


“There are lots of stones there. Play with the stones.”

“Hmm. Oh. Alright…”

By the time the adjustments were completed, an unfamiliar stone tower had appeared. In that short time, the Serial Killer had taken to the task and was fiddling with a pile of stones with both hands.

Why did she feel the urge to knock it down?

With superhuman patience, Olivia resisted the urge to topple the stone tower and said,

“Let’s go.”

Chuchuchuchut!

[Skill ‘Teleportion’ is being used.]

A flash of light blinked from the magic circle, and the group’s figures disappeared.

***

At the same time, the Dark Lord successfully infiltrated the demon without much difficulty.

[Ugh…]

Dark Lord thrust a dagger into the neck of a groaning demon and then split its head in half. Having faced many demons, he had now somewhat figured out how to deal with them.

Of course, it would be a different story if a greater demon appeared.

‘…It’s still far to the entrance, and demons are already showing up.’

Unlike mindless monsters, demons roamed in hordes, led by mid-to-high-ranking demons.

Knowing why his subordinates were killed so easily made his stomach churn.

‘This must be the main base.’

There was no way a place like this could just be a branch. His long experience told him so.

Pasutusut!

Hearing a faint noise, Dark Lord quickly hid in the shadows. Not far away, he saw more demons.

‘They’re as numerous as cockroaches.’

Dark Lord frowned and fiddled with the dagger in his pocket.

Hwaaak!

In an instant, Dark Lord’s body moved through the shadows.

His speed was incomparable than a few years ago. It was only natural. After suffering a crushing defeat in battles against Agares and Asmodeus, two great demons, he had repeatedly undergone rigorous training.

Chwaaaak!

Dark Lord’s shadow split into dozens, each becoming a clone. Only then did the demons, realizing Dark Lord’s approach, hastily wrap themselves in dark energy to resist, but they were torn apart like paper.

Except for one.

“Khuh!”

“A witch?”

Dark Lord asked. The witch looked up at Dark Lord with eyes full of disbelief.

“I’d like some guidance.”

“Kuh… kuh…”

Dark Lord’s shadow pressed harder on the witch’s neck. The witch struggled, making choking sounds, but didn’t lose the strength in her eyes.

Dark Lord clicked his tongue secretly.

In his experience, these types don’t talk. Rather than wasting time, it was better to kill them.

Suhkuk!

Dark Lord swung his sword without hesitation, beheading the witch.

“Is that the last one?”

Dark Lord turned his gaze behind her. The Demon Hunter gracefully descended from the tree branch where She had been standing.

“I just finished on my side.”

“…You’re quick.”

The Demon Hunter tapped the bow slung over her shoulder.

“It’s a matter of compatibility.”

“How many were there on your side?”

“Four hundred and thirty-three demons. Among them, three were high-level demons. Also, I found what appears to be the headquarters of the Demon Sect.”

“Where is it?”

The Demon Hunter pointed to an endless canyon with her fingertip. It was a canyon made of soil, not rock. The slope was almost vertical, making it challenging to descend even for expert rangers without proper equipment.

“…No wonder we couldn’t find them all this time, hiding in a place like that.”

Dark Lord sighed as she spoke.


Although it was called a canyon, the distance to the opposite side was wider than most rivers. Moreover, its depth was unfathomable.

Whiiing!

A chilling wind carried a thick, ominous aura.

After a brief moment of contemplation, Dark Lord spoke.

“We’re going down.”



 
  
    Chapter 143: The moving caves


“It’s incredibly deep.”

The Dark Lord nodded in agreement with the Demon Hunter’s words. It was a gorge, but in reality it was no different from a cliff.

It was evident they hadn’t reached the bottom yet, despite what felt like a long descent.

‘…No matter how strong demons are, they couldn’t possibly use this place as an entrance.’

But it was too late to turn back now.

Of course, it wasn’t all bad. Perhaps because no one expected them to come through such a rugged place, there wasn’t a single guard in sight.

“Hold on a moment.”

The Demon Hunter took out the bow strapped to her back and shot a needle-thin arrow downward. Despite its incredible speed, the specially processed arrow made no noise.

After a while.

With a swishing sound, the arrow shot down below returned like a boomerang. The Dark Lord stared intently at the arrow the Demon Hunter caught.

“…What’s that?”

“It’s a surveying arrow. When it reaches its maximum range, it returns.”

“And the range is?”

“450 meters.”

“…So we still have at least that much further to go.”

Clicking his tongue, the Dark Lord kicked against the wall. Because the wall was made of dirt rather than rock, he had to exert twice as much energy with every move.

One misstep, and a heap of dirt would fall, making detection only a matter of time.

Thud.

Finally reaching the bottom, the Demon Hunter sighed in relief. Judging by the moon’s position, they must have spent at least an hour descending.

After a quick reconnaissance, the Dark Lord sent a telepathic message.

[From here on, it’s best to use telepathy only.]

[Understood.]

The Dark Lord immediately concealed himself in the shadows. The Demon Hunter also moved as stealthily as possible.

[It’s a cave.]

There were dozens of caves in front of them. The way they randomly formed was reminiscent of ant nests.

[I sense something beyond those caves.]

[Are we going in? If they swarm us in such narrow spaces, we won’t stand a chance.]

[It’s too late to turn back. By now, they’ve probably noticed the absence of the outer guards. If we leave and come back better prepared, they’ll have disappeared by then.]

It was a sound argument. After a moment of consideration, the Demon Hunter decided to follow the Dark Lord’s suggestion.

‘It’s dark.’

Though she had fairly good night vision, the cave was darker than she had anticipated. It seemed to allow no light whatsoever.

[There’s a stalactite on the upper left.]

The Dark Lord seemed to be able to see even without light.

The ground beneath their feet became increasingly soft and smooth. It felt less like mud and more like they were stepping on rotten fruits and animal intestines.

Since her eyesight had its limits, the Demon Hunter enhanced her vision with magic. Even that wasn’t enough, so she reached out to feel the wall.

The wall where the Demon Hunter’s hand had touched writhed and swelled.

‘?!’

The Demon Hunter flinched in surprise and pulled her hand away.

[What’s going on?]

[…The wall moved.]

Instead of questioning, Dark Lord inspected the wall that the Demon Hunter had been glaring at. There was a tiny crack in the wall.

Dark Lord sent part of his shadow into the crack. Simultaneously, his vision shifted, revealing purple, wriggling worms inside the wall.

The light they emitted was so faint it was almost invisible, but it was enough.

‘…Magi worms.’

Dark Lord frowned and used his shadow to crush the worms. The horrifying texture of the ground was likely due to these worms burrowing through the earth.

[Did you find something?]

[There are worms. They seem to be a type that gnaws at stone and soil, like small bugs… but they contain magic.]

[…Worms?]

[Thousands of tiny ones swarm together. With that many, it wouldn’t be hard to move the wall slightly, as you said.]

Even after hearing a definite answer, the Demon Hunter’s face remained grim.

Dark Lord made a curious expression at this.

Was she afraid of worms? It couldn’t be. A Demon Hunter, afraid of mere worms?

Then…

[Dark Lord.]

[…What’s wrong?]

[No matter how I look at it, this cave isn’t natural. The stuff on the ground is more like debris than soil. In my experience, this…]

The Demon Hunter stopped talking and turned hwe head toward the sound of claws scratching rock.

It was coming from the entrance.

Fwaaa…

‘Huh?’

A purple light flared up near the entrance. Worms that had been writhing there, unnoticed until now, were emitting an ominous glow.

The bugs with protruding exoskeletons had already filled the entrance. The smaller ones were palm-sized, while the larger ones were bigger than an adult male.

‘Could it be that this whole cave…’

As Dark Lord urgently looked around, he saw that the entire wall was flickering with a deep purple light, far beyond what was at the entrance.

Alarmed, Dark Lord summoned his clones and shouted.

[We need to get out of here…]

At that very moment.

BOOM!

A worm twice the size of Dark Lord erupted from beneath and swallowed him whole.

***

At the same time.

A forest located about 30 minutes away from the Moria Gorge.

In that forest, a boy with a scythe was walking, dragging something behind him.

[Grr… grrr…]

What he was dragging was a high-ranking demon that had been near the Moria Gorge. With all its limbs severed, only its torso remained, and all it could do was groan.

[Just kill me already…]

“It’s up to you.”

The Serial killer wiped the blood splattered on his face. The demon made a face that showed it was disgusted.

[The entrance is… beneath the Moria Gorge. Beyond the cave there… lies Lord Agares’ residence.]


“Hmm, if that’s all, it’s a bit disappointing.”

The Serial killer moved his scythe and cut a bit more off the demon’s shoulder. The demon screamed, unable to withstand the pain.

However, its scream just lingered around, as if blocked by something, and soon dissipated. The demon looked up at the person who had created the barrier with a pale face.

[How, how already?]

“Already? It took ten minutes.”

At Olivia’s words, the demon shuddered.

The return of this wizard meant that all the demons in the area had been hunted down.

“Don’t ask questions like that. Just ask which cave to enter.”

“Ahaha, right, right. Can you tell us which cave to enter?”

[Then…]

“I’ll kill you in one go.”

The Serial killer smiled brightly.

“Honestly, I hope you resist as much as possible. Ordinary humans usually break by now. But demons, they still talk well even with just their head left for about three minutes.”

The Serial killer whispered in the demon’s ear.

“What will it be?”

[…]

The demon did not answer. It just glanced around. Even though it was terrified of the Serial killer, it was watching someone else’s reactions…

Olivia turned her head to look in the direction of the Moria Gorge. Then she spread her sensing ability to the maximum.

Then she started to hear faint noises.

-Screeeech!

-Intruder! Send more void insects!

As expected.

It seemed there were other guests.

‘No wonder there were so few guards.’

The location of the entrance to the Demonic realm, that is, the inside of the Demon God’s sect, changes every round. Among dozens of caves, only one is the real entrance, and the rest are nests of void insects.

That’s why she was trying to extract information from the high-ranking demon…

Olivia clicked her tongue as she looked at the demon.

She didn’t know what kind of fools had gone down there, but with such chaos, the original entrance would have been buried.

Thanks to that, it was no longer possible to enter in the normal way.

“Serial killer. That guy is…”

“I know.”

The Serial killer grinned. His bare hands held nothing. However, at the end of it hung the head of the high-ranking demon.

“……”

The demon had died with its eyes rolled back.

“You were going to say it wasn’t necessary, right?”

“Enough, wipe off the blood on you first. Demons are sensitive to the smell of their own kind’s blood.”

The Serial killer nodded and took out a handkerchief to wipe off the blood. Strangely, the stains disappeared as soon as they touched the handkerchief.

‘It must be magically treated.’

Instead of immediately descending into the moria gorge, Olivia looked around. She wanted to find clues to deduce who the bold humans were that had stormed into the main camp of the demon sect.

And then.

‘…I had a bad feeling about this.’

Olivia’s eyes wavered.

The bodies of demons found in the bushes all had the same type of piercing wounds and sword marks. The Serial killer, who had approached her silently, sparkled his eyes.


“Impressive skills. Haha. These guys probably didn’t even realize they were dead before they died.”

“What about this?”

“It’s the same here. Seems like an archer, but there are no traces of arrowheads. Were they made of mana?”

It became even more certain when such a specialist in killing said so.

Down there, there was the Dark Lord and a Demon Hunter.



 
  
    Chapter 144: I will not let even one person die


Olivia sat on the edge of the canyon for a long time without saying a word. The situation had become troublesome.

[The owner of Clue #12 is the Dark Lord.]

‘…Of all people, why does it have to be the Dark Lord?’

If the person down there had been the Demon Hunter or another regressor, Olivia would have turned back without hesitation.

But the presence of the Dark Lord changed things a bit.

She couldn’t afford to miss such a golden opportunity to subdue him and get the clue.

This meant she had to go down there.

The Serial killer, who had sneaked up beside her, asked, 

“Do you know someone down there?”

The Serial Killer smiled.

“Why aren’t you answering?”

His tone was probing. Olivia understood the intention behind the Serial Killer’s question.

The Serial Killer was from the Free City of Machina. The Dark Lord also mainly operated in Machina.

As they were enemies, he would have been able to tell that the person underneath was the dark lord just by looking at the sword marks.

The answer was obvious.

She could either say she didn’t know or steer the topic elsewhere.

But…

“Yes. I know the person.”

“Really? So, you’re planning to go down and rescue them? But I have no intention of going down into that dark place…”

“Great. I wasn’t planning on taking you anyway.”

To handle the Serial Killer, she couldn’t do that.

The Serial Killer flinched and turned his head. He seemed not to understand Olivia’s words.

“…Really?”

“Yeah. You wait here.”

“That’s…”

“What, did you suddenly change your mind?”

The Serial Killer couldn’t kill Dark Lord in the Annihilation episode. It was because ‘Olivia’ killed him first.

The Serial Killer hesitated. It was because he was about to miss a perfect opportunity to kill Dark Lord.

Sensing the atmosphere, Olivia smiled faintly.

“It’s about time you start climbing up.”

There was a need to establish discipline.

Olivia grabbed the Serial Killer’s chin. The sudden situation made the Serial Killer’s eyes widen.

“You have two choices.”

The Serial Killer didn’t shake off her hand. Instead, he looked at Olivia with a mesmerized expression and nodded.

“First, wait here until I finish my work. Second, come down with me and follow my words. Which one will you choose?”

“……”

The Serial Killer didn’t answer. Olivia tapped his cheek as he stood there blankly. Only then did light return to the Serial Killer’s eyes.

“Oh, um… I think the second option is better.”

“Good choice.”

Olivia smiled and patted the Serial Killer’s shoulder. The Serial Killer stared intently at Olivia.

“Olivia, my heartbeat is strange again. Is this also…?”

“It’s arrhythmia.”

Get a clue.

Clicking her tongue, Olivia looked down at the canyon floor. From the dark underground, intermittent vibrations and noises echoed.

If it could be heard from this far away, it must be a pretty intense battle.

“Are you going down right now?”

“No.”

“But you just said you were going to rescue him.”

“I never said that.”

The Serial Killer, who didn’t understand the meaning of the words, frowned.

“……What?”

“Just because you know someone doesn’t mean you’re close. If you think about it, enemies are also people you know. Isn’t that right?”

“…….”

Olivia quietly smiled and replied.

“Once everything is over and it gets quiet, I’ll come back, so wait until then.”

***

“……Really, they keep coming without end.”

The Demon Hunter, who was catching her breath while leaning against the wall, lamented and grabbed the crossbow again. Her light armor couldn’t protect her from the acidic fluids of the Void insects.

Seeing the Demon Hunter, who was almost in rags, Dark Lord bent slightly and made a gesture for her to get on his back.

“Get on.”

“……I’m sorry.”

The Demon Hunter awkwardly climbed onto the Dark Lord’s back. This wasn’t the time to refuse out of embarrassment.

Tatatatatak!

As soon as he carried the Demon Hunter, Dark Lord leaped swiftly, breaking through the swarm in an instant. He left the Void insects that lunged at them to his clones.

Chachachachak!

The Dark Lord infiltrated the shadows into the carapaces of the gigantic Void insects, shaking them from the inside.

‘Follow the demons.’

No matter how many Void insects  they killed, they couldn’t reach their destination. Dark Lord decided to change course and track the faint traces of the demons.

[Screeeeech!]

‘Over there.’

Dark Lord’s body slowly turned into a shadow, starting from his toes.

“Hold your breath.”

“Suddenly, why……!”

The shadow enveloped the Demon Hunter’s body as if it were swallowing her. And the next moment, their shadowy forms were sucked into somewhere.

The shadow slithered through a fine crevice in the wall. Dark Lord concentrated fully and moved towards the faint trace he sensed.

Srrk!

Suddenly reaching the huge cavern, Dark Lord removed his hand that had been supporting her hip. At the same time, the shadow that had been enveloping the two of them disappeared somewhere.

Dark Lord surveyed the surroundings with a sharp gaze.

‘I definitely sensed a presence here…….’


In the corner of the cavern, the corpses of demons were piled up like a mountain. Startled, Dark Lord walked toward the demon corpses.

Their blood was still warm.

‘Who on earth…….’

Had someone entered first?

That couldn’t be. If there had been someone who entered earlier, it wouldn’t explain the many sentries that had blocked them until now.

Which means.

‘They killed each other.’

The moment Dark Lord reached that conclusion.

Thud!

Startled by the presence felt behind him, Dark Lord turned his head with surprised eyes.

Beneath the four large statues, someone leisurely walked out as if they were having fun. Covered in blood, that was a face Dark Lord recognized.

[Hmm, this is an unexpected harvest. I was trying to lure out the one who destroyed Baphomet, but instead, unexpected ones got caught.]

It was Agares who had killed all the demons.

Agares’ face was truly joyful.

[Or, perhaps you really are the ones who killed Baphomet.]

“……”

Dark Lord swallowed dryly.

If nothing else, he could figure out who the leader of the Demon Sect was through the stone statues erected in the back.

[So, how was Baphomet? Was he strong? Just in case, let me say, I hope you don’t make the mistake of equating him with me just because we are both wolves.]

“You’ve become quite talkative since the last time I saw you.”

At Dark Lord’s provocation, Agares chuckled.

[I was just waiting. I don’t have a hobby of hunting wounded ones.]

The Demon Hunter’s eyes, meeting the murderous gaze, filled with tension. It brought back memories of the past.

The Demon Hunter drank a potion to heal herwounds.

[Seems about done. Then……]

Goooooo!

A huge amount of demonic energy exploded around Agares.

[Struggle and die. You bugs.]

Agares’ muscles swelled explosively and he charged towards them.

***

Olivia and the Serial Killer descended to the deepest part of the canyon as soon as the noise subsided. Olivia stopped the Serial Killer from touching the corpse of the void creature.

“If you touch it, your fingers will melt.”

“…Isn’t it too early to talk about this?”

“Ordinary people usually don’t try to touch such things.”

Olivia glanced around. Even though they were having a blatant conversation, she didn’t sense anyone nearby.

True to their reputation as regressors with experience in ‘infiltration’, it seemed they had swept away all demons and void insects around them as they moved forward.

“What will you do if we meet face to face?”

“We won’t meet.”

While the entrance to the Demonic Realm was in the direction of Moria Gorge, the exit was located on the exact opposite side. Even if regressors successfully overturned the stronghold of the Demon Sect, there was no way for them to return through the entrance; they would have to exit through the exit.

There was also no possibility of regressors clearing the Demonic Sect and obtaining the key.

As for the Leader of the Demonic Sect…

Drrrrrrr…!

The ground shook heavily. It wasn’t a natural tremor, but vibrations like those produced when something is being broken.

Crash.

Just as the Serial Killer noticed this change, a sound like the sky collapsing somewhere was heard.

Rumble.

There were cracks appearing throughout the entire gorge.

“This is…”

From underground, a thick magic emerged. Olivia’s pupils began to tremble as she soon recognized the source of this magic.

“…Agares.”

It’s unknown how strong the Dark Lord and Demon Hunter have become over the past five years. However, Agares is dangerous.

“The Affection is not favorable.”

As Olivia urgently began to clear away the stones piled up at the blocked entrance.

[1827 days have passed since the prerequisite quest (2) was opened!]

… She had completely forgotten about it. Because she fainted shortly after obtaining it, she hadn’t even thought to properly check the notification after waking up.

Olivia stopped clearing the stones and read down the quest.

+

<Prerequisite Quest of the Main Quest (2) – I will not let even one person die>

-Clear conditions: All 15 regressors survive until the Demon King arrives.

-Reward: Partially engraved memory of a random round, Prerequisite Quest (3) open

-Failure: Death


+

A notification that comes to mind at the same time.

[Regressor, ‘Dark Lord’ is on the verge of death.]

“…Damn it.”

There’s no time.



 
  
    Chapter 145: On the verge of death


“Why are you in such a hurry all of a sudden?”

“Because the situation has changed.”

The Serial Killer looked back at Olivia with a nuance of disbelief.

But there was no other choice.

If Dark Lord were to die at the hands of Agares, all the hard work done so far would be for nothing.

‘The reward is none of my business.’

Some memories of random episodes are engraved.

At first glance, it seemed good, but upon closer inspection, it wasn’t entirely so. Half of the Immortal ending episodes were achieved through violence, and in the Normal ending episodes, the focus was more on strategizing the story than building affection.

It was better to remain ignorant like now than to have such memories engraved.

‘I might recall the memory of being killed…’

That possibility seemed low. After being severely hurt by Kiel, whom she met relatively early, Olivia was as cautious as possible when interacting with other regressors.

Not that she killed less, but compared to the smooth episodes, it was a drop in the bucket.

[Regressor, ‘Dark Lord’ is on the verge of death.]

The message frequency shortening indicated that the situation had become more serious than just moments ago.

There was no time to worry.

Olivia urgently blasted the dirt blocking the cave with a thunderbolt, simultaneously freezing the cave walls to prevent collapse.

Boom!

Normally, such a brute-force method wouldn’t be used. But now, the situation was different.

“…Are you sure we can go in?”

“We don’t have time, shut up and go in.”

Olivia immediately began descending through the cave. Fortunately, she seemed to have found the proper entrance, as not a single void insects was in sight. If they had entered the wrong cave, they would have encountered void insects by now, but the true entrance was clean, managed by demons.

Pop! Pop! Pop!

Olivia moved, overusing Blink.

“You’re just going down without any preparation? Do you even know what’s down there?”

“Great Demon Agares.”

“Great Demon? The only Great Demon I know is…”

“A lot stronger than Baphomet.”

Baphomet’s power wasn’t in raw strength but in his tricky abilities. He could infiltrate the consciousness of his recent allies and control them at will, a nuisance if encountered.

But Agares was different. He became an Great Demon not because of tricky abilities but because of pure strength.

Olivia took out two potions from her subspace.

“When we get inside, give these to the collapsed people first.”

“How do you know there are two?”

“…I have my ways.”

The Serial Killer looked at her with suspicion, but this was the only way for now.

“Please, don’t kill them.”

“What if they try to kill me?”

“If that seems likely, just beat them enough not to die.”

“So you’re saying there’s no need to make them stay conscious?”

Just looking at that smiling mouth, I could tell what he was thinking.

“No inflicting separate injuries either…”

Olivia stopped mid-sentence and closed her mouth. In front of her, a massive cavity appeared.

***

“At most…three minutes left.”

Dark Lord used fire magic to temporarily seal his torn side. Although he was an assassin, he could use such basic magic. He had learned it in the past when he was indebted to Melina for saving his life.

-Of the assassins I’ve met recently, you’re one of the more useful ones. Hmm, if you swear to grant me one favor later, I’ll spare your life. And I’ll teach you some magic as well.

That was decades ago.

He had been lucky. Back then, Dark Lord was just a young boy who had recently completed his apprenticeship, and the Gold Tower Lord didn’t want to stain her hands with the blood of a clueless child.

And that vow, over time…

-Please help me, Dark Lord.

-Why should I?

– The one who sent me here is the Lord of the Golden Tower.

…came to fruition through the princess of a fallen kingdom.

[Do you have a lot of distracting thoughts now that you’re about to die?]

Agares leapt into the air and descended on Dark Lord’s head. He put all his strength into bringing both fists down on Dark Lord’s head.

Boom!

Dark Lord’s dagger sliced through Agares’ arms. Of course, the dagger didn’t remain intact either. Having cut through thick bones, the blade was damaged to the point of being unusable.

Dark Lord pulled out a new dagger from his sleeve. He had lost count of how many times he had done this. Agares, relying on his regenerative power, treated his body like a consumable.

No matter how many times he was cut, he regenerated in an instant.

Dark Lord also used his weapons as consumables, but now he was truly at his limit.

Since Olivia had been kidnapped by Asmodeus, Dark Lord had always trained with battles against demons in mind. Despite their human forms, they had no vital points.

If you had to pinpoint one, it was the neck, but unless you cut it off in one stroke, it was meaningless.

Swoosh! Thunk!

He heard the sound of something flying. Agares frowned and turned his head to the side.

There stood a Demon Hunter holding a crossbow. Having just regained consciousness, she quickly steadied herself.

Her weapon wasn’t just a longbow. When she was too injured to move her body freely, she would take out a crossbow from a subspace.

There was no need to even draw the string.

She just needed to imbue it with magic.

Thunk.

And release it.

The pure white arrows swiftly closed the distance and pierced Agares’ left eye.

‘Not enough.’

The Demon Hunter’s face showed no satisfaction. She had hit a vital point, but it was far from sufficient.

Due to the anti-demonic energy imbued in the arrow, it didn’t regenerate as quickly as before, but it was still impossible to kill him with it.

[…Strange. You mean to say you hunted Baphomet with such skills?]

Agares casually pulled out the arrow. His eyeball came out with it, but that was all.

If Agares were human, if he had a human body like the Demon Hunter, this fight would have ended long ago in their victory.

The Demon Hunter sensed that this battle would soon come to an end. After all, there had been times like this before.

It was the same when fighting Olivia.

Thud.


The Demon Hunter laughed, feeling empty. It was now impossible to lift the crossbow with a broken arm.

For some time now, She hadn’t felt any pain. The Demon Hunter knew well that this was a sign of approaching death.

Life flashing before her eyes.

Yes.

An empty feeling arose in the midst of her pale face. She now understood why such monstrous creatures hadn’t shown themselves in her previous life.

They had been killed.

For decades, Olivia had been fighting these monsters in secret.

Agares, Asmodeus…

Extremists, self-serving nobles…

What had been obscured by anger was now becoming clear as death approached.

Was it regret? Or perhaps attachment?

Why was she recalling the conversation she had with Aria at the imperial palace in this situation?

-There’s a time for regret.

She was right. Nothing is more pathetic than regretting things now.

In the dimming eyes of the Demon Hunter, she saw the Dark Lord coughing up blood and falling away.

It was over.

Her eyelids felt heavy.

***

“They’re both completely unconscious.”

The Serial Killer spoke, but no answer came.

“…Olivia?”

The Serial Killer flinched as he checked Olivia’s face. It was as calm as ever, but her eyes were different. A distant, icy fury flickered within them, as if to freeze everything.

“Make sure those two survive. If they die… you’ll deal with it.”

The Serial Killer was overwhelmed by the atmosphere.

“…Okay.”

Olivia jumped down into the pit. As she landed gracefully, fierce magic swirled in her hands.

It was hard to contain her emotions.

Why? She didn’t know. It was agonizing to wait until the Demon Hunter and Dark Lord lost consciousness completely. Each time they coughed up blood, anger surged within her.

From a distance.

Agares turned his head. Olivia saw her own face reflected in his pupils.

It was unfamiliar. She hadn’t realized she could make such an expression.

Anyone would mistake her for being their comrade.

She didn’t want such a misunderstanding.

She simply couldn’t let them die. If they died, she would too.

After a brief silence, Agares spoke.

[Yes. I found it strange from the beginning. Though you have grown stronger, it seemed lacking for hunting a Great Demon. If it were Belphegor, perhaps, but you couldn’t have hunted Baphomet with that level of skill.]

Agares’ eyes gleamed.

[It was you. The one who hunted Baphomet.]

The soil on the ground exploded and scattered in all directions. Agares did not lose sight of Olivia amidst the debris.

At least, that’s what he thought. Olivia’s figure disappeared in an instant. Blink? Agares sharply rotated his upper body.

Boom!

Lightning struck Agares’ right arm. The electrifying sensation contorted Agares’ face.

[…I thought I was the one setting the trap, but I was wrong.]

Cold air and lightning, rampaging winds pierced through his entire body. Sharp ice crystals poured down like rain from all directions. Blazing lightning. Agares’ roar was drowned out by the sound of magic, and his regenerative power could not keep up with the destruction of his body.

Roar!


And Olivia’s appearance as she unfolds the magic is similar… … .

Agares burst into maniacal laughter. The sensation of his entire body hair standing on end.

[Hahaha! The Lord of the Northern demonic realm was right!]

It was her.

Agares shouted as he charged.



 
  
    Chapter 146: I want to erase that smile


“……What a pity.”

The Serial Killer clicked his tongue as he watched the wounded Dark Lord spitting out nothing but blood. In Dark Lord’s current state, there was no need to use a scythe. A small injection of the demonic energy he had stolen from Baphomet would be enough to finish him off.

Was it fun to kill someone already wounded? How they died wasn’t important. What mattered was whether they could be killed or not.

And this was the perfect opportunity.

But since Olivia had threatened him, he had no choice but to heal Dark Lord.

The Serial Killer took out the potion Olivia had given him from his pocket. He planned to give Dark Lord the minimum amount necessary and sprinkle the rest on his wounds. That way, he wouldn’t regain consciousness.

If he couldn’t kill him, he at least wanted to make him feel pain.

Still, he couldn’t help but feel regretful.

‘Lucky for you…’

The Serial Killer couldn’t finish his thought. He felt an alien sensation behind him.

Snap!

He couldn’t move. It was as if something had grabbed him.

His eyes widened in surprise. He tried to channel his aura into his arms, but nothing changed. The more he tried to muster his strength, the stronger the resistance became.

‘What is this?’

Whoooosh!

The Serial Killer barely managed to turn his head, his face contorted with shock. An invisible force was emanating from Olivia.

He was being crushed by that force.

The Serial Killer looked up at Olivia with a look of astonishment.

It wasn’t magic. It was more akin to the release of sheer intensity. The Serial Killer involuntarily took a few steps back. The fear wasn’t his own. It was the reaction of Baphomet’s demonic energy thrashing around inside him, which he had absorbed a few days ago.

Terror.

Baphomet’s demonic energy felt both gut-wrenching fear and boundless awe simultaneously.

Not toward anyone else, but toward Olivia.

The Serial Killer was swept up in the tumultuous emotions of the demonic energy. Even though he had completely assimilated Baphomet’s demonic energy, he couldn’t fully control it, and he couldn’t stop the emotions from flooding in.

‘That is…dangerous. That is…that is…’

A chill ran down the Serial Killer’s spine.

Destruction.

The end.

Demon…

Clang!

The potion in his hand fell to the ground with a loud noise.

“…Ugh! Huff! Huff…!”

The Serial Killer, finally snapping back to his senses, collapsed to the ground, breathing heavily. His eyes, uncharacteristically, trembled like an aspen tree.

He swallowed back the nausea rising in his throat. In his mind, Olivia’s earlier ‘request’ echoed.

-Make sure those two survive. If they die…you know what will happen.

The Serial Killer’s body slowly stood up. It wasn’t his own will. Unbelievably, Olivia’s earlier ‘request’ compelled him to move. The demonic energy within him squirmed as if it would kill him immediately if he didn’t comply.

What kind of hellish situation is this? The Serial Killer bit his lip so hard it almost burst. He summoned all the aura in his body, but that was the best resistance he could muster.

His hand moved on its own to open the Dark Lord’s mouth and pour in the potion. As soon as half of it slid down the throat, his hand stopped. This was the only potion left, as the previous one had just broken.

Then he walked toward the Demon Hunter, like a puppet.

Boom, boom!

Loud explosions sounded right behind him. It was Olivia and Agares fighting. Despite this, the Serial Killer’s body moved calmly.

Even as stone dust flew and wounds appeared all over his body, he walked toward the Demon Hunter. The Serial Killer muttered.

“…What the hell kind of cursed magic is this?”

The Serial Killer instinctively knew that this situation was due to Baphomet’s magic. Could Baphomet have done something tricky when he died? But that didn’t explain why nothing happened when he killed Baphomet in his previous life.

With a heart pounding as if it would explode, the Serial Killer arrived in front of the Demon Hunter. As soon as he forced the potion into the Demon Hunter’s mouth, the pressure that had been crushing his entire body dissipated.

Finally, he let out a rough breath in relief.

Thud!

A noise distinctly different from before was heard.

***

The fight was one-sided.

Agares, like a belligerent demon, rushed forward without fear of death, but he was unable to even approach Olivia, let alone land a successful hit.

He abandoned his human form and manifested in the shape of a fierce wolf, wildly swinging his claws, but nothing changed.

[It seems like this has happened before. Are you their guardian?]

“You don’t have the right to ask questions.”

Crackle!

Electricity sparked from Olivia’s fingertips.

“I’m the one asking the questions.”

Her magic exploded.

Zap! The light, split into thousands of branches, struck Agares’ body. His lower half was frozen, making it impossible to evade. Since when? He had sensed the flow of magic, but it was only the thunder. If he had felt the chill beforehand, he could have responded.

The overwhelming difference in power was clear. Agares quickly acknowledged it. He had felt it when they met in the south, but now it was incomparable.

Crackle!

Black magic enveloped Agares’ entire body. It wrapped around him like scales, protecting him from Olivia’s attacks.

He abandoned the offensive and focused entirely on defense, trying to endure even a little longer.

From Olivia’s perspective, it was puzzling. Of all demons, Agares adopting such a defensive posture?

It would have been better if he had threatened to kill the Dark Lord like last time.

‘Of course, he would have been split into thousands of pieces before that.’

Boom!

A gigantic pillar of light appeared from the sky, piercing through the ground and striking the heart of the Demon Sect. Agares was momentarily blinded by the dazzling light.

Crackle! He swung his arms, diving through the thick ground as if swimming. In an instant, he reached several meters underground. The lightning still followed him, flashing brightly, but it wasn’t as painful as before.

“O-Olivia…?”

The Serial Killer spoke with an uneasy expression. But there was no response. She just kept casting spells towards Agares.

“Should I, should I evacuate these people outside?”

Olivia didn’t answer this time either. Instead, she turned her head and glared fiercely at the Serial Killer.

Flinch.

The Serial Killer involuntarily lowered his gaze to the ground. …Why? He only then realized his strange behavior.

Why, am I afraid of Olivia?

The Serial Killer was not the type to fear death. Even at the moment of his death, he would regret not killing more.

Yet, he was feeling fear.

The Serial Killer swallowed dryly and stepped back. Olivia took her gaze off him and glared at Agares, who had burrowed deep into the ground.

Her chest boiled with anger. Olivia manipulated the lightning into a hook, grabbed Agares with it, and pulled him back to the surface.


Boom! 

Agares, who resisted till the end, had huge rocks in his hands.

[Puh, puhuh… ha!]

Agares staggered. Despite that, he was laughing as if he found something amusing.

She thought he would lose his smile if she pushed him one-sidedly. She thought he would get angry if she didn’t respond to his desire for a ‘warrior-like’ fight. She thought he would lose his sanity and charge if she deliberately gave him a chance to escape.

But no.

Even after trampling all over his pride, Agares was still smiling.

She didn’t like that.

She wanted to erase that smile. Should she tear off his mouth? No. He would probably laugh even with his mouth torn off.

“Shut up.”

[Kuh, kahahahaha! How can I not laugh! I witnessed the descent of the one I’ve awaited all my life with my own eyes!]

Agares laughed joyfully and nodded. He pulled out his shaking arms, now in rags, and hummed as if he was in a good mood.

[The Northern Demon Lord was right. To think that the judgment of that gloomy person was truly correct. Oh ho, uh huh, ahahahaha!]

“I said shut up.”

Agares’s laughter ceased. However, he didn’t stop smiling. He looked at Olivia with an infinitely glorious face.

At that moment, Olivia read the madness of the inquisitors in Agares’s eyes.

The expressions they showed when they martyred themselves during a mission. There was no fear of death on their faces. Only endless joy filled their expressions.

“Why….”

Olivia mumbled to herself as she approached Agares. He just smiled without any intention of getting up.

“Why are you making that disgusting face?”

[Because it’s the most glorious death.]

As if plucking the thought from Olivia’s mind, Agares spoke.

“Do you think I’m going to let you die like that?”

Olivia did not hide her seething murderous intent.

“Even if you want to die, you won’t. I will tear your limbs apart and feed them to the monsters, and I will burn you in sulfur until your eyes can no longer regenerate.”

[Hahaha! That, too, would be glorious!]

Agares laughed mockingly. Olivia did not try to calm her rampaging heart. Driven by emotion, she grabbed Agares by the neck.

“I told you to shut up, you bastard.”

…Crack…Crack!


The sound spreading from his neck covered Agares’s shoulders, chest, and back. It was the sound of muscles tearing apart.

[…In this moment…]

Even with death before him, Agares looked up at Olivia with a broad smile.

[Truly…]

His vision was turned upside down. Even at the moment when his throat was ripped out, Agares trembled with an intense sense of omnipotence.



 
  
    Chapter 147: Swept away by emotions


In the past.

A long time ago.

So, when I first used the term ‘clue,’ I had that question.

Why couldn’t Olivia perceive the unease?

Even though she suddenly opened her eyes in a strange place.

Even though the conversation ended the moment she regained consciousness.

Why.

Why couldn’t she notice it, when Kiel suddenly distanced himself, Melina reacted strangely, and Rebekah revealed hostility?

Was it simply because she entered into someone’s memory? Of course, when I used Kiel’s ‘clue,’ I thought so. There was a semi-transparent barrier that prevented it from going beyond Kiel’s category of memory.

But at some point, that barrier disappeared. I don’t remember exactly when that was. It was probably around the time Kiel’s ‘clue’ reached its final stage.

That’s when I knew. ‘Clues’ are not just entering someone’s memory.

They intervene directly in the past, in the Annihihation ending.

Is it just a play record?

No. ‘Olivia’ is not just a simple play record.

Then how could it explain the overthrow of the port city of Ikhail with Estee?

The reason this sudden thought came up.

Because she was witnessing first time the consequences of giving in to vicious emotions.

“……”

Olivia had never felt such intense bloodlust. It was pure carnage, not out of pleasure or enjoyment, just the act of killing itself.

Olivia saw the blood flowing down her arm. It wasn’t her own blood. It was the blood of the Great Demon Agares, whose spine had been pulled out and lay limp.

Agares wasn’t dead yet. Even though his head had been severed, he was still the third-ranked Great Demon. He wouldn’t die like this. If left alone like this, he would regenerate someday.

She didn’t intend to let him live. But that didn’t mean she wanted to kill him right away either. She was afraid of being swept away by emotions again.

“… I couldn’t resist.”

She couldn’t resist the brutal murderous intent. She lost half her reason and drove Agares like a demon. Even if she could have done that a hundred times, tearing Agares’ spine off was a problem of a different level.

An act that a sane human would never do. Even a Serial Killer would not pull out someone’s spine and kill them, lingering in agony until the very end.

That was not a human action.

It was something a monster like a lycanthrope would do.

Olivia would rather have been the one who caused this situation. She wanted to believe it was a situation where ‘Olivia’ had reversed the possession.

But no matter how much she denied reality, the situation did not change.

Her anger toward Agares and pulling out his spine were all actions committed by Olivia herself.

It was completely different from the sensation she felt when she clashed with the regressors in the past. Back then, it felt like an invisible force was blatantly manipulating the body, but this time, it was only the mind.

Even that was very secretive.

Slowly, so as not to show. Olivia intended for anger to rise very naturally.

The moment when the deaths of the Dark Lord and Demon Hunter were in verge.

That was the beginning.

As she watched the Demon Hunter fall, her emotions slowly boiled. Like a frog jumping out in surprise when entering boiling water, but gradually becoming used to it and boiling to death, unaware of the danger.

Olivia was like that too.

By the time they landed on the common ground, she had already gone wild.

‘Why did I….’

She had no feelings for the Dark Lord or the Demon Hunter. They were bothersome nuisances. The emotions she harbored towards them were neither more nor less than that. If it had been Melina or Rebekah, Olivia would have had a reason to be angry because they were fooled, but Olivia had no reason to be angry for them.

But it is clear that the murderous intent originated from that situation.

Olivia covered her face with both hands. Just calming her mind was overwhelming. In fact, she knew. He didn’t manage or fall into delusions.

Just got emotional.

So she was angry and made this result. Perhaps even she wanted to believe she was manipulated. She couldn’t believe that she, who had been cold-hearted every moment, had been swallowed up by a moment’s emotion.

– How can I not laugh! I witnessed the descent of the one I’ve awaited all my life with my own eyes!

Olivia glared at the wriggling Ageres. She tried to keep pushing out the urge to stomp him with her foot, and she concentrated her magic on her fingertips.

[Skill, ‘Lightning Bolt’ is used.]

Quake! A familiar crackling sound, and Ageres’ head burst open. Olivia wasn’t satisfied there. He wasn’t dead yet.  But it was a bit odd to say he was still alive.

But the madness that bloomed on his face has not yet disappeared.

……Quake! Quake!

The void brightened and darkened repeatedly. Olivia continued to fire her magic until Agares turned to ash.

[The Great Demon ‘Ageres’ has been defeated.]

[Clearing the land of Earth Magic Realm, Moria.]

The key to the Earth Magic Realm will be issued.

As the awaited notification came up, she was finally able to exhale like digging out a grudge deep in her heart. Exhaling didn’t dispel the stifling feeling, but if she didn’t do this, she felt like she would lose her mind.

“…Is it all right now?”

The Serial Killer asked with a guarded expression. In his hand was a bloody scythe. Broken stone fragments were piled around him like mountains. It was evidence of his efforts to resist being swept away by his own magic.

Behind the Serial Killer lay the Demon Hunter and the Dark Lord, lying quietly. Now it seemed they had not only protected themselves, but also each other.

“Well. I thought you’d run away.”

Still, he obeyed well when ordered, almost like dogs.

Of course, in a good way.

“For now.”

Olivia pushed away the approaching Serial Killer with hesitation. Their task was not yet finished.

[The owner of Clue #12 is ‘the Dark Lord lord (암주).’]

Fortunately, the Dark Lord lord still seemed not fully conscious. Blood no longer flowed, but the wounds had not healed either. It seemed the Serial Killer had only given him a small dose of potion.

‘Perhaps this is better.’

If they had just seen that moment, it could have led to a very unfavorable misunderstanding.

“So what are we going to do now?”

Instead of answering the Serial Killer’s pointless question, Olivia placed her hand on the Dark Lord lord’s head. Just enough to keep him from dying. As she thought that, a slight electric current ran through her fingertips.

The Dark Lord lord shuddered. Still not satisfied with subduing him, Olivia increased the intensity of the current.

“Zzzt.”

“Oh…”

‘Zzzt’ was the Dark Lord lord, and ‘Oh’ was the Serial Killer.

“To keep him from regaining consciousness while still feeling pain… This isn’t just torture. It’s simply to inflict suffering. Even if he regains his senses later, he will suffer from severe trauma akin to being constantly overwhelmed by agony. Truly revolutionary.”

The Serial Killer nodded in admiration. Olivia sighed as she looked at him.

“Step aside.”

Nodding, the Serial Killer took a step back. For some reason, he didn’t confront her as usual. Olivia guessed it was because he might be feeling exhilarated watching the Dark Lord lord foam at the mouth.

“Zzzzzt!”

“Ohhhhh!”


It was certain.

‘Why are you so stubborn?’

Olivia didn’t want to be involved with the Dark Lord lord any longer. Even though she planned to erase all traces of their presence here after obtaining the clue, she couldn’t resolve the question of ‘who rescued them from Agares’ in the first place.

To begin with, to defeat Agares in a fight, they would need someone as strong as Red Dragon Lord Elias, who doesn’t leave the princess’s side.

‘There’s no other way.’

Doubt would be unavoidable. But even so, what could be done? Olivia was unaware that Dark Lord had escaped from Asmodeus.

At most, they would suspect Melina or Rebekah, but they had no reason to come this far. Did anyone even know that Melina was alive?

[Regressor, ‘Dark Lord’ was subdued without being killed!]


[Obtained Clue #12.]

Finally, the awaited notification appeared. Olivia decisively withdrew her hand from Dark Lord.

Olivia walked into the main hall. Perhaps due to the electric shock from her battle with Agares, there was a massive hole in the ceiling.

Olivia absorbed the faint dawn light streaming down through the hole, and reabsorbed her magic that had permeated every part of the space.

Even if the Archmages came, they wouldn’t be able to detect traces, especially if Melina arrived.



 
  
    Chapter 148: Is your master Aurelia?


Olivia sighed with frustration. It had been a week since she cleared the  Demon Realm of earth, but she still hadn’t reached the Demonic Realm of Moon.

In fact, she had arrived in the Moon’s Forest just a few days ago, but due to bad timing, she hadn’t been able to enter the Demonic Realm.

“If only I could break this barrier,” 

She muttered.

The Demonic Realm Moon was isolated in a different dimension, making it impossible for Olivia, or anyone else for to enter without knowing the precise coordinates.

‘Even if I knew the coordinates, dimensional travel is impossible without mastery of spatial magic.’ 

She thought.

[It’s five years from now. If you don’t come to the Moon’s Demon Realm within five years, your curse will become irreversible.]

Those damned five years had long passed. While Olivia couldn’t confirm if the ‘curse” was real because it hadn’t manifested clearly, she couldn’t ignore it either.

Lately, she found it difficult to control her emotions. It wasn’t a strong curse, but its subtlety bothered Olivia more than anything.

‘When entering battle, one must keep a cool head. That way, you can anticipate and respond to countless scenarios.’

But without emotional control, all of that became impossible. Sure, her powers became stronger, but without control, they were meaningless if she couldn’t aim properly.

Even now, as she sat cross-legged, meditating, it was all part of that effort.

‘…It’s getting harder,’ she admitted.

She still didn’t understand what triggered these emotions. It wasn’t the smell of blood or the anticipation of battle. Without warning, emotions would boil up from deep within.

Yesterday, I couldn’t control my anger when I saw a serial killer who had eaten a poisonous mushroom and collapsed. If it were before, I would have just ignored it, but I couldn’t hold it in any longer and ended up throwing a fireball at him.

‘Am I developing anger management issues or something?’

If you don’t try to be conscious and control your emotions, at some point you will become absorbed in them.

Unlike other Demonic Realms, the Demonic Realm of Moon and Sun were special. To enter, one needed keys from three other Demonic Realm.

Fire, Moon, Earth, and the like.

That’s why Olivia couldn’t go to the Demonic Realm of Sun this time.

“Not that I was going anyway.”

Olivia thought as she raised her eyelids. The still night sky. In the middle of it all, a brilliant full moon shimmered.

The moonlight descended in a straight line to where Olivia was sitting.

“…Finally.”

Olivia had been unable to enter the Demonic Realm of Moon for so long because of that damned moonlight.

The entrance to the Demonic Realm of Moon only opened during the full moon. During that time, she had never even had a chance to use the key.

Olivia immediately searched her pouch and pulled out the keys.

[Demonic Realm of Fire Key]

[Demonic Realm of Gold Key]

[Demonic Realm of Earth Key]

The keys lying on the ground emitted lights representing their respective elements and slowly floated up.

The keys flew into the empty air.

With a clatter, the Demonic Realm of Fire Key disappeared into the light. The bright white moonlight turned red for a moment. The surrounding air seemed to burn, creating the illusion of flames.

Olivia stared blankly at the space. She had seen it dozens of times through screens, but it looked different when she saw it with her own eyes. How would it feel to face the Aurora from the North Pole?

The Demonic Realm of Gold Key exploded as well. Then, a giant dragon covered in gold appeared all over Olivia’s body. The dragon checked the key in Olivia’s hands, and jumped right in front of her.

Hwaak! 

The next moment, the dragon’s form disappeared, and the ‘picture’ of the yellow dragon with its mouth open that we had just seen appeared on the ground. Olivia checked the keyhole carved near the dragon’s head, and then pushed in the key to the head.

Olivia looked down at the ground with a surprised expression. At the mouth of the dragon’s statue, there appeared a staircase leading underground. No matter how she illuminated it with magic, she couldn’t see its end.

“If you don’t get up now, I’ll go in alone.”

“…That’s not allowed!”

The Serial Killer groaned and suddenly stood up. He had already detoxified the poison.

Olivia descended into the underground first.

Inside, it was dark, but not so much that she couldn’t see at all. Dim lights, akin to fireflies, faintly illuminated the path ahead.

Honestly, Olivia didn’t know much about Witchcraft. She would have preferred to know more about swordsmanship.

She hadn’t been to the Demonic Realm of Moon more than a few times. Thats because, once she gets the keys, she would rush into the Demonic Realm of Sun.

“There’s a mountain of treasures piled up there.”

In the Demonic Realm of Moon, there were only capable shamans.

However, in the deepest part of the Imperial Sun Palace’s, there were legacies used by emperors, knights, and golden tower monks who had slept for thousands of years.

The game was not possible from the beginning.

“How long do I have to go down?”

As soon as the Serial Killer said that, the stairs wavered and a huge iron gate appeared before their eyes. There was no handle on the door.

[Prove your strength.]

“…It’s going to be a hassle.”

That’s why Olivia didn’t like shamans. They were gloomy and not subtle.

Even though the one who smashed the other realms arrived at this iron gate, there was no reason to hesitate.

It’s a very nasty joke.

Olivia tapped the Serial Killer’s shoulder, who was standing dumbly.

“Do I just have to break it?”

“Yeah.”

A dark red darkness boiled around the Serial Killer. Sharp warnings gathered at the end of his scythe. Olivia’s eyes, detecting the energy embedded within it, widened her eyes slightly.

‘Has he absorbed the energy of Agares?’

It seemed stronger than last time. Of course, it was only a negligible amount, but it was enough to be noticeable. It was somewhat pungent.

When the Serial Killer took his stance and pushed out his scythe.

The door creaked open.

“Hmm.”

The scythe of the Serial Killer stopped.

“I almost killed you.”

“If that were the case, the person behind you would have stopped you.”

The man who appeared between the doors laughed brightly. He was a face Olivia knew.

Five years, no. Six years ago, a shaman of the King Mu who met in the Attila Mountains.

Lokpa.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you. The witch of the north.”

“The witch?”

As soon as Lokpa finished speaking, such a sound burst from the mouth of the Serial Killer.

“Oh, was this something I shouldn’t have said?”

Olivia squinted at Lokpa. He was a shaman who had opened the Clear Mirror. He could foresee destiny, and he couldn’t help knowing the consequences of what he had just said.

“Olivia, are you … a witch?”

“Shut up.”


“……”

The Serial Killer held his breath. He didn’t even hold back from unfolding the wings of imagination. A week ago, he felt that energy, and it was definitely a witch. This time, too, he came to find witch…

‘Once again.’

Trying to destroy the world.

The Serial Killer swallowed dry saliva. Indeed, Olivia. Trying to destroy the world not once but twice. Even the demon king would not be able to do that.

‘I should try to hold on as much as possible this time.’

The Serial Killer clenched his fist and vowed.

At least this time, he wanted to see the moment of destruction before he died.

“Where is your master? By the way, how did you come back here?”

“Ha-ha. Would you like to have a cup of tea while this story goes on?”

Before Olivia could say anything, Lokpa had already walked up to her.

The Serial Killer standing next to her said.

“Olivia. He …”

“I know.”

“I’m buying time.”

“How do you plan to do that?”

“First, you have to cooperate.”

The shamans were a tribe as deceptive as demons.

Of course, they knew not to push it too far.

“You must step exactly where I step.”

“What happens if I don’t?”

“Haha. I’ve never tried it myself, but you’ll probably be banished back to where you started.”

The Serial Killer matched his stride to Lokpa’s, tearing through the legs.

The shamans lived like elves, making their homes between the trees.

Olivia, examining her surroundings, remarked, 

“You said you don’t even know what your master looks or sounds like.”

“That’s right. You have a good memory.”

“There are barely thirty shamans here. No matter how hard they try to hide their identities, a process of elimination could reveal them.”

“Haha. A reasonable deduction. But I truly don’t even know my master’s true form.”

Olivia hinted, 

“Your master. Aurelia?”

“…”

This time, Lokpa did not smile. He quickly returned to his usual expression, but Olivia didn’t miss that moment.

“Even if I know very little about shamans, I know that when they form a bond, they exchange names.”

Olivia blocked Lokpa’s path.

“Answer me. Is your master Aurelia?”


The Great Witch, Aurelia.

A colleague sworn to uphold the memories of countless times.

“Yes.”

Olivia closed her eyes tightly.

There was undoubtedly a problem.



 
  
    Chapter 149: Enter the master’s mind


“I was… the eighth disciple of Aurelia.”

Olivia noticed the use of ‘was.’ Typically, there were only two reasons one would speak of disciples in the past tense: either they had caused a scandal, or their fellow disciples had died.

“And now I am the first.”

“The rest?”

“Originally there were two… … haha.”

Lokpa gave a rueful smile. It meant they had all died.

“The Arch-Witch, no. Aurelia made you do that?”

“Half right, half wrong.”

Lokpa grimaced and gnawed at his lips, as if reliving a painful past, emitting agonizing groans.

“Master is not in her right mind now.”

“…What?”

“Actually, she’s been showing signs for a long time. Mental confusion, no. Should I say split personality?”

“Explain in detail.”

Lokpa took a deep breath and handed over an old envelope he had kept in his bosom. Olivia glanced at Lokpa for a moment, then tore open the envelope and checked its contents. There was little information inside.

[Lokpa, return to the Demonic Realm of Moon immediately. The door will remain open.]

That was all it said.

“…What is this?”

“A letter from my senior sister, whom I don’t even know her face. Oh, her name is Amnida. That’s right, she was called Amnida.”

“Fine, and that senior?”

“She’s dead. It took only five days to restore her, as her body was torn to shreds.”

“…”

On the bottom of the envelope was dark red flesh. It was clearly the flesh of Amnida, the Shaman. Olivia immediately recognized the cause of death.

“… … Soul magic.”

“Yes, that’s right. Later I asked her soul, she said the master went wild. The two who were at the scene that day and one of the seniors sacrificed their lives to calm her down.”

“Really? Did you seal it or something?”

“…Similar.”

“Then what about the remaining six?”

Certainly, there were ten disciples of the Great witch. Even if three had died, the remaining six excluding Lokpa should have been well alive.

“They died before that. According to Amnida, the third and second disciples returned a year ago. Naturally, the cause of death was the same.”

When Olivia glared at Lokpa with wide eyes, he nodded.

“Yes. So I’m the last one. Since I arrived at the Demonic Realm of Moon just a little time ago, I’m still alive.”

Lokpa took out his right hand, which he had kept in his arms. But there was no hand in that place. There were only twisted and worn traces, and there was no ‘hand’ anywhere.

“But still, it’s fortunate that the witch came. It’s been five years, yes. It’s late, but isn’t it where you came now? Oh, it’s not sarcasm. Just….”

Lokpa made a complicated face. Olivia picked out a few emotions from there.

Worry, anxiety, resentment.

The biggest one was resentment.

‘…Resentment towards me.’

[It’s five years. If you don’t come to the Demonic Realm of Moon within five years, your curse will become irreversible.]

Only then did Olivia realize why it had to be five years.

She could only endure up to a maximum of five years.

“So, where is your master?”

“… “

“Judging by the length of time, she must have periodic outbursts. I have no desire to fight that women. She must be out of her mind all year round. When is she going to come to her senses?”

“… Well, first, let me guide you.”

Olivia discerned affection for her master from Lokpa. If she were a known witch, she wouldn’t have kidnapped just any brat like the others.

Orphans. Kids on the brink of death.

She would have brought them here and taken them as disciples.

Aurelia was originally like that.

-Damn it. Swearing because I’m filthy. By the way, I don’t know how to swear beyond the constraints of the world’s line. Just so you know.

-You don’t need to go that far. Just do it every time.

-……Hey! That’s really not it!

Great Witch, Aurelia.

Olivia remembered clearly how she died in the Annihilation episode. She was behind the screen, but the memory was still vivid.

-In the end, you’re here.

-Why are you here like this?

The witch wasn’t in the pleasure district of the western Western Archipelago. She stayed alone in a shabby cabin in an uninhabited swamp.

It was the first time.

-This time, I endured a little longer to talk to you. So, don’t stop me. Just watching and remembering is enough.

The witch did not resist. She knew that Olivia was coming to kill her, and she knew she could avoid that death if she accepted the losses.

She was the highest-ranking witch and a Shaman at the same time.

Olivia did not kill the witch directly. The situation did not believe that the witch Aurelia, who was no one else, accepted her death so obediently.

– If you’re going to do it, kill me with a single stroke of the sword without any pain. But we were pretty close, weren’t we?

In the annihilation episode, the Great witch hid until the very end. Unlike other sessions, she did not enjoy luxury or pleasure.

– Still, you’ve lasted quite a while. You’re really amazing. I’ve thought about destroying the world when I was little, but I’ve never been crazy enough to actually do it.

The witch looked out through the crooked window. There was no scenery. The continent, which was already halfway towards destruction, was nothing more than ruins.

The empire fell, the Eastern Union Alliance sank, the southern villages collapsed, and the so-called last resistance group, known as the emperor’s daughter, were all gone.

– … … Still, I never thought I would die earlier than the princess.

The world did not know the existence of the Great witch.

She was silent every moment. Stuck in a swamp, she never went outside. She only met Olivia for intimacy once in a while for familiarity work, and no outsiders were allowed in at all.

-Why don’t you resist?

When asked like that, the Great witch did not answer for several minutes and tightly closed her lips.

-… You’re a really bad bastard. Who made me like this, huh? Why don’t I resist? You’re… a damn bastard, like a sea squirt.

The witch glared at herself with a venomous look. Even beyond the screen, it made Olivia’s spine tingle.

-I won’t kill you twice. Considering what you’ve done so far, I’ll let you die once, but not twice. If you do this again, I’ll cut off your arms and legs, no matter what it takes. Got it?!

The Great witch turned her head. Olivia understood at once that she didn’t want to say anything more.

And Olivia killed the Great witch. As she wished, without suffering.

Olivia turned her head and looked at the damp swamp.

There were no such swamps in the original Demonic Realm of Moon. It was clear that someone had artificially made it. And Olivia knew right away who that ‘someone’ was.

The swamp was vast and damp. Lokpa, who was leading the way, stopped at the edge of the swamp.


“Continue guiding.”

“That… I can’t do that.”

“Why not?”

“Just as you asked earlier, yes. My master does not rage every moment of 365 days. Among them, she regains her senses for just one day. Of course, I did not find out directly, but I asked Sama.”

Lokpa let out a deep sigh. Knowing that a shaman who reached Clear Mirror could not find such composure, Olivia realized that the matter was unusual.

“Just one day, that’s all it takes for the master to regain her senses. On any other day, she goes completely wild.”

“When would that day be?”

“Tomorrow.”

Olivia smirked, looking out over the marshland. It was the same marsh where Aurelia of the Annihillation ending had stayed.

“I don’t necessarily need to go in today.”

She could easily wait another day.

“Are you planning to wait?”

“Hmm.”

“That… might be difficult.”

“Why?”

“The powers of Shaman amplify more at night than during the day. It reaches its peak under a full moon. The fuller the moon, the stronger their powers. And today…”

“It’s a full moon.”

Olivia sensed what Lokpa was about to say next.

“When the full moon rises, the Master will really go berserk. She usually stays locked up in the swamp, but on a day like today, she might come running out of the swamp. The day my brothers and sisters died, too… … .”

Lokpa couldn’t continue.

Thud thud thud!

The marsh vibrated violently, and all sorts of muck that had been dormant in the swamp burst out in all directions.

“Ah, ah, ahhh…”

Lokpa slumped to the ground. Instead of helping him up, Olivia moved forward.

“The condition to calm the rampage?”

“To enter the master’s mind directly as a soul.”

“So you’re saying a wizard can’t do it.”

Olivia raised an eyebrow at the Serial Killer. Understanding her like a ghost, he immediately lifted Lokpa onto his shoulder and stood beside her.

“Why… am I…?”


“We need someone to determine if she’s regained her senses.”

Olivia stared at the marshland. An unsettling aura.

“…This won’t be easy.”

Level 100.

Equal footing.



 
  
    Chapter 150: Curing the curse of The Great Witch -1


It’s heavy.

It feels like I might burst from the overwhelming pressure. 

But before she could even think that, Olivia’s instincts made her send out more lightning. If she got pushed back, she would die.

Should I have just fled into the sky?

It was a regret that came too late. Once she decided to block it, she had to see it through.

Rrrrrumble…!

Pillars of lightning surged up from the ground, colliding with the falling Zodiac like a meteor. The point of contact burned fiercely, disintegrating, but the Zodiac’s body was absurdly massive. It would collide with the ground before its body completely disintegrated.

‘One more…!’

Crack, crackle. As she clenched her fist a few times, some of the power pulsating around her heart gathered at her fingertips. Olivia stretched her hand toward the sky and sent out a burst of cold.

Freeze.

She wasn’t freezing the Zodiac. Freezing a mere summoned creature wouldn’t yield any benefits. Instead, Olivia froze ‘speed.’

By freezing gravity itself, she neutralized it. It was an act that defied the laws of nature, but there was no other way.

To stop that thing, this was the only method.

Whoosh…!

An immense amount of power drained from her, far more than ever before. It was natural, in a way. This was magic derived from her will, defying natural laws.

Though impossible, a wizard who had reached the truth could make it possible.

Freezing the unfreezable. If she wanted, Olivia could freeze even without extinguishing flames.

It was the same now.

The instant her will was projected through her staff, the Zodiac’s free fall halted.

And it stopped.

Crackle, crackle!

The lightning ravenously devoured the Zodiac’s body. The colossal giant’s howl reverberated thunderously.

Olivia remained vigilant. In that moment, she had used three great spells. And the Great Witch, Aurelia, had only used one so far.

‘You never know when something strange might appear again.’

Roooooar…!

That question was resolved the moment the Zodiac’s body was destroyed by the lightning.

The swamp, which had been a mess due to the lightning, regenerated instantly. Specifically, it reverted to the state before Olivia had used her magic.

‘An illusion?’

No. Just in case, she had spread her senses all around the moment she entered the swamp. No matter how sophisticated the magic, it couldn’t fool Olivia’s will when she was in full concentration.

If that’s the case…

…Did it revert?

“It read the memory of the land and reverted it to its undamaged state.”

“…Is that even possible?”

“Haha… That’s why Master is a Great Witch.”

Rokpa’s laughter was cut short.

Because a barrage of attacks came as if waiting.

Swoosh…!

The pitch-black swamp surged up as if it would burst, engulfing the group. The unpleasant, light-absorbing muddy mass filled their sight. It emitted a thick poison.

‘…This is!’

A poison that disrupted the flow of power. It reminded Olivia of the extreme poison Hydra used.

Olivia could block that spell, but she wasn’t confident she could block it and simultaneously detect Aurelia’s location.

“Quickly find Aurelia’s location!”

Lokpa immediately started on Olivia’s command. Power gathered around him and spread out in all directions. Normally, piercing through the master’s power would be impossible, but Olivia had created an opening, making it possible.

Pop!

The poison couldn’t withstand Olivia’s power and burst apart. At the same time, their blocked vision cleared completely.

‘…A Shaman.’

Olivia felt a sense of alienation from that profession.

To her, Aurelia was always the Grand Witch. Though she knew the ‘backstory’ that Aurelia was a shaman before being forcibly turned into a witch by demons, she could count on one hand the number of times she had seen Aurelia use shamanic magic.

Just as Kiel was always the Sword Saint, she was always the Grand Witch, and that fact had never changed.

‘…Why didn’t I notice?’

Why didn’t she question why, in the Annihilation Ending, Aurelia quietly holed up in the swamp hut?

She actually knew.

Because the troublesome Aurelia had accepted death quietly.

That relief had buried her sense of déjà vu.

Spirits rain down from the sky. Unlike the Great Demon Belphegor, they don’t forcibly summon souls of the living. If they did, shamans would have been treated the same as Dark Wizards.

Shamans form legitimate contracts with spirits. Shamans help spirits resolve the ‘regrets’ they had in life, and in return, the spirits follow the shamans’ commands.

Olivia couldn’t bring herself to extinguish those spirits.

So she only froze and bound them with chains of lightning.

“Has this been happening every month?”

“Yes.”

“…”

Olivia’s expression grew troubled.

People, when they live too long, go mad. This isn’t just limited to humans. It includes long-lived races like elves and even dragons.

-Remembering eternity is not a blessing. It’s a curse.

Even across different world lines, she asked to carry over her memories each time. When she made that request, she didn’t think things would get this out of hand.

She fell into a past timeline and got the chance to talk with Aurelia.

There wasn’t any special meaning. She just wanted someone else to know her ‘secret.’

So she half-threatened Aurelia to swear an oath.

And the result was…

“I’ve found it.”

Olivia bit her lip and turned her head.

Not far away, a small hut came into view. It was a familiar hut.

-So it has come to this.

The very same hut she saw in the Annihilation ending. She had seen it not directly but through a screen, yet she still remembered it vividly.

As Olivia was about to walk straight there, Lokpa blocked her.

“You mustn’t go in now. As I said, Master won’t regain her senses until the full moon passes. If you go now, she’ll cast spells far worse than anything you’ve seen.”

Lokpa ’s eyes spoke the truth.

And that truth was his own experience.

For his seniors had died that way too.


Graaaaaah…!

As soon as he opened his mouth, a terrible sound echoed again.

Soul magic. Necromancy.

The spirits, bound by the chains of thunder, broke free and began to gather in one place. Eventually, they merged into a single large entity.

It was smaller than the Zodiac, but its menacing aura was more intense than the Zodiac’s.

Reaper.

A huge reaper, clad in a chilling robe, appeared. The Serial killer’s eyes sparkled as soon as he saw the reaper.

“I, I…!”

The Serial killer looked at Olivia with pleading eyes, like a puppy begging for a walk.

Of course, Olivia knew what those eyes meant.

The desire to kill that reaper.

After a moment of contemplation, Olivia spoke.

“Go. If it seems dangerous, let me know.”

Olivia turned away from the The Serial killer, who ran off happily, and looked back at Lokpa.

“You just said with your own mouth that there’s a way to cure Aurelia’s curse.”

“Yes. But… … You still don’t realize it, do you?”

He was right.

Olivia had come to the Demonic realm of Moon to find a way to lift her curse, not to help the shaman, or rather, Aurelia.

In the first place, before meeting Lokpa, she hadn’t known that the ‘shaman’ was Aurelia.

There were six hours left until the full moon set.

‘…I can’t hold out that long.’

There were too many things to worry about.

It was hard enough to manage her own body, but she also had to worry about the Serial killer and Aurelia being swept away.

Fortunately, because Aurelia wasn’t in her right mind, the attacks weren’t pouring out madly, but it was still overwhelming.

If another giant like the Zodiac were to be summoned, then…

“I’m going in.”

“Yes? Did you hear what I just said…?”

“I heard everything. You said if I hold out until the full moon ends, Aurelia’s mind will return.”

“Yes.”

“Can you be sure of that?”

Her fierce blue eyes scrutinized Lokpa. Lokpa bit his lips hard. He wasn’t sure. Master had regained his senses after the full moon before. But there was no guarantee it would happen again this time.

Olivia understood Lokpa’s silence.

“Have you figured out the way?”

“No. I’ll think of something as I break through.”

A reckless answer.

But if the one saying it was Olivia, the story changes.

Olivia pointed at the Serial killer with her fingertip. He was evenly matched with the reaper created by Aurelia.

“That guy, even if he’s not as strong as the Zodiac, can at least hold off something right below that level. His regenerative power is good, so there’s no need to worry about him.”

“…I’ll try to block the summoned creatures as much as I can.”

Lokpa immediately understood what Olivia meant.


If there’s someone to break through the path, there must also be someone to keep the cleared path from closing again.

“Go.”

Olivia didn’t reply.

[Using magic, ‘Blink’.]

Splendid mana enveloped her as if protecting her.
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Splash!

Tentacles surged from the swamp, blocking Olivia’s path.

The tentacles were fast. They suddenly appeared and blocked her way where Olivia’s Blink had ended.

Olivia was not flustered.

‘Are they backtracking the magic?’

This swamp was Aurelia’s territory. Unless the swamp itself was erased, it was impossible to prevent tracking.

‘In that case…’

Olivia created hundreds of magical clones resembling her own form.

They were far inferior to the clones made by the Dark Lord. What Olivia created were mere dummies, lacking any physical power.

But when those dummies numbered in the hundreds, the story changed.

These were not made to be used for attack anyway.

Olivia calculated the coordinates of the dummies one by one and sent them to random locations.

It was an impossible feat even for a great mage, but overwhelming computational power made it possible.

[Using the skill, ‘Blink’.]

[Using the skill, ‘Blink’ again-]

.

.

.

Splash!

Hundreds of tentacles surged from the bottom of the swamp simultaneously.

But the tentacles were not as quick to respond as before.

They hesitated as if buffering, unable to determine which was the real Olivia.

‘Yes. Of course, they would.’

The dummies Olivia created did not stop with just one Blink. As soon as the tentacles surged, they moved to different places.

***

Whoosh!

The sight of hundreds of dummies, including Olivia, cutting through space hundreds of times in an instant, was enough to create an illusion.

And, Aurelia was ‘watching’ the scene from beyond the cabin window.

“…….”

Her eyes, which had glowed light purple, were colorless. The gray pupils, dead and devoid of life, exuded an ominous aura, reminiscent of a blind person.

I lost count of how many times it had been.

Aurelia could not distinguish between dreams and reality. Ever since she came out of her mother’s womb, severed the umbilical cord, and glimpsed souls as a newborn.

She had an ability. A very special ability that even her parents did not know about.

The ability to inherit memories from past lives.

Aurelia used her ability and was overwhelmed by the vast amount of information that flooded her mind.

Anyone would lose their mind in the face of such a tidal wave of information. Tens, hundreds, thousands of distant lifetimes of memories.

And in those memories, she was without exception always the Archwitch.

“Huu, hua, huaa!”

It felt like her brain was about to explode. She had learned things she shouldn’t know and uncovered secrets of the world she didn’t want to know.

In fact, her previous incarnations had shown signs of this as well. But this time, the impact was particularly severe.

She couldn’t gather her wits at all.

She couldn’t tell if what she was seeing now was reality, the past, or even the future.

“Don’t come!”

Aurelia stretched out her hand. Simultaneously, the giant’s fingers bent and grasped the ground.

Rumble…!

The ground exploded in response to Aurelia’s gesture. Olivia’s dummies, unable to withstand the immense force, burst one after another.

“I said… don’t come!”

Aurelia raised her other hand toward the sky. In mid-air, The giant’s hand appeared in the air and struck down. The ground caught between its hands turned to dust and disappeared. It was truly overwhelming destruction.

But the person responsible for it wasn’t happy at all.

No, she couldn’t even glance in that direction.

Her head felt like it was going to split open.

“Ugh, ugh…!”

Her vision had gone blind, and she couldn’t see anything. The phantoms of the past constantly gnawed at her mind, and in her utterly exhausted state, she had no strength to resist them.

To make matters worse, tonight was a full moon.

With power overflowing to an almost omnipotent level, her former selves as the ‘Great Witch’ began to run wild.

-How many times has it been this time?

-I haven’t counted since the eight hundredth time.

-My head hurts!

– Are there any handsome men out there?

-Kill, kill them!

-The intruder will kill you! Kill them first before you die!

Hundreds of voices echoed in her head. Aurelia clutched her head and collapsed to the ground. There was only one way to quell the pain.

“Arghhhh!”

It was to do as her past selves commanded.

Graaah…!

Zodiac’s upper body came crashing down. The giant, having lost its lower half, crawled on the ground. The horrifying pressure emanated from its entire body.

Olivia didn’t like the current situation.

The trees that had covered the swamp began to rot away. The souls were being consumed by madness, and Zodiac was crawling forward, trailing flesh and bodily fluids.

Magic, true magic, was never this dirty.

It might be strange, but it was never repulsive.

Therefore, this wasn’t magic.

‘…A witch.’

Olivia realized that Aurelia’s condition was worse than she had thought. As a witch who detests demons, the only time she uses her powers is to kill demons.

“Even if you don’t recognize me, you should realize that my power is magic.”

No matter how out of your mind you are, if things have been turned upside down to this extent, you should at least consider coming out of the hut. The fact that you haven’t means…

“It hurts, doesn’t it?”

Whoosh! The blue magic force pushed back the dark red magical energy. Small lights began to appear around Olivia. It was a magic that refined lightning to the extreme and enhanced the properties of light.

Buzzzz…!

The lights began to rotate around Olivia. The points gradually formed lines, and at some point, they created a giant halo.


Push out.

Cleanse the contaminated magic.

The blood pooling in her mouth tasted bitter. Olivia couldn’t afford to spit it out. To achieve an effect similar to holy magic, she couldn’t let her concentration waver even for a moment.

‘I can’t get closer.’

It felt like she had used Blink hundreds of times, but she hadn’t gotten any closer to the hut. It was as if a barrier had been inscribed in the space itself.

[Archmage.]

Lockpa’s voice was heard.

[Can you break the spatial barrier?]

Explosions were constantly echoing around Lockpa, indicating that the Serial Killer was fiercely fighting the wraiths.

“Tell me how to break it.”

[May I borrow your sight for a moment?]

“I told you not to ask for permission for things like that, just do it.”

Olivia said as she protected her body with a thick ice cube. Wraiths that approached the cube were instantly pierced and extinguished by the halo revolving around her. The next moment, Olivia’s vision shifted to Lockpa’s perspective.

[Do you see that tree over there? The one with three crows perched on it.]

“I see it.”

[Destroy it. Lightning won’t work.]

Olivia didn’t question him.

Gathering her magical power, she created a spear exuding an aura of extreme cold. She accelerated the spear with lightning and launched it at the tree.

It sounded like thousands of crows were screaming.

At the same time, the hut’s form distorted and disappeared as if buffering. The medium maintaining the barrier had been destroyed.

[Please, go ahead.]

Olivia’s vision returned to her.

Now, she could see the exact location of the hut. Despite Zodiac’s upper body crawling towards her from behind, and the wraiths incessantly hammering the ice cube.

Even so, she saw it.

Aurelia, screaming in pain, bleeding from her entire body.

Throb.

A deep-seated anger boiled up again. Olivia bit her lip hard enough to draw blood. Aurelia was not someone to kill. She must not die.

Olivia somehow redirected her anger and hatred towards herself.

Roarrr!

The halo of light spun wildly. It no longer just protected Olivia but shot towards the hut where Aurelia was.

Slash!

It cut through the tentacles. It shattered the wraiths and crushed Zodiac’s arms.

Advance.

Her main force was overwhelmed by the magic.

Boom…!

The halo dissipated just before it reached the hut. Olivia didn’t hesitate and broke down the door.

“Ah, ah… aaah…!”

Aurelia was crying tears of blood. She reached out towards Olivia. Before her main force could gather, Olivia had already pushed Aurelia down.

“Damn it…!”

Olivia gritted her teeth. The spell was digging into her body, tightly binding her legs. Amidst the excruciating pain that felt like her whole body was being eaten away, Olivia shouted.

“Get a grip, you damn girl!”

Crack…!

The spell had now reached her waist. Unable to endure the overwhelming pain, Olivia screamed.

[The master always said. Only the Great Witch of the North can cure this curse.]

I don’t know of any such method. There was no way I could have known.

Olivia had a rough idea of why Aurelia had ended up like this. It was because she had inherited too many memories.

But no matter how much she struggled in the ‘present,’ she couldn’t cure Aurelia’s curse.

The decision to inherit the memories had happened in the past beyond the world’s timeline.

One can’t change a past that has already been carved.

‘…The past?’

Olivia’s movements suddenly froze.


There is.

‘A way that only I can do.’

Olivia reached out her hand towards Aurelia’s forehead.

“…This will sting a bit.”

The inside of the hut was filled with a bright light.
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The half-exhausted Serial Killer sat down on the floor. Around him, there were scattered, shredded fragments of souls. Even the giant reaper that Aurelia had summoned was torn to pieces.

‘An elite familiar…’

Lokpa clicked his tongue. He had expected the person traveling with Olivia to be strong, but not to this extent.

“You are not hurt… I see.”

Lokpa looked surprised. The wounds inflicted by the wraith were healing in real-time. It wasn’t a type of holy magic. It was more akin to the regeneration of demons.

But he wasn’t a demon. Lokpa’s master detested demons, and Lokpa felt the same way. So he could be sure of one thing.

‘Has he embodied demonic energy as aura?’

He might be demonic, but he wasn’t a demon.

“Where is Olivia?”

“Ah, she’s inside the hut.”

The Serial Killer tried to stand up immediately but collapsed back down. His left ankle was completely twisted the other way.

“Um, can you fix this for me?”

“…Yes.”

Lokpa grabbed the Serial Killer’s ankle and twisted the joint in the opposite direction. With a cracking sound, the Serial Killer let out a gasp. Even the strongest of warriors would scream in pain if their bones were forcibly set, but a gasp was unusual.

In other words, the Serial Killer found the sight of his bones being set more fascinating than painful. Lokpa’s expression twisted in uncharacteristic bewilderment.

“…Are you really human?”

“Aha, for now?”

The Serial Killer was about to head into the hut when he bumped his head against the air. Lokpa noticed the unusual energy surrounding the hut and spoke.

“This is… a barrier.”

It seemed that Olivia had set up a barrier in that brief moment.

“I can’t see anything.”

The Serial Killer grumbled while peeking over the windowsill on tiptoe. He felt like smashing through the barrier, but if he did, he might die at Olivia’s hands before seeing the ‘end’ again like in his past life.

He didn’t want to die that way this time.

“What is she doing in there, all wrapped up like that?”

“Considering that the spells have stopped, she is likely performing a healing ritual.”

“Healing?”

Olivia healing someone else? At least the Olivia the Serial Killer knew was more associated with destruction.

‘…It should be fine to peek a little, right?’

The Serial Killer sharpened his aura at his fingertips and gently sliced the barrier. It created a small gap, just enough to peek inside.

Ignoring Lokpa’s protests, the Serial Killer brought his eye to the gap and observed the interior.

Olivia was sitting with her back turned. In front of her lay a woman with light purple hair.

She looked familiar.

‘The one from my dreams…’

The Serial Killer quickly lost interest in the woman and turned his attention back to Olivia. She sat still as if she were asleep, not moving at all.

Even the clueless Serial Killer knew that just sitting and watching a patient wasn’t ‘healing.’

‘What on earth is she doing…’

At that moment, Olivia turned her head. The Serial Killer, meeting her cold blue eyes, shuddered and jumped back.

“Gah!”

“What is it?”

The Serial Killer kept his mouth tightly shut instead of answering. That expression just now. It was like…

-Kill them all.

The day when the decision to annihilate everyone was made.

It resembled Olivia from that very moment.

***

Olivia slowly lifted her eyelids. This sensation, as if consciousness was momentarily disconnected and then reconnected.

She had entered the clue. Olivia first checked the remaining time.

[Imperial Year 997]

-Remaining Time: 82 hours 49 minutes

Just like during the Estee incident, she had gathered all the remaining limited time to use it at once.

Only then did Olivia look around. The familiar landscape. It was the swamp she had just seen in ‘reality.’

However, she did not feel the same fierce energy as before.

It was calm and also quiet.

A swamp as it naturally was.

Olivia walked along the trail of footprints, recalling her memory. Strangely, she seemed to know where the hut where Aurelia stayed was.

Seeing it beyond the screen and walking there in person were definitely different.

But she remembered. Keep walking, and when the giant rubber tree comes into view, turn right. The overgrown grass obscured the footprints, but Olivia was sure it was this way.

At the end of the thicket, there was a dark, murky swamp. Giant crocodiles revealed their yellow eyes from the mud.

Step. But she walked on, ignoring them. After all, it was all an illusion.

Saaah…

As soon as Olivia stepped forward, the swamp turned back into the thicket. Olivia inadvertently smiled. She seemed to understand Aurelia’s feelings when she created such an illusion.

Was she trying to give her a hard time?

Olivia kept walking. Aurelia’s nasty pranks continued. Suddenly, a giant spider fell from the sky, or a ghost grabbed her foot.

‘…Still the same.’

Originally, Aurelia was a person honest with her pleasures. Even when she was a witch, she practically lived in a brothel, and that didn’t change even after she killed the Demon God.

Such a person being stuck in this swamp must have been incredibly frustrating.

So she could tolerate this level of venting.

The reason she described it as venting was simple. The ‘real’ Aurelia ended up like this because Olivia forced her to inherit her past life’s memories.

[The present affects the past.]

Olivia didn’t want to delve into the complicated rules of such a timeline.

One could go from the present to the past. The past could be changed, and it would affect the present again.

That was enough.

Olivia’s steps stopped. An old, familiar hut came into view. The thick scent of alcohol wafted on the breeze. Olivia climbed the stairs with a chuckle.

“It’s open, come in.”

The door opened on its own. Aurelia was sitting on a shabby wooden chair. The smell of strong liquor wafted from the freshly opened bottle.

“Why did you come? Without any notice.”

“I have something to say.”

Aurelia paused, stopping mid-pour, and looked at Olivia. Then she nodded as if she understood. Aurelia didn’t add any embellishments. She finished pouring the drink, downed it in one go, and sighed.

Aurelia, who had composed herself, spoke. A peaceful smile, unusual for her, spread across her face.

“So, did you finally find a way?”


“…What way?”

“…Huh?”

Aurelia’s brow furrowed. She blinked repeatedly for a while, then downed another drink in one gulp. Barely maintaining her composure, Aurelia spoke.

“The way to eliminate the remnants of the Demon God. Didn’t you come to tell me you figured it out…?”

“….”

Silence was the answer.

Aurelia had.

She had waited for this day for a very long time. She had inherited her past life’s memories all this time, solely for this day.

‘The remnants of the Demon God.’

Olivia defeats the demon. And the remnants of the demon are imprinted on Olivia’s soul. Then a Serial Killer kills Olivia.

To witness the moment of breaking that horrible cycle.

However, no matter how you looked at Olivia’s face now, it was not the face of someone who had figured out a way to destroy the remnants of the demon.

‘…Damn it.’

Do we have to keep doing this crazy thing?

800 times. She had counted exactly 800 times. But after that, she gave up counting. Just inheriting the memories was enough to break her spirit, and the boundaries between past and present began to blur.

Honestly, Aurelia had no confidence anymore.

‘Damn. Damn. Damn…’

What kept her from complaining was the person in front of her who had ‘lived’ for a much longer time.

But now…

Her head was spinning. She needed stronger alcohol. Aurelia sprang up from her seat and took out the hidden liquor from under the bed. It wasn’t just called strong liquor; it was truly poisonous liquor.

“Aurelia.”

“…What?”

“Can I speak now?”

“…Do whatever you want.”

Aurelia turned her head with a sullen face. Surely, she would ask to repeat this madness again. And someone as kind and diligent as herself wouldn’t be able to refuse, and would regret it once more.

“You’re going to say the same thing-.”

“You can stop now.”

“…What?”

“I said you can stop inheriting the memories.”

Aurelia froze. 

Crash! 

The liquor bottle broke with a loud noise. But no one looked at the bottle.

“I came to tell you that.”

“…Hey.”


Aurelia’s forehead wrinkled deeply.

“Are you pitying me right now?”

She wanted to give up. It was painful and hard. She wanted to stop.

But.

That didn’t mean she wanted to hear such words.
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Olivia lowered her gaze. Aurelia’s hand tightly grasped her collar. Upon reflection, she had always been the one grabbing someone’s collar. It was because she didn’t want anyone to look down on her.

But.

“I… I haven’t endured this long just to listen to such words from you.”

At least for now, she knew she couldn’t let go of this grip.

“I… have renounced pleasure. Lived more ascetically than in any other life… Discarded impulses, suppressed my emotions. Why did I do that?”

Aurelia’s arm trembled.

She did not utter the next words. The person before her knew better than anyone else about this unbearable pain.

“Damn… it!”

Aurelia released Olivia’s collar as if shaking off her grip. Instead of slapping Olivia’s cheek, she turned her gaze away as if she couldn’t stand to look. She exhaled a sigh that seemed to drain the ground, and drank the liquor.

Omniscient.

Of course, Aurelia did not possess an extensive knowledge to dare call herself omniscient. She simply remembered more than others and had approached the mysteries of the world a bit closer.

Reaching the pinnacle of witchcraft was due to the accumulation of countless episodes.

At the moment of reaching the pinnacle, Aurelia was briefly pleased. She could summon ancient spirits and open the gates of the afterlife to release countless souls.

But twice, thrice upon reaching the pinnacle, she realized.

It didn’t bring happiness.

Nothing made her happy. Everything became mundane and dull, driving her to the brink of madness.

All irregularities became rules. The current world was no longer special. She knew who, when, where, how, and why they would die.

Demons descended. Great Demons overturned kingdoms. Kings and demons descended, and Olivia brought them down.

Of course, it wasn’t always the same. Kingdoms that collapsed weakly suddenly stood firm and expelled demons by their own strength. Empires that suffered breaches and considerable losses became powerful enough to repel demon invasions, and heroes who filled their selfish desires could face Great Demons without Olivia’s help. It was a change brought about by Olivia.

But that’s it.

The fact that Olivia dies carrying the remains of the demon god remains unchanged.

“Damn.”

How the hell did Olivia put up with this? This terrible loneliness, pain.

Aurelia instinctively drank alcohol. But she didn’t feel any taste. The only thing she felt was the bitter pain of intoxication that shook her stomach.

Her taste was broken. The desire and pleasure that always dominated her mind disappeared. Aurelia realized that no matter how happy she was, repeating episodes thousands of times would become nothing.

She lived honestly with pleasure. If she wanted to do something, she did it, and if she wanted to buy something, she bought it.

But now.

Pleasure has reached a point where she don’t even know what it is.

She was broken. Emotion has collapsed since ancient times, and the boundaries between reality and the past have blurred. Unable to control this madness with ordinary alcohol, she drank poison mixed with poison.

Aurelia took a deep breath.

I didn’t ask because I thought it was irrelevant for a while, but I couldn’t stand it anymore. I have to know now.

“…Why the hell does that damn Demon God never go away?”

Olivia didn’t know the answer to that question. But she reasoned in her own way.

Demon God is the final boss of Lactea. If the user kills the Demon God, the ending is seen, and then you can choose to stop or start a new episode to create a better result.

Therefore, the Demon God does not disappear. Specifically, it shouldn’t be.

Games without a final boss are meaningless in themselves.

“…But this world is no longer a game.”

Was it a game that stopped being a game, or was it never a game to begin with?

But now it was no longer important.

Aurelia doesn’t know about telling her instincts, just like the truth.

“I don’t know yet.”

“…I don’t know why the remnant of the Demon God always hangs in your soul.”

“I don’t know that either.”

Aurelia looked disappointed.

“I don’t know why the demons keep appearing, and I don’t know how to get rid of the remnants of the demons… … What on earth do you know? What’s different now than when you and I first made a promise?”

No. For Aurelia, the gap was thousands of years, but for Olivia, it was only a few days at most.

“But, what? Stop inheriting my memories?”

Aurelia had a face that seemed to be laughing at her. But Olivia’s face was not ordinary.

“You asked me to do it.”

“……What?”

“You asked me to do this. You… … don’t want it anymore.”

Aurelia frowned.

“What… what are you saying? Don’t talk nonsense! I…!”

“You know it too.”

The decision was made. Aurelia’s body stood firm as it was.

It was as Olivia had said. She had already reached her limit.

-Memory Inheritance. It’s okay to stop now.

When Aurelia first heard those words, a part of her felt relieved. The thought that she no longer had to continue this hellish life emerged.

And in the next moment, Aurelia felt deep self-loathing. Though she grabbed Olivia by the collar, it was really anger directed at herself.

“……That’s not me. I, I… can still do it.”

Aurelia’s voice grew smaller. She had imagined showing such a miserable state since Olivia said it was okay to stop.

And so it happened.

Aurelia turned her head. Not directly, but she glared at Olivia with bloodshot eyes, then turned her head sideways and drank.

“……Go.”

“Aurelia-.”

“I’m going to stop inheriting memories now! Go away!”

Olivia didn’t get up. She still hadn’t taken her eyes off Aurelia’s back.

If Aurelia doesn’t continue to inherit memories in the next episode, there’s no way ‘real’ Aurelia will go crazy.

Because the inherited memory itself will be lost.

Despite achieving her goal, Olivia had no intention of going back.

Maybe Aurelia will continue inheriting memories? No. She has strong pride, but she is a person who keeps her words spoken. She will not transmit what happened so far to the next episode.

Just.

I just thought it shouldn’t end like this.

Instead of going outside the hut, Olivia took a step toward Aurelia.

“I can finish it next time.”

“……”

Olivia’s voice trembled slightly at first. But soon, confidence and assurance settled there.

The reason for Demon God’s appearance? A way to permanently remove the remnants of Demon God? Why did the remnants of Demon God happen to be in this body?

She don’t know. Even ‘Olivia,’ who has repeated life thousands of times, couldn’t figure it out.


But still, the reason for her confidence was simple.

Unlike Olivia, there was never a ‘next’ for her from the start.

So, even if it might be a lie, she had to have certainty. She had to.

Aurelia said mockingly, 

“…Even now, if you couldn’t figure out the perylene so far, what difference will it make if you try again?”

Olivia swallowed her words. It wasn’t that her words were blocked. It was to give a temporary reprieve until Aurelia calmed down.

“I, for the last time, will no longer pass it on as ‘next.'”

“What?”

“So, it’s different.”

“…Ha.”

Aurelia’s eyebrows twitched.

‘….’

It was truly a long time since she faced those eyes. Although she hadn’t yet finished dealing with the Demon God in this lifetime, regardless, Olivia’s eyes had lost that light from a certain moment.

Other people might not know that fact even if they died and woke up, but she, who shared the ‘secret,’ could perceive that subtle difference.

But now it was different.

There was a splendor within those walls. A splendid certainty that had been lost for thousands of years, a long-awaited one.

‘…When was it?’

When they first started this damn promise. Olivia at that time had the same expression as now. Although she threatened with her life, Aurelia still cherished those memories as irreplaceable memories.

-I’ll keep catching up with you in the future. A hundred times, five hundred times.

Back then, she just laughed it off. Not just an ordinary monster, saying she’d kill Demon God  five hundred times. But Olivia really made it happen. No, she far exceeded the level of realization.

Just counting the number of times she remembers already far exceeded five hundred.

“…Are you sure about not passing it on as ‘next’ anymore?”

“I’m sure.”

“You’re not pretending to believe that I’ll stop inheriting memories?”

“If you can’t believe it, I’ll swear by mana.”

Before Aurelia could say anything, Olivia swore upon her heart. A crimson chain wrapped around Olivia’s heart.

“You…”


“So, you can stop now.”

“…Ha.”

Aurelia chuckled softly. She stared blankly out the window, then slowly turned her body. Olivia noticed a faint glint in Aurelia’s eyes.

“You bastard.”

Having said that, Aurelia was drawing a curve.
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Aurelia was released.

Olivia had plenty of time left, and she knew that staying a few more days wouldn’t affect reality.

Aurelia brought a large bowl she had saved up and poured the liquor. It seemed insufficient to drink alone, so she offered some to Olivia. Olivia initially refused, but seeing her wavering, she couldn’t refuse anymore.

They clinked glasses and drank like mad. It was the first time Olivia had drunk in this world, but surprisingly, it went down smoothly through her throat. Her eyes widened at the taste.

“How is it…? Ugh, this Great Witch, oh, Aurelia… made a poisonous drink?”

It was almost misunderstood that she had only made liquor before finding a way to eliminate the remains of drinking.

“Here, ugh. This… tastes good! Rich in natural power! Ah! So, ugh. I’ve decided on this!”

“What did you decide?”

“…to my grave! Come on, relax and cheers!”

Olivia smiled bitterly. There’s no way she didn’t think she would give up.

“You’re not going to drink it? Ugh, if you come to my house… you have to follow my rules! Liquor is a must-shot!”

Aurelia complained for a while. There was a lot piled up, so she only said three hours of her words.

“Olivia, I… think you’re amazing.”

“You’re drunk. Damn.”

“I’m not drunk! I, of course, thought you’d give up. So I followed what you wanted to do? But you don’t give up. It’s hard enough to say you’re wrong, but you don’t say anything bad. Are you a hero? Hey? Can you be a hero? You’re just a wizard.”

“Yes, a wizard.”

“So, it’s amazing! It’s not even a pressure from a hero. Not even losing parents or siblings to demon… But acting like a hero and acting like an enemy to demon!”

“That’s true.”

“Anyway, that’s right, I looked at you yesterday. But what came out?”

“What came out?”

“I’m behind you. Not anyone else, but you. Huh. Does this make sense? I am behind you. To the great wizard who saved the world… I’m behind.”

“…Is that so?”

“No matter how many times I tried, it didn’t change. So I realized. Oh, I’m going to die. Why? Because I’ll be corrupt as a witch later? No. I wouldn’t do such a thing. So there’s only one answer. Killing me is the way to get rid of the remnants of the Demon God.”

Aurelia cried and laughed, repeating herself until she fell on the floor.

On the subject of just telling Olivia she was dying just now.

Aurelia was hanging out, sprawling her whole body like a squid crawling out of the mud. Tears gathered in her eyes.

“…”

Olivia didn’t get drunk at all. Once the situation exceeded a certain level, she couldn’t get drunk even if she wanted to.

“You must be the same.”

Aurelia wouldn’t be drunk either. She just needed an excuse.

“Are you leaving me defenseless so that I can be killed easily?”

Aurelia’s prophecy is not wrong. Even after repeating thousands of lives, she never made a mistake once. Even though the great demons have manifested themselves, the great witch stood on the side of humans.

Because the prophecy said that Olivia, a disciple of the Gold Tower Lord, would defeat the Demon God.

So she’s pretending to be drunk. 

‘Anyway, if I die in Olivia’s hand, I wanted to die without pain, without knowing anything.’

Instead of grabbing Aurelia’s neck, Olivia grabbed a bottle of wine. The liquor Aurelia had made by herself, a volcano poison.

“It’s like X.”

She opened the cap and swallowed it whole. The feeling in her throat dulled with a burning pain. There was no taste. Just alcohol for pain.

Olivia immediately realized the purpose of this alcohol.

When you drink this liquor, you become dull. Your body stiffens as if paralyzed, and your senses become numb.

Even if an assassin were to approach and slash your carotid artery, you could die without feeling pain.

“Don’t kill me.”

“……”

“I mean it, don’t kill me.”

As Olivia finished speaking, Aurelia suddenly writhed and sat up. Apparently, she had been pretending to sleep.

“Why?”

“At least not this year, maybe not next year either.”

“… … Do you want to kill me?”

Instead of answering, Olivia turned her head away. ‘I’m not the one killing you.’ She couldn’t bring herself to say those words.

Her death was a predetermined future. She couldn’t change it herself.

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know your own mind? Archmage Olivia?”

“…Yeah. I don’t even know my own mind.”

Aurelia stared at Olivia for a moment, then sighed lightly.

“…There must be a reason why you won’t tell me.”

“I don’t know.”

“I’ve never seen a human who says they don’t know actually not know. Not even once in my thousands of years.”

Aurelia said that, flicking her fingers. The cabin doubled in size, creating a room with a bed.

Olivia remained silent, despite her bloodshot eyes and traces of tears.

“Go to sleep.”

“What about you?”

“I’ll drink a little more before sleeping. And… clean up my face.”

The night grew deeper. After a while of fidgeting, Aurelia crawled into the adjacent room. Sleep didn’t come. She hadn’t really planned to sleep, and she didn’t want to waste this precious time just on sleep.

‘…Remnants of the Demon God.’

Olivia had a hunch that these damn remnants had something to do with the ‘ending.’

Permanently erasing the remnants of the Demon God. Olivia guessed that this might be the hidden ‘fourth ending.’

‘…But how?’

Despite repeating it over a thousand times, Archmage Olivia and Great Witch Aurelia hadn’t discovered anything.

Just now, Aurelia’s words echoed in her mind as she indulged.

-There’s only one answer. Killing me is the way to get rid of the remnants of the Demon God……

No. That’s not the way to get rid of the remnants of the Demon God. Aurelia’s death was caused by the petty stubbornness of a user who wanted to see the ‘Annihillation ending.’

‘…Damn it.’

The drink was bitter.

***

Three days passed.

Olivia hadn’t achieved much. Since it was the expected result, she didn’t feel bitter.

As if sensing that she would leave, Aurelia, who had a hookah in her mouth, asked.

“Leaving?”

“I’ve been here long enough, so I should go.”


“Three days is long? If you’re going to be here, you might as well stay a week.”

Despite saying that, it seemed she was reluctant to part ways.

[Remaining time: 31 minutes 21 seconds]

Of course, Olivia felt the same way.

After landing in this world, for the first time, she felt like she could rest. Was it thanks to the alcohol? Or was it because they shared so many secrets?

“Still, there was one thing I could be sure of. The fact that such sweet times would not be given again in the future.

“I’m going.”

‘When will you come again?’

Normally, she would have said something like that. But Aurelia couldn’t possibly do that. She was convinced that the ‘next’ Aurelia hoped for would never exist. Just as predicted, just as prophesied.

If Olivia were to return here again, it would not be to share a glass of wine like today, but to kill Aurelia.

“…Goodbye.”

So she said that.

“Don’t come to see me off.”

Olivia said that without turning around. If she hadn’t said that, Aurelia would surely have been looking back at the path she had left for hours.

So Olivia walked back the way she came.

“…Ha.”

As soon as she escaped from the swamp, Olivia looked up at the sky and sighed deeply.

[The time limit is over.]

.

.

She opened her eyes.

The first thing she saw was the sky, where the sun was just rising.

‘Why can I see the sky?’

Surely, the place where Aurelia had been subdued was inside the cabin.

Olivia thought that and slowly lowered her head.

‘…Huh?’

The Serial Killer on high alert.

He glared at Olivia with a creepy aura all over his body and a face full of vigilance.

The Serial Killer wasn’t alone. Lokpa had the same expression. They stared at Olivia as if she were some kind of monster.

“What are you guys doing?”

“…You’ve returned.”

Lokpa broke the silence.


“That’s a relief.”

Lokpa breathed a sigh of relief.

“What on earth is there to be relieved about…?”

Olivia spoke but stopped and looked around.

All around was covered in the winter of death.



 
  
    Chapter 155: Prophecies, that are never Wrong


Olivia swallowed her question.

The overwhelming, distant power of the cold that engulfed her surroundings. It was undoubtedly hers. The fear, terror, and anxiety etched into Lokpa and the Serial Killer’s eyes were directed at her.

“…Me?”

Olivia pondered as she retracted her cold power. No matter how much she thought about it, her body had never moved on its own while using her abilities. In the first place, no matter how long she stayed within the clues, only a fleeting moment had passed in reality.

But apparently, that wasn’t the case.

Had the remnants of the demon God re-emerged? It didn’t seem like it. If it were the demon, there would be no reason to spare them.

Then, either she moved on her own, or someone else was controlling her body…

Is there anyone with enough mental strength to control Olivia?

“Indeed. You don’t remember.”

Lokpa nodded as if he expected this. No matter how he thought about it, Olivia a moment ago wasn’t herself. Even though the Serial Killer made the mistake of slightly tearing the barrier to peek inside, the usual Olivia would have let it go without a word.

“You tore the barrier and cast magic towards him.”

“…I did?”

“Yes.”

“Haha, I almost died.”

Fortunately, there were no injuries.

“Is the treatment… done?”

He asked Olivia.

“Yeah. We’ll have to see when she wakes up, but at least she won’t lose her mind like before.”

“That’s… really good news…”

Despite having lost a wrist to his master, Lokpa was genuinely happy for his master’s recovery.

“Ugh.”

A faint groan came from the cabin. Lokpa flinched but couldn’t bring himself to enter.

Of course not.

[I don’t even know a fragment of my Master.]

Though he called her his master, Aurelia, who had taught the orphaned him all this time, was practically his parent. Facing such a master, it was natural for fear to outweigh anticipation.

“I’ll stay here.”

Olivia decided to be considerate of him. He needed time to prepare himself.

As she climbed the stairs, she thought. Even without the inherited memories, Aurelia wouldn’t attack her.

‘No way she erased everything?’

Surely, she only cut out a few episodes. Aurelia wasn’t the type to discard memories of clinking glasses and laughing with friends, no matter how much her future self requested it.

And that assumption was confirmed the moment Olivia met Aurelia’s eyes.

“Stop staring and get me some water.”

As Olivia was about to retrieve water from the void, Aurelia clicked her tongue.

“Clueless girl.”

“Well, I can’t give alcohol to a patient.”

“Alcohol is medicine for me. That’s what shamans are like. And I’m much better than others. At least I’m not high on drugs 365 days a year.”

Olivia chuckled and grabbed the liquor from the shelf.

“Th-this is…”

It was the liquor that I saw in the clue. The one made from volcanic centipedes.

Olivia slyly let go of her hand and handed over the bottle next to her.

“…Now I feel a bit better. Ah, this is good. It’s been a while since my mind was this quiet.”

Aurelia said as she smacked her lips.

“It seems I’m not fully recovered. My memories are still fragmented. Hmm… if I drink one more bottle, I might feel better. Yeah, that one.”

Probably, a significant portion of her memories had been cut out. However, Aurelia would only perceive the gaps in her memory, unable to recall what was within those gaps.

‘It must have been well erased.’

Olivia reached out and helped Aurelia stand up.

“By the way, what year is it now? In Imperial years. I’ve been drinking in the cabin for so long that I have no sense of time.”

“993.”

“…993? Then it’s been a year longer than the five years I mentioned. Are you… okay?”

“Maybe?”

No, she was not okay. She had just said that her body had been taken over by the remnant of a demon or something.

Olivia spoke as if nothing was wrong.

“Anyway, you remember the prophecy you made? ‘If you don’t come to the Demonic realm of the Moon within five years, your curse will become irreversible.’ That one.”

“…I did say that.”

Aurelia let out a deep sigh. She never imagined that such a bleak situation would unfold as soon as she regained her senses.

“What is it?”

Instead of answering, Aurelia sighed deeply. It was a long time before she finally spoke.

“…A demon. Not just a remnant of a demon… a real demon.”

Olivia was silent for a very short moment. Then she spoke rapidly, flustered.

“Then, the reason you mentioned five years? Was it because five years was the limit for you to stay sane? If you’re sane, there’s a way to fix it with Witchcraft.”

“That’s not entirely wrong. But… it’s too late. Five years ago, I could have somehow fixed it, but now I can’t.”

“Even though it’s just a one-year difference?”

“…It’s not just one year, it’s a whole year.”

As if to show her directly, Aurelia rummaged through a shelf and took out a large crystal ball. Unlike the ones used by wizards, the ones used by shamans had a slightly sinister aura.

“See for yourself how big that one-year difference is.”

“…How?”

“Place your hand on it and infuse it with your magic.”

Olivia did as instructed and infused the crystal ball with her magic.

Whoosh…! 

A pale moonlight emitted from the crystal ball. The eerie light spread out, enveloping Olivia’s consciousness.

Reality wavered, and a vision unfolded.

.

.

A landscape that was new, yet familiar, was created. A sky without light. Eyes opened in the darkness. An overwhelmingly dreadful presence.

A demon.

Just meeting its gaze was enough to make priests and paladins devoted to gods collapse. But there were also those who did not fall.

Familiar faces.

“Glaceon! Fly higher!”

The three disciples, who became great wizards, cast divine spells while encouraging the unconscious magicians.


“Damn it, why are we fighting on bare ground? There’s no wave here, so I can only use a little of my power!”

“Hahaha! That’s why you should have trained your body as I told you to.”

Wavecatcher Estee, King Mu Asche Baltar.

“Omniscient and omnipotent Aether. At this moment, your faithful servants are about to enter a holy war. Please, grant us strength.”

Saintess Rebekah.

“…I can’t believe I can’t fight alongside Rebekah. It’s all your fault, Duke Kiel. If you were just a bit stronger, I wouldn’t have had to step in, would I?”

“Sorry for not being stronger than the Demon King. Watch your left. It’s coming.”

Gold Tower Master Melina. Sword Saint Kiel.

And.

“…Can we win this?”

“Hah. To think I’d see this crazy psycho brat scared.”

Serial Killer and Great Witch Aurelia.

And the one standing closest to the Demon God.

“Let’s go.”

Archmage Olivia.

Crackle, crackle, crackle…

.

.

The illusion gradually fades. When Olivia opened her eyes, she found herself back in the cabin from just a moment ago.

“…What is that?”

“It’s what would happen if you came within five years. And this is…”

Aurelia sighed deeply and handed over another crystal ball. While the previous crystal ball merely exuded an eerie aura, this one… Flames? No. It’s something that can’t be defined by such simple words.

Destruction. Or perhaps the end.

“…Just look.”

Olivia swallowed dryly and infused the crystal ball with her magic.

Whoosh!



.

.

It felt like being sucked in. Startled, Olivia pulled her hand away, but her consciousness had already been drawn somewhere.

From afar.

She saw monsters exuding the light of death wriggling. Thousands, tens of thousands, hundreds of thousands swarmed and gnawed at the flesh.

Even if she shattered and burst their shells with magic, many more would swarm.

And the one facing those monsters was.

Only one person.

“…Am I alone?”

In the vision, she struggled against the oncoming madness. Unable to cast magic properly, she grabbed the small insects with both hands.

Crunch.

She tore and crushed them. Each time purple ichor splattered, her skin burned.

“This… is my future?”

She held the ancient staff. Pouring all her magic, she killed the monsters.

She killed, killed, and kept killing… until finally.

“…”

The darkness receded.

Olivia raised her head. She was back in the cabin again.

“…Was that certain?”

“…”

There was no answer. But Olivia couldn’t hide her despair. She knew better than anyone that her prophecies had never been wrong.


“Am I… going to end up like that?”

It couldn’t be. Even if the Demon God took over her body, she could clear the quest and reclaim it.

Just like last time…

Olivia bit her lips hard and slumped into the chair.

She didn’t want to move.



 
  
    Chapter 156: You are Alive


Olivia, who had been sitting in the chair for a long time, shook her head.

Nothing would change by being in despair. If that was her ‘fate’ anyway, she had to do whatever she could to at least erase any lingering regrets.

And if things didn’t work out, she might be able to get help from a quest like last time.

“Yeah, you thought it through. Crying doesn’t suit you,” 

Said Aurelia, who was puffing on a pipe, encouragingly.

“…Who on earth gives encouragement while smoking?” 

Olivia muttered sarcastically, and Aurelia let out a chuckle.

“If you’re jealous, you could smoke one too.”

Aurelia hinted at Olivia, who was about to leave the cabin.

“Are you going back to your master already? Do you know where they are? If not, should I give you a hint?”

Melina was probably staying in the Holy Kingdom. Although she didn’t appear in Asmodeus’ ‘mirror,’ considering her disciples were there, it was likely.

“It’s fine. I roughly know where my master is. But are you going to stay here?”

“…I have some unfinished business.”

Olivia was about to ask what that business was but stopped herself, realizing something.

Aurelia had taught a total of ten disciples. Even though they had never met face-to-face, it wasn’t an empty relationship. Despite her rampage, Aurelia must have felt immense guilt for taking the lives of her disciples.

Even if not a full ritual, at least a memorial service would be held.

Aurelia would probably join them after that.

“I’ll go when the time is right. The saint… she’s a good person, but we don’t get along well.”

It might take even longer.

Aurelia glanced at the Serial Killer.

“By the way, are you planning to keep him with you? He might be calm now, but one day he’ll cause a huge problem.”

That was something Olivia was also considering. No matter how strong the Serial Killer was, his personality made cooperation with others impossible. If he showed up in front of Rebekah covered in blood…

It was horrifying even to imagine.

“Leaving him with you is…”

“Are you crazy?”

Olivia smacked her lips in regret. Aurelia, who was watching her, pulled out a bottle with a meaningful smile.

“Actually, there is a way to make him more obedient…”

“What is it?”

The bottle contained an unusual energy.

“It’s the Elixir of Obedience. Of course, that psycho has such a strong resistance to drugs that the effect won’t be that dramatic… but at least he won’t be able to easily disobey you. He’ll hesitate and second-guess himself before acting.”

Olivia asked, 

“How do I use it?”

“Imprint it with your magic power and have him drink it. Just so you know, if you give it to a regular person…”

Aurelia spread her arms wide with a smile.

Olivia wondered how Aurelia knew about the Serial Killer’s drug resistance, but she didn’t ask. She quietly took the elixir and tucked it into her dimensional space.

Olivia walked straight toward the exit of the Demonic realm of Moon. Aurelia used her energy to hide Olivia from the prying eyes as she saw her off.

Just as Olivia was about to take a step, Aurelia sent a telepathic message.

[…I’ll give you just one piece of advice. If you can help it, don’t let anyone know that you’re alive. Given that Golden Tower Lord is your master, there’s nothing you can do about her knowing, but it’s better if others remain unaware, just like now.]

Olivia did not ask why she should do that. She knew better than anyone the impact her ‘survival’ would have.

People might be happy for a moment. However, some would seek to punish those who put Olivia in that state, and eventually, it would lead to a large-scale conflict.

‘The problem is that the participants in that fight are some of the strongest people on the continent.’

Considering their positions alone, it wouldn’t be strange if a war broke out.

‘…First, I need to meet Melina.’

She needed to meet her and explain everything.

***

The Imperial Princess’ Palace.

A palace that was insignificant just six years ago. Except for the fact that it was the residence of the Emperor’s only daughter, it had no particular advantages. But now, it had become a gateway for those who sought success.

And at the very top, a man and a woman were conversing.

“Aria.”

“Please, speak, brother.”

“…In the north, monsters are pouring out, the Holy Kingdom has cut off diplomatic relations with the Empire, and they have risen to lead the Eastern Alliance, openly showing hostility towards our Empire.”

“You know precisely.”

A leisurely smile. The Crown Prince felt a sense of disgust from that smile. When had this pure child become so twisted? Why?

‘Perhaps she was like that from the beginning.’

It was just that he hadn’t realized it until now.

“In the north, hundreds of knights and soldiers are dying every day because the number of healing priests dispatched by the Holy Kingdom has drastically decreased. I hear… you are related to this matter.”

There was no need to ask whom he had heard that from. Aria’s sharp mind quickly deduced the answer.

Saint Rebekah.

Aria savored the word with her lips. It was five years ago that the Saint showed blatant hostility towards the Empire.

The very day Olivia’s body was snatched by the Great Demon Asmodeus.

From that day, all the Light Orders withdrew from the Empire. They didn’t explicitly declare hostility, but everyone knew that the relationship between the Holy Kingdom and the Empire had soured.

It was a bitter pill to swallow, but there was no other choice. The involvement of Asmodeus was akin to a natural disaster.

“Did the Saint say that?”

There was no reply.

No, the silence itself was the answer to that question.

“Your Highness the Crown Prince. You are gravely mistaken. Do you think I was unaware that you have been in contact with the Holy Kingdom’s spies?”

The Crown Prince froze.

“I knew it, but I turned a blind eye.”

“……”

Facing the sharp gaze of her beloved brother, her heart felt like it was being torn apart, but Aria didn’t show it.

‘…It’s too late to turn back now.’

The Crown Prince’s eyes trembled. It was closer to shock from betrayal than anger.

“You… you planned this from the start.”

Forcing the two princes to fight, while quietly building her power from behind. When the 2nd prince’s supporters, the Wizard’s Association, collapsed due to Duke Kiel’s revelations, Aria’s dagger had already reached the Crown Prince’s throat.

“I won’t deny it.”

Aria gave a bitter smile.

She didn’t want to fight with her brothers. Both had the qualities of a wise king, and they were talents that could revive the empire in any era. But that alone was not enough.

To cope with the impending doom.

In the end, there was no one but her.


“…Are you planning to start a war?”

“You never know what will happen in the world, so it’s best to be prepared.”

“It sounds as if a saintess is starting a war.”

Aria turned her head to look out the window. It was where the Gold Tower stood.

“No way. Even if the saintess hates me…”

Aria couldn’t finish her sentence.

Boom!

A sound came from behind. The Crown Prince flinched and looked back.

The royal knights were lying on the ground, powerless.

“…What, what is this!”

The Crown Prince tried to draw the sword at his waist. He was the Crown Prince of the empire. Although he couldn’t compare to the Sword Saint Kiel, he had skills befitting the Crown Prince of a nation. The bright aura emanating from his body was proof of that.

But.

Thud.

“Don’t draw it, brother.”

“…!”

“I don’t want to see you die in vain.”

An invisible force strongly held the Crown Prince’s body.

“You, you wretch…! Since when did you have this power…?”

“Rest assured, it’s not a deceitful power. It’s just magic.”

Aria gave a bitter smile and formed a hand seal.

“Since the Crown Prince has nothing to do with me, may I send him back?”

She spoke looking into the air.

There was no reply, but Aria responded with a smile.

“Go, brother.”

“Who are you talking to…!”

Flash!

As the Crown Prince was enveloped in light, his form gradually became faint.

Realizing what was happening, the Crown Prince wore a face of astonishment.

‘Teleportation magic…!’


A spatial magic that transfers others instead of oneself.

Something that even the Gold Tower Lord would struggle with, Aria handled with ease.

“As I thought, you’re alive.”

Aria bowed politely.

“Gold Tower Lord, Melina Dibiae.”



 
  
    Chapter 157: What happened in these five years


Tsk Tsk Tsk!

As the space warped, Melina revealed herself through the gap.

“…You knew, didn’t you?”

“I wasn’t sure. I just had a sense of foreboding.”

“Foreboding?”

“Until the disappearance of Gold Tower Lord, I thought someone was hunting us. It was a speculation that peaked when we heard reports of lightning striking in the port city of Ikail and the Attila Mountains.”

Aria interjected sharply.

“But half a year later, we received information that they were still alive, hiding deep in the Attila Mountains.”

“So, did you deduce that I might also be alive?”

Aria nodded.

“…It’s logical.”

It was a thought worthy of a Wizard.

“You seem quite relaxed. Do you think I can’t kill you?”

“Surely not. I know well that Lady Melina is not one to be bound by trivial reasons like revenge.”

Aria smirked.

“My reason for being relaxed is because I am confident that Lady Melina will not be able to kill me.”

Was this a challenge?

There’s a clear distinction between ‘not killing’ and ‘not being able to kill’.

Melina’s demeanor sharpened momentarily. Yet, she refrained from using magic to overpower. With the Dragon Lords absent, Aria’s life could be taken at any moment.

But for now, there was no immediate reason to kill her.

‘If I wanted to kill her, I could do it now.’

While she seemed accomplished in spatial magic, she was far from matching Melina.

“What makes you think that?”

“If you kill me now, those who share my intentions will be very angry.”

Aria’s face turned serious. Her conviction came from a profound insight that could foresee the future. That was all that showed on her face.

“Two Dragon Lords, the Dark Lord, Demon Hunters, and the Revolutionaries serving the World Tree Druids. They either represent a race or lead a group.”

With friction visible on the surface against the Holy Kingdom, when the moderate faction’s princess dies, war becomes inevitable.

No one here was unaware of this fact.

“On the other hand, Gold Tower Lords power is limited to Saintess and Sir Kiel. Even if I die, we have six on our side and only three on their side.”

King Mu and Estee will continue to advocate neutrality until Olivia shows herself.

From the beginning, they were authors who had little interest in whether the world collapsed or not.

Even with asymmetrical power alone, symmetric power is also overwhelming on the Princess’s side. With Olivia’s disciples, they can endure a few battles, and if they were not, they would have been swept away.

“If I am dead….”

“Yes, Gold Tower Lord is not afraid of death.”

“But, there is someone who will once again dye this world that ‘she’ protected with her life in blood… … .”

At that moment, Melina, who was sitting there, sent a gust of wind toward Aria’s neck like a blade.

Squawk!

“……No, you won’t. That’s why Gold Tower Lord won’t kill me.”

The magic imbued in the blade was substantial, but it wasn’t enough to pierce Aria’s shield. This was because Melina had shown mercy in her grasp.

Aria casually raised her teacup again.

“Just like now.”

“…How do you know that fact?”

Melina’s magic surged with anger.

Melina had glimpsed many of Olivia’s past lives. She knew better than anyone how much dedication she had shown to protect this world, and she also knew that Olivia’s Annihilation in her past life were not of her own will.

But how did Aria know that fact?

Moreover, why did she know it and yet…

Without hesitation, Aria used magic to pull out a book from the shelves in the study.

“Do you know of the story of Leo Drant? It’s a novel that’s been circulating among the youth these days.”

“…What exactly are you trying to say?”

“The antagonists in this novel all have stories. Unjust treatment, unfair birth, deep resentment, righteousness… Those kinds of things.”

After a long silence, Aria continued.

“Once you sell their stories, antagonists gain others’ sympathy and cease to be true villains. I dislike such antagonists.”

Aria added.

“Oh, I’m not talking about ‘her,’ so don’t misunderstand.”

Melina’s eyes glared fiercely at Aria.

A dazzling golden light overflowed from her eyes.

Melina’s distant calculating ability immediately deduced who Aria was referring to as the ‘antagonist.’

“Is the antagonist you’re talking about yourself?”

“I believe that my actions are right.”

She did not deny it.

However, Aria’s conviction within her walls remained unshaken, firmly holding her ground.

“Is it right to kill my disciple who has saved the world hundreds of times?”

“I didn’t know it would be hundreds of times, but yes. I believe it’s right.”

Melina’s eyes chilled coldly. Aria sensed that she had shed her last bit of regret.

Melina expressed her anger unreservedly.

“…I’ve been terribly wrong to see people like you as friends for a lifetime. My disciple who thought of you as a friend would be pitied to the extent of misery.”

“Friends nowadays even kill each other.”

“Saving you in my past life was a mistake. I should have just left you there to freeze to death.”

“You’ll realize someday that it wasn’t a mistake.”

“…You’re truly insufferable.”

Melina slowly stood up and looked down at Aria.

“I want to pluck out those audacious eyes right now… but then my disciple who will return someday will be sad.”

The moment she finished speaking, a harsh golden gleam emanated from Melina’s eyes, but Aria calmly met her gaze.

If she hadn’t felt the presence of Dragon Lords nearby, Melina would have truly burst Aria’s eyes open.

“I appreciate your generosity.”

“…Don’t expect mercy from Duke Kiel. Once he breaks out of seclusion, war will become inevitable.”

The battles of those who reached the higher grounds no longer fit into the category of mere battles. Looking at the fights between towers, it seemed as if it was a power struggle between two great towers.

Melina had never intended to start a war, but neither did she have any intention of stopping the war that had already begun.

When the time comes, she would judge this audacious princess before anyone else.


“You will know then. The fact that you were wrong.”

Melina said so and warped space. The moment Aria lifted and set down her teacup, that intense presence disappeared as if it had never been there.

“…No.”

Aria said, looking in the direction where Melina had disappeared.

“I wasn’t wrong.”

***

Zzweeeong…!

At the tear in the air, a man and a woman appeared simultaneously. It was a dimensional translocation spell far surpassing ordinary spatial magic.

They had escaped from the Demonic Realm of Moon.

“Huuh, kkeuu… dizzy.”

Ignoring the Serial killer who was staggering from the aftermath of dimensional translocation, Olivia quickly surveyed her surroundings.

While the entrance to the  Demonic Realm of Moon was fixed, the exit was random.

It could open a dimensional portal right in the middle of the palace.

“…Luckily, it doesn’t seem to be a city.”

Rather, it was closer to a wilderness. The rugged mountain ridges were evidence enough to make even herbalists wary.

“Olivia, I feel like my head’s going to split…”

“Stop complaining and keep your mouth shut.”

“…Okay.”

The Serial Killer fell silent again beside Olivia, grimacing. Olivia glanced at him briefly before tucking him away into the thick foliage.

“…Why are you like this? Can’t we just go straight to the Holy Kingdom? With your magic level, finding the coordinates should be easy.”

It’s not about the coordinates.

Instead of explaining further, Olivia swiftly spread a barrier to conceal her magic. Sensing something amiss, even the wary Serial Killer sank into silence.

Thud…!

Among the rugged mountain ridges, there were marks of something unknown. Even the peaks seemed too sharp to be weathered by the wind alone.

Thud…!

It was as if they had been sliced by a sharp blade.

And there continued the sound of something colliding. If it were just that, Olivia wouldn’t have bothered with the barrier.

“This… doesn’t feel right.”

It emitted such a ferocious aura that the Serial Killer showed signs of fear.


‘This is…’

Olivia knew well who this aura belonged to.

Sword Saint, Kiel Rothschild.

‘What happened in these five years…’

Olivia swallowed her dry spit.



 
  
    Chapter 158: To protect someone forever


The day Olivia disappeared.

Kiel entered secluded training without a word to the empire.

Realizing that Princess Aria was behind all this, he could no longer trust the empire.

However, he couldn’t strike the princess either. The Rothschild family, his home, was located in the heart of the empire, and if he assassinated the princess, the punishment would surely fall on the Rothschild family, not on himself.

Of course, that wasn’t the only reason. He aimed to completely engrave the faint imagery that surfaced at the peak he reached in his dream onto his body.

Crash…!

Thanks to Saint Rebekah’s consideration, all paths leading to the mountains where Kiel secluded himself were controlled by holy knights. It was to help him focus solely on his training.

Swish.

Each time the greatsword moved, a quiet sound resonated in the cave. But the aura contained within was never silent. It overflowed as if ready to tear apart the enemy before him.

The corpses of monsters, torn to pieces everywhere, were evidence of that. Kiel muttered as he shook off the blood from his greatsword.

“…There are many.”

Monsters had been appearing in the cave he chose for seclusion for several years. At first, it was the most common void bugs, then the next month, monsters spewing tentacles appeared, and the following month, stronger monsters than before emerged.

For five years.

Flesh, bones, intestines, blood…

The remains of the monsters exuded poison that disturbed human minds. Anyone would lose their sanity if they stayed in a place where corpses piled up like mountains.

The cave where Kiel stayed had turned into a dumping ground for monster corpses at some point. When one cave was filled, he created a new cave with sword strikes and filled it with corpses again.

The sword that he showcased in his dream was a sword that protected someone.

Thud, thud.

And the sword Kiel chose now was…

***

“…”

The rotten smell wafting from all directions made Olivia frown deeply without realizing it.

“You stay here.”

She pushed the Serial Killer into a barrier and headed into the cave.

As her heart beat rapidly twice, the natural energy around was drawn into Olivia’s heart. The thick death energy contained within pulsed along Olivia’s veins and was purified in an instant.

Woosh!

The magical power, dyed in Olivia’s signature blue color, advanced forward, swallowing up the fraud in return.

The Serial Killer watching from afar swallowed hard.

“……Crazy.”

Kwooooooo!

A monster hiding among the corpses surged up and charged at Olivia.

But before it could even open its mouth, a flash of light turned the monster to ashes.

‘……I didn’t expect the passage to already be open.’

Olivia looked around with a distressed expression.

She had a vague idea why Kiel had chosen this place as a closing site.

Gooooooo……

A crack emitting a sinister aura of death. There was a passage connecting to the demon realm here.

It wasn’t created by the Great Demon. The passages they artificially create cannot continuously spew out monsters. At most, they release hundreds to thousands of monsters, and if no more monsters come through, they close.

However, the corpses scattered around here numbered at least ten thousand.

This meant that the passage had been maintained long enough to release that many monsters, implying it was semi-permanently connected to the demon realm.

‘I was originally going to just pass by……’

No matter how strong Kiel’s mental strength was, prolonged exposure to this kind of atmosphere would change the story.

It needed to be checked.

The deeper she went, the more grotesque the monsters’ forms became. Near the entrance, they had been cleanly killed by strikes to their vital points, but now, all she saw were mangled and torn bodies.

Olivia recognized one of the monsters among them and her mouth fell open.

‘This is……a Tricide.’

A giant creature with dozens of legs resembling tree roots and hundreds of eyes embedded in its body.

A high-level monster capable of toppling a magic tower was torn to pieces.

‘……Already encountering something like this?’

High-level monsters crossing the passage usually happened in the extreme late stages. Tricides, in particular, appeared when the Demon King’s descent was imminent.

In thousands of rounds, the timing of monster appearances had never changed.

Except now.

‘……The timeline has advanced.’

If it was delayed, it would be next year; if rushed, it would be the end of this year.

Olivia sensed that the end was approaching.

She descended further into the depths.

Krrrrrr!

The sound of a sword resonating in the darkness grew clearer.

Olivia gripped the ancient staff. Judging by the sword marks she had seen so far, Kiel would be strong enough to require the use of the ancient staff.

[…I’ll give you just one piece of advice. If you can help it, don’t let anyone know that you’re alive. Given that Golden Tower Lord is your master, there’s nothing you can do about her knowing, but it’s better if others remain unaware, just like now.]

She wanted to do that. But she couldn’t just leave Kiel, who might have gone mad, unattended.

Kiel was crucial for the plan ahead.

“Kiel.”

The greatsword stopped abruptly in mid-air. Kiel, who had been swinging his sword like a machine, turned his head to look at Olivia.

His eyes were still dark and murky, tired and dull. His once neatly trimmed hair now hung down to his shoulders. Blinking for a long time, Kiel finally recognized Olivia.

“Who are you…?”

His voice trembled slightly at first. From his rough and cracked voice, Olivia could sense how Kiel had spent the last five years.

Foolish bastard.

“Are you… really Olivia?”

“Obviously…”

“You were on the brink of death.”

Kiel’s tone was full of disbelief.

“It would be impossible for someone who was completely unconscious to escape from Asmodeus. The fact that you’re alive now means that Asmodeus decided not to kill you.”

Why would the archdemon make such a decision?

No matter how much he thought about it, there was no reason to spare her.

“In the past five years of seclusion here, I’ve encountered many monsters. Among them were those called doppelgangers.”

Kiel stared at Olivia for a moment, then drew a sword from thin air.

A sword that would never break as long as one’s spirit remained unyielding.

The Heart Sword.


Although its form wavered slightly, showing that he hadn’t fully grasped the truth, what Kiel held in his hand was unmistakably the Heart Sword.

“I’ll ask you again. Are you really Olivia?”

Gooooo…!

Olivia’s brow furrowed at the unexpected situation.

His suspicion was reasonable. There was no room for rebuttal.

Even Olivia herself had not realized that the remnants of the demon God resided within her until she discovered Asmodeus’s true intentions.

However, she couldn’t deny that what Kiel was doing now was absurd.

Having reached such an incredible level in five years, it was preposterous that he couldn’t distinguish Olivia’s magical power.

“…Ha.”

Olivia, staring back at Kiel, shook her head.

The faint emotion wriggling in his eyes.

Olivia understood better than anyone what that emotion was.

So that’s what it was.

“I can fight you with all my might if that’s what you want. But if we do, this area won’t survive.”

“……”

“So stop making excuses and tell me exactly what you want. I’ll listen.”

When Olivia said that, Kiel didn’t respond and just stared at her. In his gaze, Olivia felt Kiel’s resolve.

A determination to answer not with words, but with his sword.

Olivia didn’t ask further. Instead, she raised her staff and aimed it at Kiel.

Gooooo…!

The air grew sharply intense.

“I’m coming at full power.”

Crackle!

At the same time as those words, a powerful lightning bolt flashed from Olivia’s fingertips, and hundreds of lightning strands shot through the cave walls.

There was no falsehood in her declaration of full power; there were no gaps in Olivia’s attack. A skilled swordsman might cut through a few lightning strands, but that would be all. She had twisted the trajectory of the magic itself to make it unavoidable.

Swish.

At that moment, Kiel moved. Following his will, the Heart Sword, shining in dark hues, spun gracefully.

As soon as the lightning and Heart Sword met, the explosive magic vanished on the spot.

Despite the absence of any act of ‘cutting,’ the lightning was clearly being sliced apart.

But Olivia was not flustered. She had expected that Kiel, having reached the supreme state of the Heart Sword, would be able to do at least this much.

Eventually, he would display the skill to cut vertically even when swinging horizontally.

Swish!

Kiel, shaking off the remaining magic, took his stance again. The most fundamental stance of the sword.

Mid-term trend.

There was no longer any murkiness in his eyes.


With an utterly calm gaze, he awaited Olivia’s next attack.

He neither rushed to attack nor retreated.

As if he was determined to protect someone forever.

Sword Saint, Kiel Rothschild.

His will shone brilliantly.



 
  
    Chapter 159: Foolish human had endured five years


I have had many experiences fighting warriors.

In a duel with a warrior, the most important factors are speed and a refined magic that can deceive their highly developed senses.

All the magic I have used so far has been of this kind.

However, in battles against true ‘strong’ opponents, all these things are taken as a given.

In the end, what matters is power.

And the computational ability to unleash an overwhelming amount of magic that the opponent cannot counter.

Olivia’s heart beat rapidly as she circulated magical energy throughout her body. Her heart had now completely harmonized with nature and transformed into a part of the world.

She imbued her heart with coldness. Lightning and ice resonated together. The reason Olivia chose these two seemingly unrelated elements was that the power amplified tremendously when they were used simultaneously.

Until now, she had used the two elements separately. This meant she had never shown her true ‘power.’

Crackling!

Blue lightning surged from Olivia’s shoulders. The lightning, as if held by something, couldn’t extend fully and kept circling the same spot. The moment the essence of ice created by Olivia’s natural power engulfed the lightning, blue wings spread wide open.

[Transcendent Magic, ‘Dual Fusion’ activated.]

[Fusion Elements: Lightning, Ice]

Crackling!

The wings were so beautiful they could remind one of an angel. Each intricately crafted feather contained mana so vast that even dragons couldn’t describe it.

[Transcendent Magic, Celestial Wings.]

Olivia’s body slowly began to rise into the sky.

If there had been a halo above Olivia’s head, anyone would have thought she was a seraph descended from heaven, such was the noble aura she exuded.

“……”

Kiel did not retreat. The sword he had drawn had now taken the form of his favored greatsword.

Just before reaching the tip of his sword, Kiel realized how extraordinary Olivia’s state was. Those appeared to be simple feathers, but he could tell that each one had a magic circle comparable to high-level magic inscribed on it.

When Olivia gestured, a blue feather appeared in her hand.

As the feather, imbued with both elements, touched the ground, the narrow cave interior began to expand endlessly. This was the result of applying the extending property of lightning to the space itself.

For the time being, there was no need to worry about the surroundings being swept away.

“……This is a magic you didn’t use before.”

“This is a single spell.”

Olivia’s form slowly rose. Her hair fluttered left and right in the sudden winter wind.

A spell for personal combat that, the longer it took to develop, the more devastating its power.

No matter how skilled Olivia was, she couldn’t handle such a high-level spell casually. This was also why she hadn’t used such noble magic until now.

A spell that disregards the opponent’s life.

If hit, you die.

Even if it merely grazes you, the result is the same. The ice will necrotize the body at the cellular level, and the lightning, which infiltrates faster, will cause all organs to fail.

All high-level magic that reached the truth was like that. The ancient staff could only be used because it strengthened the magic itself.

However, now he can use that extraordinary magic. Because Kiel has reached the ‘end’ to some extent.

He would be able to break it.

‘…If not, I’ll die.’

Olivia’s blue eyes held a cold light. She made up her mind.

“Here I go.”

As Olivia’s wings moved forward, countless feathers were shot through the space.

Swish, swish, swish!

In a split second, dozens of sword strikes passed, cutting through the feathers.

It wasn’t just cutting. The moment the feathers touched, he read the arrangement of the magic and precisely cut along the grain.

Swoosh.

The feathers that touched the mind sword vanished and became part of nature.

In the midst of the rain of magical feathers that would cause a tremendous explosion just by touching, Kiel stood his ground without taking a single step back.

Space Sword, 9th Form.

Guardian Sword.

Shhh!

Every time Kiel’s sword moved, the afterimage formed a giant wall.

It blocked Olivia’s magic without allowing a single attack to get through.

Boom!

The feathers, as if they were living creatures, sought gaps and rushed in, but Kiel’s body remained unscathed.

Silent until now, Kiel spoke.

“…I haven’t reached the end yet. If that were the case, I should be struggling to block your magic.”

The feathers split continuously.

“But now, I don’t feel even a bit of struggle.”

Olivia’s face grew colder. Her fingers twitched, condensing lightning in the empty air.

But it was quiet. The characteristic explosive noise of lightning was isolated in another space. Olivia wasn’t satisfied with that. She manipulated the magic at the particle level, isolating even the light contained in the lightning.

As a result, lightning was created that couldn’t be seen or felt.

Kiel knew how absurd that was. Olivia calculated magic faster than the terrifying speed of the shooting lightning, isolating the noise and light in another space.

Kiel closed his eyes. In this situation, sight was only a hindrance. No matter how much Olivia erased the trace of the lightning, she couldn’t erase its movement. Even at this moment, the lightning was steadily closing the distance with Kiel.

The space distorted slightly. It was the phenomenon of the surrounding space expanding to fill the gap created by the lightning squeezing in.

The moment he realized that, Kiel’s greatsword moved. A heavy force rested on his shoulder. It wasn’t a force he could directly counter. Kiel focused his consciousness to the extreme and deflected the lightning.

His bones resonated.

But he could still take more.

Olivia smirked as she watched Kiel, determined and bleeding from his shoulder.

Undoubtedly, no one had ever looked at her with such eyes after falling into this world.

It wasn’t anger, nor resentment.

Just proof.

As a knight, Kiel was proving himself.

Proving that he was a useful sword.

A sword that could rightly protect, no matter the opponent.

“……Foolish bastard.”

But that was what made Kiel, Kiel.

A one-sided assault unfolded.

It didn’t mean one side was superior. One attacked, the other defended.

Kiel didn’t counterattack at all. From the start, this place wasn’t meant to prove that.

Slash!

As the fierce battle continued, Kiel’s body accumulated minor wounds. Though each blow was potentially fatal, he endured with superhuman mental strength.


An attack without an ounce of hesitation. When had Olivia ever faced such determination? She could confidently say never. Of course, she held nothing back even against archdemons, but they could never truly withstand Olivia’s full power.

A few grand spells. Perhaps just one transcendent spell would suffice.

But now she was at full strength.

Thud, thud, thud!

As the battle intensified, the scattered magic became more colorful.

The dark blade whirled around Kiel, pulverizing all the magic around him.

He didn’t block everything. He was close, but not quite there yet.

But he wasn’t collapsing, nor being pushed back.

Crack, crack……!

Even as his bones screamed, Kiel’s sharp gaze remained fixed on Olivia.

“Why do you stop, Olivia?”

His breath was uneven. His entire body was covered in minor wounds, and his veins, scorched by lightning, were visibly protruding.

But still, his eyes held their ground.

“I can still go on.”

“……Madman.”

Olivia’s lips curved into a smile as she said that.

For some reason, it felt like a hole had opened in her chest. A complex emotion she couldn’t describe, even as one who had touched the truth.

Through countless ordeals, driven by the single-minded goal of seeing this world’s end. Unknowingly, her heart had been gnawed away in the process.

Clang!

The wings attached to Olivia’s shoulders vanished, and the feathers she had preserved shot out all at once. She blocked them. If she couldn’t block them, she shattered them completely. 

Kiel’s bones couldn’t avoid being broken. His hands had long since ceased to function properly.

The attack that seemed endless was nearing its end.

Kiel, exhaling rough breaths, shook off the remaining magic clinging to his sword and spoke.

“Look, Olivia.”

Those words vividly conveyed his past five years.

Despite bleeding profusely, he showed no sign of pain.

In Kiel’s eyes, a flame burned fiercely.

A resolute will to stand beside her, no matter what.

A will not to become a burden.

A reflection of his past anger towards Olivia, born of ignorance, now filled with regret and repentance.

Only then did Olivia understand how Kiel had avoided succumbing to madness despite spending five years in this relentless struggle.

Kiel smiled, as if genuinely proud of himself, and shouted.

“Look at me.”

With both arms broken and his organs damaged, what was there to be so pleased about?

What made him so happy that he smiled so brightly?

“I have the right.”


To boldly say just those few words, this foolish human had endured five years.

Kiel staggered. He tried to hold onto his consciousness, but controlling his body, which had long since reached its limit, was impossible.

Thud……!

As Kiel collapsed, Olivia silently supported him.

“……Yes. You damn fool.”



 
  
    Chapter 160: Asmodeus


Olivia lifted the unconscious Kiel with levitation magic. She removed the magical energy that had been invading his body and even administered a potion herself, so he should regain consciousness in a few hours.

‘……Anyway.’

Olivia looked around with a troubled expression. The area was filled with the corpses of monsters. The appearance of high-ranking monsters like Trisides meant that similar phenomena might be occurring across the continent.

‘But the fact that it’s still quiet means…….’

Someone must be gathering the monsters in the dark.

Ssssss!

The corpses in the cave suddenly froze. When Olivia clenched her fist, the frozen corpses shattered into a handful of blood. The cave, which had been filled with blood and entrails moments before, instantly returned to a more ‘cave-like’ appearance.

“… … Where did he go again?”

Olivia, who had come up to the surface, looked around. The Serial Killer who should have been waiting inside the barrier was nowhere to be seen.

Thud!

She heard a sound behind her. The scythe of the Serial Killer, who had landed from the sky, was stained with dark red blood. Olivia instinctively sensed that it was not human blood.

“Olivia! You’re here!”

“Were you hunting monsters?”

“I was bored, so I caught a few while waiting. But what about you……?”

“The Sword Saint.”

The Serial Killer’s face became peculiar. Even though they were naive about worldly matters, they knew who the Sword Saint was.

Kiel Rothschild.

“Do you……know him?”

A strange feeling.

The Serial Killer frowned without realizing it. It was different from last time. Back then, they felt a tickling sensation in their heart and discomfort, but it wasn’t as dirty as this.

Looking at the Sword Saint gave them that dirty feeling. The fact that the Sword Saint was connected to Olivia’s magical power was unpleasant.

“Yeah, I know him.”

“How long have you known?”

“About…….”

Olivia, who was about to answer ‘six years,’ closed her mouth and looked down at the Serial Killer.

“I don’t remember exactly. What’s certain is that I’ve known you longer than Kiel.”

“……Really?”

“It’s been much longer for you.”

“……Hmph.”

It wasn’t hard to guess how the Serial Killer was feeling with their mouth twitching.

Confident that she had hit the mark, Olivia couldn’t help but smile at the Serial Killer, who was struggling to hide their grin.

“Could you guide me to where you were hunting monsters?”

“Uh, sure! Follow me! It’s this way!”

Olivia nodded vaguely and moved towards the direction of the ‘passage.’ There, a mountain-sized centipede was lying around with its head severed. It was the Serial Killer’s work.

It wasn’t as bad as the cave where Kiel was staying, but the poison emitted by this centipede monster was no joke.

Olivia, who was handling the shell of the centipede monster, Antinus, clicked her tongue.

‘……Antinous too.’

It was now certain. There was at most a year left before the Demon King’s descent.

Crackling!

The passage connected to the demon realm distorted again. As a giant boar-like monster thrust its head forward, the Serial Killer’s scythe moved.

The Serial Killer split the giant monster in half in one swift motion.

“……Hmm!”

The monster just caught had slightly tougher bones and muscle tissue. If he hadn’t infused additional aura into the scythe, he wouldn’t have been able to cut through it in one strike.

Olivia also noticed this discrepancy and approached the passage. The fissure was subtly growing in size. The monsters had become stronger, and as the fissure’s size increased, the constraints on crossing dimensions had also been somewhat lifted. She couldn’t just leave such a dangerous situation as it was.

Rumble……!

The magical energy spewing from the passage pushed Olivia back. But Olivia effortlessly countered with a significantly greater amount of magical power.

The passage vibrated with the intensity of her magical energy.

‘It’s not something that can be easily destroyed.’

Despite pouring immense magical energy, the tremors were minimal.

It was like pouring water into the sea; the water level didn’t rise. Olivia realized just how strong the force maintaining the dimensional connection was.

There was a reason Kiel couldn’t destroy it.

Even so, Olivia didn’t stop pouring in her magical energy. If she left the passage as it was, it would surely become a hindrance in the future.

‘……I will destroy it.’

Olivia’s eyes shone even more brightly. Her white hair and robe swelled with the flow of magical energy.

The passage could no longer withstand the torrent of magical energy and screamed in agony.

Crackling……!

As the passage split with a deafening noise, ominous violet light scattered in hundreds of directions. Despite the split surfaces rapidly healing, it wasn’t fast enough to keep up with the destruction.

Sizzling!

The blue magical energy condensed to its limit and exploded.

Boom!

The space itself warped and exploded.

Olivia compressed the explosion in her hand and contained it within an ice crystal.

The cubic crystal, on the verge of exploding at any moment, was restrained by Olivia’s power, but it contained enough destructive force to annihilate the surrounding area the moment she stopped infusing magical energy.

‘……I didn’t expect it to be this much.’

In other words, it meant she would need to use at least this much power to attempt a dimensional connection.

Tzzzz……

The cubic crystal, which had been continuously emitting light, gradually subsided. The Serial Killer, watching the scene from the side, gaped in amazement.

“Olivia, you…… could do that too?”

Olivia looked down at her own hands with a stunned expression. While it was her will to isolate the aftermath of the dimensional explosion within the crystal, she couldn’t understand what happened next.

Olivia swallowed hard and opened and closed her hand a few times.

‘……What was that?’

No matter how much Olivia had reached the truth, it was limited to lightning and freezing fields. Applying what she had learned in those areas to natural laws and spacetime was one thing, but affecting the dimension itself as she had just done was impossible.

That means……

Olivia sighed deeply and got up. It was no longer something to worry about. Or rather, it was already too late to worry.

“Let’s go.”

“Where to?”

“To the Holy Kingdom.”

She couldn’t use teleportation. The mountain range where Kiel was located was near the border of the Holy Kingdom and the Empire.

Until just now, the magical energy emitting from the passage seemed to serve as a suppressant, but having destroyed it, using large-scale spatial magic like teleportation would undoubtedly be detected by the magical barriers set up by the Two Dragon Lords.


“… If that’s the case, maybe I should have just left it alone instead of breaking it.”

The presence of the paladins was felt not far away. They were likely stationed to prevent any interference with Kiel’s secluded training, guarding the corridor.

Olivia walked slowly.

***

“It’s surprising that, within just three days, two unexpected guests arrive.”

In the capital of the Holy Empire, the Princess’s Palace.

A place where two Dragon Lords and the top-rank Regressors of various fields reside.

There, Princess Aria, who was left alone, was delicately handling a teacup as always.

“To come at a time when everyone is away… It’s too coincidental to dismiss it as mere chance.”

Aria spoke without her usual formalities. It wasn’t to display her dignity as a princess.

It was because the other party wasn’t worth showing respect to.

The Imperial knights were sprawled dead around the room. Since Melina, the Gold Tower Lord, had visited, White Dragon Lord Karsian had personally reinforced their bodies and minds with magic, but it seemed it was of no use against the intruders before her.

Indeed, the only way to deal with a force beyond standard is to reach that same level, Aria thought inwardly.

All the Regressors were away. The Lords who had guarded Aria had been dispatched for their missions the moment she reached a level where she could protect herself.

The Seven Great Demonic realm key. To collect them and unlock the hidden secrets beneath the Empire.

Although only the Demonic realm of Wood, Euran, remained intact, Aria had her own plans.

A method that not even beings with her level of intelligence could dare to imagine.

To execute this plan, she had dispatched all six Regressors.

“Is it arrogance, or do you simply not understand your place?”

A woman with a voluptuous figure appeared in the chair that had been empty until just now, looking at Aria.

Eyes as red as blood, a smirk with a distinct sneer.

“Well, it doesn’t matter. Such things are of no real importance.”

“……”

“I hear that five years ago, you were the one who devised the plan to capture ‘her’?”


A voice so captivating it could enchant anyone.

“Impressive. To think you would attempt to subdue a transcendent being, half beyond mortal, with only six mortals… and the one commanding the operation observed from afar. How much trust must you have garnered from those around you to pull off such a feat? Honestly, I’m impressed.”

“If you hadn’t interfered, it would have succeeded.”

Aria responded coldly.

“Duke of the Northern demonic realm, Asmodeus.”



 
  
    Chapter 161: I’ll make a concession


The only reason she had not become a mindless monster was that she held onto the purpose, no matter how whimsical it might be.

Aria’s eyes didn’t waver in the slightest. With her kaleidoscopic insight capable of reading the divides and flows of the continent even while seated, she had already anticipated this sudden turn of events.

There was only one thing she had failed to foresee.

The annihilation committed by Olivia.

The only one who could rival Aria in wisdom. This made it even more incomprehensible. Olivia’s rampage had no logic, no meaning, and not even a discernible purpose.

In fact, Aria had a vague idea. She just hadn’t yet grasped the purpose hidden behind that rampage.

She couldn’t uncover it in her first life.

Would she be able to in her second?

As Aria ceased her self-questioning and stirred her tea with an elegant motion, Asmodeus spoke.

“Recently, two Great Demons were killed.”

“That’s welcome news.”

“But it wasn’t your subordinates who did it. I know who killed them.”

Thud.

Aria put her teacup down.

“So it’s just you and Belphegor left alive.”

“…Hm?”

“There are still spirits running rampant in the southern continent. Given reports that their movements are almost organic, rather than chaotic as before, it suggests that Great Demon Belphegor has taken control of them there. And including you here, that makes two.”

Asmodeus’s face twisted in a peculiar expression.

‘… … This isn’t normal?’

With just one word, you can infer this much information. No, this is way beyond the level of inferring. It’s almost like opening the lid of the other person’s head and looking inside.

More interesting than expected.

No, someone of this caliber could indeed devise a grandiose plan to subdue a transcendental being.

At this level…

“You know why I’ve come then?”

“Since the Saintess wouldn’t support you, you’re likely seeking alliance with us, who presumably harbor less hatred for demons.”

Asmodeus nodded.

“Hmm… please continue.”

She became curious about the extent of this human’s abilities.

‘This human… interesting.’

Asmodeus licked her lips with her tongue.

Click.

Regardless, Aria lifted her teacup as always. Lifting it, sipping her tea, and then putting it down—these actions held no special meaning.

It was simply to measure time.

Like flipping an hourglass, she measured time from the moment she lifted her teacup. And she pondered.

‘From the moment a Demon Hunter appeared here, Asmodeus should have known I would refuse an alliance proposal. Yet, Asmodeus came here nonetheless. Which means…

“It means you’re confident in persuading them. But how?”

Thunk.

When the teacup touches the table, thoughts cease.

Five seconds to this point.

Using only that fleeting moment to deduce an answer was Aria’s way of limiting her thinking to the level of a genius with profound insight.

Of course, even with that, she far exceeded the level of an ordinary genius.

Aria slowly opened her mouth.

“I thought we had the advantage. It seems that wasn’t the case. Apparently, the Saintess has more hidden forces.”

“……”

“We have seven people, so they must have eight. That way, we are slightly outnumbered, and if the two Great Demons join us, we could turn the tables.”

Even though the logic would collapse with the slightest error, there was no hesitation.

She was a monster in another sense.

“Of course, the King Mu and the Wave Catcher would be included… so Olivia must have returned alive. Since you came here directly, it seems she slipped from your grasp.”

“…Hah!”

Asmodeus burst into maniacal laughter.

She deduced the answer in an instant with virtually no clues.

She desired her.

For a moment, greed filled Asmodeus’s eyes. Asmodeus, who was holding her heart in ecstasy, shouted.

“Who are you, really? You’re… the best?!”

An excited Asmodeus kicked the table.

“At first, I planned to test you out, then make you mine by delving into your mind… but I’ve changed my mind. You’re too valuable to discard.”

Aria scoffed. Even as Asmodeus, the mightiest of Great Demons, summoned her demonic energy right before her eyes, she showed no fear.

“And that courage of yours! Ah… truly amazing. If you and I join hands….”

“That will never happen.”

Aria was resolute. So much so that even Asmodeus’s eyes widened in surprise.

“…What? Did I hear you wrong?”

“You must not be good at acting. You should’ve known I’d refuse no matter what conditions you offered.”

When Aria responded indifferently, Asmodeus’s gaze finally sharpened.

“…Hmph. Then what you’re proudly deducing is nonsense?”

“There’s no more straightforward way to demonstrate my ability.”

“…”

“You only came to see if I was a ‘piece’ worth using, didn’t you?”

How dare she.

Aria’s tone implied just that.

“I don’t form alliances with demons. I merely use them as variables.”

“…Are you trying to test me instead?”

“I showed my worth, so it’s only fair you show yours, right?”

Aria raised her teacup again.

“From the start, the assumption of seven against eight was wrong. To balance Olivia, who is truly an extraordinary force, you should have brought a counterbalance of at least a Demon King.”

“…”

Asmodeus’s anger subsided. She tapped the table with her finger.

At first, she was merely impressed by Aria’s insight. But now… she wasn’t sure.

It wasn’t hard to recognize Olivia as an extraordinary force.

But to pinpoint a Demon King as the countermeasure was another story.


‘…Does she know the level of a Demon King?’

But how?

The only way to counter an extraordinary force is by recruiting another extraordinary force. If you can’t recruit them, you devise ways to use them positively.

‘…Hah.’

Even she, the Great Demon, could not gauge how far the human standing before her could see into the future.

But it didn’t matter. The current situation was so fascinating that it was driving her mad.

“Did you say Demon King?”

Asmodeus smiled.

“Let me tell you an interesting fact. Do you know about the hierarchy battles among Great Demons?”

Yes, she knew.

A battle where a lower-ranked demon challenges a higher-ranked demon to seize their power and position.

“It is known that the title of Great Demon is given to the four highest-ranked demons… but that’s not entirely accurate.”

Asmodeus, the strongest of the Great Demons, was ranked second.

The title of Demon King is given to the first-ranked.

“I’ve never been interested in the position of Demon King… but my thoughts have changed.”

A fickle nature.

Having lived for ages longer than anyone except the gods, she was inherently tied to the word fickle.

Living for countless years inevitably leads to madness.

The only reason she had not become a mindless monster was that she held onto the purpose, no matter how whimsical it might be.

“This time, I’ll make a concession.”

Asmodeus smiled again.

“Let’s have an earnest conversation then.”

***

“Listen carefully.”

In the forest path leading to the Holy Kingdom, Olivia spoke up.

“If you kill another person without my permission, I’ll kill you.”

“…What if that person tries to kill me?”

The Serial Killer asked nervously, kneeling as if he had undergone severe mental conditioning.

“Then…”

She couldn’t just tell him to die.

“Try your best not to kill them. I’ll help you.”

“…That’s too difficult.”

The moment he finished speaking, electricity sparked from Olivia’s hands. The Serial Killer flinched, having experienced it once before.


“Um, on second thought, I think I can manage.”

“Right?”

“Yeah.”

The Serial Killer forced a smile.

Kiel, who had regained his composure, watched the scene with a blank expression and then spoke to Olivia.



 
  
    Chapter 162: The 14th regressor is ‘?’


“Ha…”

Rebekah sighed and shook her head after staring at the map for a long time.

There had been no progress on the front lines against the monsters. While their side had a limited number of troops that could be mobilized, the monsters seemed to have no limit to their numbers.

‘Aether…’

It had already been several years since the battles against the monsters began. Dozens of paldanes had fallen in each battle, and many priests had collapsed from excessive use of their holy power.

The only reason they were able to survive and reach higher levels was due to the experiences of those who had survived crossing the threshold of life and death. Without those experiences, they wouldn’t have even been able to have a brief rest as they did now.

Even Rebekah had just been in the middle of the battlefield, scattering high-level holy spells.

The embers of war would only grow larger in the future.

Rebekah knew very well that the real war had not even begun. She feared even thinking about how many people would lose their lives without finding any meaning in them.

‘Saintess, did you say to withdraw the 1st District from the Empire?’

‘That’s impossible! There are no unbelievers in the Empire, so how could we…!’

‘Didn’t the Saintess already know that? She must have had her reasons for saying so!’

Even though Rebekah was a saint, she did not have the unilateral authority to sever diplomatic ties with the continent’s strongest nation. Naturally, there was resistance.

It was only because she had taken out the eight holy wings she had obtained from reviewing her past life’s memories and dismissed it as God’s will that she wasn’t stripped of her title as a saint.

She did not lie. All Rebekah did was spread her wings. The cardinals of the church simply distorted the meaning.

‘Of course, that was something I shouldn’t have done…’

Swish.

The sound of the tent being opened.

A woman in a golden robe slowly came into Rebekah’s view.

Although she had softened considerably after going through many experiences, her sharp eyes remained. Among them, her jewel-like shining eyes were particularly impressive.

She was a woman with an elegant beauty not found in those who had just reached adulthood.

The woman looked at Rebekah, slowly took off her robe, and gave a faint smile.

“You were sighing again.”

“…!”

A small ripple appeared in Rebekah’s eyes.

“Melina! You’re back!”

Rebekah ran towards Melina with quick steps.

“Where have you been without saying a word? Don’t tell me…”

“I went to negotiate.”

Melina looked toward the border and answered. Rebekah immediately grasped the meaning behind Melina’s words.

“…I don’t know what you talked about, but Princess Aria is not someone you can reason with.”

“I already knew that. I just wanted to give her one last chance, that’s all. After all, there was some old affection.”

In her previous life, when ‘Olivia’ went on a rampage, it was Melina who evacuated Aria to the free city of Machina.

At Melina’s words, Rebekah let out a light sigh.

“There will be a lot to prepare. We’ll need to run more intelligence operations against the Empire.”

Those who wanted to kill Olivia, and those who wanted to protect her.

Unless one side yielded, a fight was inevitable.

Watching Rebekah hurriedly run towards the map, Melina had a proud look on her face.

“…Time flies indeed.”

Melina and Rebekah weren’t this close from the beginning. But they both had lost someone dear to them, and Rebekah had a kind enough heart to accommodate Melina’s personality.

“…Is there something on my face?”

Rebekah tilted her head in curiosity, a pose that even made Melina’s heart skip a beat.

“…?”

When no answer came, Rebekah, with rabbit-like eyes, slowly turned her head away. At that sight, Melina suddenly felt a pang of regret.

If she had taken Olivia as her disciple from a very young age, she might have faced such adorable and violent cuteness every moment.

Suppressing her sorrow, Melina closed her eyes again.

There was no way that perceptive girl hadn’t noticed her feelings.

‘She must be tolerating the fact that I see Olivia in her.’

It wasn’t something she could keep doing forever.

‘Getting old makes one foolish… truly foolish…’

As she aged, her worries naturally increased. The only thing she knew was that Olivia, kidnapped by the Great Demon, was still alive. She couldn’t even imagine what she might be going through there.

Worries naturally arose. Staying close to the Saintess helped her avoid such terrifying thoughts. That’s why Melina often stayed in Rebekah’s tent.

When she entrusted herself to the calm and serene holy power…

“…Hmm?”

She opened her eyes.

Melina stared blankly at the ceiling of the tent and slowly muttered,

“…What is this?”

Something that gently landed on her hand like a feather.

In her hand, there was a single strand of blue thread. Melina slowly reached out and grasped the thread.

At that moment, she felt something deeply embedded in her heart collapse.

‘…!’

Melina gasped for breath. Her hand, unable to withstand the torrent of emotions, trembled like an aspen leaf.

It was no ordinary thread.

A thread that only high-level wizard, whose magic manipulation abilities have reached their peak, could create.

A wizard.

It was unmistakable.

The magic emanating from the blue magic thread was definitely Olivia’s.

Why did she send this only to her? Melina didn’t ponder for long.

“I’ll be out for a while.”

“What? Melina? You just got back, and now you’re leaving again…?”

Without listening to Rebekah’s words to the end, Melina quickly left.

***

In the dark forest as twilight fell.

In a place where only the sounds of birds and insects echoed, Olivia sat perched on an unusually tall tree, observing the surrounding scenery.

“It seems you two need some time alone, doesn’t it? I’ll step aside for a while.”

Kiel had returned to his original position along the Serial Killer. Despite the important role Kiel held, it was puzzling why he brought along an unidentified outsider like a Serial Killer…

“I never thought you’d make up an excuse about being a squire.”

Before becoming a knight, the trainees who learned under them. Every knight dreamed of having their own squire, but Kiel had never accepted anyone as his squire.

That Kiel, who had returned from seclusion, brought along a boy as his squire.


It was only natural that attention would naturally be drawn to the Serial Killer.

‘”Oh, so you’re the new squire that the Sword Saint brought in?”

“Hmm, your muscles don’t seem that big. You must have an extraordinary amount of aura.”

“I’d like to take you on. What do you say?”

‘O, Olivia. These people are strange. Help me….’

The Serial Killer, surrounded by paladins in an instant, sent a distress signal with his eyes, but Olivia completely ignored it.

As long as Kiel was present, the Serial Killer wouldn’t be able to harm anyone. The Serial killer himself seemed to have noticed the difference in skill.

If he didn’t want to be sliced by Kiel’s greatsword, he would know to be cautious.

Olivia discreetly spread her magical energy towards the direction where Melina was.

‘What will you do this time?’

Olivia wore a bitter smile.

Honestly, Olivia still couldn’t fully grasp the passage of five years. What would it feel like to meet her only disciple after five years? Would she get angry like last time?

Without realizing it, Olivia was addressing Melina formally, a sign of her inner turmoil.

She didn’t know.

Melina was one of the few regressors Olivia found difficult to deal with. Not because she was uncomfortable, but because their bond was strong enough to foster a deep sense of camaraderie.

Melina knew the most about Olivia’s secrets, and Olivia depended on her more than anyone else. The fact that she had entrusted her disciples to Melina in the first place was a testament to her trust.

And that made it even harder. They had become too close.

Frankly, when Olivia first fell into this world, she had no intention of forming attachments with anyone. If the condition to return to her original world was ‘Annihilation,’ she couldn’t bring herself to kill them in cold blood.

Melina was the first to break through that thick wall of Olivia’s heart.

The moment she saw Melina smile brightly with her shoulders back in their final moment together, Olivia desperately wished that the end of this world wouldn’t be ‘Annihilation.’

“…Hah.”

Her chest felt tight.

She needed to gather all the clues and figure out the main quest as soon as possible to relieve this suffocating feeling.

‘The identity of the 14th regressor hasn’t been revealed.’

The notification window that always appeared didn’t show up after Aurelia. No, to be precise…

[The 14th regressor is ‘?’]

It had appeared, but neither the name nor the alias was disclosed.


Normally, this wouldn’t have mattered. Olivia remembered the identities of all 15 regressors, and this notification window was just to affirm her already set plans.

However…

Olivia’s brow furrowed tightly.

‘I don’t remember.’

She couldn’t recall who the 14th regressor was.”



 
  
    Chapter 163: Meeting after five years


It’s not a problem with her memory. She is not someone else, and her intellect, which has reached the truth, cannot possibly be so backward as to be unable to remember a few names.

Olivia bit her lip.

This isn’t a simple problem. If it were just a matter of forgetting, she could just recall the memories from when she fell into this world.

But…

‘Why did I think I knew who the 14th regressor was all this time?’

The real problem was only now realizing the discomfort she felt.

It was only when she decided to subdue Aurelia and obtain the 14th clue that she recognized this discomfort.

To deceive Olivia, who had reached the truth, her opponent would also have to be at least a mentalist who had touched the truth.

But no matter how skilled they were, they couldn’t have tampered with the memories from when she observed the world from beyond the screen.

The last regressor Olivia killed was indeed Princess Aria. She remembered this clearly.

Therefore, it would be reasonable to think that the unremembered [14th] had meddled with her mind… but there were too many strange points.

Olivia had been under the ‘illusion’ that she remembered all fifteen regressors’ personal details from the moment she fell into this world.

If that’s the case, then [the 14th] must have tampered with her memory at that exact moment…

‘No matter how much I think about it, it doesn’t make sense.’

Mental techniques are inherently very tricky to activate. For there to be no traces, the person would need to be at least within sight, if not in direct contact, but Olivia couldn’t recall meeting anyone else in the North.

Olivia stopped thinking and relaxed her hardened expression because she felt a familiar presence on the mountainside.

This matter could be thought about later. Perhaps it wasn’t as serious as she had thought.

No matter how much she thought about it, the assumption that [the 14th] had meddled with her didn’t make sense.

She was missing something. For now, it was enough to realize that.

Right now, facing Melina was far more important.

Olivia descended from the tree and landed on the ground. On one side of the robe she always enjoyed wearing, there was now a brooch symbolizing her membership in the Gold Tower.

Passing through the dense forest path.

Olivia stopped walking.

“Ah…”

She hadn’t thought about what to say when they met again.

Although she felt sorry for Melina, she honestly couldn’t promise any dramatic emotional changes. The five years Melina had waited were merely about ten days for Olivia.

Meeting again after just ten days, there wouldn’t be any tears.

She believed so.

“Mellina, I…”

Mellina was there.

With her eyes brimming with tears, uncharacteristically.

Standing in the middle of the forest path, her lips trembled, unable to speak.

The wizard who had guarded the Magic Tower for countless years had changed slightly from what she remembered.

Although she still maintained her youth, Olivia could sense the subtle differences because she was closer to her than anyone else.

There were faint wrinkles on her forehead. The light in her eyes had dimmed a bit. The hair that always shone brilliantly had turned slightly white.

It seemed she had shed tears several times while running here, as faint tear marks were left.

In her rush to get here, her knees were scraped. Leaves were stuck in her disheveled hair.

Upon seeing her, a mixture of emotions swirled. Guilt, sorrow, joy, relief…

Olivia tried to smile.

“I’m sorry. I…”

It didn’t work.

She was at a loss for words. Her breath caught in her throat, making it impossible to utter a single word.

“I, I was too…”

A strange emotion welled up. It must be a problem with her tear ducts. Even if her mind didn’t remember, her body fully felt the passage of five years.

If not that, it must be due to the influence of the remnants of the Demon God. Sorrow, after all, was akin to anger in that it made one spill raw emotions from the heart.

It had to be.

Olivia averted her gaze slightly. She needed a moment to calm down.

This was not her world. If she were to cry here, it would be the ugliest thing. She, as an observer, had no right to shed tears.

Hadn’t she firmly resolved to return to her original world? She had decided to kill the Demon God, see the ending, and leave this world without any regrets.

She had to smile.

To leave this world without a trace of regret, she mustn’t shed any tears.

Then why?

Why couldn’t she control it?

Why, why?

Olivia clenched her fists. She didn’t want to bring her hands to her face. She didn’t want to turn her head. She hoped Mellina would tactfully look away. She wished for a moment to rub her eyes with the back of her hand.

But knowing she couldn’t, she had no choice but to endure the rising emotions.

“Am I… too late?”

She twisted her lips as much as she could to hide her trembling voice.

“I tried to come as quickly as possible, but it seems… I didn’t make it.”

Her voice didn’t waver. She didn’t cry. That was enough.

Melina looked at Olivia with a weak smile.

Why is it so sad?

Even though she was on the brink of a dramatic reunion with a disciple she thought was dead, Melina closed her mouth and remained silent. Her heart wanted to run to her immediately, but she just couldn’t.

Red, bloodshot eyes and a face struggling to hold back tears.

Knowing better than anyone how Olivia must be feeling, Melina waited without saying a word.

“Livi.”

It was only after Olivia’s breathing calmed that she opened her mouth.

“May I hug you just once?”

Pure love, without a hint of doubt.

“……Ah.”

The moment Olivia faced that, she swallowed hard once more.

She couldn’t bear to look into those eyes.

Her head hurt. A sharp taste lingered in her mouth. Her heart pounded, sensing the smell of guilt. Her body trembled, unable to withstand the vibration of her heart.

I’m not… I’m not the person you speak of.

I’m just…

“There, there… It’s all alright now. It’s all alright.”

Olivia flinched and hunched her shoulders. Before she knew it, she was embraced in Melina’s arms.

Melina gently hugged Olivia. As she patted Olivia’s back, she muttered in a small voice.

“It’s all alright.”


That was the end. Olivia could no longer hold out. She could no longer resist the torrent of emotions pouring out.

“Ah… Ahhh…!”

I deceived you.

I betrayed you.

I used you to survive.

Those feelings of guilt swirled in her mouth. She hated herself for moving her lips as if she could speak, knowing full well she couldn’t utter a word.

In the end.

“I’m sorry… I… I…”

She could only ask for such a formal forgiveness.

Melina stroked her disciple’s back. She patted her head and back. It was clear she was blaming herself for something again.

“……”

Melina couldn’t guess the reason. She had known for a long time that Olivia was hiding something more. But that didn’t mean Melina intended to press Olivia for answers.

Melina showed her consideration through silence. She repeated the same actions until Olivia could calm down.

Pat, pat.

After shedding tears for a while, Olivia wiped her eyes with her sleeve.

“…They’re all swollen.”

Olivia spoke in a self-deprecating voice.

“I was fine until I saw Melina’s face. I didn’t expect things to turn out like this.”

“I didn’t know you were such a crybaby.”

“…You cried first, Lady Melina. Don’t pass it off to me.”

“…”

“Still, you seem to have been doing well for the past five years. Honestly, I still don’t quite get it. It feels like only a few days have passed, but when I woke up, five years had gone by.”

Olivia grumbled as she turned around. She decided to accept the fact that Melina had completely entered her heart’s fence.

“Livi.”

Melina spoke with a faint smile.

“The curse is no longer on my body.”

“…What are you talking about all of a sudden?”

“It means you don’t have to pretend not to know anymore. Now, you can rest assured that I won’t hurt you.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. Um, I really have no idea?”

Melina chuckled and gently shook Olivia’s cheek with her fingers.

“Hey, what’s with calling me ‘master’ while crying just now?”

“…”

Olivia’s pupils trembled like a leaf in the wind.


Did I? No, no matter how much I think about it…

Melina laughed softly and removed her hand from Olivia’s cheek.

“Got you.”

“…Ah.”

As Olivia opened her mouth, Melina smiled.



 
  
    Chapter 164: Going into Dark Lord’s Memories -1


Her blue eyes rolled around.

“…Hmm.”

She had hardly ever felt numb with emotion, so she didn’t know it well. He never imagined she could be so emotional.

If she hadn’t been overwhelmed by the surging emotions, she wouldn’t have made such a novice mistake.

‘At least it’s fortunate that Master caught me.’

The reason Olivia could maintain her composure was that Melina knew from the beginning that Olivia was pretending not to have regressed. However, for various reasons, she had been ignoring it until now.

Since she was no longer affected by the curse, or the influence of favorability, there was no reason to ignore it any longer.

Olivia came to that conclusion.

“I see you have no intention of making excuses.”

“…Because it would be meaningless.”

Olivia pouted her lips as she spoke. She couldn’t bring herself to be defiant in front of Melina. Perhaps it was because she unconsciously regarded her as someone as close as family.

“By the way, Livi.”

Melina erased her smile and glared at Olivia.

“Do you remember what you said before?”

“…What do you mean?”

“When you lured me into the Gold Tower, you said, ‘Has the old woman getting dementia?'”

Olivia’s expression hardened.

She remembered saying that a long time ago when she obtained a clue from Melina.

“Of course, I was out of my mind at the time…but thinking about it still pains me greatly as your master.”

“…Oh…”

“No, wait. Considering you said, ‘I’ve never had a master like you,’ from the beginning…”

“Ack!”

Olivia covered her face with both hands. But she couldn’t hide her reddened earlobes.

“P-please forget about what happened back then…”

“Sure. It’s only right for old woman with dementia to forget, isn’t it?”

“Master!”

Olivia screamed and jumped up from her seat.

“But Master, you also tried to crush my limbs to a pulp! I was on the verge of death; who would speak kindly in that situation?”

“So you do know what you did wrong.”

“It, it couldn’t be helped at that time. Everyone I met tried to kill me, so how could I stay sane? Just before that, I almost died fighting Kiel!”

Olivia’s face contorted suddenly. She thought she had forgotten, but it seemed she had kept it deep in her heart.

“If you had kidnapped the apprentice wizards, you should have at least taken responsibility and raised them to the end. Instead, you dumped them on an old man and disappeared…”

“…Uh, Aramis wasn’t an apprentice wizard?”

“You must have forgotten because your memory is fuzzy. Hmm… was it because of the lightning strike?”

“…At that time, there was no other way.”

Olivia pursed her lips and sat back down.

She realized that trying to make more excuses would only make her look pathetic.

So she lowered her head deeply.

“…I’m sorry.”

“…”

“I was too harsh with my words. And… I’m sorry about the lightning strike too. Actually, there was a more humane way, but I deliberately used a drastic method to avoid attracting attention…”

Melina let out a small laugh.

It was just a little joke, but she didn’t expect it to be taken so seriously. Perhaps this was the child’s nature.

Although it was true that she was struck by lightning, Melina, being a grand wizard of her caliber, had resistance far beyond that of ordinary people. It didn’t faze her at all.

“Livi.”

“Yes.”

“My beloved disciple.”

“…Yes, Master.”

Melina said as she patted Olivia’s head.

“Do you know what my only fear is?”

“…What is it?”

“It’s you getting hurt.”

During the five years Olivia was gone, Melina realized once again.

“So, I’m just satisfied that you returned safely.”

“…”

To be able to say something one would say to a child without hesitation was part of that realization.

“…I’m sorry for making you worry.”

Olivia said, turning her gaze aside.

The Great Demon.

Being kidnapped by Asmodeus, known as the most sinister of them all, made it absurd to think she would be in normal condition.

[People will suspect that something is wrong if they can’t sense any demonic energy in you.]

Even Kiel said that.

There was no way a Archmage like Melina hadn’t checked Olivia’s condition. She probably examined her from the first moment they met.

Of course, Olivia’s body was fine. She even felt that her magic power had grown stronger compared to when she first arrived in this world.

But her mind wasn’t normal. Recently, her body moved on its own in the Demonic realm of the Moon, and also when she met Agares.

All of this was because the remnants of the demon god lingered in her mind.

Olivia had no intention of explaining these inner details to Melina. She knew nothing would change even if she did.

“It’s only going to cause worry.”

Melina didn’t pry for more details. She knew her disciple’s disposition well.

Now that Olivia had finally admitted to regressing, she wasn’t likely to easily reveal other secrets.

“I met Princess Aria today.”

So she changed the subject.

“…Aria?”

“We didn’t have a pleasant conversation.”

Melina’s face showed a hint of bitterness as she spoke. A face filled with deep regret. Olivia could roughly guess why Melina met Aria and what they might have talked about.

“It seems war is unavoidable. Despite thoroughly explaining your situation, she kept repeating the nonsensical claim that killing you is the right thing to do.”

“…That doesn’t sound like Aria.”

“Yes, but… it’s not my place to say. When I first met you, I had thoughts similar to the princess’s.”

Melina wiped away her smile and looked directly at Olivia.


“Please, do not think of persuading Aria.”

“…No way. Do you think I’m crazy enough to go there again?”

“It’s hard to believe because of past instances.”

“No, I really mean it…”

Aria is a person who secured her place as a main NPC in Lactea with just her intellect. Even before regressing, she was a formidable figure, and now, having regressed, she must have become an even smarter monster.

Even without considering anything else, Olivia never had confidence in persuading Aria.

Besides, to confront Aria, Olivia would have to get past the six regressed individuals guarding her tightly.

‘It won’t be as easy to win this time.’

It had been five years since she fought the six regressors. In terms of the story, it was still the very beginning, so most of them hadn’t fully awakened their abilities back then.

If they met again, their levels would have increased by at least three.

If she were to face them again, she might truly lose her body to the demon. She wasn’t willing to take that risk.

“So Aria knew that I had regressed multiple times.”

“…Yes.”

“And yet she still wants to kill me.”

Olivia fell into thought after saying that.

Was there any reason for Aria to show hostility towards Melina?

‘If I were Aria, I would have pretended to compromise and then struck a blow.’

She couldn’t understand. How could an ordinary person grasp the thoughts of a genius?

Ch-ch-chunk.

Olivia created a mirror with ice and reflected her face in it. Her nose was still red. If she faced Kiel like this, it would undoubtedly lead to an awkward situation.

“I’ll assign an extra bed in my tent, so you should sleep there for a while.”

“If I sleep there, everyone will find out…”

“…Just give me the coordinates.”

Melina got up, using the excuse of going ahead to set up a barrier.

Olivia watched Melina slowly walk away and steadied her breathing.

Thanks to Melina’s tactful departure, Olivia had time to calm her mind alone.

There was so much to think about.

Among the numerous clues that appeared in the notification window, one alias particularly caught Olivia’s eye.

[Clue #12, Dark Lord]

The closest confidant of Aria and the head of the continent’s top intelligence organization.

Using the Dark Lord’s clue, Olivia aimed to understand Aria’s intentions while also gathering information about the [14th].

Even if the [14th] was a mind wizard who had touched the truth, they wouldn’t be able to interfere across world lines.

Having made her plan, Olivia slowly stood up and headed down towards Melina’s tent.

[Skill, ‘Blink’ is used.]

Poof!

The moment she lay down on the soft bed and murmured the Dark Lord’s clue in her mind.

Zzt zzt zzt!

Olivia’s consciousness flickered and was sucked into somewhere.

“……”

When she slowly opened her eyes, the first thing she saw was a thick iron bar.

People wearing masks were walking down the corridor.


“You’re awake.”

A masked person who had been watching Olivia said.

“You won’t be able to use magic. The magical restraints on your wrists are something even Archmage fear.”

The masked person’s eyes were chillingly cold.

“I don’t know what you were thinking by breaking in here, but you won’t die peacefully until you’ve confessed everything you know. Wizard.”
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“The magic pattern is almost identical.”

Machina, the free city with the most advanced civilization on the continent.

In the underground grand hall, two masked figures walked in.

As they walked, countless mechanical devices moved to open the giant iron doors. The people present, seemingly at a high rank, bowed their heads nervously as the masked figures passed by.

“With whom?”

“Do you remember the explosion incident on Road 9 about a year ago? We recorded the residual magic just in case, and it’s almost identical.”

“Have you confirmed the identity?”

“Yes. But… there is a bit of a problem.”

The masked figure hesitated for a moment before continuing.

“It’s the disciple of the Gold Tower Lord.”

“…What?”

The expression of the masked figure twisted. No matter how renowned their assassination group was, meddling with Melina, the Gold Tower Lord, was on a different level entirely.

The pinnacle of magic. It was impossible to contend with that old master who had protected the empire single-handedly for 200 years.

“Is there a possibility of disguise?”

“We kept a close watch with the magic restraints on until the residual magic completely disappeared, but there were no external changes.”

“…Things have become quite complicated.”

The masked figure glanced beyond the iron bars.

In the center, a woman sat crouched, lost in thought.

Around her, professional torturers were pulling out their tools, chuckling ominously.

If left as is, things would not end well for the disciple of the Gold Tower Lord or for themselves.

“Treat her with the utmost care to avoid any issues with the Lord of the empire.”

“Yes.”

Without questioning his superior’s orders, the masked figure rushed forward and blocked the torturers. The speed was close to instantaneous.

The torturers bowed their heads at the sudden appearance of the masked figure.

“W-What brings you to this humble place?”

“Clear out.”

“Yes. We were just about to. Usually, if you pull out a few nails from these delicate ones, they quickly…”

The torturers’ complete misunderstanding made the masked figure’s expression darken.

“…I must have misspoken. She’s a distinguished guest, so move her to a different place.”

“Excuse me?”

“Do I need to say it twice?”

“N-No, of course not. It’s just… suddenly, what’s happening? We need to know where ‘the other place’ is… Hehe.”

The masked figure rubbed his face before speaking.

His eyes were chillingly calm.

“Rasia.”

“Yes.”

The voice came from behind the torturers. It was from their direct superior, the administrator.

“I’m sorry. I brought them because they were said to be highly skilled, but I didn’t know they were such worthless worms.”

“If you know that, then get rid of them immediately.”

“W-What do you mean all of a sudden…!”

The torturers screamed as they finally sensed Rasia’s presence, but their bodies were already rolling on the ground.

Slash!

In an instant, Rasia had killed three people, yet not a single drop of blood stained her dagger.

After she sheathed her dagger, Rasia immediately bowed her head.

“I will ensure that this never happens again.”

“…”

The masked figure did not respond and simply waved his hand. His attention was no longer on the subordinate who had made a mistake.

‘He has no interest in this side.’

Even though people had died right in front of him, he didn’t bat an eye.

‘It seems It really is the disciple of that old monster.’

Well, Olivia’s reason for being captured here wasn’t ordinary either.

Thud, thud.

At the sound of metal bars being tapped, Olivia raised her head.

“The floor is cold, isn’t it? And dirty, too.”

“…”

“It seems there was a misunderstanding. If you wish, we can guide you to a more appropriate place right away.”

Olivia, leaning against the metal bars, chuckled.

“A more appropriate place…”

The current time is the 995th year of the Empire.

Considering that the year when they faced Baphomet, who was inside the body of a serial killer, using clues from the Demon Hunters was 994, it’s no wonder they are on high alert.

They probably misunderstood, thinking she was responsible, just from the magic left at the scene, without knowing the full story.

Baphomet had relentlessly unleashed the flames of hell. The area was completely incinerated in an instant, so even those who had their base in the Free City of Machina must have suffered considerable damage.

Understanding roughly how things were unfolding, Olivia smiled and stood up.

“Let’s go.”

“…Yes.”

Perhaps surprised by her immediate acceptance, there was a slight delay in the response.

With a clanking sound, the thick metal door opened. As soon as she stepped out, the texture of the magic changed. It seemed the bars were not ordinary, despite appearances.

‘Space isolation and magic control. This was an artifact meant to hold a high-level wizards from the start.’

Olivia extended her hands toward the masked figure.

“Will you also release these? As far as I remember, I haven’t killed any of your people.”

“You’re surprisingly shameless. You overturned the entire 3rd Division just yesterday.”

“But no one died, right?”

“Yes… that’s true.”

At the sound of the masked man gritting his teeth, Olivia chuckled.

This confirmed it. Why she had woken up in such a cell.

There were various ways to meet the Dark Lord, but one particularly brutal method was to completely overturn an entire division.

It was an extreme method, but it was also a sure one.

Of course, to use this method, you must also have a means to quell the Dark Lord’s rage.

If you overturn the branch without preparing such means, you might end up with your head cut off on the spot or be enslaved to create artifacts for the assassins’ guild for life.


“No matter that you are the disciple of the Gold Tower Lord ; there will not be a second time.”

This was a warning that if she acted out again, they would kill her by any means necessary.

“I understand.”

The masked person quietly looked down at Olivia, then pulled out a key to release her restraints.

Whoosh…!

In an instant, the entire space was filled with Olivia’s magic, a bizarre scene that made the masked person flinch, overwhelmed by the sheer amount.

“Please follow me.”

The masked person spoke as they led Olivia towards the elevator.

The overwhelming technological prowess was incomparable to other cities still stuck in the medieval era.

‘It’s always fascinating whenever I ride this.’

The fact that the pinnacle of this technology existed in the headquarters of a mere underground organization spoke volumes about their status.

Bzzzz!

After descending roughly ten floors underground, the elevator finally stopped.

The corridor was eerily quiet, with not a single person in sight.

At the end of the corridor, a man was sitting in a leather chair, facing away.

“You may leave now.”

As soon as those words were spoken, the masked person standing next to Olivia dissolved into shadows and disappeared.

“So, you’re the bold wizard who overturned our branch.”

Olivia quietly stared at the back of the Dark Lord.

A low, menacing aura seemed to twist around him.

The overwhelming sense of dread Olivia felt was something she hadn’t sensed from the real Dark Lord. She instinctively knew this was due to the difference in their levels.

The current Dark Lord was at a higher level than Olivia.

“I commend you for using such extreme measures to meet me. You have a much more aggressive nature than the rumors suggest. Or perhaps, it’s because you’re Melina’s disciple?”

“It seems you know my master.”

“I know her well. That’s why I’m talking to you instead of killing you outright.”

The Dark Lord crossed his legs and continued.

“Now, explain to me why I should let you live. If you can’t convince me… you won’t end up in a good place.”

“You’re not afraid of my master, are you?”

“Melina is a dangerous wizard, but not beyond assassination. The Eastern King Mu is more worrisome.”

It was a matter of compatibility.

So far, the Dark Lord had only appeared weak because he had been dealing with high-ranking demons like Agares. In reality, he was far from weak.

In terms of one-on-one combat, he was among the top three.

“… “

As Olivia remained silent, the Dark Lord sighed, shaking his head.

“This is why those who rely solely on their backing are troublesome…”

“I know that you owe my master.”

At that moment, the dark figure, who had been ignoring Olivia, slowly turned the chair to face her.

“…To share something that happened more than a hundred years ago, you must have been quite fond of your student.”

The dark figure clicked his tongue and gestured with a finger. With a ding, the tightly closed elevator doors behind Olivia opened.

“If you’re using that debt, it’s only fair to let you go. Go, and convey that there is no longer any debt.”

However, instead of entering the elevator, Olivia took a step closer to the dark figure.

“Instead of that, I’d like to use it in a slightly different way.”

The dark figure nodded as if to say, 

“Go on.”

“But first.”

Swoosh…!

Olivia’s presence vanished, and in an instant, she appeared behind the dark figure.

Grabbing the back of his neck, Olivia smiled and spoke.

“What is the meaning of this…?!”

“How long are you going to just watch from the corner?”


A cold sheen emanated from Olivia’s hand. Despite this, her gaze remained fixed in the direction of the study.

In the next moment.

[It’s possible to prepare.]

As the dark figure’s form melted like water in Olivia’s grasp, a masked man appeared from a corner of the study.

[Melina would be pleased.]
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Olivia immediately asked if there was an Archmage or a psychic wizard available.

Hearing the question, Dark Lord’s eyes twitched.

[Why are you asking me? It would be much faster to ask Melina if you’re looking for a such person.]

“You don’t seem to be saying you don’t know.”

[I can’t tell you anything before we start a deal.]

Dark Lord moved to sit in a leather chair.

[If you’re using that debt to buy information, there’s nothing I can’t tell you, but… if that’s the case, you might not leave here in one piece.]

“The debt my master erased isn’t something that could be settled with just one piece of information, is it?”

[…]

Realizing that Olivia knew more than expected, Dark Lord fell silent.

The debt he owed to Melina.

It was a debt of life.

His creed was that a life debt should be repaid with a life debt. As Olivia pointed out, the debt was too great to settle with a single piece of information.

[If I give you top-secret information and let you go, I won’t be fair. You can either hear five pieces of top-secret information and die, or disappear from this place immediately.]

“Then I’ll pay separately for the top-secret information. Is that acceptable?”

[…]

“If I use my master’s debt to overturn an entire branch, wouldn’t that make me a customer?”

It wasn’t incorrect. However, Dark Lord’s gaze remained cold.

[You’re being unreasonable. I don’t meet customers in this manner. There’s a very complicated process involved. If you want to come as a customer, first, get a VIP ticket. You can get one at the auction next month.]

“I couldn’t wait a month, so I overturned the 3rd branch.”

As Olivia said this, she pulled out a thick money pouch from a pocket dimension.

It contained gold, pre-sorted.

It covered the cost of the VIP ticket and even included compensation for damages.

“Would you still refuse?”

[What about the ticket?]

“A simple piece of paper without even basic magical processing? I could make that right now.”

With a snap of her fingers, Olivia imprinted a magical circuit onto a piece of paper, transforming it into a familiar-looking ticket.

Dark Lord’s brow furrowed slightly, realizing it had been a losing game from the start.

‘The answer was already determined from the moment we met.’

There is only one person who handles classified information, and that’s the Dark Lord. For Olivia, this means that meeting the Dark Lord would fulfill her primary objective.

As for leaving, she could use the debt that Melina erased.

[It seems like you’ve been in this field for decades.]

The Dark Lord was sincere.

Planning in one’s head and carrying out the plan are entirely different matters.

The mere fact that Olivia thought of targeting an assassination group that dominates the continent’s underworld, not a third-rate organization, is proof of her boldness.

In the underworld, having momentum alone can get you halfway.

“Then, is it time for the guest?”

Olivia asked.

The Dark Lord nodded lightly and spoke again.

[I’ll give you the address.]

Tack.

The Dark Lord placed a piece of paper on the table.

[The name is Andro Clément. He is a psychic wizard from the Western Islands.]

“……”

[Of course, he’s an unregistered wizard who hasn’t joined the Magic Tower. He reached the rank of Archmage 17 years ago.]

The Dark Lord’s black eyes gleamed from behind the mask.

[Just a word of advice: don’t expect a psychic wizard to have a normal way of thinking. He could twist your memory and turn you into an idiot at any moment.]

The Dark Lord’s voice, as he said this, seemed slightly excited.

[Do you need guidance to get there?]

“No, it’s fine.”

Olivia also responded with a smile.

***

Route 27.

An old residential complex located in the industrial area on the outskirts of Machina.

It didn’t look like a place where a wizard of Archmage level would reside, but considering the person was a psychic wizard, it wasn’t entirely strange.

Like dark wizards, psychic wizards were also often ostracized due to their particularity.

Although their usefulness often led to high-ranking officials keeping them on a tight leash, the psychic wizards in Machina seemed to be in a somewhat different situation.

Even just in this residential complex, it’s the same.

Though it looks shabby on the outside, the reality was the exact opposite. Like an iceberg floating in the ocean, there was likely an extensive, deep basement beneath.

“They’ve connected all the passersby to a wizards.”

A man leaning against a shadowy alley, a homeless person begging with a newspaper spread out, children running through the streets…

They all seemed ordinary, but they were actually like puppets, controlled by psychic wizard.

The magic was so delicate that even Olivia, a high-ranking archmage, had to focus to notice it.

It was just right.

“A wizard, huh.”

It was a young man who had been leaning against the alley. He looked ordinary, but the moment he installed a magical circuit on the back of his head, it was an excessively blatant approach.

“Why have you come to this place?”

“I’m looking for someone. Do you know Andro Clément?”

“Of course. By the way, if you’re looking for him without knowing who he is, you must have been introduced by someone else.”

Instead of answering, Olivia glanced at the notification window.

[Remaining time: 4 minutes 24 seconds]

Unfortunately, there was no time to linger here.

‘The coordinates are roughly… around here?’

Goooooo!

A massive wave of magical energy surged from Olivia’s body. It was so intense that the ‘puppets’ around her were drawn to it.

She filtered out the magic of the insignificant lower-level wizards and found the purest trace of magic.

In the next moment, Olivia’s figure disappeared.

The air suddenly felt stuffy. It seemed that ventilation technology had not developed well here.

“I thought I knew most of the wizards in this city… but I didn’t expect such a young lady among the high-ranking wizards.”


A voice like fingernails scratching a chalkboard.

An old man, leaning on a staff, slowly approached Olivia and muttered.

“So, are you an enforcer sent by the Magic Tower?”

“They usually work in pairs.”

“……Then you must be a guest.”

Clément turned without hesitation, and Olivia followed him.

“You’ve come to the right place. Even if you searched the continent thoroughly, you wouldn’t find a psychic wizard as good as me.”

When Clément placed his hand on the magic sensor, a thick iron door opened.

“……Is there something you don’t like?”

Clément looked back at the silent Olivia and chuckled.

“I have a question.”

“Go ahead.”

“Can you erase the memory of an archmage without leaving any traces?”

“……I need a more detailed explanation.”

Clément’s expression changed.

“I mean it literally. Can you erase the memory of an archmage stronger than the owner of the Golden Tower, without them noticing any incongruity?”

“……That’s a crazy question. It would be impossible to interfere with the memory of the Empire’s old monster, let alone a stronger wizard. Unless you’re a dragon, but even then, it would be questionable.”

Olivia asked as if she knew nothing.

“Don’t they sometimes appear in history books? wizards who have reached the truth.”

“What? Ha ha ha ha!”

“……”

He laughed so hard that his eyes became moist.

“Ha… I can’t believe there’s still a fool who believes in the divine realm of magic. That was a good joke I haven’t heard in a while.”

Perhaps realizing Olivia’s age from the previous question, Clément’s wariness had significantly decreased.

He might even be underestimating her, thinking she was just an ignorant wizard.

“So, is it impossible?”

“Of course. If there had been a wizard among the psychic wizards who had reached the truth, we wouldn’t be hiding in the shadows like this.”

Clément narrowed his eyes and glared at Olivia.

Olivia chuckled softly and took out some gold from her pocket.

“I’d like to ask one more question.”

“…Go ahead.”

“Clément, as a wizard of your caliber, you must have connections with other psychic wizards, right?”

“I do.”

After a brief pause, Olivia spoke up.

“Then, are you the strongest among them?”

“You could say that.”

“Ah…”

Disappointment spread across Olivia’s face.

‘As expected, it turned out this way.’

Though it was still too early to say for certain, the chances that the identity of the [14th] was a psychic wizard significantly decreased.

“Are you thinking of leaving already?”

“There isn’t much time left.”

“Hmm…”

As Olivia turned away without hesitation, Clément’s expression subtly changed.

A murderous intent flashed in Clément’s eyes as he stared at the defenseless Olivia, who hadn’t even deployed a shield.

As a mechanical device activated and the magical power around the platform where Olivia stood was suppressed.

Crackle!

A vast amount of electricity burst out from the end of a wire, striking with great force.

It was a surprise attack that happened in an instant.

“Heh heh heh! Stupid girl!”

Clément’s face was filled with greed as he watched Olivia writhe on the ground.

“The blood of a high-ranking elemental wizard is rare. With this… I can reach a higher level too.”

He spread his magical power and turned Olivia’s body over.

As he slowly raised his head to check her face, a voice was heard.


“That was thrilling.”

“…!”

Olivia, seemingly unfazed, brushed off the residual magical power within her body.

“Sorry, but one of my specialties is lightning.”

A smile appeared on Olivia’s face, and in her left hand, an even greater amount of electricity surged than before.
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“You…!”

Assuming the opponent was an ice wizard and sending out an electric current was a mistake.

“Kuhihi…! Who would have thought you had dual attributes!”

Clément quickly deployed his magical barrier, blocking Olivia’s movement. No matter how skilled a Archmage she was, Psychic-type magic had strict activation conditions, making it slow to deploy. He wouldn’t have sent out an electric current for no reason.

A tense situation after a failed ambush.

However, Clément’s smile did not fade.

He couldn’t predict how much magical power he would gain if he could extract the blood of a high-ranking wizard, especially one with dual attributes.

To Clément, Olivia was nothing short of a precious elixir.

He immediately formed an electric shield and increased the heat within the space to weaken the power of ice magic.

Just as he thought he had restrained Olivia’s hands and feet, Clément used a supplementary magic circle to create blades aimed at piercing Olivia’s joints.

Zing!

A magical blade shot out at supersonic speed.

With enough penetrating power to easily pierce through even the aura of high-ranking knights, the blade effortlessly cut through Olivia’s robe.

A barrage of magic poured out before the opponent could even react.

Crackle!

Analyzing the opponent’s magical patterns in an instant and devising the optimal method to subdue them was no challenge for the Archmage Clément.

Fwoosh!

The golden robe collapsed limply.

However, there was no blood seeping onto the robe. The moment the magical blade touched Olivia’s body, it was absorbed as if sucked in.

“…What?!”

Clément let out a shrill cry and stepped back. It seemed the space around Olivia had distorted.

Swoosh…!

As evidence, the magical blade Clément had just fired appeared behind him and grazed his shoulder.

“T-t-triple attributes?!”

Realizing Olivia had been hiding her abilities, Clément started to step back with a groan.

“No. I can only ‘properly’ use two. The rest is just mimicry.”

In a calm voice, an unprecedented power surged from Olivia’s fingertips. At the same time, a heavy impact struck Clément’s body.

Boom!

As gravity crushed him and the floor caved in, he was fortunate to have protected himself with a shield. Otherwise, he would have been utterly shattered.

But his eyes still couldn’t regain their composure.

“…No way!”

“There are always fools who can’t believe until they see it for themselves. Like you, Clément.”

Olivia said this as she created a fireball and infused it with various attributes.

“Although it’s not my main attribute and difficult to control, I can fuse about nine different ones. Lightning, ice, gravity, space, fire… it’s hard to even count.”

She thrust the mass of magic, which glowed black with a mix of attributes, towards Clément’s waist. An immense pain followed.

“Ah, aaah!”

“Just one question. Are you sure there’s no Psychic wizard stronger than you?”

“No, there isn’t…!”

“I’m just making sure. It’s not that I don’t trust you. So, let’s endure a little more.”

“Aaah! Aah!”

Screams echoed through the hallway.

If there were a Psychic wizard who had reached the truth or was close to it, they wouldn’t have left someone as useful as Clément alone. At the very least, they would have used him as an executive or maintained a connection.

This was why Olivia resorted to such violent methods.

She suspected that, just as Aurelia had possessed Lokpa before, it might happen again this time.

After waiting for a few more minutes, Olivia spoke.

“…It seems there really isn’t one. There really is no Psychic wizard stronger than you.”

Olivia laughed as she looked at Clément, who could no longer respond.

“I won’t kill you. Of course, you won’t be able to function as a wizard anymore… but that mind of yours might still be useful somewhere.”

“…!”

Realizing his terrible fate, Clément widened his eyes and struggled. He crawled and grabbed Olivia’s ankle.

“No, no…! Just kill me!”

But Olivia ignored his plea and placed her hand near his heart.

“You just said it yourself. The blood of a high-ranking wizard has many uses.”

“P-please! Just give me one chance…! My disciples! My disciples are spread across the continent! No matter how strong you are, if they decide to target you, your life won’t be easy! Think of the future! I’ll be your slave if that’s what it takes!”

Hearing this, Olivia fell silent.

This confirmed it even more.

There is no Psychic wizard who has reached the truth. The possibility that they abandoned Clément? They wouldn’t so easily discard a valuable asset like a Archamge.

Crack!

Instead of listening to more of Clément’s pathetic excuses, Olivia shattered the condensed magic near his heart.

“Aaaaargh!”

With Olivia’s pure magic, she struck a few times, causing a small explosion accompanied by a sound of shattering.

“No, nooooo! No… no…”

As the magic forming Clément’s body drained away, his body aged rapidly. His hair, beyond just turning white, completely fell out, and his skin became wrinkled like that of a slime.

After roughly binding Clément’s ragged body with magical ropes, Olivia stepped outside the building.

People lay collapsed like puppets with their strings cut. It was the aftermath of being freed from Clément’s control.

Using Blink magic, Olivia landed on the rooftop of a building, placed Clément there, and stared into the empty air as she spoke.

“Stop watching and come out.”

No response came, but Olivia’s expression didn’t change in the slightest.

‘That crazy voyeur.’

Of course, Olivia couldn’t sense the presence of the Dark Lord.

Even when she reached the truth, it was hard to detect him, so it was impossible for her to sense him at this moment, far from her peak.

However, the reason she was still acting so assertively was because…

[Time remaining: 2 minutes 12 seconds]

The time, which should have been paused, was still ticking.

The fact that this timer, which only moved when a time traveler was nearby, was still counting down could only mean one thing.

The Dark Lord had been watching Olivia from the beginning.

Still receiving no answer, Olivia sighed and spoke again.

“If you don’t come out, I’ll flip the Second Division next.”

Just one more time.


“You think I can’t do it?”

[Then that would indeed be the moment of your death.]

A black-haired man appeared from the shadows of the rooftop building, arms crossed.

[Hmm. It didn’t seem like you were searching. It can’t just be luck… do you have good intuition?]

“I’ve been told I have a keen eye.”

Thud!

With a sound like mud falling, Clément’s body collapsed onto the floor.

The Dark Lord looked at the pathetic sight with a hint of a smile, as if expecting this outcome from the start.

[As Melina’s disciple, you’re quite ruthless. Not like the rumors.]

“I just return what I receive.”

Olivia nudged Clément with her foot as she spoke.

“Take him. If you give him a few volatile potions, he could be used as a slave to create artifacts. You could also draw his blood to make magic catalysts and sell them.”

[…How ruthless.]

“So, are you refusing?”

[Of course, I’ll accept. I was just surprised at how well you know the industry’s workings.]

With a gesture, the Dark Lord made Clément’s body disappear into the shadows.

“By the way, you must have been quite concerned, huh? Seeing as you followed me from the start. Well, I’ll make sure to inform my master. I’ll tell him that the Dark Lord provided excellent after-service.”

[…Useless words. The price for handing over the Archmage will be settled later.]

“Should I not say anything then?”

[…]

For a moment, there was a fierce gaze, but it quickly faded as the Dark Lord’s body dissolved into shadows and disappeared.

With a flash!

Only after confirming that the timer had completely stopped did Olivia click her tongue.

“…What an insincere person.”

The Dark Lord, true to an assassin’s nature, had an extremely paranoid and picky personality. However, he wasn’t an impossible opponent to deal with if one could leverage the title of being Melina’s disciple.

It wasn’t for nothing that he took on the role of the princess’s mentor in the Anihilllation ending.

‘Now that things have come to this, I should at least meet Aria.’

Even at this point, Princess Aria was still on friendly terms with her.

Even without the pretext of being the top disciple of Gold Tower’s Melina, she could meet her anytime she wanted.

If luck was on her side, she might even be able to gauge her true intentions.

With a whoosh!

Olivia’s figure disappeared, and the magic that had enveloped the area vanished instantly.

What unfolded next was an entirely new scene.

Unfortunately, it was not the princess’s palace.

The space was much more stuffy and dark, though not as filthy as an underground prison.

“…Where is this?”

“This is the teleportation control room. In the case of unauthorized teleportation, the coordinates are forcibly twisted to lead here. Of course… it’s your master’s handiwork.”

A calm voice echoed from behind Olivia.

At the same time, the timer’s clock began ticking again.

“…Why are you here?”

“For observation.”


Of all places, a visit to the highest security facility?

“They allowed that ridiculous excuse?”

“Of course.”

Aria smiled.

“Sometimes people forget, but I’m still the ‘naive and foolish’ princess.”



 
  
    Chapter 168: The destiny of a Queen


“……Haa.”

Olivia sighed as she covered her face and sat up from the bed. She hadn’t expected to run into Aria there.

Her original plan was to spend some time outside of Aria’s awareness and then sneak out of the clue. But meeting Aria had messed up her plans.

Although she managed to come up with an excuse to get away, she couldn’t prevent Aria from giving her a strange look.

“How long has it been since you lay down? You’re already up?”

Melina, who was sitting in a rocking chair reading a book, spoke casually. Wearing small magnifying glasses, she looked quite dignified.

You could say she looked kind.

Olivia peeked her head out of the tent. Although it was called a tent, the space barrier designed by Melina made it so that the soldiers standing guard outside couldn’t sense Olivia’s presence at all.

There were at least tens of thousands of people. It seemed impossible to intervene in the battlefield without being noticed by so many people.

As stronger beasts would appear, they couldn’t afford to stay hidden in this barrier forever, especially since they needed to preserve their forces as much as possible until the direct confrontation with the princess.

Entering the clue of the dark lord was something that could be done while asleep.

As if reading her thoughts, Melina slowly spoke.

“If you really want to help us, there are two ways.”

“What are they?”

“The first is to act as my attendant and follow me around to assist. However, since you need to hide your identity, you’d always have to wear a thick robe with optical distortion, and you wouldn’t be able to use your main attribute.”

Of course, there would still be people who would be suspicious.

“The second is to go to the east and bring back those two fools.”

“……Fools?”

“Those who can’t act their age and just swim around by the river. What else would you call them?”

Olivia seemed to understand who Melina was talking about.

Wavecatcher Estee and the King Mu, Asche Baltar.

They had been sternly instructed to stay quietly in the Attila Mountains, but it seemed they couldn’t resist swimming by the river.

Considering their personalities, it was actually strange that they had followed the instructions quietly for five years…

‘But calling them fools seems a bit harsh.’

Of course, Olivia didn’t voice that opinion.

“Though they act like loafers despite being centuries old, their abilities are exceptional. If you bring them, they might be of some help.”

“……Ah.”

Hearing Melina’s sharp words after a long time, Olivia froze with her mouth open.

“……”

Was it too blunt? Melina thought, seeing Olivia’s stunned expression. It seemed that years of going to and from the battlefield had caused her to unconsciously adopt a rough way of speaking.

“Hmm, ahem……”

Melina cleared her throat repeatedly without any particular reason……

Thinking about it, it wasn’t that harsh of a statement. When she worked at the Gold Tower, she often spewed even more direct criticisms. Although she firmly believed she had changed after meeting Olivia……Melina trusted that her disciple had a flexible mindset that would let such comments pass naturally.

Following that thought, Olivia asked with an awkward smile, 

“Could they have fought before?” 

Considering their personalities, it wouldn’t be all that surprising. A muscle-bound maniac and a wavecatcher with a death wish—it seemed entirely possible.

***

The meeting with Olivia ended much sooner than Aria had expected.

“Um, I suddenly have something urgent to attend to. Sorry, I have to go.”

It was obviously just an excuse, but instead of holding onto her friend, Aria promised to meet another time. She knew that Olivia was traveling all over the continent, making connections with powerful people in various regions.

Aria was used to waiting. The value she placed above all else was relationships, and even though she had the ability to sit on the throne, she pretended to be dull as part of that commitment.

Still, it was disappointing. It wasn’t easy to shake off that feeling quickly. The only friend with whom she shared her deepest secrets—she wished they could have at least had a cup of tea together.

“Your Highness,” 

A maid, newly hired a few months ago, approached. The maid with violet eyes had been personally recommended by the crown prince, an elite from the noble Hein Baron family in the south.

“Are you thinking about your friend again?” 

The maid noticed the slight pout on Aria’s lips. She casually prepared some tea and handed it to Aria.

“Is it that obvious?”

“Your Highness has a very expressive face. You had the same expression when the second prince left for the north a few days ago, didn’t you?”

Aria picked up the teacup and sipped the tea as usual. The maid naturally set out some snacks beside her.

“When someone close leaves for a distant place… I think anyone would feel that way.”

But Aria felt it more intensely than most.

“Well, I’m bored. How about a game of chess?” 

Aria suggested, picking up a piece.

“You’re getting quite good. Much better than when you started.”

With a satisfied smile, Aria moved her piece.

“Not as fast as Olivia, but you’re learning much quicker than I expected. It won’t be easy to finish in under twenty moves now.”

“Wouldn’t the butler be much better at this than me?”

“No, the butler doesn’t stand a chance against you.”

The butler, the head knight, the second prince, the crown prince… even the emperor—none of them could beat her.

If the opponent was close enough to play chess, Aria would not hesitate to challenge them. At that time, Aria was six years old. Except for when she first started learning the game, she had never lost a match.

The first person to ever defeat her was Olivia.

“What could be keeping her so busy?”

Aria moved a piece and spoke.

“It pains me to see her choose a difficult path when she could live comfortably.”

“……”

“But what can I do? That just makes her more like Olivia. The best thing we can do is quietly support her from behind.”

The maid looked at Aria’s face silently for a moment before speaking.

“Do you believe in destiny, Your Highness?”

“……?”

“In the South, where my family is from, sorcerers have more influence than wizards. Perhaps that’s why I’ve been subtly influenced by them as well.”

Clack!

The number of pieces on the board had noticeably decreased.

“Your Highness was born with the destiny of a queen.”

“Haha, that’s impossible. I have no interest in the throne.”

The maid shook her head.

“I’m not talking about the throne. If this world were a chessboard and everyone had a role to play…”

The maid held a queen piece in her hand.

The most powerful piece in chess.

“Your Highness, you are the queen.”


“……That’s an interesting thought. It means this world is like a game.”

Aria’s gaze changed. She knew that even a slight misstep could result in an accusation of lèse-majesté, which could lead to execution. The sharp-witted maid was certainly aware of this.

“Be careful with your words if you don’t want to be expelled. I’d like to keep you as my maid even the year after next.”

However, the maid continued speaking as if she had been waiting for this moment.

“One day, you will have to make a choice.”

“……”

The maid looked at Aria with deep eyes, then turned her gaze back to the chessboard.

“You have a move you often use. It’s a move that ordinary people can’t even attempt… but if it works, it can instantly put the opponent in checkmate.”

A move that can’t be made without confidence.

Aria understood what the maid was implying.

Even if she didn’t want to understand, her sharp mind couldn’t help it.

Clack.

The maid picked up the last remaining piece and spoke.

“It seems I’ve lost again this time.”

“……”

“Don’t worry. No one will remember the conversation that happened today. Including… me.”

Fwoosh!

As the maid’s eyes emitted a bright light, Aria opened her eyes.

A familiar desk. Piles of documents stacked like mountains.

It seemed she had woken up from a dream and returned to reality.

Huff…!

The next moment, a dark shadow shot up right in front of Aria. However, Aria, as if used to it, remained focused on handling the documents without a care.

The figure that emerged from the shadow, the Dark Lord, also paid no attention to Aria’s attitude.

“There are reports that the frequency of ships bearing the Empire’s flag sinking off the eastern coast is unusually high.”

The ships constructed by the Empire were divided into several compartments, making them hard to flood. Moreover, the hulls and decks engraved with magical circuits were so sturdy that they could even withstand mediocre cannonballs.

And yet, these ships were sinking?


While the ships of other kingdoms remained unscathed.

Aria chuckled softly.

“It must be the work of the Wavecatcher.”

“It seems one of us will have to go.”

“It looks like that’s what we’ll need to do.”



 
  
    Chapter 169: Meeting the two Fools


“…Hmph. Is this all there is?”

From afar, as he watched the ships sinking into the sea, the King Mu murmured. Amazingly, he was standing on the water with both feet.

It was evidence of the significant achievements he had made over the past five years.

“You must be mad… completely mad! Do you think the Empire will overlook such actions?”

Only then did the King Mu turn his head. In his grasp was a knight clad in expensive armor, squirming as he was held by the throat.

“Hahaha! What a laughable statement. So you’re saying we should just stand by and watch as you gather in Ikhail?”

“We were merely escorting the merchant caravan!”

“Yes, I figured you would say that.”

The King Mu’s eyes grew cold for a moment. Simultaneously, the strength in his grip tightened.

“Grr…!”

Crackling…!

The knight, seemingly no ordinary human, resisted by manifesting a fierce aura that emanated from his body.

An aura taking the form of a sharp spear.

The King Mu watched the process of the spear forming with an interested look, as if daring the knight to try and attack.

“…!!!”

The knight, taking this as an insult, glared with wide eyes.

The spear accelerated explosively.

“…Die!”

Whoosh!

As the knight extended his hand, the powerful aura pierced the King Mu’s skin.

The knight’s face briefly filled with relief, only to contort in horror upon realizing that his neck was still firmly in the King Mu’s grip.

“…Fool.”

Even Estee, who was sinking the remaining ships from a distance, clicked her tongue in disbelief.

The knight’s full-force attack was halted by the King Mu’s muscles, unable to penetrate further.

“There’s nothing more to see.”

“No, that’s impossi—”

Snap!

With a single gesture from the King Mu, the knight’s neck snapped.

“Ugh…”

The King Mu turned his gaze away from the knight, whose light was fading fast, without a hint of regret.

“…Truly foolish. At least I didn’t kill so cruelly.”

“But you killed far more than I did. And wasn’t it you who started all this in the first place?”

The incident began a few days prior. Agents sent by the Princess and the Dark Lord had provoked Estee, leading to this conflict.

Estee, who had been under surveillance for years, couldn’t hold back her anger and finally exploded, venting her frustration by sinking any imperial ships that appeared in the Ikhail Sea immediately.

Of course, Estee didn’t kill imperial citizens without any thought. She let authorized merchant ships pass and, even if they were military ships, she spared those who showed no will to fight by sending them adrift in the currents. The ship she had just sunk… did not fall into such exceptions.

The moment they crossed the conflict zone without permission, the justification was on her side.

Of course, the Empire wouldn’t see it that way.

“Olivia is probably struggling hard between the saint and the princess. Do you think the leaders of each country will fight normally? Calming them down must be a task.”

Estee didn’t know the details of the continental politics. All she knew was that the Holy Kingdom and the Empire were at odds, and that Olivia had been missing for five years.

Just as Estee was about to let herself drift away with the currents, watching the fully sunken ship…

“…Hm?”

She sensed something unusual.

***

“Please, stop there for a moment.”

Recently, the atmosphere in the Kingdom of Ikhail was more than severe, it was brutal. Although it wasn’t unusual for the Eastern Alliance, which never had good relations with the Empire, the problem lay in the identity of the inspectors.

Paladins belonging to the Holy Kingdom.

They were assisting the security forces in weeding out imperial spies.

“Sorry, but please cooperate with the inspection.”

Of course, it was unlikely that professional spies would be caught by such formal inspections. The Paladins were aware of this too.

But the act itself wasn’t meaningless.

It was to inform ordinary citizens that the relationship between the Empire and the East had completely broken down.

“Why are potatoes so expensive!”

“Don’t say that. If a war breaks out in a few months, they’ll be even more expensive.”

Everyone now knew that the current peace wouldn’t last long.

Citizens began hoarding necessities, and evacuation lines formed near the borders. Neither the Empire nor the Holy Kingdom made any special statements about it.

In fact, their attitudes seemed to encourage evacuation, prompting citizens to flee as far from the borders as possible.

The evacuation lines in front of Olivia’s eyes seemed to be part of this trend as well.

“Master, wasn’t it unnecessary for you to follow me all the way here?”

“Do you think I’d let you go alone, not knowing what might happen?”

“…”

Olivia, feeling guilty, couldn’t argue and kept her mouth shut.

Melina, who was quietly observing the evacuation line, spoke.

“Still, it seems the princess isn’t completely thoughtless.”

“For evacuating the citizens?”

“Perhaps Rebekah had some secret discussions with her.”

There were too many eyes watching to continue the conversation here. Melina took Olivia and headed toward the port.

Once they reached a quiet back alley, Melina spoke.

“Honestly, I don’t know.”

“…What?”

“What the princess is thinking.”

Melina said this as she moved forward through the alley without hesitation. The sight seemed quite familiar.

“It’s certain she wants war… but it doesn’t seem like she wants to win. If she did, she would have started the war before we gathered. There have been countless excuses to start a war over the past five years. But the princess didn’t do that.”

“……”

“Do you have any ideas?”

“…No.”

Melina glanced at Olivia for a moment before taking out two teleport scrolls from her spatial pocket.

As Melina drew her fingers across the scrolls, they glowed, inputting the coordinates of the Holy Kingdom.

“Go and deliver these to those two fools.”

“What about you, Master?”


“I have someone to meet in this city.”

“…Yes.”

Olivia answered with a reluctant expression. She had a feeling that walking down this path felt familiar, as if she had been to Ikail a few times before.

“Let’s meet here again in thirty minutes.”

With those words, Melina’s figure disappeared.

Olivia also fiddled with the teleport scroll, heading in the direction where she sensed Estee’s presence.

[Skill, ‘Levitation’ is being used.]

‘Is she riding up the river?’

Estee’s presence was moving in real-time. It wasn’t far before Olivia could also sense the presence of the King Mu .

The fact that the two of them were together even in their past lives showed that they had a certain connection.

There was no need for further disguise.

Unlike with Rebekah, Estee and the King Mu were special cases, so revealing herself wouldn’t cause any issues.

‘They don’t even know that I was kidnapped in the first place.’

Of course, this didn’t mean she intended to bring them along right away. If those who had lived as they pleased for years suddenly joined the Holy Kingdom’s faction, it would naturally raise suspicions of her involvement.

That’s why Melina had handed over the teleport scrolls.

In case of emergency later, she could contact them and have them use the scrolls then.

For now, it was enough to just give them the scrolls and inform them of the current situation.

At that moment.

Splash!

She heard a sound like water gushing out from somewhere. Someone was approaching Olivia, cutting through the air.

Olivia’s eyes narrowed. She was hundreds of meters above the ground. It was not a height just anyone could reach.

It was not a dragon. Nor was it magic. If the opponent had been a Wizard, they would have been blown away the moment they touched the magic field Olivia had spread everywhere.

Red hair was visible. Was it an illusion? No, that was definitely not an illusion. What was flying towards her was unmistakably…

“…Estee?”

Even though it was an incredibly long distance, she could almost tell what Estee was saying by the movement of her lips.

‘Damn. It’s short…?’

Olivia immediately figured out how Estee managed to fly up to this height. She had made the seawater spout like a fountain and entrusted her body to the rebound force.

Whoosh…!

It looked as though Estee was getting closer to Olivia, but soon she began to fall, unable to overcome gravity.

Even while falling, instead of fearing the height, she glared at Olivia with wide eyes. Falling from this height would cause quite a serious injury to Estee, no matter how resilient she was.

Olivia sneered and sent a magic force to catch Estee’s body.

Whether it was recklessness or just that much trust in herself, she couldn’t tell.


In the time she hadn’t seen her, somehow…

“You’ve become more… one-dimensional.”

Olivia sneered as she descended from the sky. On the ground, the person responsible for making Estee like this was smirking.

…Fools.

Olivia genuinely understood Melina’s feelings.



 
  
    Chapter 170: A war against the Princess


Melina watched Olivia’s figure recede into the distance for a moment before moving to the top of the wooden tower located in the heart of Ikhail.

The faint presence she had sensed ever since arriving in this city. It seemed Olivia hadn’t noticed, but Melina, who had experienced this ‘presence’ many times before, knew it well.

“…It’s been a while.”

On the roof of the five-story wooden tower stood a man with a sharp expression, his face covered by a mask.

A shadow that wavered like a living creature.

An aura so well-contained that it was hard to detect, even when he was right in front of her.

Even at this moment, with countless people passing through the tower, no one paid attention to the man. Not even the paladins.

“What brings you here?”

“Do I need to say?”

“Does it look like I’m asking?”

Melina’s eyes took on a cold gleam. At the same time, her flowing golden hair rippled like waves.

“I never imagined that I would reunite with the young assassin I spared a hundred years ago. You ungrateful wretch.”

Despite her words, laden with insult, the masked man showed no reaction. He simply looked at Melina with an indifferent gaze.

“…The favor you granted me has been repaid in full in my past life. I served an unknown princess like a god for two years.”

“Two years? Then what is it you’re doing now?”

“Our interests just happened to align. Nothing more, nothing less.”

Melina smirked.

“Interests? Are you talking about the princess who is so eager to start a war that she’s going mad?”

“Whatever it is, it’s nothing compared to the atrocities Olivia has committed.”

“…I see, that’s one way to think about it. But you know nothing.”

Melina had seen countless iterations of Olivia’s life.

Because of this, she knew for certain that what happened in the previous iteration wasn’t Olivia’s fault. But the masked man didn’t know that.

“Know… nothing?”

The masked man’s brow furrowed.

“Me?”

“Yes.”

“I’d like to know what exactly I don’t know…”

A strange emotion surged within the masked man’s heart.

“Olivia is a victim. The one who destroyed me, Kiel, and the Empire is someone else who took control of her body.”

“…Ha.”

The masked man drew his best conclusion.

“You’re out of your mind.”

“I knew you wouldn’t believe me.”

“Now I finally understand… why things have turned out this way.”

A psychic magic spell.

“Even the Sword Saint and the Saintess must be like you.”

***

Estee was slowly making her way up the stream from a distance. She was moving slowly. The King Mu smirked as he brought a large boulder and dropped it in front of Olivia, as if intending to use it as a chair.

Splash!

Estee emerged from the water below. With an annoyed expression, she wrung the water out of her hair and glared at Olivia.

“You bastard. How could you not show your face even once in five years?”

After shooting Olivia a murderous glare, she plopped down beside her.

“…There were circumstances.”

“Of course, there were circumstances. Do you think I don’t know that? It’s because I know that I’m holding back.”

Estee bit her lips nervously, like someone on the verge of hysteria.

“Consider yourself lucky. If you had been three days later, I would have turned everything upside down.”

“……”

What exactly would she have turned upside down? Olivia couldn’t bring herself to ask.

The water in the stream began to surge violently, apparently affected by Estee’s emotions.

“Take this first.”

“…What is it?”

“A teleportation scroll.”

Olivia responded immediately, handing over the scroll and beginning her explanation.

“The coordinates set in the scroll are near the Holy Kingdom. Of course, by the time you use it, the place will have turned into a battlefield.”

“Ha ha ha! Let’s gather the warriors right now and storm the imperial palace…”

“Shut up for a moment! Olivia is talking!”

But King Mu didn’t care.

“I’ll take the lead and turn the empire to ashes! Ha ha ha ha!”

He’s out of his mind.

Estee seemed to feel the same way. She immediately summoned water from the stream, creating a massive water prison dozens of meters high, and trapped King Mu inside.

“You brat. When I tell you to shut up, you shut up.”

King Mu furrowed his brow deeply and glared at Estee. However, he didn’t argue against Estee’s words.

Well, according to the setting, Estee is much older, but still, based on appearance alone, King Mu looks far more senior.

“Is it okay to just leave him like that?”

“He won’t die. I’ve done it a few times before.”

“…….”

“I’m serious. These days, he doesn’t even train properly and insists on doing it underwater. He says he likes the feeling of not being able to move his body as he wishes.”

Grumbling, Estee dropped the water prison under the waterfall. Only after King Mu’s screams faded did she slowly open her mouth.

“I encountered the Imperial Army today.”

Olivia’s eyes narrowed at Estee’s words.

“They were disguised as a merchant group, loaded with military supplies.”

“Did you kill them?”

“Of course, I did.”

“…….”

No matter how thoughtless Estee might seem, she wouldn’t kill just anyone without reason. They must have given her a cause first, which is why she killed them.

But Aria wouldn’t likely let this matter slide easily either.

The more intense the conflict, the more people tend to find reasons to justify even the smallest of actions.

Since the Imperial knights each carry personal communication devices, this news must have already reached Aria’s ears.

The justification was given.


To us and to them.

“Did you fail to sway the princess?”

“It wasn’t a failure.”

Olivia replied immediately.

“I haven’t really tried yet.”

“For five years?”

At Estee’s sarcastic remark, Olivia nodded.

“Just understand that something serious was going on.”

Estee, seeing Olivia’s serious response, also looked at her with a serious gaze. In the moment when Olivia’s always-bored green eyes gleamed with sharpness, Olivia once again realized that Estee was once a member of a royal family.

“…Damn it. You must have been tangled up in some nasty business.”

Finally noticing Olivia’s situation, Estee cursed. But she didn’t ask what had happened.

“Then the scroll you prepared separately was for that, wasn’t it? So that they wouldn’t find out we’ve joined the Saintess’s side until the last moment. You’re the only one who can persuade us.”

“…That’s right.”

“Damn it. That damn princess. What the hell has she been up to?”

Estee turned her head sharply and glared at Olivia.

“You’ll have to explain it properly later. If you don’t, I’ll find out through that princess’s mouth if I have to. Got it?”

Estee’s green eyes glowed fiercely. As she kicked King Mu, who had crawled up the cliff again, sending him tumbling down once more, she spat out her words.

“For now, I’ll play along with your tune.”

“Says who!”

King Mu, having climbed back up again, yelled right away. Then Estee glared at him with an exasperated look.

“Enough. We’ve already finished talking, so go back down.”

“Go back! I have yet to accept the Wizards’s proposal!”

As always, Estee unleashed a flood of water, but for some reason, the King Mu did not retreat this time.

‘No, he must have been pretending to be pushed back all this time.’

Swoosh!

King Mu strode toward Olivia, breaking through the overwhelming water pressure.

“Let me ask you one thing, wizard. Which side is that brat Kiel on?”

“Why, planning to side with the opposition?”

Estee crossed her arms and sneered at King Mu’s words.

“As if.”

King Mu had his own thoughts.

This was a golden opportunity to put the despicable wizard in his debt, so he intended to extract everything he could.

As a warrior, one should accept the duel proposed by King Mu, but Kiel was different.

Originally, he wouldn’t have paid any attention to such a brat, but unfortunately, the god of war had bestowed upon Kiel supreme martial talent.

In a time when even the most renowned warriors couldn’t withstand a single bout with the Mu, he desperately wanted a duel with Kiel more than anyone.

It didn’t matter that Kiel wasn’t present at this moment.

‘That brat can’t resist the wizards’s words.’

That’s why he asked which side Kiel was on. If Kiel had sided with someone other than Olivia, his plan would be instantly ruined.

“Kiel is on my side.”

At Olivia’s words, the King Mu’s mouth stretched into a broad grin.

Seeing him not hide his emotions, Estee shook her head in disdain.

“By the way, how do you plan to contact him?”

“For now…”

Olivia’s words were cut off.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-gak!


A fierce explosion of mana could be felt from the direction of the city.

“…!”

Golden magic and black magic voraciously clashed with each other.

“…Master.”

Olivia, who had been staring blankly at the surreal scene, snapped out of it and quickly got to her feet.



 
  
    Chapter 171: The time of judgment will come


Olivia urgently stood up. Dark Lord and Melina, two of the strongest beings on the continent, were about to clash. If they fought, this entire city could be obliterated.

Melina was formidable, especially now. Although brief, she had glimpsed the truth, and because of that, she had acquired powers comparable to the Dragon Lords.

But if her opponent was Dark Lord, the situation was different.

Dark Lord was the continent’s greatest assassin. No matter how strong Melina was, it would be impossible for her to win without getting hurt.

In fact, the moment Dark Lord managed to injure her, defeat was inevitable.

‘If he uses Hydra’s poison…’

Olivia bit her teeth hard. Estee, wide-eyed, stood behind her, but there was no time to explain.

Even now, the magical clash between the two was intensifying.

“Damn it…!”

The spatial magic that Olivia was about to cast fizzled out with a crackling sound. It seemed Melina had deployed some sort of spatial barrier.

It wasn’t something she couldn’t break through, but it wasn’t something she could dismantle right away either.

“Baltar!”

Olivia turned her head to find the King Mu. His eyebrow twitched, displeased at being called by a mere wizard.

“Why do you call upon me?”

“Throw me.”

“…What?”

Olivia pointed to the city where explosions were occurring.

“As hard as you can.”

It was a brute force approach, but it was the best option.

“Haha! Are you serious? With your fragile wizard’s body, you won’t withstand the pressure…”

“I know, just throw me.”

“…”

The King Mu’s silently nodded.

He then looked at Estee and said one word.

“Shield her.”

“I was planning on it.”

A droplet of water formed at Estee’s fingertips, enveloping Olivia. It was as if she was encased in a giant soap bubble.

Thankfully, she could still breathe.

“…Huff!”

The King Mu’s gripped Olivia’s right arm tightly. His muscles tensed ominously, veins bulging. The sound of a rubber band stretched to its limit filled the air.

BOOM!

A dizzying acceleration engulfed Olivia’s body.

It felt like her mind couldn’t keep up with the speed. The acceleration was so intense that it felt like her body was being pulled backward.

“This is… insane!”

Despite flying at tremendous speed, she couldn’t hear any wind. It was proof she had far exceeded the speed of sound.

Olivia barely managed to turn her head downward. The rapidly changing landscape, the moment the forest and valleys transformed into the city of Ikhail, she had to drop.

She had asked to be thrown as fast as possible, not to be thrown into Ikhail itself.

“…Now!”

The moment she saw the edge of the city, Olivia cast flight magic in the opposite direction she was flying. The sudden reduction in speed.

Olivia didn’t miss the split-second window and plummeted straight into the city center.

Thud.

It was a surprisingly clean landing considering the tumultuous start. But instead of marveling at it, Olivia leaned against a wall, trying to calm the rising dizziness.

Thanks to Estee’s protection, it was manageable at this level; otherwise, it would have been fast enough to literally tear my head off.

“Huff, huff. That’s enough.”

Olivia, who regained her composure with deep breaths, quickly moved toward her target.

Kwakjjijijik…!

The epicenter of the collision. The buildings there were entirely disintegrating, swept away by a fierce storm of magical power, swirling like a tornado.

Fortunately, no citizens were caught in it. Either Melina evacuated them in the middle of it, or perhaps neither of them was so out of control to let that happen.

It was likely the latter.

If both had been serious, they wouldn’t have fought so noisily.

As proof…

“…As expected.”

The Dark Lord’s hand didn’t even hold a single dagger, let alone a weapon.

This meant that such a phenomenon occurred simply by releasing magical power.

“You were the one who hunted Agares that day.”

The Dark Lord had definitely been unconscious that day. However, he must have made a ‘reasonable’ deduction. How many humans are strong enough to annihilate Agares and yet keep it secret?

As far as Olivia knew, there were none.

But instead of answering the Dark Lord’s words, Olivia quickly approached Melina, who stood on the other side.

“Master, are you okay?”

“Of course. I’m not weak enough to be defeated by such a reckless one. But… are you alright?”

She was asking if it was okay for the fact that she survived to be known. Since everything was already taken into account, Olivia nodded nonchalantly.

It was revealed sooner than expected, but given how things turned out, intervening was inevitable.

Cold magical power surged around Olivia. The blue magic began eroding the Dark Lord’s power, as if devouring it.

Tsztsztsztsz…

It was the Dark Lord who first calmed his energy. The shadow that had grown large enough to cover the sky was instantly sucked back into his body, as if it had never existed.

“…Were you in league with demons from the start? No matter how I think about it, I can’t see a reason why the Great demon Asmodeus would let you live.”

“Be honest. You just want to believe that, don’t you?”

Olivia’s face twisted into a sneer.

“Do I look like someone who couldn’t kill a demon like that?”

“Of course not. It’s quite the opposite.”

The Dark Lord let out a hollow laugh.

“You’re the kind of human who could instead make that Great Demon your subordinate.”

Golden magic wriggled nearby. Olivia grabbed Melina’s hand to calm her down.

“Livi, those… those are people you can’t reason with. Ignorant fools who claim to know everything.”

“Master.”

“I also tried to speak with them. But that fool… said that my mind was being controlled. Not just anyone, but me, Melina, the Lord of the Gold Tower.”

Thud.

Olivia grasped both of Melina’s shoulders and shook her head with a deeply serious expression.

“…Yes.”


This was something Olivia had to resolve herself.

Melina struggled to suppress the emotions boiling within her.

Olivia turned her head to look at Dark Lord.

“Dark Lord. I saved your life twice. If what you claim is true, I would have left you to die that day at the hands of demons. But I didn’t.”

“…”

Dark Lord’s gaze remained unchanged from the beginning. It was the look of someone who considered everything Olivia said as nonsense.

Believing firmly that Melina had been mentally brainwashed, it was impossible to persuade Dark Lord.

But then again, Olivia had no intention of persuading Dark Lord.

“Why do you think I did that?”

“…”

“Why would I save you, who tried to kill me, while risking my own safety?”

Step by step, Olivia slowly approached Dark Lord.

“You, who stabbed a hole in my stomach and planted lethal poison in my body. For what reason?”

“…”

“Psychic control? No. There’s no need for something so complicated. If I had wanted to kill you, you would have been dead long ago.”

“Bull-.”

“Don’t call it bullshit. You already know the truth.”

Olivia was now standing right in front of Dark Lord.

“You just want to believe it. That I’ve made a pact with demons. That I’m trying to kill you all over again. Because only then… can you justify what you’re doing right now.”

A faint crease appeared between Dark Lord’s brows.

Olivia stepped even closer.

Grab!

She seized the back of Dark Lord’s neck.

It wasn’t to kill. She didn’t want to dirty her hands with Dark Lord’s blood.

She simply leaned in slowly, bringing her lips close to Dark Lord’s ear.

“Seventeen times.”

With a whisper tinged with scorn,

“Dark Lord. That’s the number of times you’ve killed me.”

She wouldn’t kill. Nor would she try to restrain.

Olivia decided to inflict a far greater pain on Dark Lord.

“You will regret this. I’ll make sure of it.”

“…Wait. What did you just say?”

Shouting as if flustered, which was uncharacteristic of him, he tries to grab Olivia’s back.

“Yes, that expression.”

“……”

“I hope you continue to make that expression even after you know the truth.”

Snap!

As Olivia snapped her fingers, the figure of the Dark Lord flickered.

“……Is it alright to let him go so easily?”

“It wasn’t as easy as it looked.”

She had mixed a binding spell into the teleportation magic. Even the Dark Lord would be held back for several days.

The resolve to avoid killing had, if anything, grown stronger.

Death was not enough. For this moment, Olivia understood the hatred of the Regressors.

She wished for them to suffer eternally. She hoped they would regret it…


“……Hoo.”

Calming her intensifying emotions, Olivia turned her head without hesitation.

When they realize that all their vengeance was actually based on a misunderstanding, what expression will they make?

Soon, the time of judgment will come.

For them, and for herself as well.



 
  
    Chapter 172: A world far worse than imagined


Olivia once again used the clue of Dark lord to head towards the princess’s palace.

Unlike the present-day Aria, who was filled with dignity and authority, the Aria before her now seemed cute, almost to the point of appearing simple.

“Hehe! Hurry, make me run faster!”

“Y-your Highness, please maintain your decorum…”

Looking at her, demanding her guards to carry her because her legs hurt, who could believe that she was the genius of the century?

“Hmm-hmm. Today was fun again. Now, everyone may return.”

Under the setting sun, Aria, having regained her composure, sipped her tea.

The maid standing beside her, presumably someone who had earned Aria’s trust, did not seem surprised at all, even as Aria looked slightly dizzy.

‘Those are some unusual eyes.’

Strangely, the color of her irises was purple. Olivia tried infusing her with magic just in case, but she appeared to be an ordinary person.

Slurp.

Olivia casually participated in this formal tea party.

She had about an hour to spare, so she could afford such indulgences.

In any case, there was only one reason she had come back to the past to meet the princess.

It was to roughly predict what Aria was thinking.

“Aria.”

Aria lifted her head. The princess, who had been wolfing down three cookies at lunch like a child, was now a noble royal with graceful gestures.

The times when Aria revealed her true self were only fleeting moments. Other than when she met her friend Olivia, it was only when she played chess that her guard was down.

She was well aware that the more foolish she appeared, the closer her brothers would get to the throne.

Aria was not someone who merely paid lip service to the importance of relationships. Just by observing how she lowered her own reputation to elevate her brothers, this much was clear.

“Why?”

How should she start?

She couldn’t just throw out a question carelessly. Doing so might make Aria suspect that Olivia was already preparing for the future Annihilation.

“Can I ask you one question?”

Aria nodded without hesitation.

“If it were you, how would you attack your political opponent?”

Olivia deliberately refrained from using harsh terms.

Instead of calling them an enemy, she chose the word ‘political opponent’ to soften the expression.

“…Political opponent?”

Aria’s face filled with doubt as she repeated the word.

That doubt came from her certainty that someone as ‘incompetent’ as herself could never have a political opponent.

“It’s only hypothetical. You never know what might happen in the world.”

After pondering the question for a moment, Aria asked, 

“Is that opponent stronger than me?”

“Stronger. And just as smart as you.”

Aria stared at Olivia with a curious look for a moment before she finally opened her mouth.

“If the person I’m up against can think of the same strategy I did, they’ll win. After all, the side with more power will win in the end. But… the answer you’re looking for isn’t something like this, it’s about ‘how to win,’ right? Isn’t that so?”

“That’s right.”

“Then, you have no choice but to make a gamble.”

A gamble it may be, but if that gamble offers the highest probability of success, it’s no longer a gamble.

Rather, it becomes a brilliant move.

“The side that’s in a favorable position will never take a gamble. Even if they know the gamble exists, there’s no reason for them to use it. Because—.”

“Because they’re in the lead.”

At Olivia’s response, Aria slowly nods.

“Then, what exactly is that gamble?”

“…How would I know? I haven’t even heard the full explanation of what situation you’re in with that rival of yours.”

Aria shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly.

“Hmm, but no matter how I look at it, it seems like that rival of yours is actually you, Olivia.”

“…….”

“Of course, that’s unlikely to happen. Why would you and I fight? Especially as political rivals? Are you planning to go into politics? Become a court wizard or something? With your abilities, you wouldn’t need to bother with politics in the first place.”

Hmm, she figured it out a lot quicker than I expected.

Olivia felt embarrassed for no reason.

It was fortunate that she had twisted her words a bit; if she had directly used the word ‘enemy,’ it could have led to a terrible misunderstanding.

Or perhaps, the misunderstanding had already started.

She could tell just by the sly look in those eyes.

“…Think what you want.”

“What’s the matter? Is this about the time I took your parfait? If you’re upset, you should’ve said something!”

Olivia shook her head.

‘But still, a gamble…’

A gamble that only Aria could execute, even if Olivia knew of it, she couldn’t carry it out herself.

There were no further questions she could ask. Any more would be dangerous. For today, it was enough to know that such a gamble existed.

“I should be going now.”

“…Already?”

“Sorry, I’ve been busy lately.”

With a complex expression, Olivia opened the door and slipped out.

Aria silently watched her leave.

There was an unconscious distance between them, especially when Olivia spoke. She was more careful with her words and instinctively tried not to reveal her true intentions.

…Could something really be happening?

“…….”

Aria looked at her maid, who was cleaning up the dishes nearby.

A few days ago, she had had a conversation with her, but she couldn’t remember what it was.

For someone like Aria, who remembers every moment except for the time she sleeps, this absence of memory was unusual.

So, she had no choice but to ask.

Aria called the maid by name.

The third daughter of Baron Hein from the southern part of the Empire.

Aria already knew that this was a fake identity. Knowing that the real third daughter of Baron Hein had died seven years ago was something only Aria, with her vast knowledge of noble lineage, could know. Her clever older brother had failed to check that detail, but such things didn’t matter to Aria.

What mattered was that this ‘maid’ was highly competent. Being talented and quick-witted, there was no reason not to accept her as a maid.

Aria called her by name.

“Aurelia.”


***

In Melina’s tent.

Even though the sun had risen, Olivia was still sound asleep. Instead of waking her sleeping disciple, Melina continued her research.

Ding-.

The sound of a clock pendulum echoed simultaneously.

Melina was engrossed in her magical research.

Though people sometimes forgot, Melina’s primary field of study wasn’t just ‘space’ but ‘space-time.’

The difference may be just one word, but even describing it as vast would be an understatement.

Perhaps it was due to her once having touched upon the truth itself, but now, Melina had reached a level where she could ‘observe’ the past.

She hadn’t yet reached the point of glimpsing other worldlines.

But she sought to reach it once again.

It wasn’t solely due to her academic passion as a wizard. No, it was more for the sake of her disciple.

She knew Olivia’s heart better than anyone. Though enraged by the actions of the dark lord, her eyes held nothing but sadness.

The world she had protected with her life.

Those people.

I could not bear to experience the pain of seeing them crumble before my eyes again. In order to prevent that, there was no other option but to stop the war from happening in the first place.

‘…As a master, it is my duty to do so.’

Convincing the princess was impossible. I knew that because I had already tried.

If I could cross worldlines and intervene in the past of my previous life…

And if I could erase the Annihilation carried out by Olivia…

Wouldn’t that make this war disappear as well?

Of course, to do that, I would have to prove the absurd assumption of intervening in the past from the future.

[Take it, Master.]

Olivia had already accomplished such a feat, hadn’t she?

“I can do it.”

Melina said firmly, as if making a vow. For five years, Melina had dedicated most of her time to this research.

It would have been impossible otherwise, but having experienced it once before, it became possible.

Tsssss!

Melina’s mana began to gather in one place. Her mana, compressed to the limit, shrank to the size of a tiny point, even smaller than a small sphere.

Melina’s mana attribute was time. Therefore, condensing her mana was equivalent to condensing time.

Ding-.

The clock pendulum, which had been steadily oscillating back and forth, began to slow down. The change was so slight that even Melina found it difficult to notice.

But it was slowing down. That much was certain.

The roaring wind gradually subsided. Time had slowed to the point where it was tangible.

Thud-.

Amidst the world that was gradually losing speed, the only thing that maintained its original rhythm was Melina’s heartbeat.

Thud-. Thud.

It only seemed like her heart was beating faster because the world had slowed down that much.

Deceive the world.

If I can’t make the flow of mana through my body any faster, then I just need to slow down the world itself.

Wooooooo…!

Her mana began to rotate at a speed Melina had never experienced before. While the world slowed, her mana flow accelerated.

At the exact moment the pendulum completely stopped.

Melina’s consciousness was pulled somewhere.

.

.

Rumble…

In the fierce torrents of time, where moments became eternal in the universe’s flow, Melina barely managed to hold on to her consciousness.

Countless doors passed by in front of her eyes. Melina instinctively understood the essence of those doors.

Countless worldlines. Although she hadn’t yet reached the truth, so she couldn’t see beyond them, it wasn’t impossible to try.

A portion of her lifespan. She didn’t have to sacrifice it all. She no longer needed to read through countless iterations like in her past life.

She only needed to read one.

So, ten years of her life would suffice.

Amidst the ordinary doors, Melina stood before one that gleamed golden. The moment she grabbed the doorknob, a sense of weakness washed over her as her life force drained away.

“…Hoo.”

Clunk.

When she opened the door, she found herself in an entirely different space.

Unfamiliar, yet somehow familiar.

A place she had visited several times in the past for business.

The Imperial Palace’s library.

The place where all the continent’s history books and magic tomes were stored.

However, its size was slightly different from what Melina remembered. The library she remembered in the Imperial Palace was certainly smaller than this.

As Melina cautiously surveyed her surroundings, her expression hardened.

“…”

It was because of a woman standing at the far end of the library.

A noble gesture. Eyes full of sharp wit. And just below, a small tear-shaped mole.

A presence she hadn’t expected to meet here.

“…Princess Aria?”

Thunk.

The woman closed the book she had been reading and gazed steadily at Melina.

“Hmm… It seems I have indeed grown old.”

She referred to herself as ‘I,’ a grand title inappropriate for a princess, which caused Melina to tilt her head slightly in confusion.

“To think I would see a ghost of the past with these eyes.”

“A ghost? What do you mean?”

“What else could it be? You’ve been dead for over 30 years, Melina.”

…Just what kind of worldline have I fallen into?

Melina, unable to hide her confusion, asked.

“Who… are you?”

“You just said it yourself. I am the 43rd Emperor of the Empire, Aria Lactea.”

At that moment, Melina’s eyes widened in shock.

Aria met her gaze directly and, in a voice full of authority and regal tone, spoke.

“Duke Kiel.”

Thud.

Suddenly, Kiel appeared like a shadow.


“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Can you see that ghost as well?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Bring her to me immediately.”

In that instant, Melina realized that she had fallen into a world far worse than she had ever imagined.



 
  
    Chapter 173: Your world is a truly twisted one.


What kind of worldline is this?

Melina barely held onto her senses as she leaned against the bookshelf.

At first, she thought she was hallucinating due to a failed spell.

‘Why… is Aria the emperor?’

But no matter how much she tried to deny it…

“Show your respect to His Majesty, you ghost of the past.”

The overwhelming pressure radiating from Kiel negated her denial head-on.

“…I am not a ghost.”

“Heh, so you seem.”

Before she knew it, a table and chairs had appeared Intricately crafted structures formed by magic. It was an impressive display of conjuration.

“Whoever you are, in the form of Melina, I permit you to sit and face me.”

The texture and colors were flawlessly realized… Could one even call this a magical structure?

Melina started to think that perhaps, in terms of conjuration alone, Aria might be superior to her.

“Now, reveal who you truly are.”

Aria spoke with a smile in her voice, but her eyes still held a cold sharpness.

“I am Melina, the Lord of the Golden Tower.”

Melina spoke, fixing her gaze on Aria. The golden aura rippling out from her confirmed her claim to be true.

“…”

Aria’s eyes changed, and at the same time, her thoughts began to race at a frantic speed.

It was true that Melina had died. Thirty years ago, she was murdered by the servants of the Demon God.

But the Melina standing before her was also Melina. Then…

“You must be from another worldline.”

In an instant, Aria’s address shifted from the informal ‘you’ to the more formal ‘you’ befitting a respected peer.

Melina couldn’t hide her surprise.

Another worldline. Even if she could infer it, speaking it aloud was an entirely different matter.

Perhaps sensing her thoughts, Aria smiled faintly.

“Judging from your reaction, I suppose in that world, you and I were not on good terms. I can surmise that much. So, you didn’t cross over to meet me, but rather, to meet Olivia.”

Aria shook her head sadly.

“I’m afraid that wish cannot be fulfilled. My dear friend… passed away more than 15 years ago.”

“…What do you mean?”

“Exactly that. Olivia… is dead.”

“Livi… is dead?”

Hearing that old nickname after so long, Aria couldn’t help but smile. At the same time, she barely managed to suppress the grief welling up from deep within her.

Thump…!

Just then, a drumbeat pierced the silence.

Aria turned her gaze to the quiet night sky beyond the window, where blue-glowing lanterns floated. With each beat of the drum, the number of lanterns increased.

The sight of those lanterns drifting on the wind reminded her of her departed friend’s flowing hair.

“…It happens to be her memorial today.”

Could it really be a coincidence that Melina from another worldline appeared on this day?

Aria smiled bitterly.

***

“May I ask… how my disciple’s last moments were?”

“It would be better if you did not know.”

Olivia was dead. To be precise, she had been killed by Serial Killer, but in truth, it was essentially a suicide.

At first, I couldn’t understand. Why did she choose such a death?

Only after killing the demon and ten years had passed did she finally show her face once.

And then she left this world.

Even though she must have known what kind of feelings I would have upon hearing such tragic news.

Who could understand such a selfish end, turning away from the world without a single word?

“……Tell me.”

“Heh, the person before you is no longer just a princess, but the emperor who united the continent. Show at least the minimum respect in your tone.”

“……I earnestly beg of you, please tell me. Please…….”

Even Aria, who had initially forced her, was taken aback by her unwavering action.

“……Well then. It seems I can’t even joke with you.”

It was meant to be a jest, to see if Melina before her was truly close to Olivia, but she hadn’t expected her to take it so seriously.

“I didn’t see it myself. I only heard about it from the ‘Great Witch.’”

“……”

“They said she died without pain. It was a death of her own choosing, without even a trace of regret. Well, perhaps there was just a little.”

“May I ask why my disciple……chose death?”

“Enough of the formalities. It feels odd to torment someone so much older than me. I order you to revert to your original tone.”

With a sigh, Aria opened her mouth to speak.

“Olivia’s death is related to the Demon God.”

“……The Demon God?”

“Hmm…… You don’t know of the Demon God? Heh, it seems you’ve come from a more interesting world than I thought. What year is it in the Imperial Calendar where you’re from?”

“It’s the 993rd year of the Imperial Calendar……”

Aria smiled gently.

“It’s the 1028th year of the Imperial Calendar now. That makes you a person from 35 years ago. No wonder you don’t know of the demon.”

Snap!

With a snap of Aria’s fingers, a book flew off the shelf, guided by magic. She flipped through the pages, stopping at one in particular.

[1000th Year of the Imperial Calendar, The Descent of the Demon.]

“Twenty-eight years ago, a demon descended in the northern part of the continent. There were no signs, no warnings. The demon’s arrival was that sudden, and that horrific.”

A booming sound began to resonate as a powerful magical force radiated from Aria. The sheer intensity of it began to distort the surrounding scenery. Melina, trying to raise a shield, was stopped by Aria with a shake of her head.

“Do not worry. This is merely the process of manifesting my thoughts into reality.”

Snap!

As soon as Aria finished speaking, the surrounding space shifted into a completely different scene.

A battlefield.

The chaotic space was littered with the corpses of humans and the remains of demonic beasts, and Aria’s voice echoed through it.

“This was the scene that day. We had defeated the Demon King and the Four Great Demons, and were lost in joy.”

Soldiers blew the horns of victory, and knights and wizards sighed in relief.


“We were complacent.”

And then, in that moment…

Saaaaa…

Complete darkness. An overwhelming void so profound that you couldn’t even sense your surroundings, let alone the presence of others.

But in that moment, one emotion could be felt.

Fear.

Something was approaching this place.

What we thought were meteors were actually eyes.

Countless eyes, blinking madly, descended towards the ground like the stars in the sky.

Before we knew it, the eyes were closer than the moon and even larger than it.

“…That is the true form of the demon god. A terrible, revolting embodiment of malice.”

Even though it was merely a glimpse into a mental image, my hands grew clammy.

-R-run. R-run. R-run…

-Kekekekekeke…!

-Hahaha…!

“Those with weak mental strength cannot resist that malice. Their consciousness is consumed, and they eventually transform into something else.”

The bodies of fallen soldiers swelled and then exploded. But their remains, still full of life, wriggled like living creatures and viciously attacked the humans who had yet to be consumed.

Thwack!

With another snap of her fingers, Aria shattered the mental world, and in an instant, we returned to the palace library.

“It’s as terrifying as ever. How did we destroy that with just five people…?”

“You destroyed it…?”

“Yes, we destroyed it; otherwise, we wouldn’t be having this conversation now, would we?”

Aria shifted the topic back to the beginning.

“As you’ve now indirectly experienced, the demon god is such a transcendent being that even in the moment of its destruction, it doesn’t vanish easily. It leaves a part of itself behind as ‘remnants.’”

“Then…”

“Yes, that’s right. Those ‘remnants’ are imprinted on Olivia’s soul.”

She let out a low, bitter laugh.

A laugh masked with sarcasm, but truly filled with tears. Aria couldn’t hold back a sigh once more.

“No matter how strong Olivia is, do you think she could be stronger than the demon god we just saw? Of course not. Eventually, Olivia will face a choice. Either be consumed by the remnants of the demon god and destroy the world… or choose death before that happens.”

“…”

“And so, Olivia always chooses death.”

Melina’s face gradually became blank. Her breath grew short. Her vision blurred.

She didn’t seem to notice it herself.

“Now, enough of this heavy talk. Since I’ve answered your question, it’s only fair you answer mine, right?”

Sensing the heavy atmosphere, Aria clapped her hands to lighten the mood. A refreshing magic swept away the tears flowing down Melina’s cheeks.

Aria waited until Melina had calmed down before asking.

“Is my nickname in your world perhaps ‘the foolish and dumb princess’?”

“No, it’s not.”

“Hmm, then no matter how much I think about it, there’s no reason for us to have a bad relationship.”

After a brief moment of contemplation, Melina answered.

“We’re enemies.”

“…Huh?”

“The ‘Aria’ in our world hates Olivia more than anyone.”

“…Why?”

Doubt bloomed in Aria’s eyes. Could the total amount of talent differ between different timelines? That seemed unlikely. After all, even the Melina before her was a master of space-time magic, just like the one she remembered.


Melina briefly explained the situation.

Olivia had destroyed the continent, and they had regressed to the past with the memories of that time.

“…Ha.”

Aria let out a dry laugh.

“Your world is a truly twisted one.”



 
  
    Chapter 174: Reaching the Pinnacle of time


“……Are you really going to trust that person’s words?”

Kiel, who had been silent all this time, asked. Melina seemed unsatisfied with just listening and took it upon herself to search for materials related to the Demon God. Aria, as always, took a sip of her black tea and spoke.

“Is there any reason not to believe?”

“But Your Majesty, even I, as a knight, know that crossing world lines is something that cannot be attempted without reaching the truth. Yet that person…”

“She has not reached the truth, just as I haven’t. Yes, I know that. That makes it all the more fascinating.”

Aria’s insight was not limited to intellectual pursuits alone.

Whether wielding a sword or reading a book, she possessed the perceptive brilliance to grasp the truth.

The problem was that, until meeting Olivia, that ability had been left to wither.

Of course, even after becoming emperor, Aria never pursued the mastery of swords or magic. After all, such skills were of no use in governing the empire.

However, the story changed after Olivia turned her back on the world.

From the beginning, Aria was not someone who would easily accept the death of a close friend.

Whether by turning back time or reviving Olivia.

In any way possible, she wanted to meet Olivia again, if only to say a proper farewell.

She didn’t want to end their relationship by hearing about her death through someone else’s lips, in such an absurd manner.

It was for that reason she had spent a full 15 years studying magic.

“Hmm.”

Aria glanced at the cover of the book she had been reading.

Introduction to Space-time.

An unfinished theoretical work, penned by the Melina of this world just before her death.

Unfortunately, Melina passed away before she could complete it, leaving the book incomplete and ill-fated.

“……If coincidences keep happening, they say it’s fate.”

It was already absurd that Melina, who had not touched the truth, crossed world lines. But to end up in a world line where ‘Emperor Aria’ was struggling with the mastery of time magic?

“What do you think, Kiel? Isn’t it all too coincidental? If this is a trap, then whoever designed it must be a genius.”

It leaves one with no choice but to jump in.

Kiel gave a bitter smile. Serving Aria for many years, he had become certain.

“You intend to align your will with that person, don’t you?”

“Indeed.”

“But, Your Majesty, it is far too dangerous.”

“I know.”

“……”

Aria smiled silently.

“By now, you should know. It’s impossible to bend my will.”

“Perhaps you should have shown the same resolve in front of the Archmage.”

“Ha! How insolent.”

Aria turned her gaze to Melina, who was absorbed in searching for materials.

[In her previous life, Olivia brought ruin to the continent. But that was not Olivia’s true intent. If what you say is true, Emperor, it wasn’t Asmodeus who controlled Olivia, but the remnants of the demon god.]

Aria thought there were some flaws in Melina’s argument.

Firstly, Olivia is not the type of person to be swayed by something as minor as the remnants of a demon god.

“Kiel, what do you think? Do you really believe Olivia is such a person?”

“No matter how great a wizard she is, wouldn’t she crumble before the endless flow of time?”

“So you’re saying Olivia is the type to think, ‘To hell with it, I’ll just kill everyone to vent my frustration’?”

“……”

“Sigh, knights are all the same. I hear that the Kiel in that other world was close friends with Olivia. Couldn’t you have made an effort to befriend her as well?”

Kiel remained silent at Aria’s words. Aria twisted her lips.

“Olivia is not such a person. If she had to choose between saving a child or herself, she wouldn’t hesitate to tell you to save the child.”

Aria gazed at the blue lanterns floating outside.

“That’s why.”

Every time she sees them, it makes her heart ache.

“……If she committed a Annihilation, it must have been a necessary process.”

This wasn’t a denial of reality, but a statement born from conviction.

However, even Aria couldn’t understand why she would resort to ‘Annihilation’ as a method.

Aria approached Melina and spoke.

“Teach me the magic of time and space.”

“……There is no time.”

Melina couldn’t remain in this timeline permanently.

Even after paying the price of ten years, the most she could stay was three days.

Once three days pass, she would be mercilessly banished back to her original world.

She couldn’t waste her precious time teaching the emperor. Honestly, just investigating the demon god’s existence was overwhelming enough.

As Melina turned her head back to the books, Aria’s magic began to spread like ripples. Melina turned her head back again.

“……”

When she regained her senses, the library had vanished, and she found herself on a small boat.

Chchchchch……

Blue lanterns floated on the clear water, resembling the ones that had flown during Olivia’s memorial service moments ago.

When she reached out and touched the water, a cold sensation greeted her.

A near-perfect illusion.

Melina knew the name of this magic.

Illusion Realm.

“This is magic I realized when I reached the pinnacle of fire magic.”

Aria sat at the opposite end of the boat.

“……Are you trying to boast?”

“No, I’m showing you my talent. I know you don’t have much time. Judging by your remaining magic, you probably have about three days left.”

“No matter how much you’ve grasped the truth, understanding all of space-time magic in three days is impossible.”

Aria smiled.

“Hehe. If it’s limited to ‘theory,’ it is possible.”

“……Even so, there isn’t enough time to teach you.”

This is why they cannot use the full three days.

As if she had anticipated such a reaction, Aria shook her head.

“The real reason you tried to cross the worldline was to undo Olivia’s ‘annihilation’ and prevent the upcoming war, wasn’t it?”

“……”


“But you ended up in a completely different worldline, so it seems it would be difficult to achieve that goal now. However, if I help, it’s not entirely impossible.”

Melina cautiously asked.

“……What is that method?”

“I can regress.”

Before she knew it, Aria had approached right in front of Melina.

“I will regress tens, hundreds, thousands of times to catch up with you and Olivia’s time.”

Could it be…?

What she intends to do…

“If I swallow the personality of that ‘Aria,’ won’t that be enough?”

There would be no need to fight, no war would occur.

The ‘Emperor’ Aria knew the entire truth of the incident.

Swoosh…

As the illusion collapsed, they returned to the royal library.

“Of course, in order to do that, I would first need to learn the magic of time from you.”

Aria’s face as she said that…

“What do you say? Lord of the Gold Tower from another worldline.”

Looked endlessly similar to Olivia.

***

Melina had no choice.

A solution more certain than any other was right in front of her.

However, what worried her was…

“Your Majesty, this is too dangerous.”

“Haha. I can endure it. Do you think I am incapable of doing what Olivia did? Besides, no matter how long my regression takes, it will be shorter than Olivia’s.”

Since she couldn’t return to the worldlines that existed before ‘Emperor Aria.’

In any case.

“So, it’s fine.”

“……”

Kiel kept his mouth shut. Before being a Grand Duke of the Empire, he was a knight who served his lord.

Reading Kiel’s thoughts, Aria smiled as if to reassure him.

“I don’t mean to regress right away. Anyway, I can only attempt it after I finish passing on the throne to the next generation and reach the pinnacle of time magic.”

“……Is that so.”

Having said that, Kiel no longer had any grounds to stop Aria.

“In fact, I’m rather looking forward to it. It means I’ll be able to meet Olivia thousands of times, crossing over thousands of worldlines.”

In Aria’s eyes as she spoke, there was truly a childlike fervor.

As if she were a person who had just regained the vitality she had lost for so many years.

“……”

Kiel, who had been momentarily at a loss for words, soon smiled softly. It was the kind of smile a knight wears when seeing their lord’s happiness.

When the lord is so joyous, what knight could possibly stop them?

Even if the path ends in ruin, it must be embraced with joy.

Kiel bowed his head respectfully and spoke.

“Your Majesty, please tell me what task I must carry out now.”

“Ensure that no one enters the imperial library for the next three days.”

“Understood. I shall obey.”

A response without even the slightest hesitation.

That was enough.

For the next three days, Aria could focus solely on time magic.


Before long, a pleasant smile appeared on Aria’s lips.

“Now then, Lord of the Gold Tower! From this moment on, teach me with all your might! If you waste even a moment teaching me poorly, I may never reach the pinnacle of time magic!”

Melina also nodded resolutely with a determined expression.

And so began the most precious three days for them.





 
  
    Chapter 175: The fourteenth Regressor


Tick, tock, tick, tock…

In the quiet library, the sound of the second hand moving echoes loudly.

It is not a second hand moved by a spring, but one rooted in Aria’s magic.

And it meant only one thing.

It signified that Aria had completely made Melina’s time magic her own.

“…Heh, it’s dizzying.”

A limited time of three days.

Because of that, Aria chose a strategy of breaking her thoughts down to fractions of moments, maximizing her efficiency.

The time she personally experienced was dozens of times more than that. Yet, time still flowed swiftly.

“If I repeat this for ten or more years, I might be able to touch the truth of time magic.”

After saying that, Aria stood up with a pale face.

“Then, like Olivia, returning to the past should be quite possible. Now, I have seen that possibility.”

“…Can I trust you?”

“Heh. What’s the point in doubting me now, after I’ve taught you everything? Of course, it’s good to be skeptical, but you’re overdoing it.”

Aria conjured a chair and sat down on it, breathing heavily.

“Before I leave, as the emperor who reigns above all, I will give you a few pieces of advice.”

“…”

“First, trust Olivia.”

Melina’s memory, which had glimpsed many of Olivia’s lives. Aria read those impressions.

Although she never found out why Olivia had caused the Annihilation after thousands of salvations.

As someone who had fought directly against the demon god, Aria came to the conclusion that Olivia’s ‘Annihilation’ was not the work of the demon god.

The demon god does not wish for humans to die without pain.

The demon god distorts the concept of suffering itself, deceiving humans to the point where death seems like a blessing.

Yet, Aria still remembers with vivid clarity, as if it happened yesterday, how the demon god never allowed death in the end.

However, in Olivia’s ‘Annihilation ending,’ everyone was killed without pain.

“And, trust me.”

“…Do you not feel embarrassed saying that with your own mouth?”

“Heh. Being able to say such shameless things without flinching is what makes one an emperor.”

Crackle, crackle…

Melina’s body slowly began to break apart into particles and disappear. It meant her allowed time was coming to an end.

Aria softly spoke to Melina, who was disappearing.

“When you open your eyes again, the world will have changed.”

“…I hope so.”

“But.”

At the sudden negative tone, Melina raised her head.

“If the world hasn’t changed even a bit, remember my advice.”

“…!!”

Melina opens her eyes wide. But that’s all. Her lips had already dissolved into particles and disappeared.

Ssssshhh…

Melina’s figure completely vanished. Seeing the empty space left behind, Aria gave a bitter smile.

“There’s so much to do from now on…”

She would now have to figure out how to [regress] on her own.

And then…

***

The atmosphere outside wasn’t great.

It was likely due to the rumors that the Empire had completed deploying its forces to the border regions.

The Paladins who trusted in Aether were less shaken, but the Eastern Union forces were particularly disturbed. Without a reliable pillar to lean on, they could feel the ominous tension even more clearly.

Even Olivia, who had only been in the camp for a few days, could sense that tension through whispers.

‘…A gamble.’

Olivia closed her eyes and fell into deep thought. Should she directly ask, even if it meant taking a risk?

As she pondered for a while, a sound came from the magic communicator connected to the Livga camp.

[Saintess. The evacuation of the civilians living nearby has been completed. The Empire has also sent word that their evacuation is complete.]

[Good work. How many troops have gathered?]

[All but the minimum number needed to guard the sanctuary have assembled.]

All-out war.

The Empire seemed to have left forces in the south and west, but the Holy Kingdom, being a relatively weaker nation, had no room to hold back its forces.

While the Empire brought forth countless justifications, the Holy Kingdom had only one.

Holy War.

A war waged under the name of God.

Simple, yet the most certain justification.

[What happened to the reconnaissance units?]

[All three battalions were annihilated. It seems they released skilled individuals into the shadows.]

[…Don’t rule out the possibility of a mole.]

Olivia had a vague idea of who those ‘skilled individuals’ might be.

They were probably under the command of the Dark Lord.

After cutting off the magic communication, Olivia lifted her eyelids. The constant clattering from Melina’s spot could still be heard. What kind of research could she be so absorbed in since the early morning?

Rubbing her eyes, Olivia approached Melina.

“…Master. What are you working so hard on since the morning?”

“…”

No response. Melina’s body was frozen stiff, as if she had turned to ice.

In that moment, Olivia flinched and stepped back in surprise.

“…Ah…”

Melina’s vacant eyes slowly regained focus. Looking at Olivia with a now lively gaze, she muttered in a small voice.

“You’ve… come back.”

“…Pardon?”

A large magical barrier enveloped the camp.

In a landscape unchanged from the beginning, Melina closed her mouth.

Nothing had changed.

…Had the Emperor truly failed?


-Remember my advice.

The voice of Emperor Aria lingered in her ears.

A piece of advice to trust in Olivia and herself.

Did the emperor foresee that things would turn out like this?

Melina let out a shallow sigh and said,

“Livi, I just came back from another timeline.”

“…What?”

Olivia, who was about to retort at the absurdity of Melina’s words, froze. She could feel the faint traces of foreign magic lingering around Melina’s soul.

It wasn’t of this world.

Olivia asked, her voice full of pure curiosity,

“How?”

“…I got the inspiration from the magic you showed me before. Hmm, though I didn’t really expect it to work. It was quite a new experience.”

Melina, as she said this, looked somewhat exhausted. It seemed like she was forcing herself to smile.

What price had she paid to cross timelines, when she had not yet reached the truth?

Her energy, perhaps even her life force?

Without realizing it, Olivia twisted her lips.

“In that world, Aria was the emperor. Kiel was… the Grand duke.”

In an instant, Olivia realized what ‘that world’ meant, and her eyes widened.

“You should stay here for a moment. There’s something I need to confirm.”

Thud.

As Melina hastily tried to leave the tent, Olivia grabbed her.

“Master, what did you talk about with Aria? No, how long were you in that world?”

“I stayed for three days.”

“…You’re going to see Aria right now, aren’t you?”

“….”

Melina slowly nodded.

“Before you go, explain what happened there first.”

For a moment, Melina hesitated, as a voice echoed in her mind once again.

-Trust Olivia.

‘…Even without your advice, I would have done so.’

With a hardened expression, as if venting her frustration, Melina slowly opened her mouth.

She briefly explained the situation. She met Aria, who was the emperor, taught her time magic for three days, and then received some suspicious advice at the end.

“Don’t go. No, you mustn’t go.”

Olivia’s expression became serious.

She didn’t mention the fact that a war was going to break out in a few days, or that entering the enemy’s camp now was a suicidal act.

Such words would only serve as poison to Melina in her current state.

“Aria told you to trust me, right? So, believe me.”

Even as she said this, Olivia’s thoughts were fixated on one fact.

A memory from long ago, fleetingly resurfacing.

[Ask me for help.]

[…Why are you suddenly saying that?]

[If you’re thinking of starting over, go to me at that time and ask for help.]

An aspect of the story she hadn’t realized before, even when she was confident she had mastered Lactea.

The world after the ending.

In other words, the world of ‘Olivia.’

If what Melina said is true, Emperor Aria would have succeeded in returning. She would have repeated the regression hundreds or even thousands of times, ultimately catching up to ‘Olivia’s’ time.

Not her own, but ‘Olivia’s’ time.

In that case, would these two geniuses, who had spent an eternity together, really have failed to find a single way to eradicate the remnants of the Demon God?

[It might be a bit odd to say this myself, but I am an extraordinarily, immensely, and incomparably brilliant and capable person.]

[With someone like me helping you, reaching the perfect conclusion you seek shouldn’t be impossible.]

“…….”

A faint, incredulous smile appeared on Olivia’s lips.

“……So that’s how it was.”

Olivia let out a hollow smile.

Sometimes, the answer comes from the most unexpected places.

‘……I never imagined they would mistake me for a Psychic wizard.’


They had truly fallen for an unbelievable misconception.

Fifteen returners.

The last returner she killed was Aria.

It was only now that she realized the contradiction hidden within these two sentences.

She felt like she finally knew who the [fourteenth] was.



 
  
    Chapter 176: Travel between different time line


Olivia, feeling confident, immediately called Kiel and told him about her plan.

“I’ve figured out what Aria is thinking. I need your help to counter her.”

“I’m more than willing to cooperate.”

“If a full-scale war breaks out, I need you to take the lead.”

For Kiel, who was once a Duke of the Empire, being asked to face the Empire’s soldiers was undeniably harsh. However, he didn’t hesitate for a moment and nodded, as if this was something he had already been prepared to endure.

“I’ve already braced myself for that.”

“I’m not asking you to fight. Your role is to control the ‘seedlings’ so they can’t run wild, and to intimidate the Imperial forces so they don’t attack.”

“…Are you saying you don’t want me to kill the enemy on the battlefield?”

“You can do that, can’t you?”

At those words, Kiel fell into a brief contemplation.

Suppressing the enemy without killing them on the battlefield wasn’t something that could be accomplished through mere strength.

It wasn’t impossible, but at the very least, he needed to know the reason.

“Do you have a reason for this? If it’s to spare my feelings, I’d rather decline.”

“If my guess is right, the Demon King will likely descend during the war. If you don’t hold back, there will be at least thousands of corpses, which will only end up strengthening the Demon King. It’s better to leave them alive.”

Kiel, after a moment of thought, asked, \

“Even if I suppress them, the soldiers will still try to kill each other. What will you do then?”

“You need to make sure the two sides don’t clash in the first place. You’re good at that, aren’t you?”

When Olivia mimicked the motion of swinging a large sword, Kiel chuckled lightly.

“I understand.”

Swish.

Olivia unfolded a map. As Kiel examined the deployment of the Empire and the Holy Nation’s forces, he narrowed his eyes.

“The deployment is slightly different from what I knew. It seems it’s not fully updated.”

“This is accurate. I just confirmed it myself.”

“…If that’s the case, I’d like a copy after it’s all over. The Saintess should at least be informed of this level of intelligence.”

“…Sure.”

Although Olivia wanted to bring Rebekah here as well, fewer people knowing about the plan would increase the chances of success, so she had no choice but to refrain.

“Please inform your disciples too. Except in unavoidable situations, tell them to use their abilities primarily to block any approaches.”

“But Livi, in that case, how do you plan to deal with the other regressors under Aria’s command?”

This was actually what concerned Kiel the most. Suppressing thousands of soldiers wouldn’t be a problem. However, if regressors entered the fray, the situation would change.

“I have a plan for that too.”

Olivia caressed a glowing purple crystal in her possession.

It belonged to Aurelia.

“I have a friend who’s about to join us soon. That friend will handle up to two of them.”

“…Then what about the remaining five?”

“I’ll deal with Aria myself. That leaves four on each side, so the balance of power won’t be disrupted.”

With this arrangement, Melina and Kiel could be kept as a reserve force, which would give them a slight advantage in the battle.

Of course, considering the finer details like troops and supplies, the sides would be fairly evenly matched.

“I’ll go notify your disciples in advance.”

Melina stood up.

“Already?”

“Now that there are only two days left, shouldn’t we teach them a bit more if we want them to survive?”

“Haha…”

There was a hidden meaning in her words.

Melina disappeared outside the tent. Kiel, who had been quietly watching her retreating figure, spoke up.

“Can I ask what your ultimate goal is with this ‘plan’ of yours?”

“It’s not that complicated. Before the descent of the Demon God, it’s to preserve as much of humanity’s power as possible. That’s the primary goal.”

“…But just a moment ago, didn’t you say it was the Demon King?”

Olivia nodded.

“Once the Demon King is defeated, it won’t be long before the Demon God descends as well.”

“…This is suddenly escalating way too much. Did you know it would turn out like this from the beginning?”

“To some extent.”

“But Olivia, for your plan to succeed, you absolutely need the princess’s cooperation.”

Kiel’s gaze turned cold.

“War is no joke. In a battle where everything is at stake, showing mercy on the battlefield is impossible without the agreement of the top leaders.”

“I know. I also know that the Empire has many capable commanders and that they’ll quickly figure out that we’re showing mercy.”

Olivia gave a dry laugh.

“Perhaps they’ll try to end it in one swift blitz.”

“…”

“That’s why your role is all the more important.”

All they had to do was hold out until the Demon King’s descent.

Between the defensive Eastern Union Forces and the demons and monsters tearing apart their comrades, it was clear which side the Imperial Army would prioritize.

Of course, the holy knights would first slay the demons.

“When they come to their senses, the two forces will naturally be mixed.”

“…And after that?”

“Then, we’ll have to face the Demon God.”

By that time, the Imperial Army would realize what it meant to face a god.

And how meaningless it was for mortals to keep fighting each other.

Olivia patted Kiel on the shoulder.

“That’s it. Now that the message is delivered, you can go.”

“…”

When Kiel’s gaze did not waver, Olivia narrowed her eyes.

“What.”

“Just promise me one thing.”

“…What promise?”

With a sigh, Kiel stepped closer to Olivia.

“Don’t die.”

“…Why? Do I look like someone who’s going to die?”

Kiel cautiously nodded. Perhaps recalling old memories, his face quickly turned haggard.

In his eyes, the image of Olivia from that day was still vivid.


The sight of her falling, battered and broken, after being attacked by the regressors.

The woman who always wore a confident smile, now powerlessly plummeting—Kiel could never erase that scene from his mind.

“Every time you say things like that, you end up leaving us.”

Kiel mumbled as he clutched his aching chest.

“It’s a pointless worry.”

Olivia grinned.

“I’m Olivia. Until I kill that Demon God bastard, I won’t die. No, even if I wanted to die, I couldn’t.”

Standing proudly in front of Kiel, Olivia wore her signature smile.

“So stop worrying and just take care of yourself. If you mess up, we’re all doomed.”

Kiel stared at Olivia for a moment before nodding his head.

“……Okay. I understand.”

Once with the Great Demon Belphegor, and once with the regressors.

Twice was enough to lose a close friend.

Kiel stood by Olivia’s side for a long time, only leaving the barracks when night fell.

***

The deepest part of the imperial palace. The path leading to the Demonic Realm of the Sun.

Aria was walking down that corridor.

Perhaps due to being forgotten for so long, only the sound of dripping water echoed.

Despite the pitch darkness, Aria’s steps were unwavering.

[Doesn’t seem like a good place for a night stroll.]

A voice came from behind her.

The owner of the voice did not exist in this corridor.

Only a shadow was sent to convey their consciousness.

[You seem to have recovered from collapsing yesterday. Karsian was worried.]

“……I suppose so.”

Nodding her head, Aria silently continued toward the end of the corridor.

A massive door.

On the door handle, there were three different keyholes of varying shapes.

Keys that could be obtained by clearing the Demonic Realm of Sun.

Just like the Demonic Realm of the Moon, the Demonic Realm of the Sun required keys to unlock.

However, Aria only had one key.

To obtain the empire’s elixirs and treasures, she would need two more.

[……Can you open it?]

Instead of answering, Aria slowly gathered her magic.

She was drawing out the ‘keys’ stored in the false dimension, surpassing the constraints of time and space.

Crackle……

The keys she pulled out emitted intense noise, as if they didn’t quite belong in this world, stuttering and flickering.

It was only natural. These keys were objects she had brought from a different world line.

It was hard enough just to maintain their form…….

But for a brief moment, it wasn’t entirely impossible.

[……With such abilities, why did you send us into the Demonic Realm?]

“I needed to find out if Olivia had been to the Demonic Realm of the Moon.”

[The Demonic Realm of the Moon……?]

“Fufu. Something like that exists.”

Cutting off the shadow’s curiosity, Aria wordlessly opened the massive door.

The Demonic Realm’s door swung wide open, and a dazzling golden light poured out.

Aria, as if familiar with the scene, stepped inside and retrieved elixirs, enough for the number of people.

Each elixir emitted a brilliant radiance. Treasures worth more than any amount of wealth.

Of course, to her, they were now of no significance.


“Go and deliver these to the others. The energy they carry isn’t trivial, so it’ll take a long time to absorb.”

[And you……?]

“I’m fine.”

A faint smile appeared on Aria’s lips.

“I’ve already made all my preparations.”



 
  
    Chapter 177: The Unknown Fire Wizard


A vast plain covered in snow was filled with countless people.

Knights in shining armor mounted on white horses gathered in hundreds, showing off their majestic presence. Even at a glance, there were thousands of knights in sight. Alongside them, priests, numbering just as many, chanted grand hymns to raise morale.

The other kingdoms, too, were putting everything on the line in this battle, hiring an overwhelming number of free knights and mercenary bands.

There were no amateurs among them. All the knights had officially been ordained, and most of the mercenaries had spent over a dozen years living by the sword.

Some joined the war enticed by great sums of money, but many participated out of their faith in Aether, the Goddess of Light.

A holy war.

Rebekah once again realized the gravity of that word as she gazed at the countless gathered forces.

Priests and clerics gathered around Rebekah. They bestowed various blessings on the weapons of the knights and commanders.

“If demons or monsters appear during the battle, do not hesitate to seek the help of the priests. And…”

Rebekah explained the countermeasures as best as she could, but the Serial Killer remained indifferent.

“…Wouldn’t it be easier to just kill them all?”

“Kid, high-ranking monsters aren’t so easily killed.”

“That’s because you’re weak.”

The Serial Killer, still acting as a squire, said.

“…What? What did you just say?”

Jaina, Olivia’s apprentice, shouted, seemingly provoked. The Serial Killer simply snickered, as if her words weren’t worth a response.

“Hey! When someone talks, you…!”

“Jaina.”

Melina, who had been quietly listening, muttered. Jaina flinched and looked at Melina, startled by her cold tone.

“Don’t act rashly.”

“But…”

“He may appear to be a boy, but he’s much older than he looks. You four together would likely have a hard time defeating him.”

“Re… Really?”

Jaina asked in shock.

“But why is someone like that pretending to be a squire… Ah…”

As if realizing something, Jaina shut her mouth.

Kiel didn’t remain silent either. He grabbed the Serial Killer by the shoulder and shot him a fierce glare. Having been harshly dealt with by Kiel before, the Serial Killer quickly quieted down.

“…Sir Johan will lead the third army, Sir Franz and I will take the second, and Lord Kiel will command the first. I will ask Lady Melina to oversee the Magic corps.”

“Your Holiness, both Duke Kiel and the Tower Lord were part of the Empire just a few years ago.”

It was Johan, one of the Four Knights of the Holy Kingdom and the kingdom’s first sword.

“Entrusting them with command of the army seems like a great risk, don’t you think?”

“Knight Johan, the worry you speak of will not come to pass.”

As always, Kiel was resolute.

“Once, we were citizens of the empire, but betraying the Holy Nation will never happen.”

“…If you say so, I understand.”

Yohan sat down with a face of understanding.

Given the positions of the figures present at this meeting, it was necessary to at least address the issue.

And it was Yohan who took on that role.

Rebekah slowly looked around. Numerous powerful figures were gazing at her while seated.

Commander of the 1st Legion, Sword Saint Kiel Rothschild.

His squire, the Serial Killer.

Supreme Commander of the Magic Corps, Archmage Melina Dibiae.

Vice-Commander of the Magic Corps, Archmage Aramis. Her lieutenants, Jaina Iculane and Ro Fernandi. And the Holy Dragon, Glacion.

Papal Proxy, Saintess Rebekah.

Commander of the Holy Knights, Paladin Captain Yohan.

The remaining two empty seats belonged to Wavecatcher Estee Aquar and the King Mu Asche  Baltar.

The continent’s most formidable figures had gathered in this great plain.

“…The Imperial Army has arrived!”

The Paladins, who seemed to have rushed over, had a face darkened with tension. As shocking as the news was, none of the people there wavered.

Everyone present had already made their own decisions.

They had resolved to kill and be killed, so there was no reason to be surprised.

Rebekah stepped outside the tent and narrowed her eyes, glaring across the plain.

Imperial knights were gathering in formation. It seemed they had no immediate intention to attack, as they were setting up their base outside of the range of sniper magic.

If one were to ride at full speed, they could arrive within 20 minutes.

Whoosh!

In the next moment, a translucent, dome-shaped barrier appeared over the Imperial Army’s encampment. Melina murmured.

“…A barrier created with magic stones. Judging by the spellwork, it won’t last long. At most, it’ll hold for a day.”

“Can you break it?”

“I could… but I don’t see the need to.”

There was no reason to fortify their defense with a barrier unless the Imperial Army was in a disadvantageous situation.

The likely purpose of that barrier was to indirectly signal that their full-scale attack would begin tomorrow.

At the same time, it served to showcase the might of the Imperial Army and lower the morale of their enemies.

Anyone would waver upon seeing such an overwhelming barrier.

Even the knights near Melina were swallowing dryly.

“…Look at this mess. They’ll be fleeing before the war even begins.”

Clicking her tongue, Melina raised her hand, and a giant pendulum appeared in the sky.

Dong…!

Using her vast magic as the power source, the image of an enormous clock was constructed, encircling the allied forces’ formation.

The bright golden magic covered the entire sky, far larger than the barrier the Imperial Army had created.

“…My word.”

Ignoring the murmurs of the knights, Melina turned around as if nothing had happened.

Wowwwww!

The soldiers shouted. The paladins on white horses raised their lances high in a show of might.

***

Before long, the sun was setting.

Olivia, stepping out of the tent, glared across the vast plains. Torches were lined up in a row, and beyond them, imperial soldiers clad in black armor were pacing back and forth.

“You haven’t even called for us yet. Why’d you come so early?”

As Olivia spoke, she turned her head. Estee, who had been standing with her arms crossed and a dissatisfied look on her face, twisted her lips.

“Judging by the looks of it, there’s going to be a war tomorrow morning, and I didn’t want us to get left out. Is that good enough for you?”


“…What about the King Mu?”

“I figured he’d cause trouble if we brought him too early. I gave him a rough direction, so if he starts running now, he should arrive by tomorrow morning.”

Olivia let out a short laugh in disbelief.

If he arrived by morning, it wouldn’t be a problem. If it looked like he’d be late, they could just teleport him with magic.

“Anyway, who am I up against tomorrow?”

“The Demon Hunter.”

“Just hearing the name sounds tough. It’s not some thug with a face full of scars and eight knife marks etched into it, is it?”

“It’s a woman. An archer. No scars on her face.”

“…Never mind, then.”

Estee muttered, her face contorted.

Truthfully, this terrain wasn’t to her liking either. A vast plain covered in snow? She wasn’t hoping for a sea, but even a river would have given her something to work with.

Her ability was to control water, not snow and ice.

‘…Am I supposed to melt the snow and use it?’

“It’s fine.”

“…What?”

“The snow will melt by the time the battle begins.”

Estee looked at Olivia as if she’d expected her to say that.

“…In this weather? If the wind picks up, we’ll freeze to death on the spot.”

“There’s a high-ranking Fire Wizard on the empire’s side.”

“Are you talking about Galdur? Wasn’t he imprisoned? Besides, he wasn’t that strong to begin with.”

Olivia shook her head.

“Not Galdur. Someone else.”

She said this while staring toward the imperial camp.

“…If you’re speaking of them that way, they must be quite strong.”

“They are. I haven’t fought them personally, so I’m not sure.”

“Who are they, exactly?”

“…”

Olivia opened her mouth as if to answer but then smiled and shook her head.

[The owner of Clue #14 is ‘?’.]

[The owner of Clue #15 is ‘?’.]

Only two clues remained.

So much had happened to reach this point.

They had succeeded in persuading seven out of fifteen returnees. Now, there was only one step left until the ending.

-Clear condition: Ensure all 15 returnees survive until the Demon King descends.

Finally, the main quest would reveal itself.

[9 hours remain until the Demon King’s descent.]

And the true ending would be within reach.

When that time comes, many people will gather for a celebratory feast.

The myth of mere mortals defeating the Demon God that descended to destroy the continent will be passed down through hundreds of years of oral tradition.

The people who fought on that day will clink their cold mugs of beer together under the fireworks lighting up the night sky, reminiscing about that glorious day.

But…


“Let’s head in.”

“…Already?”

“It’s best to get some sleep early on a night like this.”

A faint smile appeared on Olivia’s lips.

“The wind is cold, too.”



 
  
    Chapter 178: The Beginning of The War -1


Dawn was breaking. Two forces faced each other with a vast plain between them. The wizards summoned battle creatures like griffins and golems, while the priests chanted hymns to bolster courage.

The protective barriers that had once enveloped both camps had disappeared as well.

Rebekah ascended a slightly elevated platform. The choir fell silent, and the cheering crowd also closed their mouths.

‘…There are so many people, but my unni isn’t here.’

It was a trivial thought, yet in the face of potential death today, this much of a complaint seemed permissible.

Rebekah chuckled quietly and drew the sacred spear strapped to her waist. Just as any paladin would, she raised the spear high and pointed it toward the enemy.

An overwhelming aura of divine power radiated from her entire body.

Whoosh…!

The intense divine energy surged like a storm, painting everything around her in pure white.

There were no long speeches. Only the resounding hymn echoing in the growing light, angels descending from the heavens to blow their trumpets. Among the angels, formed by divine power, Rebekah spread her eight wings.

“The Goddess of Light.”

Her eight wings, fully spread, gleamed with radiant light. The brilliance was far stronger than when she had only six wings in the past.

When the light faded, Rebekah was clad in gleaming white armor.

“She will stand with us.”

That was more than enough to boost morale.

A resounding cheer erupted from the Paladins. Some of the priests, moved by the sacred atmosphere, wept tears of joy.

‘…She’s grown so much.’

Watching from the sidelines, Olivia couldn’t help but smile.

The girl standing on the platform was no longer a naïve child. She was a capable leader who could command an army and the spiritual pillar of the believers.

Thump…!

From the sky above, a White Dragon descended with its enormous wings flapping, landing before Rebekah. Every time its scales caught the sunlight, they reflected a dazzling light.

Glaceon let out a thunderous roar, then naturally bowed her head toward Rebekah. After giving Glaceon a gentle pat, Rebekah climbed onto her head.

“Thank you for your cooperation, Lady Glaceon.”

[…Well, for a human like you, I suppose I can offer a ride anytime.]

Glaceon spoke in a deliberately gruff voice. No matter how much of a dragon she was, she wasn’t bold enough to act superior before tens of thousands of spectators.

Rebekah slowly scanned her surroundings.

From her heightened view, she saw more, heard more—the cheers of the soldiers, the knights adjusting their scabbards…

And far off in the distance, the sight of the Imperial forces preparing to charge.

The clash of power and power.

It was clear that the side that hesitated even for a moment would suffer greater losses.

Whoosh…!

Glaceon spread her enormous wings and soared into the sky, and at the same time, the paladins on white horses charged forward.

“Charge!”

The commander of the paladin, John, bellowed. Thousands of paladins followed him, wielding their lances.

“We’ll break through in one go!”

“Yes! The knights… into breakthrough formation…”

The lieutenant cut his words short and furrowed his brow. In the middle of the plain, someone was rising. A physique so large it was anything but ordinary, and a shield towering as high as a mounted rider.

“…Captain. Over there…”

“Ignore it and push through.”

For a charging knightly order, there are no obstacles. Unless it’s a fortress of extreme solidity, it would be pierced by lances and trampled under hoof, crushed in an instant.

The Revolutionary stared at the wave of white rushing toward him.

The divine power was so intense that it instilled a sense of doubt in those who witnessed it.

It made him look like the villain.

Thud, thud, thud, thud…!

The ground trembled. Yet, there was no fear on the Revolutionary’s face.

He leaned his upper body backward, placed his shield on the ground, and braced it with his shoulder.

Crack! 

! The magic power of the diamond covered the revolutionary’s body and shield. The shield, which absorbed magic endlessly, grew to the size of a fortress in an instant.

Rumble!

“…It’s no ordinary shield.”

Johan furrowed his brow beneath his helmet. That’s no illusion. He had heard about this before in a meeting.

A southerner who commands the magic of Geumgang.

If they collide with that fortress, it’s their side that will be shattered. That man’s magic has a reflective property.

“Can we go around?”

“…It’s possible, but if we do, we won’t be able to withstand the clash with the Central Army.”

Retreating changes nothing.

No, if they do that, they’ll only be serving themselves up as prey for the Imperial’s Central Army. The difference in momentum between those who change direction and those who don’t is overwhelming.

As Johan pondered this, a sharp whistling sound pierced the air.

Something hurtled toward them at a terrifying speed and collided with the ground. Whatever it was, the impact alone was enough to create a massive crater.

“Halt!”

Johan’s white horse reared up, startled. The other paladins, too, hastily slowed down, alarmed by the sudden appearance of the crater.

The Imperial Central Army were also affected. No matter how skilled they were, descending such a steep slope on horseback would be suicide.

The two knightly orders stood opposite each other, with the massive crater between them.

“Such a waste of magic.”

As the plan unraveled, the Revolutionary furrowed his brow and withdrew his magic. His shield quickly shrank back to its original size.

Boom!

Before the dust could settle, a fierce attack shot out from within. The Revolutionary’s eyes widened as he saw the fist flying towards him.

“…It wasn’t magic!”

The Revolutionary twisted his shield just in time to block the strike and let out a roar.

“…The King Mu!”

“I couldn’t tell who the enemy was, so I deliberately landed in the center… but in hindsight, I should’ve just landed right on your face.”

The King Mu chuckled.

“Let’s see how long you last.”

***

From high above, Olivia watched the entire scene unfold.

With the King Mu’s intervention, the clash between the two knightly orders was thwarted. Without their signature momentum, the knights would undoubtedly fall prey to the infantry, so both sides withdrew without hesitation.

‘If they got caught up in this by mistake, it would’ve been a disaster.’

The clash between the King Mu and the Revolutionary reverberated throughout the area with sharp, resounding shockwaves.

[Hahaha! You’re tougher than the turtle I smashed when I was three!]


[Shut up…!]

Olivia watched their battle for a brief moment, then turned away without hesitation. The war was not being fought in just that one spot. Soon, the entire great plain would be engulfed in battle.

The knights were only the first move.

Olivia closed her eyes. She extended her senses as far as they could reach, carefully tracking the movements of countless masses. Her magic didn’t discriminate between friend or foe. Only knowing the movements of her own side wouldn’t allow her to grasp the flow of the war.

‘…….’

Because the number was in the hundreds of thousands, it was much harder to detect them than she had expected. But no matter how difficult, it had to be done.

There was no way to defeat Aria through ordinary means.

One way or another, she had to subdue Aria and get the clues she needed. That fact remained unchanged.

Olivia mentally divided the massive landmass of the great plain into sections. Dozens of sections appeared instantly, each large enough to hold an entire corps within it.

‘I’ll bind the 1st Corps together…’

Just as she continued to form her thoughts, enormous clouds appeared, casting shadows over the battlefield.

‘…….’

The clouds were too unnatural in shape to be a natural phenomenon.

Perfect squares, with no gaps—no one could mistake them for naturally formed clouds.

Because of their shape, the shadows they cast on the great plain transformed it into something striking, like a black-and-white checkered pattern on the ground.

Olivia slowly lifted her gaze.

Imperial Army marched forward, their armor clashing. Far above the ground, a small cloud floated.

Sitting on that cloud, a blonde woman crossed her legs.

She was toying with something in her hands. Olivia knew exactly what it was.

Olivia quietly observed the woman, then manipulated her magic to create an identical object.

Shape, form, size…

Everything was the same, except for one difference.

The color.


Hers was black. Olivia’s was white.

The blonde woman, who had not been looking at Olivia until then, slowly lifted her eyes and smiled as she saw the object in Olivia’s hand.

“Do you think you can win?”

Olivia smirked.

“I have to.”



 
  
    Chapter 179: The Beginning of The War -2


Kiel.

He advanced toward the Imperial Army at a speed faster than anyone.

No one sensed his movement. At best, only the top experts of each army noticed something strange and looked around.

In an instant, Kiel crossed the vast plains and came to a stop in the middle of the battlefield. Armies from both sides were charging in like mad. At this rate, the two forces would collide in a few minutes.

No matter how skilled Kiel was, it was impossible to protect everyone in such a situation. That left him with only one option.

[You know what you’re good at.]

Kiel let out a faint chuckle. Olivia’s ridiculous posture came to mind.

From the beginning, her stance to hold the sword was all wrong. That’s not how you hold a sword.

“You’ve come.”

The Imperial soldiers, who had been charging wildly, began to slow down. They recognized who the swordsman standing before them was.

Sword Saint.

There was no one who didn’t know the weight of those two words.

Among those who had served in the military, there was no one who hadn’t experienced Kiel’s swordsmanship.

Kiel reached toward his empty back. When he drew his hand back, a vivid dark-hued sword was suddenly in his grasp.

A chilling aura that seemed to absorb all light. The Imperial Army flinched at the overwhelming aura. They instinctively sensed it. This power was not something small fries like them could handle.

But instead of fleeing, they pointed their spears. They were indeed the elites of the Imperial Army who had crossed the line of death.

Swoosh!

The knights also began to wrap their swords in aura. And that wasn’t all.

Countless spells filled the sky with vibrant colors.

If this was what could be seen, then there were even more attacks coming from places unseen.

Kiel felt he understood why Olivia had entrusted this task to him. No one but him could fend off those countless attacks.

‘…Just how much were you anticipating?’

From behind Kiel, a deep, almost locked-away voice could be heard.

“Duke Kiel, or should I simply call you Kiel now?”

“……”

“You once held a high position in the Empire. I assure you, if you throw down your sword and surrender now, you won’t have to die.”

Kiel slowly turned his head.

Dark Lord.

The one who had stabbed Olivia with a poisoned dagger. Never did he expect to encounter him here.

“I don’t understand what you were thinking, venturing out alone. Did you really think we wouldn’t have a plan to stop you?”

“……”

“This is an aura suppression barrier, created through the cooperation of two Dragon Lords. Inside this barrier, your aura’s power is reduced to one-tenth of its usual strength. There are numerous additional effects as well, but we’ll skip those due to time constraints.”

As soon as the Dark Lord snapped his fingers, Kiel felt a pressure bearing down on his shoulders. That wasn’t all; the aura that had been pulsing through his heart grew faint.

“Do you feel like negotiating now?”

Instead of replying, Kiel turned his gaze toward Olivia, who was soaring in the distant sky.

Sensing his stare, she lowered her head and spoke.

Even though they were far apart, Kiel could clearly hear her words.

“I believe in you.”

Kiel turned back toward the Imperial Army and shook his head.

“……No.”

Swoosh!

Ignoring the suppression barrier, Kiel slowly began to gather his aura.

“Because there’s someone who believes in me.”

Whoosh…!

As a chilling energy spread out, the Dark Lord’s expression slowly changed as well.

“I can’t betray that trust.”

Slash!

Kiel’s sword strike seemed so light that it aroused suspicion among onlookers. Even more so because his blade was aimed at the ground.

But the next moment—

The ground began to split. In an instant, the cracks widened, and their depth grew exponentially.

Craaack, craaack…!

The sight of the ground splitting was so surreal that one might rather believe an earthquake had occurred.

The rift that Kiel created completely divided the two factions.

Clang…!

The clash of swords resonated. Kiel frowned as he deflected the Dark Lord’s dagger. The Dark Lord himself was nowhere to be seen.

“Has he hidden himself in the shadows?”

Shiiing…!

A second dagger flew at him. The amount of aura contained within it was considerable, enough to make the air tremble with its impact.

“……”

A troublesome opponent.

Could he take on the Dark Lord and an army of tens of thousands alone?

It didn’t seem impossible, but he couldn’t be certain of a perfect success either.

In that case—

Kiel ignored the Dark Lord and charged straight toward the Imperial Army. Reading an opening, the Dark Lord immediately lunged at Kiel’s rear.

Without even turning around, Kiel spoke.

“Sorry, but I’m not your opponent.”

The moment he finished muttering—

Clang!

A giant scythe appeared and blocked the Dark Lord. So stealthy was the movement that even the Dark Lord himself hadn’t noticed it until he was nearly struck. The scythe’s wielder smiled as if he had been there all along.

…Can I kill him?

The Serial Killer thought for a moment.

[Don’t touch the Knights.]

Olivia had emphasized this several times yesterday. Not to kill the soldiers or knights.

But wouldn’t it be okay to kill someone this strong?

“…Who the hell are you supposed to be?”

The Serial Killer stopped his musings and looked at the Dark Lord. A grown adult completely shrouded in black clothing—what a sight.

It wasn’t quite a pleasant appearance.

“The one who’s debating whether or not to kill you?”

“…A madman, huh.”


“Hmm, that’s not exactly wrong!”

As soon as the Serial Killer finished speaking, both figures vanished.

Ka-ga-ga-gak!

In the blink of an eye, a clash erupted. The intense gusts of wind pushed the snow piled around them like sand on a beach.

As Dark Lord’s dagger took on a sinister purple hue, daggers scattered around them surged toward the Serial Killer’s back.

Without hesitation, the Serial Killer summoned another scythe.

He spun the scythes at tremendous speed to deflect the daggers, then immediately crossed his weapons to block the dagger from advancing further.

Dududududu!

Dozens of fierce attacks exchanged in an instant.

“Hmm. Ahaha!”

The Serial Killer licked the blood that dripped down his cheek with a flick of his finger. His eyes, sensing the scent of blood, glowed an even deeper shade of red.

“Poison, huh?”

Still, the Serial Killer smiled brightly.

“Hey, didn’t Olivia save you twice? Aren’t you ashamed?”

“…”

“If it were me, I would’ve bitten my tongue and died. Haha!”

Dark Lord gritted his teeth at the mocking laughter. The rage was so intense that it was palpable, even through the mask. However, while Dark Lord might have been shaken, he was far from careless.

The poison coating the daggers was a lethal toxin that could dissolve even bones. The fact that the opponent could withstand such poison was proof enough that he was no ordinary human.

[Do you need support?]

A woman’s voice whispered into Dark Lord’s ear.

[It seems hard for you to even answer. I’ll join in.]

A sharp noise came from a distant rear.

Swaaaack!

The Serial Killer turned his head toward the noise, seeing something cutting through the air at a terrifying speed.

‘…An arrow?’

The arrow seemed almost blurred, as if it was blending with nature. It was so faint that it took a great deal of focus just to see it.

The Serial Killer erased his smile and twisted his body in a bizarre way.

Moments later, a white arrowhead protruded from his arm. The arrow, imbued with anti-demonic energy, nullified the Serial Killer’s regenerative ability and paralyzed his muscles.

Tududududung!

The Serial Killer clicked his tongue as he deflected numerous arrows with one arm. If he tried to block the arrows, daggers would fly at him, aiming precisely for any gaps.

“Hmm… This isn’t good.”

The Serial Killer’s expression instantly changed.

The sniping was so subtle that even when he spread his senses to their limits, he couldn’t detect it. Even someone with highly developed instincts like him could only sense its presence right before it struck.

Moreover, because of the peculiar energy, even a single successful attack could immediately lead to a fatal wound.

Papapapat!

Arrows continued to fly relentlessly, embedding themselves at his feet.

The Serial Killer hurriedly pulled out a small crystal ball from his pocket.

“Olivia! I’m in danger…!”

[I’m watching.]

After a brief silence, Olivia’s voice echoed from beyond the crystal ball.

[You don’t need to worry about the demon hunters anymore. I’ve sent someone.]

“…”

Dark Lord turned his head. As if it were a lie, no more arrows were flying.

“Whoever was sent as backup, they wouldn’t be just any ordinary person.”

‘…Back to a one-on-one again.’

However, Dark Lord’s expression remained utterly calm. Rather, he even seemed slightly pleased.

Thanks to that foolish guy’s communication just now, he had found out where Olivia was hiding.

‘So that’s why the Sword Saint was looking up at the sky…’

Who would have thought she was really hiding above the clouds?

Thud!

At that moment, a brilliant light burst out from within the Imperial Army.

Whoosh! 

A massive Red Dragon spread its wings. Ignoring the Imperial soldiers who fell on their rears in panic, the Red Dragon flapped its wings and soared vertically into the sky.

The Red Dragon Lord, Elias, twisted his face in a grimace as he glared at the sky.


There, above the thunderclouds, sat a woman arrogantly crossing her legs.

The traitor who had betrayed him and slaughtered his kin.

His mouth filled with flames.

“Olivia.”

Elias, filled with hatred, unleashed his breath attack.



 
  
    Chapter 180: Face to face


Olivia looked down at the ground. The Red Dragon, Elias. His body appeared much larger than the last time they had met.

Elias furrowed his brow deeply and inhaled. A disturbing magical energy emanated from his abdomen, swollen to its limit.

‘…He’s become a lot stronger than I expected.’

Dragons, though powerful, are a slow-growing species. Such rapid growth doesn’t make sense without some external influence.

‘This is your doing, isn’t it?’

Olivia thought, glancing at Aria. Had she opened the Realm of the Sun? If not, there was no other way to explain the current situation.

But there shouldn’t have been any keys left. How?

“……”

Olivia’s eyes deepened into a darker shade of blue. She redirected a portion of the magical circuits pulsing in her heart to her cognitive circuits.

Zzzzzt…

Elias, who had been flying toward her at a terrifying speed, began to slow down. Time couldn’t keep up with her accelerated thoughts.

A shock like a small explosion went off in her mind. Her body and mind, stimulated by magic, expanded their cognitive capacity to the limit and reached a swift conclusion.

‘…So, it was time magic.’

It was a good thing she hadn’t attacked recklessly. If that were the case, Aria, sitting atop the clouds, was likely a mirage created by twisting space.

‘Something felt off, after all.’

[Time until the Demon King’s Descent: 1 hour]

She couldn’t afford to waste her strength on Elias. Facing both Aria and the Demon King would already be challenging enough.

That was why she had remained a spectator, without intervening in the battlefield.

At the moment Olivia reached this thought, flames erupted beneath her feet. She immediately used Blink to retreat backward and shielded herself.

Elias had already ascended to the same altitude as Olivia. His blatant gaze, his audacity to attack despite having been defeated so thoroughly last time, made Olivia scoff.

“What were you thinking, coming here alone?”

Crack.

A cold, ice-like blue energy began to envelop Olivia’s body.

“The you I remember was reckless, but not foolish.”

As she spoke, Olivia launched a shard of ice essence.

Whoosh! 

His wings moved, and crimson flames engulfed the shard of ice, vaporizing it in an instant.

[To prove myself.]

“…Prove?”

Elias nodded.

Aria had told him he could never defeat Olivia. No matter how strong he became, it was impossible, even with six of them, to best a transcendent being. For that reason, she had forbidden Elias from entering the battlefield. But Elias refused.

[You cannot kill me.]

“……”

[Your expression reveals it. You don’t even care about me. You treat me like a mere nuisance, a bothersome insect.]

After all, Elias himself had once regarded humans as mere insects.

However, if Olivia still had those restrictions, he thought there would be a chance of victory.

Taking orders from Aria could wait until after swallowing the shame of defeat. After all, he could always just get treated by the druid.

Kill.

[…]

Elias’s hatred was no longer solely directed at Olivia. The power within the ice essence he had just melted was a kind that the wyrm Elias was very familiar with.

A force that should not exist in this world.

There was no way he wouldn’t recognize it. That seemingly pure mana’s coldness.

What is hidden beneath that facade.

Elias’s face slowly twisted with hatred.

[I will, today.]

Whoosh! 

Countless magic circles appeared in the sky around them. The surrounding clouds seemed to burn away in the absurd heat.

[I will kill you.]

The dragon’s body was a weapon in itself. A flap of its wings was like a typhoon, and its tail was a whip dozens of meters long.

Magic won’t work. Elias now knew his place. He couldn’t confront Olivia with magic.

The tail shot out at a fierce speed. Its sheer size was enough to block out her entire view.

But she couldn’t avoid it. The distortion of space around the tail. If she dodged, the forces below would be swept away, resulting in a catastrophe.

She blocks it.

Crack! 

The cold surrounding Olivia swelled up dramatically, forming countless shapes of swords.

Boom! 

The sky trembled violently.

The tail didn’t advance any further. It stopped as if slammed against a wall. Soon, the swords that pierced between the scales emitted thick, cold energy.

[How dare you!]

Elias wrapped himself in flames with even more force. The swords melted away, unable to withstand the heat.

The surrounding temperature skyrocketed exponentially, but it was no problem for Olivia. In fact, she was even thankful. Until now, she hadn’t been able to use grand magic due to the massive army below.

‘…It seems I can’t win with ordinary methods.’

Olivia thought as she watched Elias breath intense flames.

Elias had grown stronger. If he had been this strong five years ago, he might have been subdued before Asmodeus even appeared.

But.

‘Not as much as me.’

As much as Elias had grown stronger, no, even more so, Olivia had grown stronger.

Was there another level beyond truth? Or was it because she had stayed in this world for so long that she had come to perceive the existence of ‘mana’ more clearly?

No.

She already knew the answer.

It had been like this ever since she was dragged into the Demonic Realm five years ago.

There had actually been signs long before this. They had just chosen to deny them.

Of course, there was no denying them now.

Steam rose from where the cold and heat met. The steam, corrupted by Olivia’s magic, soon turned into snow. Snow began to pour down on the battlefield, and the blue in her eyes deepened even further.

Crackle!

A single strike.

The blue lightning flashed, splitting the sky in an instant. Elias, recognizing the attack in that fleeting moment, tried to protect himself by forming a polygonal barrier, but it was not enough.

With a sound like a drum tearing apart, a shockwave surged, and the lightning penetrated Elias’s body, piercing through the gaps in the barrier.

Crack!


Dragon blood splattered in all directions. The smell of burning flesh stung the air, and Elias’s shattered body, drained of strength, plummeted to the ground.

But Olivia’s expression only grew more severe.

“…Damn it.”

Olivia’s eyes turned cold. Elias’s body began to fade, as if dissolving into the air—a very sophisticated illusion spell.

‘Since when?’

Whoosh!

“…!”

Flames shot fiercely from behind. Elias, whom she thought had been struck down, wore a smile that was almost mocking.

[Naive. Did you really think I came here alone?]

From the start, he had been receiving Aria’s support.

Olivia’s eyes grew colder.

Less than an hour remained until the Demon King’s descent.

‘…I have to finish this quickly, even if I push myself.’

Crackle…!

The temperature plummeted rapidly to a level where no living creature could endure, and frost formed on her impassive cheeks.

Snap!

With a flick of her pale fingers, the snowflakes stopped their descent and began to rotate in place.

Screech!

The snowflakes, spinning to their limits, traced perfect circular trajectories, and in that instant, tens of thousands of white flashes sliced through the air.

They moved in all directions, each tracing a different path, all aimed precisely at Elias.

Crash!

In an instant, they shattered the eight layers of barriers created in the imaginary dimension like sheets of paper and pierced through the gaps between his scales.

[…!!]

A high-level attack that had read through Aria’s space-distortion magic to target the weakest points. Elias’s face turned deathly pale at the sight of the precise strike aimed at his vulnerabilities.

How could the spells that were supposed to be deflected to another dimension reach him like this?

‘…How!’

The snowflakes that burrowed into his veins wreaked havoc inside Elias.

[Nggh… Nngh…]

In an instant, his sensory organs and magic circuits were destroyed, and Olivia quickly approached the disoriented Elias.

Though he was barely managing to maintain his flight by sheer force of will, that was all. It wouldn’t be wrong to say he was just barely hanging on to life.

“So, why did you even bother attacking?”

Olivia reached out and placed her hand on Elias’s head. At that very moment, as she was about to freeze him whole—

[That much will not be allowed.]

A relaxed voice resonated in Olivia’s ear.

[Elias is someone who cannot be allowed to fall just yet.]

“…!”


Olivia’s gaze turned toward the direction of the Imperial Army’s encampment.

From a distance of at least several thousand meters away, Olivia’s exceptional space perception instantly identified who was speaking to her from beyond.

Ignoring the objections of those around her, Aria walked out of the camp and looked in Olivia’s direction.

Flash!

In the next moment, she appeared right in front of Olivia.



 
  
    Chapter 181: I believe in you


Thick flames met with cold air, scattering steam in all directions. At the center of the flames stood Aria.

Fire magic was nothing new to her. After all, it was the first magic she learned after becoming an emperor.

Not only did it not feel hot, but there wasn’t even a sensation of warmth. To her, the flames that danced around were nothing more than a mass of mana.

‘…You must be just like me.’

The fierce cold that surrounded Olivia would surely have no effect on her either.

‘At last.’

Aria felt in her heart just how long it had taken for this moment to finally arrive.

Despite having met countless times, the sense of familiarity was unmistakable. Of course, the fact that she had no memories of the previous cycles might have contributed to that.

Rumble…!

That thought now felt even more certain. The ‘Princess’ she had barely kept suppressed had grown more unstable, more violent.

She could feel the blatant hatred she was forcibly restraining. She had managed to keep it under control all this time, but the moment she lost control, the hatred would surge like a wave, even sweeping her away.

‘…Still, I’d like to have a conversation now.’

Sizzle…!

Aria slowly moved toward Olivia. The closer they got, the more steam rose, multiplying exponentially.

Fire and ice.

Having mastered perfectly opposing forms of magic, the steam now grew beyond mere vapor and turned into a dense mist. In an instant, the mist painted the vast plains white, obscuring the vision of thousands.

Yet, the two wizards never took their eyes off each other.

Behind the fluttering hair, flames blazed fiercely. Her expression was unreadable. But the atmosphere was something that could not be ignored. Olivia slowly let her mana settle.

“Aria Lactea.”

“…Yes, that is my name.”

An Archmage who had returned hundreds, even thousands of times, finally catching up with Olivia’s time.

A transcendent who had grasped the truth of fire and spacetime.

The woman standing before her was such a being.

Olivia asked, 

“Since when?”

“Are you asking about the moment I devoured the original owner of this body?”

“Yes.”

Aria smiled.

“It hasn’t been long. And in fact, the term ‘devoured’ is misleading. I’m merely suppressing her.”

“…Suppressing?”

“Hehe. I can’t reveal that much just yet.”

Aria’s bitter smile spread.

She had thought it was only a matter of time. Just a little more time.

But it didn’t take long for that arrogant thought to crumble.

Oblivion… the simple feat that ordinary humans manage dozens of times a day, Aria could not accomplish.

No matter how much she wanted to forget, she couldn’t.

Events from hundreds of cycles ago replayed vividly as if they had just happened. Memories that should have been forgotten clung on, refusing to fade, as her transcendent memory would allow no such relief.

Olivia’s Final Act of Mercy. At that moment, Aria sensed it.

That this was the end.

The overwhelming amount of information accumulating with every cycle, soon to exceed what her mind could handle.

Although she managed to stay sane by grasping the truth of time magic, it was merely like pouring water into a bottomless jar.

[…Damn it. Aren’t you tired of playing emperor?]

Then she encountered her.

In fact, this wasn’t the first time she’d met the Grand Witch. Though it wasn’t a regression, the unique form of ‘succession’ by which she remembered the past meant that, in one way or another, their paths were bound to cross.

The witch had become more haggard than when they first met, now having lost even the will to live.

[Heh, and don’t you still frequent the brothels?]

[…I just go there, nothing more.]

[And I just sit there, nothing more.]

Even if they reached the same conclusion, the process wasn’t exactly the same.

All life may be similar, but it is undeniably different. The fact that reality wasn’t merely a meaningless repetition reassured Aria.

…However, it was also true that they were undeniably weary. Yet the reason they continued to push through life was that they had a companion who had endured even more difficult paths by their side.

After all, showing signs of struggle would hardly be helpful.

So, whenever she met Olivia, she managed her expression and kept her demeanor dignified. Aria played the part of the composed and relaxed emperor, while Aurelia played the role of the mischievous and decadent witch.

It’s fine. It’s hard for you. We are unaffected…

‘… … I’m tired.’

Whenever those thoughts crossed her mind, Aria felt a surge of fear. Afraid that the ‘princess’ Melina had spoken of might be her future self, with a broken mind.

Afraid that she might one day be unable to help Olivia and instead rush to kill her…

Afraid.

More terrifying than her deteriorating mind was the prospect of a future that might be even more dreadful.

If only her memory wasn’t so sharp. If only her understanding was more ordinary.

Then perhaps she could have caught up with Olivia’s time.

Years passed.

Once more, a Demon was slain. As always, the continent was at peace. As always, no one died unjustly, and the great cities prospered with flourishing civilizations.

Yes, just as always.

There was no more perfect ending than this. No one died. No one was wounded. It was an ending that satisfied everyone.

Except for one.

[… … Olivia, that damn bitch. She disappeared again on her own.]

Aurelia slammed her fist against the wall. Her surroundings were filled with empty bottles. The officials who dared to complain about her drinking in the emperor’s court were lying on the ground, half-battered.

Aria quietly observed the scene.

[That bitch. That insufferable lunatic. She’s probably off again in some quiet place, offering her neck to that damn psycho brat. After all the suffering, she doesn’t even know how to enjoy it, the idiot.]

Aria, as always, could not smile. It wasn’t the first time Aurelia had come to the palace and caused a scene, but the biggest reason was…

[This is where I stop.]

[…What?]

[Hmph. I never thought I would be the one to give up before you.]

Aria gave a wry smile.

[Even if I wanted to continue, I can’t follow any further. In my heart, I’d force myself to turn back time, but if I do, I will become a crazed monster.]

Aria drained the wine glass she was holding. In that brief moment, countless overlapping images flashed before her eyes. She frowned deeply and put down the glass.

This was her limit.

Thousands of memories overlapped, hindering her from seeing the ‘present.’


However, it wasn’t as if all this time had been wasted.

The Demon. She felt like she finally knew a way to destroy that cursed being.

[So, deliver this to Olivia in my place.]

Aria handed over a document with a gentle smile. Aurelia stood there with a furrowed brow.

[My first and last request—]

[There’s no need for that.]

At that low voice, Aria turned her head. It was Olivia.

She rarely smiled after capturing the demon. But at this moment, it was different.

[I know too… how to obliterate the demon.]

Crackle!

At that moment, a vision of the landscape shattering unfolded, and Aria opened her eyes, which had been closed.

“…!!”

Aria struggled to lift her heavy eyelids and smiled with self-mockery.

The sound of explosions resounded from all sides, reminding her once again of which world line she was on.

Aria chuckled bitterly and took a deep breath.

“Hoo…”

Now, she couldn’t even keep her consciousness under control.

‘Just a little longer.’

It seemed the heavens wouldn’t allow her even that little bit.

“How much time do we have left?”

Olivia asked, staring at Aria.

“The time we have to suppress the consciousness of the Princess?”

“Not much longer.”

“…I see?”

Olivia smiled as she spoke.

“It’s not like you’re going to die anyway, right?”

“…That’s not wrong.”

It was just a temporary slumber. Until the consciousness of the ‘Princess’ chose to relinquish control again. Of course, that day might never come.

Aria had a feeling she knew what Olivia would say next.

She would probably say that everything would be over by the time she woke up. Or maybe she’d tell her to hurry up and disappear.

The thought made Aria unable to hold back a smile.

“Don’t push yourself. Go and sleep.”

Olivia said, waving her hand as if urging her to leave.

Aria looked at Olivia with a faint smile.

“You really think you’re going to win.”

“You think I’d lose to a brat who hasn’t even lived a hundred years?”

“Hmph. Don’t be too overconfident just because I’m young. I am still ‘me.’”

“Sure.”

At that response, Aria laughed.

“I believe in you.”

Aria stared at Olivia until the very last moment and then closed her eyes.

The next moment.


‘Aria’s’ eyebrows furrowed.

“….”

Flames shot forth. It was faster than any magic Olivia had ever experienced.

Boom!

The ice barrier Olivia conjured clashed with the flames and exploded.



 
  
    Chapter 182: Before I am your friend, I am a princess


I had never fought against Aria.

At least, not in the way I was doing now.

Zzt zzt zzt zzt zzt!

An eerie feeling, as if up and down, left and right, were all reversed.

The moment Olivia realized that the ice crystals around her were still floating normally, she furrowed her brow.

Boom!

The solid bedrock overturned, and a massive pillar of fire shot up. As soon as the pillar of fire touched Olivia, the entire surrounding landscape began to flip over.

The sky, once filled with mist, was now covered in a myriad of colors, transforming into an entirely different world.

Books flapped and flew in all directions, and desks rose endlessly toward the sky.

The books, as if guided by some unseen force, rushed past Olivia in an instant, lodging themselves into bookshelves.

Thud thud thud thud thud!

It was like a deluge of books pouring down like rain. But what was even more startling was that none of these books were ordinary.

Ancient books from the mythological era, grimoires, and sealed tomes.

‘…This place.’

An endless corridor and equally endless library.

A place that could hold all the books and records of the continent, a library from another dimension.

This was the truth Aria had reached, her inner world.

The Land of Illusion.

The Infinite Library.

A culmination of illusionary magic. The Land of Illusion was closer to a confinement spell than an offensive one. As soon as I broke free of this world, Aria’s grand magic would surely welcome me.

“Trying to buy some time…?”

Whirr!

At that moment, the books floating in the sky began to fall. But they weren’t simply falling. The books, reaching pages filled with complex patterns, stopped abruptly in midair.

Moments later, the ‘summoned creatures’ sealed within the books poured out all at once.

“…Ha.”

Before the summoned creatures could even land, dozens of grimoires attached themselves to the creatures, infusing them with enhancement magic.

Boom!

By the time the summoned creatures landed, they had grown several times larger than before.

[Grrr…!]

In a flash, more than thousands of summoned creatures emerged.

There were no grotesque or ominous-looking creatures among them. Even the largest ones took the shape of wolves, lions, or dragons; there were no monsters, nor anything resembling ogres or trolls.

It was more imposing than threatening.

Perhaps it was Aria’s final pride. After all, she wasn’t the kind of person to leave such hideous creatures in in her mind.

“……There are quite a lot.”

At the same moment Olivia snapped her fingers lightly, a long staff shot out from her fingertips.

Crack-crack-crackle…!

A staff created by subjugating the very concept of winter.

[‘Ancient Staff’]

The moment she grasped the Ancient Staff, winter resonated with her magic, spreading a chilling frost in all directions.

Crackle-sizzle…!

A frost that snatched life away with mere contact. The summoned creatures that had entered Olivia’s domain froze stiff on the spot.

But, of course, that wasn’t the end.

As if on cue, tens of thousands of grimoires floated up, exhaling heat. The flames pouring from every direction instantly raised the internal temperature to the brink of combustion.

Crack-crack-crackle…!

As soon as the ice holding the summoned creatures melted, it evaporated into steam.

“Looks like they really don’t plan on coming out until the end.”

Sssss.

Olivia inhaled deeply, taking in the steam as she surveyed her surroundings.

“……Alright. Let’s see who wins.”

As she crossed her hands, the Ancient Staff split into two. The grip fit snugly in her hands.

A Staff that exponentially increased casting speed at the cost of reduced power.

From a distance, they looked as thick as twin guns. As she raised them and infused her magic, the tips of the Staffs began to emit a bright blue magical light.

Wooooooooo…!

If the air had been filled with steam moments before, now it was filled with the screams escaping from the breath of the summoned creatures.

The instant they faced the magical light bursting from the Staffs, the interior froze completely. At the same time, their brains ceased to function, and soon their bodies shattered into pieces, falling to the ground as shards of ice.

Crack-crack-crackle!

The summoned creatures crumbled like waves collapsing around Olivia.

Realizing that there wasn’t a single living creature left around her, Olivia smiled slyly.

“It must have been a cherished book. Sorry about that.”

Because there wouldn’t be any left now.



Crash-crash-crash!

Even as they shattered into pieces, the books wriggled like living creatures.

But they failed to capture Olivia’s interest.

After all, the surroundings were filled with books that had met the same fate.

[Graaaar…!]

Occasionally, a living summoned creature would emerge, but it froze instantly the moment it escaped from the book.

Crackle-sizzle…!

When she destroyed the final sealed book, Olivia’s body soared straight up into the sky.

At first, it was a sensation that felt like all five senses were being reversed.

“Not a second time.”

Now that they realized it was just the preparation stage for being dragged into another illusion, they couldn’t keep falling for it forever.

She merged the two separated Staffs back into a single staff form.

The pre-heated power of thunder began to writhe madly, spitting out countless lightning bolts.

Kwakakakakaka!

The sound of thunder roared, and explosive noises like everything was breaking apart filled the surroundings.

As the power surged far beyond what could be controlled, Aria’s Illusion could no longer endure and began to collapse.

Crack!

The next moment, a sound like glass shattering was heard, accompanied by someone’s rough breathing.

“Hah… hah…!”


Olivia instinctively knew that it was the sound leaking from Aria’s mouth.

With the Land of Illusion forcibly shattered, Aria would be feeling a pain akin to having her brain skewered and scrambled by an iron rod.

Blood trickled down from the corner of Aria’s mouth. It seemed she had somehow tried to disperse the pain by biting down on her lips. Her mental fortitude was at a level that could almost be described as transcendent.

“Hoo…”

Aria lifted her head and faced Olivia. She wiped the blood away and lifted the corners of her lips.

“…That was quite a sight to see.”

“Do you think you can win?”

“Hehe. That’s not something you should say out loud.”

“Until you’ve won completely?”

Aria slowly nodded. The next moment, the sun rose behind her.

Whoosh!

No, it wasn’t the sun rising; it was a massive flame, so large it gave the illusion of the sun. Underneath the enormous, blazing fire, Aria raised both arms and faced Olivia.

‘…Was that what she was preparing?’

Olivia instinctively knew that this was a spell that could neither be blocked nor avoided. There was no point in running.

“…It doesn’t matter what conversation you had.”

Aria spoke in a calm voice.

From the moment she referred to them as ‘you all’ she had effectively denied herself as an emperor.

“Because the answers she gave, knowing the cause and guessing the result, and I, guessing the result without knowing the cause, naturally had to be different.”

“What if the answer you reached is wrong?”

Aria shook her head.

“The problem was different from the start; there’s no way it could be wrong.”

“…”

“At the very least, you should have explained.”

Aria murmured quietly.

“…Why, after becoming someone precious to us, you had to do such a terrible thing. You should have at least explained that much.”

Flames burned in Aria’s eyes.

“Do you know what makes me the angriest?”

“…”

“If you decided to kill everyone, at the very least, you shouldn’t have shown any kindness.”

Her breathing grew rough.

“Why… did you let them go?”

For a moment, Olivia couldn’t understand Aria’s words.

“…Who?”

“The Regressors.”

Aria’s smile grew increasingly distorted.

“The screams of parents who lost their children, the grief of those who watched their parents die before their eyes… More than thousands of children froze to death while walking, without having a single meal. The ground was frozen solid, so they couldn’t even eat the earth. Buried in the snowstorm, unable to leave a single word of farewell… Do you know how many there were?”

No, I don’t.

“…At first, the procession was long, but as time went on, it became shorter and shorter. The person who walked beside you just yesterday would collapse on the road. Those who groaned, desperately trying to survive…”

[Your Highness…]

Each time that happened, Aria hid her pain and forced a smile.

Everything is okay. I’m alright. This winter will end soon…

To relieve them of their final guilt.

Only then would a satisfied smile appear on their lips.

Warmth fades. Lips freeze shut. Eyes that were closed do not open again.

One by one.

Three hundred, four hundred.

Five thousand, six thousand…

“…Still.”

Aria spoke.

At some point, her eyes had become bloodshot.

“There is still a long way to go.”

Ten thousand, a hundred thousand.

The numbers rise endlessly.

Aria remembered the names of every person who had died while holding her hand.

At some moment, Aria stopped counting.

“I am… before I am your friend, I am a princess…”

The weight that the word ‘princess’ carried. The burden of it.

The last words left by the people who perished first pierced Aria’s heart like a lifelong curse.

Please, survive.

Save the world.

We believe in you…

We believe…

Aria’s fist trembled.

Those curses prevented Aria from forgiving Olivia.

If she were to forgive Olivia…

It would be the same as betraying their faith.

The same as turning their deaths into meaningless ones.


“…”

Olivia kept her mouth shut.

Aria’s anger was justified. Olivia knew well that there was no room for argument there, and that any apology now would only be a pitiful excuse.

No more words were needed. They both knew that.

Without hesitation, Aria shot an arrow toward the sun.



 
  
    Chapter 183: Destruction


Estee, who had been flung back by the shockwave, tumbled harshly across the ground.

The pain that began in her shoulder slowly spread toward her collarbone and heart, paralyzing her upper body.

“……Guh!”

Simultaneously, arrows that filled the sky pierced into her flesh with fierce speed.

Thud, thud, thud, thud, thud!

“…You’re not an ordinary human either.”

“Tch, like you have any right to say that.”

She covered her entire body with water created by melting snow, temporarily turning her body into a liquid state to neutralize physical force.

From what she had gathered so far, it seemed she could liquefy her skin and muscle tissues at will.

“…Damn it. What kind of archer is so good at close combat?”

Estee muttered to herself, rubbing her neck with one hand.

“I nearly died.”

She glanced around her surroundings.

‘…There’s too little water.’

Everywhere she looked, there was only snow and ice. Her ability was to manipulate water. In a place like this, where there was no water, she couldn’t fully use her powers.

Thankfully, the snow touching her body had melted; otherwise, she wouldn’t have been able to use her liquefaction ability.

‘…You said it would melt!’

It felt like they had been fighting for a long time, but instead of melting, there wasn’t even a sign of the temperature rising.

Her opponent was the Demon Hunter. Even to Estee, who had no real knowledge of archery, it was clear that the hunter was an exceptionally skilled archer.

A monster unaffected by obstacles or distance.

She had barely managed to close the gap in a surprise attack at the start. If she hadn’t done so and had allowed herself to be sniped without even knowing her opponent’s location, she wouldn’t have lasted long.

Kiing…!

The Demon Hunter created an arrow in midair, with the magic of anti-demon power gathering at her fingertips. Crackle, the bowstring was drawn to its limit, and a pale flash was shot, aiming directly at Estee’s head.

The air burst apart at a speed far exceeding the sound barrier, sending the snow around them exploding into the sky.

“…Damn it!”

At the same moment Estee gritted her teeth, the water droplets floating around her began to spin fiercely and were shot out like bullets.

Boom!

Even though her attack had twisted its trajectory, it still had enough power to shatter a rock into pieces.

Had it hit her directly, it would have left a huge hole in her body.

Before Estee could catch her breath, the Demon Hunter revealed her presence from atop a tree.

“Did you think I wouldn’t know you’re trying to lure me toward the river?”

Estee glanced down at the river flowing beneath her feet.

“……Ha.”

The river that had been perfectly fine until yesterday was now completely frozen solid.

“I got some help from Karsian.”

“…….”

So, does that mean they had been herding us from the start?

If the river had been flowing, it might have been different. But with it frozen over like this, it was useless. Even the snowfield they had just been in would have been better. At least snow melts if you just hold onto it tightly enough.

Este glared at the Demon Hunter, then, seeing her expression, let out a smirk.

“Already thinks she won.”

As soon as those words left her mouth, the spot where the Demon Hunter was standing exploded.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

The attack narrowly grazed the Demon Hunter’s feet.

‘…How? She definitely shouldn’t have any means of attack, right?’

The Demon Hunter, who had been moving nimbly, furrowed her brow and stared at Estee.

But the moment she saw Estee’s wrist, covered in wounds, she let out a hollow laugh.

From Estee’s wrist, hot blood sprayed everywhere. It scattered in all directions, following Estee’s control, aiming for the Demon Hunter’s life.

“Not much different from a blood wizard.”

“…So, if you didn’t want to see this mess, you shouldn’t have frozen the river.”

Even while mocking like that, Estee coldly assessed the situation.

Controlling blood was a last resort. In this kind of cold, it would freeze quickly, and the total amount of usable blood would decrease rapidly.

The longer the battle dragged on, the more disadvantageous it became for her.

Dodging the rain of arrows coming from all directions, and pushing away the murderous intent that muddled her senses.

She pushed her concentration to the limit, continuing the precarious tightrope walk.

Swoosh!

Giant trees rose up all around. Arrows flew, aiming for her blind spots. A snowstorm blocked her view.

Amid all these obstacles, she continued the battle, using the minimum amount of blood possible.

‘…Threads?’

The moment Estee sensed the presence of thin silver threads,

“You’ve been caught.”

“…!!”

Snap!

The silver threads attached to the arrows tightened all at once. Dozens of layers of webbing, like a spider’s web, blocked Estee’s path.

A weapon so sharp that it could slice through flesh the moment it touched.

The Demon Hunter, balanced atop the silver threads, spoke in a low voice.

“You should learn the meaning of surrender.”

“…….”

“I am a hunter before I am an archer. Terrain means nothing to me.”

Creak!

The Demon Hunter pulled her fingers, and the tightening threads twisted around Estee’s limbs.

Blood burst out from all directions. Just a little more pressure, and it would cut off her breath entirely.

Snap!

‘…As expected. Her control over blood is clumsy.’

Despite losing so much blood, all she managed was to suppress the wounds.

It wasn’t hard to understand. If she had been truly skilled in controlling blood, she would have made her name as a blood wizard, not a wave tamer.

This confirmed it even more.

“I won’t kill you.”

“…….”

As Estee glared with a venomous look, the Demon Hunter let out a chuckle.


“Why? Did you think I’d kill you?”

“……”

“I only kill the wicked. And from what I see, you’re not one of them. If anything, judging by your actions, you’re closer to being virtuous.”

It was the first time they had met in person, but he had heard rumors about Estee. The Wavecatcher who had guarded Ikhail’s waters for over a hundred years.

This time, they were on opposite sides, but there was no need to kill her.

“I’ll come back for you once this is over.”

Just as the Demon Hunter was about to turn away without hesitation.

Whoooosh!

A terrifying heatwave blew from behind.

A sky so high that ordinary humans couldn’t even dare to look at it.

A gigantic sun appeared suddenly at such an altitude that it was hard to even guess the distance.

The searing heat, as if it had gathered all the energy in the world, made the very ground boil with its mere presence.

Crackle, crackle, crackle!

‘…Is that Princess Aria?’

The Demon Hunter tried to look up at the sky, frowning deeply. But the light was so intense that she couldn’t even dare to glance upward.

Her wavering eyes turned cold.

‘If something like that was fired, the people below won’t be fine.’

Even the eyes around her were quickly melting.

There was no way the princess wasn’t aware of this simple fact.

‘…Wait a minute. Melting?’

The moment she thought that, the Demon Hunter’s body froze.

Splash…!

A refreshing sound of water came from behind her head.

The moment she realized that, the Demon Hunter didn’t hesitate and threw herself in the opposite direction.

Rumble, rumble, rumble!

“……!”

The ground was shaking.

But what truly changed her expression was not just that.

Water began to fill every place her eyes could see, and the colors around her turned into those of the seaside.

The moment she regained her senses, she found herself standing in a place amidst endlessly surging waves.

“…Damn Olivia. You’re too late.”

From the vast ocean, Estee shot past the Demon Hunter, surging up to the water’s surface.

Covered head to toe in blood, her appearance was enough to make even the Demon Hunter feel a chill.

Estee, slowly nodding her head, tilted her head back and stared at the Demon Hunter.

“…What did you say earlier?”

“……”

Instead of answering, the Demon Hunter gripped her bow.

Watching her, Estee grinned.

“I’ll return those words right back to you.”

***

Truth is the answer a wizard can arrive at when they reach the pinnacle of an element.

It is a realization that can influence the essence of the world, a microcosm that mirrors the wizard’s very image.

Therefore, the magic created by the princess, no…

That ‘realization’ surely belongs to the Emperor.

Whoooosh!

The sky where everything burns.

The flames were so intense that the ice essences floating around Olivia’s body melted completely.

Aria closed her eyes and chanted a spell.

Although it wasn’t a realization she had achieved herself, it wasn’t something she couldn’t invoke.

[Flames have no fixed form.]

After all, she was also Aria.

[They can become whatever they wish to be.]

A world of raging flames.

The fire that can become anything.

[Fire]

The sapphire eyes of Aria, for a moment, glimmered with red flames.

In this universe, they created the strongest flame.

[Transcendental Magic, The Nobility of Heavenly Light.]

Olivia knew what that meant.

One of the many names for the sun.

The air rapidly heated up, and Olivia’s clothes caught fire. The suffocating heat followed, and the air boiled to the point where it was nearly impossible to breathe.

Her hesitation was brief.

If things continued like this, she would turn to ashes before the attack could even reach her.

‘…Freeze it.’

An ultimate attack formula conjured by a fire element wizard who had touched the truth.

It was beyond just imitating the sun; it was as if the sun itself had been miniaturized and descended.

Chwararararak!

She spun her ancient staff in a wide arc, lowering the surrounding temperature.

The true nature of this staff was the season of ‘winter’ itself.

But to block the sun, merely winter was not enough.

Even an ice age, or absolute zero, would not suffice.

Then.

Kiiiiiiiing!

Centered around Olivia, an immense force burst forth, as if to absorb all the power around her.

This phenomenon occurred as the world itself was converted into a magical furnace.

In an instant, Olivia’s body was left battered and torn.

The agony of temporarily merging with the world was beyond any comparison, more terrible than anything imaginable.

Pazzzzz!

Amidst the raging blue magical light, Olivia looked up at the sun and slowly raised both hands.

Each time she reached a new world line, a new solution was drawn.

With every cycle, the ‘truth’ she arrived at was different.

Therefore, the realizations were naturally also different every time.

Once she froze the world; at another time, she froze a concept; at another, she froze space, time…

Tsk tsk tsk tsk tsk tsk!

All perception.

Was frozen.

[Everything]


[Frozen]

A world where everything freezes.

Simultaneously, a ritual far beyond human reason illuminated behind Olivia.

[Transcendent Magic, Destruction]

Thus, the sun lost its light and vanished.



 
  
    Chapter 184: She had finally appeared.


The sky, darkened by Olivia’s magic. Beyond it, the false sun of Aria, splitting apart and revealing its core.

Leaving the slowly crumbling sun behind, Olivia slowly advanced toward Aria.

Crack, crack…!

In a world where the concept of time had frozen, she was the only one who could move.

Everyone else had turned gray and remained frozen in place.

In this halted world, merely maintaining one’s consciousness consumed an immense amount of magical power.

Even archmages couldn’t withstand the horizon of time for even a moment.

That burden was not something she could easily overcome, even with her deep understanding of truth.

Her slow movements were a measure to minimize that burden.

Zzt, zzt…!

As Olivia approached Aria, who had been silently keeping her eyes closed like a frozen statue, Aria slowly lifted her eyelids.

“…Impressive.”

Surprisingly, Aria had not lost consciousness.

The truths she had realized were twofold: one related to flames and the other to time.

She had likely used time-related magic among them.

“Freezing… not just time… but every concept… perceptible by humans…”

“….”

But that didn’t mean she was entirely unaffected.

Aria’s speech was slower than usual, and her movements were even more sluggish—almost to the point of being considered stationary.

“How… are you… unaffected?”

“Because it’s the magic I cast.”

Aria shook her head very slowly, as if to say that explanation wasn’t sufficient.

“No matter who the caster is… if the target is the world… you can’t be unaffected. That’s… a fundamental principle.”

Tick, tock.

A sound resembling the ticking of a clock’s second hand could be heard from somewhere.

Olivia, realizing where the sound was coming from, chuckled softly.

“Trying to buy time?”

“Not… entirely wrong.”

The ticking sound behind Aria grew much faster than it had been initially.

“But I am curious. Even if you’ve reached the truth… you can’t completely… ignore the world’s laws.”

As the intervals between the ticks shortened, Aria’s speech gradually returned to its normal pace.

Aria’s gaze, which had only been following Olivia all this time, for the first time accurately measures Olivia’s position.

As if she were finally aligned with the right time.

It wasn’t that the world’s timeline had been restored to its original state. It had only been adjusted to match Olivia’s unfrozen timeline.

Having chosen a relatively simple method, she was able to regain her senses so quickly.

Aria glared at Olivia with a piercing look.

“It’s impossible unless you’ve half-shed the shackles of mortality. What in the world… did you do?”

“Well…”

Olivia trailed off, diverting her gaze to the surroundings.

Even at this moment, she was endlessly pouring out magic, but perhaps because Aria alone had escaped control, the world around them began to rapidly return to life.

‘…There’s no benefit in maintaining this any longer.’

After all, the reason for using this magic in the first place was to eliminate Aria’s illusional sun, not to attack Aria herself.

In a world where everything is frozen, even the concept of ‘attack’ doesn’t apply.

“If you’re curious, ask the emperor inside you.”

“…What?”

“He would know.”

Any further conversation was pointless.

Olivia quickly decided to dispel the magic and extract clues from Aria.

[Until the Demon King’s descent…]

Time was running out.

Crackle, crackle…!

The frozen time and space swelled and instantly returned to their original state.

The world, which had been dyed in gray, regained its color in an instant. The magic and air that had been stagnant in one place returned to their rightful positions.

“Hoo…”

Olivia, enduring the pain that felt as if her whole body was boiling, reached out her hand toward the floating staff in the air.

“Let’s end this soon.”

***

Rebekah closed her eyes and then opened them.

In that fleeting moment, the world had turned gray and then reverted back to normal.

“The, the sun is gone!”

“Do not panic…! It was only an illusion!”

“We’re all going to dieeee!”

Rebekah swallowed dryly and looked around. Did no one else notice? What exactly happened in that fleeting moment?

“…….”

The blazing sun had vanished, and the sky remained calm, as if nothing had happened.

As the searing heat dissipated, a cold chill touched her skin.

A sky soaked in stillness.

In that space where only the sound of Glaceon’s wings could be heard, Rebekah bit her lip and looked around.

The air was cold.

It wasn’t just because she was riding on the back of the White Dragon. It was crisper, a familiar kind of cold.

“……Glaceon.”

[I felt it too.]

With those words, something seemed ready to surge up from within.

Was it because it was a meeting of a completely unexpected kind?

“Please.”

Whoosh! 

As Glaceon flapped her wings wide, the air flipped, and a fierce wind enveloped Rebekah. She gripped tightly with both hands to hold herself in place.

In an instant, they soared above the clouds, and Rebekah’s eyes caught sight of a woman.

With every step closer, a devastating, icy magic power wound around her body.


The intensity and overwhelming certainty embedded in the magic were enough to make Rebekah feel a sense of nostalgia.

A faint voice echoed from behind Rebekah.

“If you get any closer, you might freeze to death.”

It was a voice she had never heard before. Rebekah, startled, turned to look behind her.

A woman with bronzed skin was gazing down at her, holding a long pipe in her hand.

Suspended effortlessly at an impossible height, her mere presence was proof of her strength.

The Great Witch, Aurelia.

At last, she had arrived at this battlefield.

Glaceon stopped advancing and bared her teeth at Aurelia.

She had realized that the woman before her was no ordinary human.

But Aurelia received the wary gaze of the saint and the dragon without any concern.

“Don’t look at me like that. I came because Olivia asked me to.”

“…….”

“I know you’re happy to see Olivia after so long, but if you go over there, you’ll only get in the way.”

Rebekah opened her mouth to say something to Aurelia, but Aurelia shook her head.

“Olivia asked me. She told me to stop anyone coming up, no matter the reason.”

She always makes me do the hard work, doesn’t she?

Aurelia muttered to herself as she formed a hand sign and gathered her energy. At the same time, a large summoning circle appeared in midair.

The purple light flickered in the summoning circle, and as it vanished, a massive red dragon with its mouth agape appeared beside Aurelia.

[……Kraaaaagh!]

Every time the red dragon roared, hot flames churned inside its throat.

“……This guy is always so loud.”

Aurelia clicked her tongue and threw out a talisman carelessly. The talisman circled around the dragon at regular intervals, creating a transparent barrier.

Glaceon was shocked upon recognizing the red dragon’s identity.

[H-How did you get Elias…?]

“It’s a dragon after all.”

A creature capable of destroying a kingdom with a mere twist of its body, but to Aurelia, it was hardly an impressive opponent.

After all, it wasn’t the first or second time she had fought Elias.

[How dare you…!!]

Elias’s eyes glinted with fury as they fixed on Aurelia.

A chilling situation, facing the full force of the Dragon Lord’s murderous intent.

But Aurelia continued as if she felt nothing.

“Ever since you were sealed in there, you haven’t been able to control your strength. It’s going to hurt a lot, and I don’t want to see you guys, who sided with Olivia, get crushed.”

‘…I should have put up a barrier sooner.’

Arriving much later than expected had led to this mess.

However, Aurelia had her reasons.

She had only just remembered what had happened during Olivia’s last ‘non-killing’ round.

“So, if you understand, go down to the ground.”

“But…!”

“Saintess, you have a different role to play.”

Aurelia could sense it instinctively. The ominous signs had been there even before she arrived on the battlefield.

“Soon, the demons will…”

Before she could finish speaking, a deafening roar erupted from the ground.

Crack!

The sky began to darken as her vision grew hazy.

An eclipse unfolding without any warning. At the same time, a pitch-black scar appeared in the sky, pouring down horribly polluted dimensional debris onto the ground.

Everyone dropped their weapons and looked up at the sky in shock.

Thud, thud.

Something kept falling. It piled up higher than mountains in no time and undulated like a living creature.

Soldiers were terrified by the Demon King that swept over them. Instinctively, they knew.

If touched by it, they would turn into something other than human.

“No, no!”

“Aaaargh!”

“My… my body…!”

The sound of flesh melting filled the air.

Teeth chattering. Bones cracking.

“…Ha.”

Aurelia twisted her lips.

Ominous, dreadful, disgusting, hideous creatures from the demon realm.

And then.


“Aaah…”

The Demon King.

“Greetings, mortals.”

Asmodeus.

She had finally appeared.



 
  
    Chapter 185: Reach the Ending


The moment they faced Asmodeus, all the soldiers instinctively thought of one word.

Demon King.

“Ah, aaah…”

Some of them began to back away unconsciously, trying to flee. No matter how elite the soldiers were, they could not withstand the overwhelming demonic energy that the Demon King exuded.

Fear, terror…

These were the emotions that Asmodeus relished the most.

“…Hmm.”

Asmodeus, resting her chin in mid-air, casually flicked her fingers.

That was enough. The writhing flesh suddenly multiplied, spewing out thousands of monsters. Following their king’s command, the monsters began to run, aiming to kill everything that was ‘alive.’

[Screeee…!]

A mass of grotesque monsters squirmed, their legs writhing hideously. With every movement, the screams of crushed monsters unable to withstand the pressure tore through the soldiers’ minds.

Some could not hold on and collapsed on the spot. Though the fear did not rage like a dragon’s breath, the emotional turmoil was unavoidable.

[Demon King…]

A voice suddenly emerged. Beyond the dimensional rift created to connect the Demon Realm and the Human World, the Great Demon Belphegor appeared. Asmodeus twitched her eyebrows as she looked at Belphegor.

“…Why?”

[I have gathered all the demons… Shall we march immediately?]

Asmodeus tapped the throne made of flesh lightly. At this gesture, Belphegor, startled, appeared before Asmodeus and bowed his head.

Asmodeus’s eyes gleamed with a sharp light.

“Why. Do you wish to fight?”

At the probing question, Belphegor swallowed dryly.

Until just a few months ago, Asmodeus was an Great Demon. She was originally known as an oddity even among the Great Demons.

A demon who had the right to challenge the Demon King but did not.

It wasn’t just that she hadn’t challenged for a few decades or centuries. During the time the throne changed hands seven times, Asmodeus never once challenged for the position of the Demon King.

Simply because she wasn’t interested.

Of course, many Great Demons were dissatisfied with this. The former Duke of the East felt that way, and so did the Duke before him in the West. They all challenged Asmodeus to a duel without exception, and all died.

The one who had maintained the second rank in the Demon World for countless eons.

From the moment she lived longer than the Demon King, her mere existence alone threatened the authority of the Demon King.

Such was she who suddenly declared her intention to become the Demon King.

To be honest, many thought that, no matter how strong Asmodeus was, she wasn’t quite on par with the Demon King. However… it was a miscalculation.

The battle that lasted for three days ended the moment Asmodeus ripped the Demon King’s head from his spine. While other demons were merely impressed, Belphegor thought differently.

The battle had been one-sided. The reason it lasted for three days was that Asmodeus had wanted it to.

Belphegor silently looked down at the earth. When he first descended to the south, most humans were weak. There were some strong individuals, but only Olivia had been strong enough to damage his true form.

But now, it was different.

He felt powerful presences everywhere, strong enough to destroy him. As much as he desired the souls of humans, Belphegor was a demon who valued his life. With two Great Demons stronger than him already gone, he wasn’t foolish enough to rush into battle.

[…It’s all right.]

“Hmm… Hearing you say that makes me want to send them even more.”

Asmodeus whispered to Belphegor with a sly smile.

“Let’s see… Do you see it over there, in the sky?”

Belphegor turned his head in the direction Asmodeus’s finger was pointing. Unconsciously, he furrowed his brow.

High in the sky, someone was leaping from the body of a White Dragon. At the same moment, pure white wings unfurled.

It was dangerous. Despite the vast distance, Belphegor instinctively understood.

‘…Holy power?’

The aura emanating from that small girl was not something even a great demon could easily dismiss. Belphegor’s face stiffened.

“Bring that one to me.”

[The Saintess… you mean?]

Asmodeus smiled. This insidious demon was commanding something beyond his current capability.

[But…]

“I promise not to kill it while we’re fighting. How’s that?”

Belphegor had no choice. To extend his life by even a single second, he summoned all the demons and monsters he had prepared in advance.

Sssss…

A sound like a snake slithering on the ground could be heard.

“……”

At some point, the soldiers realized a massive shadow was looming over the sky.

A body made entirely of darkness. A gigantic serpent, hundreds of meters long, was silently staring at something.

The overwhelming pressure felt as if a massive skyscraper were writhing right before their eyes.

Belphegor, who had descended in his true form, glared at his target with his enormous red eyes.

[…Kill the Saintess.]

Whish!

As the wind roared, the high-ranking demons lined up below Belphegor leaped all at once. Surrounded by light, their eight magnificent wings shone brilliantly. Having lived as a great demon for centuries, Belphegor knew better than anyone what that meant.

Even high-ranking demons could not withstand such a concentration of holy power for even a moment.

But a moment was all he needed.

The wave of monsters pouring in would soon overwhelm the human army, and the Saintess would choose to save them rather than kill him.

Because she was a Saintess.

Rebekha bit her lip hard.

‘Just a little more… just a little more!’

Her enemy was right in front of her, but too many obstacles were in her way.

Rebekha spread her wings wide. She accelerated, clasping her hands in front of her chest as if in prayer.

The goddess’s blessing enveloped Rebekha’s body, and the high-ranking demons charging at her wildly were instantly flung away.

The demons were not her match. Their aura of malice was certainly not ordinary, but it could not compare to hers, clad in the body of an angel.

The Great demon glaring at her from beyond was the same. No matter how deep their darkness, it could not shine brighter than her light.

But.

If things continued this way, countless people would be swept away by the monsters.

“Aaaah!”

The tip of her spear trembled. Rebekha roared as she kicked off into the air.

At the moment her agony ended.

Rebekah had become a pure white comet. The wave of monsters surged like a tide, and the comet crashed right at the center of it. The impact, powerful enough to rival a grand spell, swept the monsters away.

“Order of the Paladins!”

Rebekah raised the holy spear.

“Charge!”


Asmodeus watched it all unfold.

She watched the disorganized Order of the Paladins gather. She saw the Sword Saint hunting down a giant monster on his own. She witnessed Belphegor unleashing a breath and summoning specters.

The monsters continued to multiply in number. Even though the Order of the Paladins had finally come to their senses, defeat seemed inevitable unless they cooperated with the Imperial Army. Of course, there were powerful individuals who could single-handedly change the tide of battle, but they were all too preoccupied with their own opponents.

Asmodeus turned her gaze to the sky. She no longer had any interest in what was happening on the ground.

She had not become a Demon King to slaughter such lowly creatures.

[You weren’t smiling when you died.]

A human who had retained their consciousness against a demonic entity.

[Claiming you couldn’t possibly feel fear, denying it until the very end.]

…It was displeasing.

The reason she had secretly met with the princess in the first place was to kill that insolent human who spouted nonsense. Of course, things hadn’t gone as planned.

At that very moment.

Something fell from the sky.

Golden hair fluttered weakly.

A uniform, scorched as if struck by lightning, lay in tatters.

As Asmodeus realized the identity of the falling figure, her eyes widened slightly.

“Princess…?”

The next moment, a chilling coldness flashed behind Asmodeus’s back.

And pierced straight through her heart.

***

Olivia wiped the blood from her lips. Defeating Aria had taken more strength than she expected.

“…Still, it’s enough.”

It didn’t matter why that wretched Asmodeus was sitting on the Demon King’s throne. Whoever the Demon King was, they were destined to die for her to reach the ‘ending.’

Her will soon turned into reality. The Demon King’s throne froze over, and at the same time, spikes erupted from all sides, piercing Asmodeus’s body dozens of times.


Crack! Crack!

Asmodeus raised herself and narrowly dodged all the attacks in an instant. She hadn’t expected them to hit her anyway.

The opponent was at the pinnacle of demonic power. If such a light attack had landed, it would have been disappointing on her part.

‘She’s coming.’

As soon as she thought that, Asmodeus was already right in front of her.



 
  
    Chapter 186: Immortal Demon King


“A rather intense welcome, don’t you think?”

Asmodeus spoke. Even though she was directly in front, her voice sounded as if it were a whisper beside her.

“What if I hadn’t dodged?”

“If you wanted a proper welcome, you shouldn’t have summoned those monsters in the first place.”

“If that’s the case, you brought along quite a few humans yourself. I’m a demon king, after all. I need to keep up appearances, don’t I?”

Asmodeus gave a coy smile.

“But, did you know I was coming here?”

“More or less.”

There is enough magic power.

“I never expected you’d hold me in such high regard. To bring so many humans like this… If I had known, I would have prepared something too.”

“No need for that.”

“…Why?”

“Because those people weren’t gathered here to stop you.”

Asmodeus tilted her head.

“…Then, for whom…?”

As she spoke, Asmodeus glanced at Olivia. She attempted to read Olivia’s intentions using her demonic eyes, but as usual, it didn’t work. Asmodeus’ lips twitched.

“Indeed, you are peculiar for a human. Not just because my eyes of enchantment don’t work on you, but also because you withstood the descent of the demon god while unconscious. Did you truly receive some divine protection?”

There was no response. Asmodeus looked at Olivia with a sullen expression.

Inwardly, Asmodeus held Olivia in high regard. The strongest human she had ever encountered. Even compared to the former Demon King she met in the ranking battle a few months ago, Olivia was on a different level.

‘But that’s not enough.’

It’s far from enough. Asmodeus now had transcended the level of the undead and had become the very embodiment of immortality.

No matter how many transcendents who had reached the truth of two realms, or formidable ones had gathered, it wouldn’t change anything.

Olivia could not defeat her.

‘I hope she lasts as long as possible.’

Ultimately, the battle would end the moment Olivia broke.

Of course, Olivia would not break easily. She certainly possessed a mental strength strong enough to withstand the descent of the demon god.

A slight tremor ran through Asmodeus’ fingertips as she thought about this. It was excitement, knowing that the long-awaited moment had finally arrived.

She had endured a lot. Now, it was time to reap the harvest.

Asmodeus’ eyes were filled with a sticky, lingering emotion.

[Preceding Quest (2) – ‘I Won’t Let a Single One Die’ has been cleared!]

Olivia gazed at the notification window that floated above her sight.

A quest that succeeded if all 15 regressors survived until the Demon King’s descent. Rewards followed immediately, but Olivia felt no emotion.

Memories imprinted from random iterations, the opening of the third preceding quest…

Now that she had a rough idea of what the main quest entailed, these meant little.

[Olivia. What should I do now?]

Aurelia’s voice rang from somewhere. Even though the other regressors were preoccupied with their battles against demons and monsters, Aurelia kept her clear gaze fixed on Olivia.

Olivia could guess the reason.

[Go help Rebekah.]

[What about you?]

[You know. It’s best if I fight alone right now.]

There was a brief pause before Aurelia responded.

Because she knows better than anyone what will happen next, she must be hesitating to answer.

[…Fine. Do as you wish.]

[Thank you.]

[However, I won’t stop the others from going to help you.]

A resigned tone. She seemed slightly angry.

“……”

Olivia maintained a silent smile.

[…I’m leaving.]

After the short reply, Aurelia’s figure vanished. The next moment, an ancient giant appeared in the middle of the battlefield and swept over the monsters.

As Asmodeus quietly watched the scene, he asked,

“How did you bring that person here?”

“Why? Are you jealous that I did something you couldn’t?”

At that answer, Asmodeus quietly laughed. However, her eyes grew much fiercer than they had been a moment ago.

“Yes, I am.”

In an instant, the sky darkened. It resembled the demon realm. The only thing visible was Asmodeus’s red eyes.

“She was a human I had my eye on for a long time.”

Olivia could guess what Asmodeus was talking about.

Aurelia of today was a ‘Great Sorceress,’ but originally, her epithet was ‘Great Witch.’ The reason she was called the Great Witch was because…

‘She had made a pact with Asmodeus.’

Of course, it wasn’t a fair pact. It was an unfair contract, forcibly made under the threat of power.

That was why, even though Aurelia was a witch, she harbored hatred toward demons and could betray them without hesitation.

“I had forgotten about her since she disappeared, but I didn’t expect to see her here.”

Feeling the blatant gaze, Aurelia turned her head to stare at Asmodeus. In the next moment, her middle finger suddenly shot up from her outstretched fist.

Her Psychic command echoed again.

[Kill her quickly. I don’t want to see that bastard’s face.]

The command wasn’t directed solely at Olivia. Aurelia had deliberately split her Psychic message in two and shot it toward different directions.

Asmodeus, who had been frozen as if buffering for a moment, finally opened her mouth after several seconds.

“How dare you… A mere mortal dares to insult me…?”

Crack!

An overwhelming killing intent erupted, pressing down on the sky. The priests, who had been chanting prayers, collapsed like dolls with their strings cut, blood flowing from their noses and eyes.

There was no more time to waste.

The preparations were complete.

[Using transcendent magic, ‘Double Fusion.’]

[Fusion Elements: Lightning Stream, Ice Crystal.]

Swish!

Blue wings sprouted from both of Olivia’s shoulders. Following Olivia’s will, they grew larger and spread wide.

[Transcendent Magic: Celestial Wings.]

Ice fragments began to scatter from the wings on her back. Each time they fluttered, the feathers decorated the sky.


Crackling!

Olivia’s mana pierced through the demonic aura surrounding Asmodeus. Her body, with a hole in the chest, was pushed back.

When the smoke cleared, the hole in Asmodeus’s chest had vanished without a trace. Only her lips, stained red with blood, proved that she had been wounded just a moment ago.

“…I see. You struck first.”

Asmodeus’s eyes narrowed. Though she briefly felt a chill at the sensation of her heart being pierced, she felt no pain. Her senses had dulled after living for eternity.

“Olivia.”

Asmodeus spoke with a smirk. The demonic aura surrounding her began to rage violently. A massive explosion erupted between Olivia and Asmodeus.

Boom!

Feathers scattered in all directions, brimming with immense magical power. The dark cloud, formed by the demonic energy of Asmodeus, quivered and trembled.

The moment hundreds of strands of mana fluttering in the air shot forth at a terrifying speed, connecting to every feather scattered by Olivia.

Flash!

The dark cloud shattered all at once, and a massive pillar of light engulfed Asmodeus.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Dozens of lightning strikes poured down every second. With each struggle of Asmodeus, the feathers cleverly shifted positions to maintain the binding spell.

A sealing formation that changed organically according to the situation. It was a bizarre feat made possible only because each feather was imbued with mana of a grand scale.

Despite being a meticulously crafted spell, Asmodeus easily twisted her body, severing the strands of mana in chunks.

Beyond the flashing lightning, Olivia kept a close eye on Asmodeus’ movements. Under the relentless onslaught of lightning, Asmodeus’ body left no trace. Not a single piece of flesh, not even a hint of demonic energy, remained.

However, Olivia, without changing her expression, spread her senses in all directions.

The next moment, as a chill ran down her spine, she sensed killing intent.

Swoosh!

Crimson demonic energy shot from beyond her perception, swallowing Olivia whole.

The demon lord’s energy itself possessed the properties of decay and corrosion. The moment it touched her, her body would be torn apart and rot simultaneously.

“I’ve got you.”

Asmodeus thrust her face into Olivia’s shield. Her body was being reconstructed in real-time.

Sizzle…

The shield, in contact with Asmodeus’ demonic energy, began to melt away helplessly.

Faced with a much stronger demonic energy than expected, Olivia faintly furrowed her brows.

“Ahaha…!”

Asmodeus giggled, laughing. Even as her body was being electrocuted in real-time, she felt no pain at all.

With a chilling sound, Asmodeus’ sharp claws attempted to pierce through Olivia’s body.

Slash!

A sword strike came from somewhere, narrowly deflecting all those attacks.

“Sorry, Olivia.”

A calm voice that didn’t match the battlefield’s atmosphere at all.


“I was too late.”

Recognizing the weapon in his hand, Olivia let out a faint sigh.

“I told you not to come…”

He was a master of such high caliber that he could stand upon air itself, and a swordsman strong enough to face the demonic energy emanating from the demon lord head-on.

The Sword Saint, Kiel Rothschild, had arrived to support Olivia.



 
  
    Chapter 187: Immortal Demon King -2


Boom!

A clash of strength against strength.

As Asmodeus and Kiel vanished from their positions, they produced dozens of sparks.

Thudududududu!

‘…I won’t last much longer.’

Kiel’s eyes narrowed as he blocked Asmodeus’s attacks. The demonic energy of the Demon King was different from that of other monsters. Just standing nearby made it feel like his body was burning.

If his body felt like this, what would happen to the sword that clashed directly with Asmodeus?

Even though he condensed his aura to the maximum, it was, quite literally, melting away.

Kiel’s decision was swift.

At the moment Asmodeus appeared right in front of him, Kiel, without hesitation, threw his greatsword. Asmodeus tilted his head to avoid the attack.

A swordsman throwing his sword? Just as a look of curiosity rose in Asmodeus’s eyes, Kiel’s hand emerged from behind his back. Before the hand was even fully drawn, Asmodeus had already spotted the weapon in it.

It was a type of sword she had never seen before. A blade radiating brilliant light. It wasn’t just aura forming the shape of a sword. The powerful energy emanating from it couldn’t be compared to such crude creations.

“Oh?”

Asmodeus involuntarily let out a sound of admiration. At first, she thought it was just a foolish human, but it seemed she had been mistaken.

Strong. Even Baphomet, who ranked 4th, or Agares, who ranked 3rd, would not be able to face this human.

‘If I hadn’t become the Demon King, he would have been troublesome.’

Woosh! Asmodeus’s body was engulfed in a dark crimson flame. The fire, created from the Demon King’s energy, transformed into a long sword. Asmodeus grasped the newly formed sword.

“How did you know I preferred close combat?”

Kiel narrowed his eyes at Asmodeus’s appearance.

Although most words spoken by demons were lies, the moment he saw Asmodeus’s stance, he realized.

This was not the posture of someone who had only picked up a sword for a day or two.

As soon as Asmodeus held the sword, her aura began to change. Up until now, she had been like an unrelenting storm, but now…

‘She’s become much sharper.’

Was she focusing more on speed than power?

“You think too much.”

Flash!

Before Kiel could finish his thought, Asmodeus swiftly closed the gap and smiled.

“And now, you’re wide open.”

The speed was far beyond what Kiel had anticipated, and he let out a gasp of astonishment. But his body reacted instantly, almost like a machine.

Clang!

Their blades clashed.

Asmodeus’s other hand aimed for Kiel’s chest, swinging forward.

As a greatsword is a two-handed weapon, Asmodeus had timed her attack perfectly to exploit the gap.

But Olivia wasn’t just standing idly by.

Using consecutive blinks, she grabbed Kiel by the back of his neck and shoved him backward, surrounding her body with electric energy to deflect Asmodeus’s attack.

Immediately, Olivia widened the distance between herself and Asmodeus. Asmodeus, expecting this, quickly closed in on her.

The distance between them shrank in an instant.

In the extreme situation, Olivia’s intuition led her to the best solution. If she continued to retreat like this, she would soon be caught. So, she decided to take the risk and charge in reverse.

She couldn’t just focus on the sword. Asmodeus was a demon who could switch her attack methods at any time. It wouldn’t be surprising if she suddenly turned her sword into a fist.

Crackle…!

Electric energy swirled around Olivia. There was no need to reach out.

The surrounding magic was under Olivia’s control. All magic in her vicinity was both her sword and her shield.

A storm of lightning gathered around her.

[Roar…!]

[Screech, screech…!]

Even the simple gathering of mana crushed the flesh of the monsters, forcing them to writhe and scream in agony.

In close quarters, so close that she could hear her opponent’s breathing, Olivia used consecutive blinks to flip her body and move behind Asmodeus, grabbing his head.

Thunk.

“Shall we make a bet?”

“Crackling…!”

Around Olivia’s hand, the lightning she had been concentrating began to stir fiercely.

“We’ll see whether my magic runs out first or your regeneration stops first.”

“……!!!”

At the same moment Asmodeus’s eyes shot open.

Crash!

Countless lightning bolts rained down from the sky, slamming directly into Asmodeus’s body and unleashing a shockwave.

The overwhelming impact drove Asmodeus’s body straight into the ground.

Boom!

Normally, the lightning would dissipate the moment it touched the ground, but Olivia’s magic, imbued with her will, easily ignored that natural law.

‘This won’t be enough.’

Sensing the writhing dark energy deep underground, Olivia frowned.

‘Why did that damn bastard suddenly become the Demon King?’

According to the original plan, they should have already eliminated the Demon King and regrouped the army. However, Asmodeus’s sudden ascension to the rank of Demon King had derailed everything.

The Demon King was already known for an unmatched regenerative ability, but Asmodeus had gone a step further, becoming an immortal being.

It was only a one-letter difference, but that difference was immense.

Asmodeus, the incarnation of immortality, would continue to revive as long as she wished.

The lightning, which had been madly burrowing into the ground, suddenly stopped advancing. Then, in a moment—

Zap…!

It overflowed.

The lightning, now corrupted and blackened, surged in the opposite direction, attempting to engulf Olivia.

The dark energy had evolved from merely corrupting objects to now even eroding her magic, a terrifying force.

Rumble…!

But instead of dodging the lightning that Asmodeus had launched, Olivia summoned an ancient staff and froze the lightning itself.

Crackling!

A gigantic ice pillar appeared in the middle of the battlefield. Trapped inside, the blackened lightning writhed as if it were alive.

But only for a brief moment.

Boom!

The ice pillar shattered in an instant, and from beneath it, Asmodeus emerged.

Instead of reacting with surprise, Olivia twisted the cold energy around her like a braided rope.


Sharply formed ice shards shot forward.

Shhhk!

Asmodeus’s brow furrowed, and dark crimson blood spurted, but that was all.

In fact, Asmodeus smirked, inserting her fingers into the wound and stretching her smile wide.

“Do you really think you can win this bet?”

Crack!

Without replying, Olivia once again pierced Asmodeus’s head with her ice shards.

“……Hmm. I don’t care much for women who play hard to get.”

Casually brushing her hair aside, she slowly approached her.

“Give up. There’s absolutely no way you can win.”

“And why do you think that?”

“Just as your side has the Goddess of Light, we demons also have our own god.”

A smirk tugged at Asmodeus’ lips.

“The Demon God will soon descend upon this world.”

As if in ecstasy, she hugged her own shoulders tightly.

“When he descends, you’ll realize it was better with me. Humans will be crushed like insects, and unbelievers will suffer forever, denied even the mercy of death.”

“It doesn’t sound much different from what you’re doing now.”

“Heh heh… Is that so?”

“Still, there’s one thing I’m certain of.”

Olivia’s gaze, full of derision, met Asmodeus’. Her sneer was filled with the confidence that she knew nothing.

“At the very least… I know more about the Demon God than you do.”

“Oh, really? And what makes you think that?”

“For starters, you’ve never even met the Demon God. You’ve lived for millennia as an Great Demon.”

As if struck where it hurt, Asmodeus’ eyes flickered briefly. Olivia didn’t give her a chance to speak.

“But I have met her.”

“…”

“You know, the moment I was offered as a sacrifice to summon the Demon God, I was bound to meet him.”

Olivia smiled as she said this.

“Here’s a question. Why did I wake up, and not the Demon God?”

A long silence followed.

Asmodeus, as always, lifted the corners of her mouth.

But her eyes weren’t smiling.

“From here on, you’d better be careful with your words.”

“Why? Do you think anything will change?”

A sharp sneer spread across Olivia’s lips.

They hadn’t been holding back before, and both were already intent on killing each other. A few choice words wouldn’t change that.

And more than anything…

“You don’t even truly serve the Demon God.”

In the silence, Asmodeus’ body trembled violently.

It wasn’t out of anger.

It was more like being struck by the truth.

“Hah… Ahaha, hahaha!”

Even amidst the raging storm, Asmodeus’ laughter echoed through the sky.

“Sigh…”

After laughing for a while, Asmodeus stared at Olivia.

“You really are… always surprising me. How did you know?”


Olivia, still smiling, responded.

“Curious?”

Asmodeus nodded.

“Then beat us.”

“Us?” As Asmodeus’ eyes filled with confusion, a slicing sound echoed, and her vision flipped.
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Immediately after, the lightning shot from the tips of Olivia’s fingers accelerated Kiel’s form and struck Asmodeus’s body.

The functionality of lightning as an offensive magic and as a support magic is fundamentally different. Not only does it enhance speed, but it also pushes judgment and reflexes to their utmost limits.

Of course, this all assumes that the recipient’s body is sturdy enough to withstand the lightning.

‘Normally, that’s why it can’t be used.’

Kiel was one of the rare exceptions.

Crackle!

For a brief moment, Asmodeus allowed herself to be struck, but soon countered by releasing dark energy from her hands.

However, before her attack could even reach Kiel, it was blocked by a cube of ice that appeared in its path. The cube shattered into pieces, some of which embedded themselves in Asmodeus’s eyes, and with Olivia’s precise support, the unaffected Kiel charged once again.

Crack!

The muscles of Asmodeus’s arm, which collided with Kiel’s sword, burst, and the bones shattered. The electric energy coursing through Kiel’s sword did not dissipate into the ground but remained within, disrupting Asmodeus’s dark energy.

“Have you changed your attack style?”

The combination of a front and rear assault was a well-formed strategy. Certainly, it was far more troublesome than facing Olivia alone.

It was too seamless to be something hastily thrown together. Olivia perfectly supported Kiel’s movements, blocking off any attack routes and constantly disrupting the flow with her magic whenever an opening appeared.

Indeed, it was troublesome. If it had been befores she became a Demon King, she might not have won against this combination.

But now, things were different. Even in what seemed like a perfect combination, there was still a flaw.

“How long do you think you can hold out?”

Asmodeus asked, not to Olivia, but to Kiel.

Instead of answering, Kiel continued to attack, gasping for breath.

He couldn’t waste his strength on something as trivial as a reply. The only reason this battle was even happening was thanks to Olivia’s support.

But the moment he wavered, this delicate balance would collapse.

Cut. Cut. Cut…!

Kiel’s sword moved even more fluidly, in a state of perfect selflessness.

“Don’t mind me, just keep going!” 

Olivia’s shout echoed from behind him.

Dark aura surged. The veins in Kiel’s arm holding the sword burst.

Ratatatatatat!

The relentless barrage continued. Kiel twisted his joints unnaturally, desperately keeping up the clash. His consciousness couldn’t keep up with the speed of his body. Without Olivia’s support, he would have collapsed long ago.

Even as he coughed up blood, Kiel refused to let go of the hilt.

[Spatial Sword Technique – 5th Form]

[Severance]

The sword shot up endlessly into the sky, before plunging down in a strike.

“This is a bit…”

Before Asmodeus could finish her sentence.

Boooom!

With a massive impact, Asmodeus’s body was split in two.

A collision of overwhelming mass.

A strike so powerful that it pierced through the crust and almost reached the mantle.

Crackling noises…

Kiel, barely able to catch his breath, broke out in a cold sweat. No matter how infinitely regenerating the Demon King might be, now that he was cut off from the world, he wouldn’t be able to regenerate immediately.

Olivia, who had approached him at some point, handed him a potion.

“Drink it. There’s only about 10 seconds left, at most.”

“What…?”

“Did you think it was over already? Get a grip. A Demon King isn’t something that can be wiped out so easily.”

Kiel clenched and unclenched his fist a few times.

“Do you… know a way to kill an enemy that can’t die?”

“Asmodeus doesn’t exactly not die.”

“…?”

“She just keeps coming back to life, as much as she wants, endlessly.”

It was only then that Kiel realized the sensation he had felt during the battle wasn’t an illusion. That peculiar feeling he got whenever he took the life of an enemy. He had felt it several times while fighting Asmodeus.

He thought it had been a mistake.

“Then what do we do?”

“We kill her. Over and over until she wants to be destroyed. That’s the only way to eliminate an immortal being.”

“Just the two of us won’t be enough. We need the Saintess—”

“Don’t.”

Kiel turned his head at Olivia’s cold voice, her expression hard as ice.

“Didn’t you hear what Asmodeus said? Next comes a Demon God. It’s enough for just the two of us to wear ourselves out.”

“…”

“If the two of us can’t take down the Demon King, this world’s as good as done.”

Now Kiel understood why they hadn’t used spatial magic to summon reinforcements. That was the reason.

At a loss for words, Kiel stared at the blood wriggling on the ground. It had already regenerated that much, despite leaving no trace earlier.

There was no need to guess how powerful the Demon God would be when it arrived.

It would undoubtedly be far stronger than the Demon King.

Now fully grasping the situation, Kiel didn’t ask any more questions.

He simply assumed his stance and prepared to counterattack at any moment.

As the writhing blood swelled and began to take on a familiar form…

Crack!

Kiel’s thigh muscles swelled rapidly as he prepared to strike down Asmodeus.

At that moment…

“Isn’t it unfair for you to be waiting like that?”

From the side, Asmodeus whispered softly.

Kiel’s reaction was swift. In an instant, he shifted his stance and swung his sword. Asmodeus’s body was sliced apart, coughing up blood.

When had she gotten so close?

Kiel’s mind raced. Even now, Asmodeus didn’t seem to be taking the fight seriously.

…Why wasn’t she blocking?

Sword strikes are launched. Bodies are torn apart and regenerate again.

At some point, Kiel’s eyes began to tremble.

He definitely slashed, but before the blade even came out of the body, the severed part reattached. He could block it, but he didn’t. He could dodge, but he didn’t.

“Is it over already?”

“……”


Even as his body was being torn apart, Asmodeus didn’t lose her smile. She moved her foot and kicked Kiel’s body.

Boom!

Even though he blocked it with his sword, Kiel’s body bounced off as if it had been thrown. Luckily, he managed to reduce the impact by driving his sword into the ground, or he would have been flung into the middle of the battlefield where monsters rampaged.

“It seems like I’ve seen enough.”

Asmodeus murmured as she crossed the space dozens of times in an instant, approaching Olivia.

“You should take a few hits too, to make it fair.”

Asmodeus threw a punch.

The speed was so extreme that sound couldn’t keep up. But it didn’t end there. The space distorted with the movement of Asmodeus’s fist.

It felt as if everything was being sucked into a single point. Olivia shuddered as she sensed the immense power hidden within.

‘…Insane.’

Biting her lip until it bled, Olivia calculated the best move she could make.

Changing the trajectory was impossible.

Nor could she cast a defensive spell strong enough to block such a devastating attack.

Then…

Olivia channeled her magic to its full potential. In response, her eyes emitted a blue glow.

Her heart pulsed, and her body, now a part of the world itself, began to go berserk. This was different from when she had fought Aria. Back then, she hadn’t unleashed her true full power.

There had been times when she’d drawn out her strength, but she had never done so with genuine intent to kill.

A fierce cold swirled around Olivia, centered on her. The wings on her shoulders expanded in an instant.

All of this happened in the blink of an eye.

Pushing her consciousness to its limit, she walked through the world, which seemed to flicker like an old film.

[Fusion]

Thousands, tens of thousands of lightning bolts were transformed into a giant sphere, which then began to rotate.

A spell she once used to penetrate the revolutionary’s kaleidoscope.

The pinnacle of lightning.

The primordial thunder, derived from the first light.

Boom!

The moment the two forces collided, light and darkness mixed, flashing brightly.

Both Olivia and Asmodeus were flung away, crashing into the ground on opposite sides.

“Ugh…!”

Olivia coughed up blood as she struggled to her feet. She had tried to minimize the damage as much as possible, but it seemed this was the best she could manage.

Her head felt like it was shaking uncontrollably. As she writhed in pain, a familiar laugh reached her ears.

“It’s only been one hit so far. Are you alright?”

Asmodeus, whose entire body was in tatters, laughed. Compared to Olivia, her condition was far worse. Her skin was charred beyond recognition, and her joints had torn through her bones.

Crack…

But even so, it quickly regenerates.

By now, I must have killed it dozens of times, but seeing it regenerate so effortlessly sends a chill down my spine.

“I told you. You cannot defeat me.”

Asmodeus approached Olivia with a soft smile.

“Olivia!”

Kiel shouted. His eyes widened as he charged toward Asmodeus.

As Asmodeus blocked the brutal sword strike that tore through space, he spoke.

“How romantic.”

In the next moment, Asmodeus spun in mid-air and swung her leg. 

Whack! 

With a chilling sound, Kiel was flung backward.

The blood Kiel spat scattered into the air.

“Now, it’s just the two of us, Olivia. There’s no one left to help you.”

“………”

“It seems I’ve won the bet. As for the prize… I suppose I can decide that as I please?”

Just as Asmodeus, confident in her victory, reached to grab Olivia by the throat—

She paused.

“…Oh?”

Asmodeus unknowingly took a half-step back. Something had changed.

“Afraid? Of me?”

Why? Confusion flashed across Asmodeus’s face.

“I knew it from the beginning. That taking you down… with just one spell, was nothing more than my arrogance.”

Sensing the shift in the air, Asmodeus’s eyes widened.

“Maybe… I’ve grown too fond of them, without realizing it.”

“……”

“I’ve been wondering for a long time if the choice I made was the right one.”


She had lied to Kiel. She hadn’t called for reinforcements, not to preserve the strength of others.

‘It was because I didn’t want them to see.’

Olivia’s blue eyes, which had been watching the regressor, slowly began to change color.

“Still, this feels right now.”

To a complete, jet black.
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At the moment when the pitch-black radiance burst from Olivia’s eyes, space and time began to fracture and collapse.

The halo floating above Olivia’s head also lost its light and started emitting an ominous black glow.

Asmodeus’ gaze wavered for the first time, realizing that something was going terribly wrong.

“This is… what in the world…”

The magic that had once pulsed around Olivia was unparalleled in its purity.

Her very presence had the power to purify, allowing her to perform extraordinary feats. However, it was this very purity that made her easily susceptible to Asmodeus’ demonic energy.

A canvas too white is easily stained.

But now, the force pulsing within Olivia’s heart was…

“How could a human like you…!!”

“Demonic energy isn’t something only demons or monsters can wield.”

Olivia swallowed the blood surging up her throat. The pain tearing through her organs was excruciating.

“If the conditions are met… even witches can use it.”

Borrowing demonic energy from a contracted demon to use as material for magic—this was the system of magic witches commonly relied on.

However, the demonic energy in Olivia was not something borrowed from another.

It was a miracle, where all the magic stored within her body had been transmuted into the same amount of demonic energy.

Even wizards who didn’t believe in gods called it an act of heresy, but this was the only option left.

“To give up everything you’ve built, brace yourself for the condemnation of all, and transcend two or more tiers of understanding…”

Olivia smiled.

“Only then can you even attempt it. It’s absurd, creating a medium…”

As Olivia reaffirmed this with her own lips, Asmodeus still couldn’t believe her words.

How could he? She had created demonic energy on her own. She hadn’t sacrificed her soul. She hadn’t offered up humans as sacrifices either…

The creation of a medium was something only gods could do. No matter how transcendent a wizard became, they could only use the world as a vessel, not create mana itself.

The same was true for even archdemons and demon kings.

Though the vessel to accept demonic energy could be expanded, the creation of demonic energy itself was impossible.

Asmodeus gritted her teeth. She had to figure out how she managed such a feat. Olivia was bleeding from all over her body, revealing her vulnerability in this very moment.

Asmodeus quickly made up her mind. She shaved off some of her demonic energy and shaped it into twin blades.

Just as she became a gust of wind to close the distance between them—

Boom!

As if she had been waiting, Olivia moved smoothly and drove her elbow into Asmodeus’ waist.

“Guhah!”

With a heavy thud, Asmodeus was slammed into the ground. Her body bounced from the impact, unable to react to the follow-up attack.

Boom!

Asmodeus’ figure, thrown dozens of meters away, suddenly reappeared behind Olivia.

“You think changing the medium would make any difference?!”

Slash!

Small wounds began appearing on Olivia’s body. Asmodeus was grinning wildly, but the movement of her blades told a different story.

She wasn’t merely aiming for gaps with elegant movements—she was leaping through space dozens of times to relentlessly press Olivia.

Her sword was designed purely for thoroughly humiliating and killing her opponent.

The moment she exposed any opening, her body would be skewered like a kebab.

“You don’t even know how to handle demonic energy!”

Olivia was focused solely on evading. Asmodeus found this only natural. No matter how much of a genius she was, one couldn’t master controlling demonic energy in just a day or two.

Olivia’s regeneration was too slow. It took so long that she could be compared to low-grade monsters.

Asmodeus’ lips curled upward into a sneer.

“As expected.”

If Olivia had created the demon using her own pure power, there was no way its regeneration ability would have been so pathetic.

It was obvious. That was merely the result of a series of coincidences.

Asmodeus, now certain, started giggling again.

Her narrowed field of vision returned to normal.

“I won’t kill you easily. Even for a moment, I was truly scared, you know.”

The humiliation of having felt fear toward a mere human. She had to release the anger born from that humiliation, no matter what.

Slash!

She severed the neck of a giant monster clashing with the Holy Knights nearby and gripped its still-beating heart, extracting its demonic energy.

The giant monster turned to ashes, and at the same time, a sharp scream rang out from behind her. It wasn’t from fear.

Asmodeus’ lips twitched upward. Yes, this is more like it.

“Wouldn’t it be better with an audience?”

Asmodeus had no intention of simply being satisfied with killing Olivia. Complete despair. She wanted to make her beg for mercy and live in eternal torment.

The first step was to ensure that all other humans knew of her fallen state.

That was why she had obliterated the giant monsters all at once. By killing them, the humans would be able to see Olivia clearly.

Not far away, the figure of the Saintess appeared. Even surrounded by thousands of monsters, she had remained unshaken, but the moment her gaze met Olivia’s, her eyes widened in horror, and she screamed in a desperate outcry.

She tried to tear through the monsters to reach Olivia, but there were too many, and all she could do was watch.

Asmodeus’ body trembled with excitement. The thrill of tearing down the bonds that humans had built over their entire lives in an instant.

Exhilarating.

“How does it feel, having your darkest secret exposed to everyone?”

Wings stained black. A halo emitting an ominous light…

Now, no one could deny that Olivia had fallen.

Cough!

Olivia had lost consciousness for a moment from Asmodeus’ attack.

‘How long have I been like this?’

She thought she could block it, but Asmodeus’ attack had been launched a split second faster than expected.

The price of allowing her strike was steep. Her aura had been half-devoured by the Demon King’s dark energy, and the unbearable pain made it difficult to even stand.

Thud.

Even in this moment, Olivia was fighting alone.

Her legs wouldn’t move. Even when she tried to push herself up, they gave out like broken machinery. Kiel gritted his teeth.

Hadn’t he sworn to protect her?

Crack!

Kiel tightly gripped the handle of his sword. Stabbing the sword into the ground as support, he somehow managed to stand.

Olivia would find the answer this time as well. She always did, even if the enemy couldn’t be killed by conventional means.

All he had to do was protect Olivia thoroughly.

Then they would win. If he could just do that———.


Someone stood before him.

The person he had vowed to protect.

The moment Kiel faced Olivia, a shrill sound escaped from his mouth.

“…Ah.”

Kiel looked at Olivia with trembling eyes. The wings that had always shone with radiant colors now fluttered, their light lost.

Her magic, her power—

He couldn’t feel it.

Kiel’s pupils quivered violently.

The aura coming from Olivia’s body—it was no different from Asmodeus’s.

He almost dropped his sword.

“Oh my, the protagonist has arrived.”

Kiel glared at Asmodeus with reddened eyes.

“But what a shame. The person you were looking for has crossed a river from which they can never return.”

“… …”

Kiel’s expression changed. It was pure, unadulterated rage.

If only he had been stronger.

If only he had the power to protect Olivia.

… This wouldn’t have happened.

“Ah, don’t misunderstand. I didn’t corrupt her. She did that all on her own—”

At that moment, something snapped inside Kiel.

Slowly, he rose from his place.

“Asmodeus…”

The aura in his heart began to boil.

He wanted to rip that vile tongue to shreds right now.

That smile, those lips, that face…!

Kiel slowly raised his head. His usually calm face was now twisted like a demon’s.

Crack!

The chilling aura flowing down his arm dyed the surroundings and vibrated violently.

He condensed his entire will into his sword, aiming it at Asmodeus. Until now, it had always been a sword meant to protect someone.

But this time was different.

A sword forged solely to kill the opponent, hundreds or even thousands of times.

This time, even Asmodeus, who had always found it easy to dismiss, readied herself, gathering her dark magic, when—

Someone stepped in front of Kiel, blocking her path.

The first thing visible was a pair of enormous wings, gleaming like obsidian.

Though her aura and the color of her eyes had changed, that unmistakable presence remained.

“Olivia?”

“See, I told you not to come.”

Olivia grinned as she met Kiel’s blank stare.

“Kiel, I have a favor to ask.”

“It doesn’t matter. Say whatever you need.”

“Really? Then…”

Olivia placed her hand on Kiel’s chest and, with force, pushed him back.

“Olivia?”

Kiel looked up in disbelief as he fell.

“Stay there and wait for me.”

A barrier made of dark magic appeared, separating Olivia and Kiel.

Beyond the barrier, desperate sounds echoed.

The pounding and wailing… wild and frenzied…

Olivia looked back at the direction where Kiel was, then turned her head away without hesitation.

“Haha, wouldn’t it be better for the two of you to fight together?”


“No.”

Olivia slowly shook her head.

Just now, a notification had flashed before her eyes.

[The regressor, ‘Kiel Rothschild,’ has reached the end of his sword.]

At last, everything was in place.
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Olivia stared at the barrier.

A barrier created to imprison just two people.

Until she decided to break it, it would never be destroyed. That certainty came to her instinctively.

Thump, thump…………!

A desperate vibration echoed from outside. Even though nothing could be seen, it was easy to imagine what might be striking the walls. But Olivia, coldly, didn’t spare it a single glance.

Tap, tap.

She simply lifted her heels and lightly tapped the floor twice. And like a lie, the vibrations ceased.

“How cruel. You don’t even intend to listen to their desperate cries?”

Olivia smiled.

“It’s fine. Soon, I’ll hear them to my heart’s content.”

“That’s true.”

Asmodeus also smiled back. Her fingers, starting from her chest, slowly crawled up to her shoulders. When they finally reached the ends of her shoulders, Asmodeus hugged them and swayed her body from side to side.

‘Really, just thinking about it sends shivers down my spine.’

Asmodeus thought as she licked her lips with her tongue.

It was satisfying enough just imagining the agonized screams of a Wizard who had reached the truth, but Olivia had gone a step further, abandoning everything she had built up until now to protect someone else.

The thought of breaking someone who had made such a grand resolution brought an indescribable sense of joy.

Asmodeus tapped lightly on the barrier Olivia had created.

“Do you think this will hide your corruption?”

“Of course not. I never intended to hide it in the first place.”

At those words, Asmodeus’s lips curled into a wild grin. Even in this situation, she was bluffing.

Of course, for someone like Asmodeus, desperate to drive Olivia into despair, it was much better that she continued to act this way.

The stronger the will, the sweeter the fruit when it was broken.

“You said earlier, didn’t you? That creating a medium is something only a god would do.”

“I did say that.”

Asmodeus sneered. At first, she had indeed thought Olivia had touched the realm of gods. But after various tests, she had concluded it was just a coincidence.

Not only did Olivia lack even the basic skills to manipulate demonic energy, but her regenerative power was severely lacking compared to the amount of energy she was using.

As Asmodeus’s gaze, full of certainty, slowly returned to Olivia.

“Then how about this?”

A dark, crimson liquid flowed like water from her palms. It was a bizarre sight—demonic energy, which should have no shape, now moved with weight and form.

“Do you think this is also just a ‘coincidence’?”

Since the moment she had descended into this world, Olivia had never once moved according to a script someone else had written.

‘If a new script needed to be written, I wrote it myself.’

For someone who had always seen through every move, there was no way she would rely on ‘coincidence’ in the most important final battle.

Squelch.

“……!!”

The strange sound from the ground. It was only then that Asmodeus, sensing something amiss, widened her eyes in shock.

It felt like she had fallen into the middle of a sticky swamp.

Even at the peak of her demonic power, Asmodeus felt an overwhelming sense of dread that almost made her want to retch as the ominous, dark crimson liquid slowly began to rise.

The moment she tried to shake off what was climbing up her legs—

Rumble!

In an instant, the swelling crimson liquid released an endless presence, filling the surrounding air.

A question surfaced in Asmodeus’s eyes. Irresistible terror—just meeting its gaze caused her fear to rise without end.

Something was wrong.

‘Why?’

The Demon God.

The god who created all demons never revealed their form in front of Asmodeus, except when delivering a revelation.

Even then, it was merely through a voice.

As Olivia said, Asmodeus did not truly serve the evil god with sincerity. But there was a reason for that.

The evil god was neither merciful nor human, even to the demons.

Floating through dimensions, a cataclysm that destroys everything in sight and an unstoppable disaster—that was the true nature of their god.

From the moment Asmodeus realized that the evil god could destroy her at any moment, her blind faith wavered.

The reason she continued to act according to the god’s revelations, however, was…

“This can’t… be happening.”

It was the fear that she might be obliterated at any moment—

[Speak.]

A voice came from behind.

Asmodeus flinched and twisted her body around. Since when had they been behind her?

[How do you feel now?]

It was a fear she had felt only once before but could never forget. She needed to flee. She needed to escape as far as possible. Her instincts screamed this at her, but her pride as a Demon King held her back.

“Shut up…!!”

Asmodeus’ scream was laced with murderous intent.

She gritted her teeth so hard they felt like they would shatter. The fear she was feeling now was just an illusion. It was simply a reflection of the emotions she’d felt back then.

‘This is different from the evil god. It can’t be the same. If it were the evil god, I’d already be groveling on the ground without even thinking.’

Then what was this? An illusion. She recalled magic with the ability to confuse the mind.

Illusions required extensive preparation, especially if the target was strong. And to trap someone like himself, a Demon King, the magic circle would have to be enormous.

‘Yes, this is no ordinary barrier.’

The barrier itself was a phantasmal formation meant to break her mind.

Seeing Asmodeus slowly regaining her composure, Olivia smiled.

[It seems you still want to deny reality.]

“Ha, let’s see if you can remain that smug after I destroy this barrier…!!!”

[I’ll prove to you that you can’t.]

Zzzzzzzzzzng…!

In the next instant, Asmodeus’ heart pounded so violently it felt like it might burst, and she collapsed to her knees.

Her entire body felt as though her senses had been twisted inside out, her face contorted in agony.

“This, this is…?!”

It wasn’t because she could no longer use her magic power.

It was because she could no longer control the surging demonic energy that was threatening to explode from within her.

“There’s… too much!”

Crack!


Her skin began to split, unable to withstand the overload. Blood spurted from her nose, and her joints twisted grotesquely.

“Khak…!”Olivia smiled.

Even if one reached the truth and could use the world itself as a vessel, it was impossible to use all the magic floating in the world at once.

And the same went for the Demon King.

No matter how much one reigned at the pinnacle of all demonic power, the amount of magic one could hold at any given time was undeniably limited.

[How is that? Did it answer your question?]

“Kkeuheu, kkeuheueuek……….!!”

Asmodeus bled profusely from all over her body. Clawing at her own face until her nails broke, she let out a desperate wail, teetering on the verge of losing consciousness.

Had she been a normal demon, her life would have ended long ago, but the Demon King’s immortality kept her alive.

“Aghk, agggggghk…………!!”

Asmodeus gasped for breath and became aware of her hand. Her head throbbed as though it would explode. At this rate, she would die—she would simply die.

Then, she thought, might as well…!

Squish!

Without hesitation, Asmodeus shoved her fingers into her own skull and wildly scrambled her brain.

“Khkh… uuugh.

……Kaahak!”

The pain of her brain overloading and bursting was preferable to the torment of being turned into mush. At least during the moment of regeneration, the pain was slightly lessened.

[You’re being noisy. Could you quiet down?]

Olivia said this as she reached for Asmodeus’s head.

“I got you.”

Asmodeus slowly opened her eyes and smiled. The hand reaching for her head was caught by Asmodeus’s own.

Grinning madly, Asmodeus twisted her lips and severed Olivia’s wrist right then and there.

Splat!

Blood gushed from the severed wrist. Asmodeus didn’t stop; she sprang up and crashed into Olivia.

Boom!

“Kya-ha-ha-ha-ha!”

Her pale hand slammed down on Olivia’s arms with precision. Immediately, sharp demonic energy shot through the space, blocking any means of teleportation.

‘…That was close.’

Had her pain resistance been even slightly weaker, she would still be writhing on the ground instead of pushing forward like this. Though, she wasn’t exactly normal now, either.

Her head still felt like it was going to burst—no, it was actually bursting. The brain matter trickling from her ears and nose was proof of that.

But it was more bearable than it had been at first.

‘I’ll kill her.’

At first, she’d thought to toy with Olivia in a fight, but now things had changed. Olivia’s control over her demonic energy had far exceeded Asmodeus’s expectations.

‘She’s growing too fast.’

At this rate, she would die before she could even make her despair.

“Fufufu…………! You were too arrogant! The fight’s not even over yet, and here you are, acting all smug………!”

Asmodeus’s eyes glinted murderously as she raised her right hand. In an instant, it shot out and pierced through Olivia’s chest.

“This is how you die…………!!”

With the sickening sound of flesh being crushed, Asmodeus burst into maniacal laughter.

Olivia didn’t evade. She simply smiled faintly as she gazed at Asmodeus’s hand, which had pierced through her chest.

[Didn’t I tell you?]

“Wh-what……?”


Olivia slowly tightened her grip and pulled Asmodeus’s hand from her chest. Though the disturbing sound of flesh tearing filled the air, she didn’t scream, nor did she even frown.

[You’ll hear screams to your heart’s content.]

The hole in Olivia’s chest had already healed.

[You can look forward to it.]

Olivia smirked.
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Kuuuuung!

A tremendous pressure crushed Asmodeus. In an instant, her bones shattered, and her organs burst.

“Ahhrrg…!!”

Asmodeus hadn’t simply pierced through Olivia’s chest. She went further, pushing her hand through her back, grasping her heart and squeezing it until it burst.

Surely, that should have been the end.

But Olivia stood up as if nothing had happened. Her regenerative ability far surpassed that of Asmodeus.

[You already know.]

Asmodeus’s shoulders trembled slightly.

“…No.”

A single possibility flashed wildly through Asmodeus’s mind.

Beings who transcend even the realm of transcendence, forcibly deconstructing and recreating the very laws of the world.

The god Asmodeus feared most, and the creator of all demons.

“No, no, no!!!”

Even though She realized that this was the most terrifying and only explanation for the situation, Asmodeus shook her head violently, muttering madly.

“Die, you damn heretic…!!”

Asmodeus roared, gathering dark energy. Immediately, a dark red flame gathered at her fingertips and pierced Olivia’s chest.

The black flame, amplified to its extreme, was so scorching hot that even Asmodeus, who created it, struggled to endure its heat.

Kwoooaaar!

Feeling both fury and contempt for Olivia, who still stood silently without reacting, she relentlessly pummeled her with black flames.

As time passed, the temperature inside the barrier soared exponentially, and the scattered dark energy around them was reduced to mere fuel to feed the growing flames.

“Just, just, just die! Die already!”

This was not the fight she wanted. If the opponent evaded, there were plenty of ways to respond. Even if they retaliated as fiercely as before, it wouldn’t be an issue. However, Olivia’s chosen method was far beyond Asmodeus’s expectations.

The black flames created by Asmodeus herself.

An attack that would turn even transcendents to ashes was being absorbed by Olivia as if it were nothing.

No, it wasn’t even at the level of absorbing.

The moment the black flames touched Olivia’s body, they disintegrated into dark energy and were absorbed. Asmodeus watched the scene, her eyes trembling.

Through Asmodeus’s wide-eyed shock, Olivia, wearing a smile, whispered.

[We haven’t even properly started yet.]

The next moment, Olivia’s entire body vanished into the darkness. It wasn’t merely hiding her presence; it was as if her very existence had disappeared.

The darkness let out a chilling scream. The space that resonated with the scream shook wildly. The light disappeared, and a profound darkness descended. Even strengthening her vision with dark energy, Asmodeus couldn’t see a thing.

Asmodeus’s eyes quivered. The emotion she was feeling now was unfamiliar. The feeling of fear rising madly.

What should she do? How could she survive? She had to find a way. She was an immortal being. She would never die unless she wished for it. She would definitely kill Olivia and survive.

There was no way Olivia had just left her alone. Surely, she was watching her from somewhere.

Asmodeus’s shoulders quaked. She was afraid to step forward into the impenetrable darkness.

She was being hunted.

Having never been in such a position before, she didn’t know how to respond. The fear she had been desperately suppressing was now rising with overwhelming force.

Within the space Olivia created, no sound can be heard.

Not even the sound of one’s own breath.

What could that mean?

Before Asmodeus could properly think of the reason, a sense of déjà vu overwhelmed her from all directions.

Ssssss…

The sensation of thousands of snakes slithering across her body.

Something was approaching Asmodeus.

“…Huh… Ah…?”

She could no longer feel the weight of the cursed sword in her hand.

Feeling as though her body had suddenly become lighter, Asmodeus looked down.

Her arms were gone.

The moment she widened her eyes—her legs disappeared.

“Aaaaagh!”

Barely able to scream before the excruciating pain, darkness erupted like a burst.

Her vision tilted and collapsed as she fell to the floor with a splat.

It hurts. Kill. I’ll kill. I’ll kill them all.

Asmodeus, eyes bloodshot with rage, wildly darted her gaze around.

From her outstretched palm, dark energy exploded.

It was far more violent than before, but that was all.

As soon as it crossed into the darkness, it was swallowed in silence and vanished.

“This… This is…”

The ‘darkness’ quickly closed in, tightening its grip.

Fear clouded her judgment.

In the blink of an eye, the approaching ‘darkness’ engulfed Asmodeus.

“…!!”

Swallowed by the darkness, Asmodeus opened her wide eyes to look around.

She could see nothing.

She could feel nothing.

And soon, even those very thoughts ceased.

In the middle of that horrifying stillness, standing like a broken-down machine, a memory settled into Asmodeus’s mind.

The memory of a woman.

A woman surrounded by whirling snowflakes and hurling lightning.

In front of her, an overwhelming being so massive that its eye alone spanned thousands of meters.

The mere sight of it would make one lose consciousness, yet the woman fought on as if it were routine.

Her companions changed each time, but she remained unchanging.

She killed gods with her power and continued this feat across countless world lines.

Finally, she found the answer.

“Agh… Aghhh…!”

Barely returning to reality, her mind muddled and disoriented, Asmodeus couldn’t even form words.

Memories from distant world lines and the reality before her overlapped.

“Khuh… Khaaah…!”

Asmodeus hadn’t been wrong.

The energy Olivia exuded was undoubtedly different from the demon god she remembered.


But despite reaching that conclusion, Asmodeus’s expression stiffened in shock.

“What… what are you planning to do…!!”

[You should know by now.]

Olivia spoke calmly, bringing her hands together.

It was obvious, but the immortality of a demon god was far more powerful than that of a demon lord.

So powerful that it could even defy the will of the demon god itself.

The reason remnants remained even after the demon god was fully destroyed was because of this.

[To completely annihilate an immortal being, what must you do?]

Olivia spoke steadily.

[If immortality is strong enough to defy its owner’s will, then you can use that very trait against it.]

At the same time, countless grudges rose behind Olivia.

Hatred aimed at the madman who didn’t just annihilate one world but destroyed all dimensions of the universe.

Asmodeus could not even dare to look at that darkness.

She simply lay collapsed on the floor, trembling.

Tears, snot, blood, and brain matter mixed together without care.

Her muscles and tendons were torn, her joints and bones twisted beyond recognition.

“Aghhh…”

It was only then that Asmodeus realized what this darkness was born from.

A world with neither life nor death.

Void.

[Only after countless trials and errors did I realize.]

To save everyone, I had to kill them all.

[That this is the only way.]

Zzzzzz…

As Olivia brushed off both hands, a dagger imbued with the energy of the void materialized in midair.

“…Ah, ahh…!”

The moment she faced the dagger, Asmodeus recoiled in terror, stumbling backward. Even as blood poured from her body, even as she dragged her body along the ground, crawling, she desperately tried to distance herself from Olivia.

In that brief time, she had died countless times. Her mind shattered as soon as it was restored, and her body continuously collapsed.

‘…I want to die.’

She longed for annihilation, but even that was not within her reach. Olivia did not permit death.

The proud and arrogant Asmodeus was no more. From the moment she realized Olivia’s true nature, all hope had left her.

From the very first moment they met, the evil god, who wore the mask of a transcendent, had been wishing for her own destruction.

Thunk.

Asmodeus, trembling, reached out and grasped Olivia’s foot.

“…Please, please. Kill me…”

[Of course, I’ll kill you.]

Just as the color began to return to Asmodeus’ face, Olivia continued.

[After I’ve killed you as many times as I’ve died.]

At those words, Asmodeus’ face was painted with despair.

***

At some point, Asmodeus was utterly broken. Although her body still regenerated, her mind, once shattered, never returned.

“Ugh…ugh…”

Asmodeus’ face was twisted with fear and pain. All she could do, with her mind in ruins, was mumble incoherent words and blink her lips.

Olivia drove the dagger in her right hand into Asmodeus’ chest.

Whoosh…


The darkness receded. The demonic energy that made up Asmodeus’ body was drawn into the dagger.

Soon, Asmodeus vanished without a trace.

Olivia paused, staring into the void as she caught her breath. Her entire body ached, and her heart pounded wildly.

‘…Not yet, not yet.’

Calming her breathing, Olivia dispelled the barrier.



 
  
    Chapter 192: The Witch will destroy the world -1


The sky remained dark.

Aria, who had been lying on the ground, coughed up blood as she forced her eyelids open.

The knights around her were making a big fuss, but she dismissed them with a mere raise of her hand.

“…It hurts so damn much.”

Aria struggled to raise her battered body. Her whole body was stiff, and at the same time, it ached all over.

The fact that she was in this state must mean that Olivia had already defeated the princess.

And now, she must have gone to extinguish the Demon King that had torn through dimensions.

“Everything must be just about wrapped up, huh…?”

Tap.

At that moment, there was a soft sound of footsteps behind her.

Aria knew all too well the identity of this eerie, fluctuating power.

Without even turning around, she spoke.

“It’s fine. What resides in this body now is not the princess but me.”

“…Tsk.”

The audacious act of clicking their tongue in front of a member of the imperial family.

The knights surrounding them glared furiously, but Aria herself reacted as if it were nothing.

“It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”

She turned around as if greeting a long-lost friend.

There stood a woman.

A woman exuding decadent beauty.

Aria spoke her name.

“Great Witch Aurelia.”

“Call me a Shaman now, I’m no longer a witch.”

“Very well, Great Shaman. What brings you here?”

Aurelia frowned at Aria’s signature radiant smile.

“Why ask when you already know?”

“Knowing roughly isn’t enough, hence my question. I can’t believe how someone like you hasn’t changed after living for thousands of years. If nothing else, that one thing is truly remarkable.”

At Aria’s high-level backhanded compliment, Aurelia let out a small chuckle.

If it had been the princess, she wouldn’t have been able to pull off such remarks.

“Have you confirmed it?”

“More or less.”

Great Shaman Aurelia.

As she spread her hands, two Dragon Lords bound by magic revealed themselves.

Craaack…!

When Aurelia clenched her fists again, thick chains tightened around their bodies. The pressure was so immense that they couldn’t even move, let alone make a sound.

Elias, who had barely managed to lift his eyelids, froze the moment his eyes met Aria’s.

With those words, a piercing shock struck Elias’ mind like an awl. A large wave of dizziness hit him.

[What… is this…!]

“Don’t worry. I’ll wake you up when the time comes.”

Elias’ eyes gradually grew hazy, and soon they completely closed. Aurelia, who had been watching from the side, made a scornful remark.

“That bitch is a real piece of work, isn’t she?”

“…….”

“If I were Olivia, I would have killed them all without a second thought, past connections be damned. Why spare ungrateful creatures lower than beasts?”

Aria didn’t respond. She merely glanced quietly to the side.

[Why?]

Karsian unconsciously muttered.

She couldn’t understand what they were talking about. They had forcibly dragged him here from the Imperial Army’s camp, only to ignore him and chat among themselves as if she didn’t exist.

[Why?]

It was as if they wanted him to hear it.

She couldn’t fathom a reason.

“It’s to make you remember later,” Aria said in a calm voice.

“At the very least, you should know what wrongs you’ve committed, so that you will endlessly relive this day and regret it.”

Regret? What on earth was she supposed to regret? What wrongs had she committed?

Karsian, who couldn’t understand, tilted his head.

“…….”

Aria’s gaze grew cold and venomous.

Of course, she didn’t expect him to understand. If Karsian had that level of insight, she wouldn’t have ended up in this situation in the first place.

“Olivia wouldn’t even wish for this, but… I’m not as forgiving as she is, so I can’t allow even that.”

Aurelia briefly met Aria’s eyes, then slowly nodded in agreement.

Soon after, Aurelia pulled a talisman from her sleeve and placed it squarely on Karsian’s forehead.

[……!!]

Karsian’s eyes snapped wide open.

‘My memories…!’

A miracle wrought not by magic but by sorcery. Like a flash, the conversation they’d just had swept through her mind and vanished from her memory.

The truth would likely only return to her once she understood it.

Would she still be as defiant then? Could she hold her head high as she did now?

‘No, she wouldn’t dare.’

Aurelia removed the talisman. Slowly, Karsian’s eyes closed as she fell into a deep sleep.

“…It’s time to prepare,” 

Aria said in a sorrowful tone. In the distance, she could see the barrier Olivia had erected gradually fading. At the same time, fleeting memories of a distant past passed through her mind.

[Ask me for help.]

The first promise she’d made with Olivia.

[I’ll help you reach the perfect ending you’re seeking.]

A horrible taste filled her mouth.

***

Sssss……

The barrier that Olivia had created gradually dissolved.

Saintess Rebekah. She had confronted the great demon Belphegor and, in the end, claimed victory. In the five years since Olivia had vanished, she never missed a single day of training her holy powers, constantly honing her mind and pushing herself to the limit.

She was exhausted. Belphegor had fought viciously until the bitter end, desecrating the bodies of the holy knights who had fought alongside her and corrupting their souls.


But in the end, she had won.

Using her holy spear as a staff, Rebekah slowly made her way toward where Olivia had been.

Finally, they would meet. She could see Olivia again, whom she had believed dead. The thought swelled in Rebekah’s heart, filling her with a dreamlike joy.

“…How is… sister?”

Her voice trembled. Her body felt heavy, as if she might collapse at any moment.

She couldn’t meet her sister in this state. Olivia’s body might not be in good condition either, and she didn’t want to make her worry.

‘It’s fine.’

Olivia would be fine. The dark color of her wings was only because the sunlight had been obscured by storm clouds. It had to be that way.

‘She’ll be okay.’

The moment the barrier dissolved, Rebekah would run into Olivia’s arms. She would embrace her with a bright smile, calling out ‘Sister!’ as she held her tightly.

After calming her voice, Rebekah asked again.

“Kiel?”

No answer came. Rebekah’s face stiffened as she finally took in Kiel’s appearance. Broken nails. A face void of expression.

It was such a shocking scene that it was impossible to imagine this was the usual Kiel, and Rebekah’s heart sank.

Kiel Rothschild. He still hadn’t recovered from his emotions.

‘I should have protected her.’

He failed to protect her.

An overwhelming sense of guilt engulfed Kiel.

The moment he faced the crimson wings, he instinctively thought of a demon. Not just anyone, but Olivia. Even though it lasted only a split second, he loathed himself so much that he couldn’t bear it.

That was why he had been pushed away by Olivia’s gentle hand.

“…Sir Kiel?”

“…”

Still, no response came. Rebekah couldn’t just stand by any longer.

Her eyes wide open, she waited for Olivia to appear beyond the barrier. She was ready to run to her at any moment.

She saw Olivia’s back, standing at the very center. Her clothes were half torn to shreds, and her hair, which always shone, was now drenched in blood. But, there were no black wings.

“…Sister.”

Thank goodness. Truly, thank goodness. Rebekah squeezed out a trembling voice.

She steadied her steps, desperately hiding her staggering body. She straightened her disheveled clothes. Her overly concerned sister would scold her about something like that.

“Sister!”

Rebekah hugged Olivia’s back tightly.

…She’s warm. She’s alive.

Rebekah’s eyes shook violently. She fought to hold back the tears threatening to burst from her eyes and spoke.

“Sister, I… I’m here. I’m he…”

Her eyes met Olivia’s.

“…Ah, sis…”

Black.

Rebekah collapsed on the spot, covering her mouth with both hands.

As a saintess, she knew immediately. The energy that made up Olivia’s body was not normal.

‘Demonic energy.’

It wasn’t just that demonic energy had taken root in her body. It was a thick, dark demonic energy far beyond comparison to the great demon Belphegor they had just vanquished.

“No, no… nooooo…”

Her head throbbed. Rebekah forced her trembling hands to move and covered her ears. She shut her eyes.

‘It’s a dream.’

It had to be a dream.

This wasn’t the kind of reunion she had wanted.

Rebekah cried bitterly, grinding her teeth.

At that moment, she felt a familiar sensation at the top of her head.

Tap.

The warmth of the hand touching her made Rebekah’s tear-filled eyes go blank.


“…Ah.”

The warmth she had missed so desperately.

The trembling of the hand stroking her hair was conveyed directly to Rebekah.

“I’m sorry, sister.”

Rebekah’s vision blurred.
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All sorts of negative emotions overwhelmed her. The negative thoughts that had consumed her mind since the moment Olivia was kidnapped by Asmodeus.

Now, they had become a reality.

In the most horrifying form.

Rebekah knew that the gods were fair to all.

Illness does not discriminate between the rich and the poor.

Neither does death—it comes for everyone equally.

All other forms of discrimination and unfairness are creations of humankind.

That was the ‘truth’ Rebekah had understood through learning from a very young age.

So, she must not blame the gods.

It was not the goddess’s fault that her sister ended up like this.

If only her sister hadn’t been the self-sacrificing type. If she had been the kind of person who looked out for her own interests no matter what others said.

Of course, that would never happen.

But if it had—if only it had—

Then this… this wouldn’t have happened. So…

So.

Thick tears began to fall.

But this isn’t right.

It’s too cruel. Far, far too cruel. Olivia, more than anyone else, deserves to be happy. It’s only fair when you think about all the things she has sacrificed until now. To meet someone she loves, to build a family… and to enjoy the life she hasn’t yet had the chance to live.

She must have that right. If she dies like this, if she dies…

“Ahhh!”

Though a mere human should not dare to resent the gods, Rebekah could not resist the emotions rising within her.

She didn’t want to resist.

Though older now, Rebekah was still young. Yes, she had memories of her past life, and she had matured quickly from being raised under the priests’ care from a young age, but that was all.

Rebekah had never lived a single day as an ‘adult.’

And that’s why Olivia’s presence felt all the more significant. Her only family. The one person she wanted to rely on. The only one she could speak to without reservation.

And that person was about to disappear.

So, she needed someone to blame. Since she couldn’t blame Olivia, Rebekah dared to direct her anger at the gods.

She clutched Olivia’s clothes even tighter.

She felt like Olivia might vanish, just like last time.

“Please… please!”

Rebekah buried her face in Olivia’s clothes as she whispered.

She didn’t have the courage to look at Olivia’s face. Surely, her sister’s face would now be filled with guilt.

If she saw that, she feared the tears would burst forth again.

“Don’t go…! You can’t go…!”

The voice she barely squeezed out was mixed with sobs. Her breathing was ragged, her voice hoarse and broken.

“I…”

Rebekah forced a smile through her bloodshot, distorted eyes.

“I… can’t live without you. I… can’t. I can’t…”

“…”

“You know I’m the Saintess… I’ll find a way to cure you, no matter what. I will…!”

Rebekah’s shoulders trembled as she shook.

A way to cure her? Of course, there was no such thing. How could a demon be turned back into a human? Rebekah, as a servant of the gods, was desperate enough to lie.

She just needed to buy time. Just fool her sister for now.

Even if the price of that lie was the loss of her divine power, as long as it wasn’t discovered, it didn’t matter. If she could do that, she could gain some reprieve until then.

If only, if only that would work, surely…

“Why…?”

Rebekah spoke in a trembling voice.

Even though she had lied, no burden came upon her body.

That fact made Rebekah feel even more miserable.

It meant that Olivia saw right through her lie. Even if the lie had worked, it meant that she had not a single day left.

There was nothing she could do. Neither her great divine power as a saint, nor her unwavering faith in the goddess.

None of it could save Olivia.

“…Olivia.”

Kiel opened his mouth. He raised the head he had hung low. His eyes, always full of certainty, were now filled with emptiness along with moisture.

“What… what should I do? What can I do… to save you?”

“…”

“Please, tell me… I cannot let you go like this. You’ve always found a way, so this time too…”

Kiel could not continue speaking.

“This time too…”

The moment he faced Olivia, his words got stuck in his throat. His heart sank with a thud.

Why was she wearing such an apologetic expression?

He was the one at fault, after all.

“Kiel. Let me ask one favor.”

“…”

He must not listen. Kiel instinctively realized. He must not listen to what Olivia was about to say.

He had a feeling he knew what she was going to ask. And that’s why he must not listen.

“It’s my last request.”

As Olivia said those words, she withdrew the hand that had been stroking Rebekah. Rebekah looked up at Olivia with vacant eyes.

“…Ah.”

Rebekah murmured without realizing it. She wanted to hold on to her for even a moment longer. But she couldn’t.

Because Olivia’s hand, which had been stroking her, was grotesquely cracked.

‘Divine power.’

Rebekah’s eyes wavered.

‘Because of me…’

It hadn’t been like this from the beginning. If it had been, she would have noticed. The reason she hadn’t was that Olivia’s body had become so close to the demonic compared to before.

Rebekah could no longer hold on to Olivia. Just touching her as a saint would cause Olivia pain.

“Ah… ah…”

No matter how hard she tried not to think about it, her instincts as a saint would not allow it. Just Olivia’s presence in this space made sinister energy ripple.

There was nothing she could do.


All she could do was watch the demonic energy violently rampaging inside Olivia’s body, waiting for the final moment that was soon to come.

Olivia looked at Rebekah with a face full of pity, then turned her head to gaze at Kiel.

“Soon, I’ll be completely consumed by the demonic energy.”

She had somehow managed to hold onto her sanity, but she was nearing her limit. Her vision was gradually blurring, a sign of that limit.

She wasn’t panicking. She had expected this to happen.

“So, before that…”

“No.”

It was already the third time.

The first was when they met the Archdemon Belphegor in their past life.

The second was when the returners attacked en masse.

Each time, Kiel had lost Olivia, and he had vowed never to repeat such a mistake again.

“Do you think… I will grant you such a request?”

But, it happened again.

“I haven’t even properly atoned yet…”

Kiel clenched and unclenched his fists, muttering to himself. At his words, Olivia merely smiled faintly, as if she had been waiting for them.

“Atonement.”

Olivia’s lips parted. Her voice sounded especially weary.

“Yes… that’s right.”

Olivia, muttering to herself, locked eyes with Kiel.

“Do you remember, back then? When we met in the North… you pointed a huge greatsword at me. Do you remember how much blood poured from my neck? I had to keep it bandaged for a whole week.”

Why was she suddenly bringing that up now?

Kiel felt like he knew the reason.

“Hehe… I’m much more selfish and narrow-minded than you think… I don’t easily forget things like that; they linger in my mind.”

Kiel noticed Olivia’s fingertips trembling slightly.

“I haven’t forgiven you for that yet.”

Her lips twitched slightly at first, but she quickly regained control of her emotions and forced a confident smile, just like she always did.

Kiel’s throat felt tight, and he couldn’t find the words to say.

“You said you wanted to atone, right?”

“Olivia.”

“So, I have one request.”

Kiel felt Olivia’s gaze on him. He balled his trembling hands into fists to hide them.

“Soon, the Demon God will appear. He will be far stronger than Asmodeus, but if everyone here works together, we can defeat him.”

Olivia turned her head to look at the army.

The soldiers, who had been divided into two factions just moments ago, had somehow united to fight the monsters together.

It was likely thanks to Aria’s efforts. After all, the holy knights had been pre-trained for this.

“Kill the Demon God for me. That’s my request.”

“…Olivia!”

“I know it’s going to be difficult. I know you’re not in your best condition right now. But you once held a sword to a friend’s throat. Don’t you think you should at least do this much?”

Olivia said with a sly grin. Kiel couldn’t return the smile.

“You… to the very end…”

It felt like his heart was being torn apart. How could he refuse her?

In his heart, he wanted to cry, like Liv, to let it all out, but he didn’t want to reveal those emotions. Olivia wouldn’t want that.

“…”

Kiel lowered his head. That was enough.

Whoosh…!

Olivia unfolded her enormous wings. In an instant, she soared into the sky, and in her hand was the small dagger she had used to destroy Asmodeus.

Slowly, Olivia brought the dagger to her heart. At the same time, a message appeared.

[You have subdued the regressor, ‘Aria Lactea.’]

[You have obtained Clue #14.]

It’s too late. Far too late.

But it didn’t matter. She had known all along.


[The 15th regressor is…]

“There’s no need to tell me. I already know.”

And then.

Slowly, the dagger pierced her heart.

It was time to meet the final ‘regressor.’
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Gooooo.

Massive wings cast a shadow over the sky. Wings that were once beautiful had now turned dark and horrifying.

Where Olivia once stood, no trace of life could be felt anymore. All that lingered was the thick stench of death.

[Kill the Demon God.]

Kiel instinctively knew what Olivia’s plea meant.

She was asking him to kill her.

“Kiel!”

Someone grabbed Kiel, a forceful, unyielding grip. Kiel immediately recognized who it was.

“…Where have you sold off my apprentice?”

It was Melina. Fortunately, it seemed she hadn’t seen Olivia’s current form. If she had witnessed what had happened to her… she wouldn’t even have the presence of mind to be this angry.

…Fortunate?

Could this truly be called fortunate?

“Pull yourself together and speak! Where is Liv… right now?”

This is punishment. A punishment for the demon that dared seek Olivia’s life, not knowing anything.

Why did it come to this? He had desperately tried to correct his mistakes, but why?

“…I don’t know.”

That was all Kiel said. It was enough for him to bear this punishment alone.

“I don’t know where Olivia has gone. The only thing I know is that the dem…”

Kiel couldn’t continue and bit his lip hard.

He couldn’t bring himself to utter the word ‘Demon.’

Kiel silently looked towards Rebekah. Rebekah was staring at the sky, sobbing her heart out.

“Rebekah…?”

At the sight of Rebekah rubbing her eyes and weeping, Melina felt a subtle sense of unease.

An inexplicable, unsettling sensation crept across her skin. Something was wrong.

She knew Rebekah’s nature well. While she was gentle-hearted, she wasn’t the type to lose her composure and cry in such a critical situation.

So then why…?

Melina’s eyes flickered with uncertainty. Slowly, her head turned towards the sky.

What she saw were wings, blackened with malevolent energy.

“….”

Melina’s face hardened.

This couldn’t be. It shouldn’t be. Melina’s head snapped back towards Kiel.

“…Explain.”

“…”

“Explain! Now!”

Just as Melina reached out to grab Kiel by the collar, she sensed a presence behind her. Feeling the blatant surge of magic, Melina furrowed her brow and turned her head.

“…The princess?”

What was the princess doing here? The sudden appearance left everyone wide-eyed in surprise.

“Could you let him go? I’ll explain the situation myself.”

“You’re not the princess. You’re…”

Aria nodded.

“I would love to catch up, but unfortunately, there’s no time for that.”

Aria slowly lifted her head towards the sky.

The Demon God was still. No, it only appeared that way.

If Olivia’s consciousness sank completely beneath the surface, it would no longer remain still like this.

“Olivia left us a message.”

***

Deep within her consciousness, Olivia opened her eyes.

“…”

It was silent. Nothing could be seen, and nothing could be felt.

It was similar to when she had entered Rebekah’s [Sanctuary].

Sight, smell, touch… all her senses rapidly submerged below the surface. In this state, devoid of all sensations, only her thoughts remained.

It felt as if she had lost her body and was floating as a soul.

There was no fear. An ordinary human would have gone mad just by existing in this space, but Olivia had long since strayed from the boundaries of ‘ordinary.’

Even if she sank into the depths of her subconscious much deeper than this, nothing would happen.

‘Hmm.’

Olivia thought quietly. She remembered stabbing her heart with a dagger made of magic. Along with the faint sensation of falling.

What happened after that? But in this pitch-black world, she couldn’t know anything. All she could do was speculate.

‘It’s about time to come out.’

Olivia hadn’t stabbed her heart without thought. She had a certainty that she had to do it to meet the last regressor.

Up until she had forgotten the existence of the 14th regressor, she had mistaken that person for a spiritualist who had reached the truth.

To deceive someone like her, it would at least require someone of that level.

‘But there were too many strange things for that to be the case.’

For it to be possible, they would not only have to predict when and where she would appear but also wait within her perceptual range.

‘And not get caught by me.’

That’s why she thought it was impossible. No matter how much she thought about it, it was impossible to meet all those conditions.

But.

There was one. One wizard who could meet all those conditions. Someone she had forgotten in her subconscious…

“For a very long time.”

Olivia stopped thinking.

“It has been too long a time to get an answer.”

It wasn’t Olivia who said this.

This voice.

It was unfamiliar, yet at the same time, familiar.

“When you first started swimming through eternity, the vow you made… has finally reached this point. No matter what drove you, your will is worthy of praise.”

The presence was so close that she could feel their breath. Even in this unconscious state where no senses existed, that presence stood out clearly.

But Olivia wasn’t shaken in the slightest.

She had anticipated this even before stabbing her own heart.

Snap…!

With the sound of fingers snapping, the world filled with darkness shattered.


A white light briefly swirled around the space.

The first sense that returned was sight. As she looked around to adjust to the senses returning one by one, her eyes caught a worn-out chair in the middle of the empty white space.

In the blink of an eye, as Olivia fluttered her eyelids, the presence was sitting on the chair.

Calm eyes. A smile that radiated a sense of peace just by looking at it.

“I have been waiting for this moment to arrive for a very long time.”

Through the glowing white hair, she spoke and gestured toward the chair opposite her. Olivia nodded and began walking toward it.

As soon as she took a step, the scenery changed.

To a scene she was very familiar with.

The memory of when I first arrived in this world.

I met Glacia. I stormed the White Tower and kidnapped three wizards. I forced them to become my disciples and taught them.

During that time, I lived in hiding, too afraid to act because the information I had gathered was far too lacking.

I met Kiel. The way he immediately drew his sword only reinforced my belief, and I resolved not to reveal myself publicly until I had built up some power.

Olivia kept walking. Each time she did, time beyond the scenery moved quickly.

I met Melina. I delved into her memories and pretended to be a disciple from the future. At that point, I still had no attachment to this world.

It was just a game world, after all. I had to use everything I could and obtain as much as possible if I was ever to return to reality.

But my thoughts changed when I faced Melina’s death.

That this world wasn’t fake, and that everyone here was alive.

“Everyone realized it back then, didn’t they?”

A voice spoke.

In the Holy Kingdom, I met Rebekah and felt guilt. I became disgusted with myself for only being able to earn favor through such means.

Next, I went to the Kingdom of Ikhail and met Estee and the King Mu. They were different from the other regressors I had encountered until then.

“There are those who live without being tied to the past.”

This time, I headed south. On my way to the Demonic realm of Fire, I met Revolutionaries and Hemon Hunters. I fought against the Lord of Darkness who had joined us midway. I saved them from the Great demons. In the Demonic realm of Wood, I met a Druid. I got caught in the trap set by Karsian and Elias, and I fought and lost to six regressors.

“And on the other hand, there are those who are so trapped in the past that they can’t even live in the present.”

Suddenly, I was thrown into a past iteration where I met Aria, who had become the emperor. I also traveled with a Serial Killer and Aurelia.

“And finally… there are those who, no matter the cost, move forward toward a better future.”

Olivia looked at the scenery she had passed as she continued to walk forward. When she blinked, she was already standing in front of the woman.

“Which side are you on?”

“Well, wouldn’t you know better than I would?”

The woman smiled calmly. At that moment, Olivia was sure.

“…It was you who brought me here, wasn’t it?”

“That’s both right and wrong. Ever since the past and present intertwined, there has been no right answer.”

A vague response, like something a prophet would say.

“What happens now?”

“You’ll come to a crossroads of choice. That is, if nothing else unexpected happens.”

“Not me. The other regressors.”

“……”


The woman hesitated slightly at those words but didn’t respond.

Olivia didn’t mind and sat across from her.

“They’re your companions, aren’t they?”

Olivia stared at the woman before carefully speaking.

“‘Olivia.’”
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It had been a question I’d had for a long time.

The intuition I’d possessed since the moment I fell into this world. The ability to detect mana at a distant level.

These were not things that could be mastered instantly just because I possessed the body of a Archmage.

Just as it takes time for babies to learn how to walk, I, too, should have gone through at least that kind of process.

‘But I could use magic without any trouble from the start.’

There wasn’t even a moment of hesitation. From the moment I inhabited this body, I understood all magic and knew exactly what to do.

It was from that moment that I began to suspect. The suspicion that ‘Olivia’ still existed within me and that I was slowly being influenced by her.

If it weren’t for that, there’s no way I would have felt anger just because the Dark Lord—who had been my enemy until now—was in danger of being killed by Agares.

And now, that suspicion had turned into certainty.

“The others will be fine. The Demon God with sealed immortality is only a half-being.”

“…Sealed, you say?”

‘Olivia’ stood up. She slowly walked past Olivia.

“The moment the Demon God perishes, its remnants seep into the strongest being among all living creatures on the continent. And the moment that being’s life ends, the remnants blossom.”

“…And then a new Demon God will be born.”

When it comes to existence, surprisingly, one’s own will is not that important.

In the end, one is defined not by oneself but by others.

Even if one is a completely different being, the moment one shares the overarching identity of ‘the source of demonic energy,’ they are worshiped by others under the same name.

As the Demon God.

Imperfect, but at least an immortality that lasts until all life ceases to exist. That’s why it’s dangerous, and that’s why it’s powerful.

“Every time I chose to die at Cain’s hands, it was all because of that. By destroying the remnants of the Demon God embedded in my soul, I could temporarily prevent the Demon God’s descent.”

…Cain?

“The boy you call the serial killer.”

‘…He had a name?’

Anyway, ‘Olivia’ continued speaking.

“But in the end, it was only a temporary solution, not a complete one. The reason for that is…”

“Because of ‘regression,’ I’d guess.”

“…Yes. You’re right.”

‘Olivia’ nodded with a bitter expression.

“I won’t be able to stop the remnants of the Demon God from awakening in my soul, as long as I keep regressing.

As much as I wanted to endure forever… at some point, my mind just couldn’t keep up anymore.”

With each new cycle, a flood of information surged in.

Simply accepting it was no small price for her to pay.

She had to pay for the cost of overturning the laws of the world and its predetermined fate, with every breath she took, every movement she made.

At some point, the reason for doing so had become so faint that it was almost forgotten…

“So, I had to make a decision.”

In that calm and composed tone, a rare hint of sorrow mixed in.

‘Olivia’ stopped walking.

From where she was looking, another scene emerged.

The final regression.

There, the ‘Olivia’ of that time appeared. So did Emperor Aria, and Aurelia.

— What did you just say? That you found a way to destroy the Demon God…?

— Yes. To make it possible, I need your help.

Aria shook her head. She had reached her limit long ago and could no longer move forward into the next cycle.

That was no longer her domain. The moment she crossed into the next cycle, her personality would fragment, and her mind would break.

— Aria, you don’t have to cross over to the next cycle.

— Hmm…?

— Don’t be upset. It’s better this way, without you.

— First, tell me what the plan is. Stop beating around the bush.

At Aurelia’s sharp remark, ‘Olivia’ nodded.

— I’m going to become the Demon God.

— Why? No, before that, how…?

— The right to reach the truth is only granted to one person in each field, right?

— Yes, that’s true.

— The same goes for divinity.

With confidence, Olivia declared.

— The essence of the Demon God is destruction and the end. If I can get closer to that essence… I can obtain the Demon God’s divinity.

— …For that.

— I’ll have to extinguish more lives than you can imagine. But I won’t push that burden onto you. I plan to bear all their hatred and resentment on my own.

Aria’s face hardened.

— I understand now why you don’t need my cooperation. To achieve that, you’ll need as many people as possible to hate you. Even though I won’t have memories of the previous cycles, I am still me. Before blaming you, I would try to understand why you acted that way.

— That’s fine. Aurelia will stick close to you and cloud your judgment.

Zzzzt!

At that moment, the scene cut off.

Olivia’s eyes trembled.

She understood the meaning behind the words. What it meant to become the Demon God.

“As I thought… sealing immortality means…”

‘Olivia’ nodded with a bitter smile.

“Yes. I’ve completely integrated it into my being. Until my consciousness is completely erased, I can hold back the spread of the Demon God’s immortality.”

That’s likely why the current Demon God is considered only a half-being.

As long as the ‘Olivia’ before her was holding out within her unconsciousness, the Demon God would not rampage.

“Of course, it wasn’t perfect.

Even the original Demon God couldn’t fully control his immortality as he wished, so for me, who had only just acquired divinity, it was nearly impossible to suppress it completely.

That’s why I’ve lost control a few times.”

Olivia’s expression grew more serious.

That would explain what had been happening all this time.

Why Agares had a look of glory even up to the moment he died, why the surge of negative emotions had been overwhelming, and why her body had gone berserk when her mind delved into Aurelia’s clues.

Deep in her mind, ‘Olivia’s’ consciousness had been slumbering, holding back the Demon God’s immortality.

‘So that’s what it was.’

Olivia staggered as she stood up.


In one body, three entities resided.

Herself, Olivia, and the immortality of the Demon God.

‘The one who saved me back then…’

Before she opened her eyes in the Demon Realm, she had felt that distant darkness.

The only reason I was able to escape from that powerful and terrifying demonic force was thanks to the guidance of a small ray of light.

A light that emitted a warm yet familiar smile.

Everything became clear. There were still a few questions left, but there was no time to ask them.

Zzzzzzzzz…

An ominous energy began seeping out from ‘Olivia.’ Her once snow-white hair had turned into a dull, ashen gray. Even now, her hair was growing darker by the moment.

“…Hmph. It’s already come to this. Seems like there wasn’t as much time as I thought.”

“You just said I would face a crossroads. What exactly did you mean by that?”

“Exactly what it sounds like. Whether to show misplaced mercy and let someone who could become a future threat live, or to make a decision and eliminate the danger here and now.”

Olivia chuckled. Was there really any choice from the start?

The tone of her voice, forcing one side of the decision, was just like mine.

“So, do I just need to defeat you now?”

“Not yet. Not yet.”

I can still hold on.

‘Olivia’ smiled and slowly shook her head, as if she was making a vow.

The scenery was slowly changing. The white world was shattering, revealing the vast plains of the north. The surroundings were filled with thick darkness, and the sound of constant screams echoed everywhere.

Beyond consciousness, the image of the real world.

Even if it was just the sealed shell of an immortal being, a demon god was still a demon god. Especially one that originated from the body of a great Archmage who had reached the realm of transcendence countless times.

There was no way it would go down easily.

BOOM!

The moment the demon god’s wings moved, black thunder struck. Endless bolts of lightning poured down, and black fog surged like a tidal wave.

[You have subdued the regressor, ‘Olivia.’]

[Clue #15 has been obtained.]

…

[The main quest has been unlocked!]

Olivia saw that message. It had appeared the moment she had pierced her own heart with a dagger.

She had been deliberately ignoring it.

“When your comrades defeat the demon god’s shell…”

‘Olivia’ slowly turned her head and looked at me.


No more words were needed. I knew better than anyone what her next words would be.

+

Clear condition: Completely annihilate the demon god.

+

At last, the ending of this world was right before my eyes.
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“……Who are you?”

A voice echoed from deep within her consciousness.

However, Aria continued to command the army as if nothing had happened.

She deployed the elite soldiers and the knight order, just as someone who knew exactly where the Demon God would appear would.

“……Since when?”

It was Melina. From the moment she heard the whole story from Aria, she had collapsed onto the ground in shock, her face blank.

Her back, always so proud, was now hunched in misery.

“Since when did it all begin……?”

Melina’s voice trembled slightly.

Aria, who was about to respond, soon closed her mouth.

Because she realized Melina wasn’t asking her.

Melina’s gaze was fixed on the sky.

The dark, gloomy sky exuding a heavy, oppressive atmosphere.

“Why……?”

Countless black feathers fluttered down like snow, from wings so vast they seemed endless.

At the heart of it all, ‘something’ writhed.

Aria knew what it was.

The human-like figure thrashing within the demonic energy looked exactly like the person she remembered.

Crack-crack-crack!

The Demon God unleashed crimson lightning.

Every time it struck, enormous holes opened in the ground, and soldiers collapsed under the intense tremors.

It was only after Aria distorted space to deflect the lightning that they could stand on their feet again.

“…….”

Aria glanced around.

There was no need to approach any closer.

Just listening was enough.

The Empire’s elite soldiers were gripped with fear.

Fear snuffed out their will to fight and spread like a plague.

Countless voices filled the air from all directions.

What’s that? I want to live. Save me! We’re all going to die like this! We need a priest! I want to run away. I don’t want to die. Do we really have to fight something that absurd? Aither, please save us.

‘……I can never get used to this.’

No matter how many times she saw it, it was always the same.

The moment the Demon God appeared, the world turned into a crude drawing, hastily slashed across a page.

The once flat plains twisted into jagged hills, and even the mountain ranges became grotesquely deformed.

And this distortion would only worsen.

“It reminds me of the old days.”

Aurelia muttered with her arms crossed.

“I’ve felt this way more than a hundred times, wanting to escape this hell as quickly as possible……it always sucks.”

Aria nodded with a wistful smile.

All around them, the ground was littered with the flesh and corpses of monsters.

The feathers scattered by the Demon God fell to the earth, quickly absorbing the surrounding corpses and transforming into new creatures.

[Screeech!!]

[Squeal, squeal, squeal……]

The torrent of demonic energy surged violently around the Demon God.

“Don’t look at the sky! Your mind will be corrupted!”

“Focus on taking down the monsters……!”

Olivia had made that ‘decision’ because she didn’t want this nightmare to repeat anymore.

[Who are you to control my body……?!]

“You already know who I am.”

Aria replied, fiddling with the sword scabbard slung over her shoulder.

She had never formally learned swordsmanship, but nothing was more useful for commanding than this.

“You just don’t want to admit it, do you?”

[…….]

Perhaps because the remark hit home, the voice that had been echoing in her mind fell silent.

“I know you have many questions. I’ll answer them in due time, so think about what you want to ask.”

Aria muttered with a dry chuckle.

No reply came.

Was its pride hurt?

‘But what can it do? In the end, I’m the one holding the reins.’

At least for now.

For now.

“Aurelia.”

Aurelia, who was setting up talismans around her, turned her head.

“Could you go and help Kiel?”

“…Me? But I’ve never even met him here before.”

“I’d do it myself if I could, but I need to protect the soldiers.”

As soon as Aria finished speaking, the demon began to move its massive wings.

Rumble… Rumble…

Dark mana dripped down like thick black liquid. It wasn’t just the mana falling.

Tears were too.

“How… How could I kill you… How could I…?”

Melina couldn’t move a single step from where she had collapsed. 

She clutched her heart as if squeezing it, repeatedly hitting it as though filled with resentment. 

Thud, thud. 

With each blow, her sobbing grew louder. Estee, having just finished the battle and approached, released the Demon Hunter’s collar she had been gripping.

She hesitated for a moment. What should she say? Comforting someone wasn’t something she was used to. Was it even necessary? It was sad, but if Olivia had wished for it, then it had to be done. That’s what a ‘friend’ is for.

It’s a difficult request, and that’s why it was asked of a friend.

Estee clicked her tongue and glared at the unconscious Demon Hunter. The King Mu who followed behind also carelessly tossed aside the unconscious revolutionary.

Then, he swung his fists at the approaching monsters aiming at Melina. 


He smashed them down wildly, tore them apart with sheer strength, and flung them away. He stomped on them until they were unrecognizable, crushed them, and shattered them. King Mu did not let out his usual maniacal laughter.

Boom…!

Like a machine, he simply and mindlessly broke the bones and guts of the monsters.

“Hey.”

Estee called out to Melina in a quiet voice.

She and King Mu were Olivia’s friends. But Melina wasn’t. She was Olivia’s mentor and, at the same time, her family.

Estee knew well the weight the word ‘family’ carried. How much it could mean to someone who had spent centuries in solitude.

Two hundred years is a long time. An unbearably long time. 

As the people you once connected with slowly enter their graves one by one, you wake up one day to find yourself alone. The more the deaths around you accumulate, the more worn down your mind becomes.

Though the body remains strong, the reality of being left alone eats away at you. The gap widens more dramatically as time passes.

In that hellish life, Olivia must have been her family.

Estee could understand Melina’s feelings.

But she couldn’t leave her in that dazed state.

“Hey.”

The reason she spoke was because of that.

“If you stay like that, you’ll die, you idiot.”

“…”

Even though she had spoken harshly on purpose, there was no response.

Estee scratched her head and spoke again.

“Then you’d die a meaningless death. Olivia wouldn’t want you to die like that either.”

Melina’s sobbing abruptly stopped. It seemed even lifting her head was difficult, as she wobbled for a long time before shaking her head.

“Isn’t it better… than killing my own disciple?”

Melina staggered as she rose to her feet. Beneath her vacant eyes, the tear stains had spread.

Estee hesitated for a moment. But soon she hardened her heart and forced a smile, one that was closer to a sneer.

“Oh, please. You really believe that? Does that thing look like Olivia to you? Where, exactly? To me, it looks like nothing but a monster.”

“…”

“There are kids out there, much younger than you, still fighting.”

Estee was right. Even through her tears, Rebekah was moving forward, spear in hand. Her wings spread wide as she slashed through the monsters.

“Ahhhhhhh!”

With a scream, Rebekah slashed off the demon’s wing. She mercilessly pried open its wounds. Each time the holy spear moved frantically, dark energy surged out in spurts. And every time, Rebekah screamed, as if spitting out blood.

But even so, she never stopped advancing.

Estee knew why.

“Honestly, I’m not confident in persuading people. Especially stubborn wizards like you.”

“……”

“But I have to say this one thing. You’re an idiot who doesn’t even know what kind of person Olivia is. A complete fool, at that.”

Melina slowly lifted her head. A faint anger flickered in her eyes.

As Melina stood up, she raised her right hand towards Estee. 

Boom! 

Flames exploded, and the approaching monster behind her writhed in agony as it burned.

“…You think I don’t know what kind of person Livi is?”

“Yeah.”

Melina’s fingertips trembled slightly.

[Master.]

If nothing else, those words were something she couldn’t let slide.

“I… know Livi a thousand times better than you do. We were that close, and that much—”

“Really?”

Estee laughed.

“If you know her that well, then you must know Olivia’s personality too, right?”

Estee muttered as she fiddled with her side hair.

“Let me ask just one thing. Would she be the kind of person to dump such a heavy burden on her master and run away?”

“……”

Melina froze in place.

“No. She’s definitely not that kind of person. If anything, she would have fought alone.”

Estee looked up at the sky again.

“Right now, Olivia is fighting too. Inside that monster, she’s probably fighting like crazy.”

“…But.”

“Your disciple is begging you to save her!”

“……!!”

If it’s Olivia.

No one else, but if it’s Olivia.

Melina thought she might understand, even just a little.

Her world trembled for a moment. She could faintly see Olivia’s face flickering in her mind. If it was the disciple she remembered, if it was that child…

Estee let out a breath, as if relieved, and turned her body.

“I’m leaving.”

She had done enough. From here on out, it was up to Melina.

Estee gathered the nearby water to create a wave. Due to most of it having been used up in battle, its size was insignificant.

‘How can you fight with this…’

Sssshhh…!


Before the words could even finish, rain poured down from the sky. Rain imbued with golden magical power.

So much that it could be called a downpour.

“Idiot.”

Estee smirked.
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The lightning bolts struck repeatedly through the breath attacks that had been fired in succession.

Even the concentrated magical energy that could shatter a body just by grazing it couldn’t extinguish the breath fired by a Dragon Lord with full intent.

Karsian pushed back the magic trying to engulf her with a massive shield.

Though it froze everything it came into contact with, she wasn’t entirely confident it could completely block an attack from a being as powerful as a demon god. So, she used the shield to buy time and then teleported to avoid the attack.

Two people were riding on her back.

Kiel and Aurelia.

Under normal circumstances, she would never have allowed anyone on her back. Even if it was something that happened in a past life, Kiel had been the human who had taken her daughter’s head.

‘…Her head?’

Karsian’s face twisted. For some reason, she didn’t feel the surge of anger. She had thought she’d be furious, but her emotions didn’t stir, as if they were broken.

Her mind was hazy.

She could at least recognize how things had reached this point. She remembered being captured by the sorcerer’s curse and losing consciousness, only to awaken later…

‘My head… it feels dizzy…’

But why had she suddenly jumped into battle after that? Why were there gaps in her memory? What was she fighting so desperately for? Why was she carrying someone like Kiel on her back?

These questions existed. But that was all. She didn’t feel the need to resolve them.

Karsian, mechanically breathing out breaths of frost, dodged the countless feathers lunging at her like tentacles, trying her hardest to fly higher.

She had to ascend. She had to kill the demon god. That was the only thing the foggy-minded Karsian remembered.

It was Aurelia’s doing. She had no intention of treating Olivia’s enemies, the regressors, kindly.

If everyone fought with guilt, there would be no chance of winning. In the end, someone had to embrace hostility and fight with it.

The spell Aurelia engraved into their minds, imbuing it with her will, was for that very purpose.

It amplified their innate hostility to the extreme.

The moment they thought, ‘Why?’ their minds were forcibly wiped blank. The sorcery that reached the realm of transcendence could artificially alter even the emotions of dragons.

Crackling!

Karsian screamed. 

She gritted her teeth tightly and glared fiercely at the sky. Lightning she hadn’t been able to block shook her insides violently.

Thunderbolt.

Yes, a thunderbolt.

[…….]

Karsian’s pupils slowly widened. The process was very slow, but it was all the more dramatic because of it.

Slowly, ever so slowly, the dullness clouding her eyelids cleared. At the same time, her long, slit-like reptilian eyes fixed on the demon god.

Whoosh!

Karsian flapped her wings. With a single flap, a storm of frost whipped through the air.

[Olivia.]

She remembered the thunderbolt that had killed her. She recalled the betrayal and fury she had felt at that time.

Her memories were still full of blanks, but Karsian realized what she had to do now.

Not the demon god, no.

She would kill Olivia.

And Karsian wasn’t the only one thinking that way.

“……What on earth are you doing right now?”

The High Elf Druid. The overseer of the World Tree and the chief elder of the elves. Around her, countless elves had collapsed, unconscious.

It must have been a one-sided battle; there wasn’t even a trace of resistance to be seen.

“How dare… how dare you attack me?!”

“I only stopped you because it seemed you were trying to abandon the role you were assigned.”

“Are you telling me to just stand by and do nothing with that monster in front of us?!”

The Druid’s outburst erupted.

“As someone connected to the World Tree, I can tell. That thing… is an evil god that shouldn’t exist in this world. It’s horrifying… vicious… and utterly repulsive.”

Pwhoosh!

The wind tore apart. A storm blowing from dozens of directions soon formed into the shape of a giant horse.

“The Spirit King of Wind, is it?”

Aria’s expression stiffened slightly.

“I can no longer follow you.”

The Druid, now mounted atop the Spirit King of Wind, murmured.

All the winds in the vicinity gathered around the Druid. Aria, brushing back her short, windswept hair, regretted not knocking the Druid out earlier.

“I’ll tell you one last time. Your role is to heal the soldiers so they don’t die, not to fight the demon god.”

“Shut up!!”

The Druid screamed at the top of her lungs.

“Did you really think I wouldn’t see through your ploy to use my power to save even one more of the Empire’s soldiers?!”

Rumbleeeee!

With those words, the entire area shook as the wind began to gather at a single point. The high-density wind disintegrated the bodies of the monsters it touched, and as the blood mixed with the storm, it began to take on a menacing red hue.

“Yes. You’re right.”

“…What?”

The Druid’s face momentarily went blank, as if she hadn’t expected such an easy admission.

“I don’t want anyone to die in this battle.”

More specifically.

Olivia didn’t want a single person to die.

The words she had said when she vowed to return for the first time echoed in her mind. Looking back now, they were the words of someone far more naive.

‘Tell me you need my help.’

She still couldn’t forget the look on Olivia’s face back then.

‘I’ll help you reach the perfect conclusion you envision.’

And so.

She couldn’t abandon that hope.

Even knowing how arrogant the word “perfect” truly was.

“Of course, it will be difficult and exhausting. In such a desperate battle, it’s practically impossible to avoid casualties. But… I’ve been preparing for this day for a very long time.”

With the Druid’s abilities, as long as they weren’t killed outright, she could heal them. The World Tree’s healing power, at the very least, surpassed even that of a saintess.

“So, you shouldn’t waste your strength on such trifles.”

Her tone, arrogant to the core, referred to the Spirit King as a mere trifle.

“You’re… not a princess, are you?”

The Druid muttered, fighting off her trembling.

Goooooo…!

A terrifying aura, as though it were choking her.


Under the overwhelming pressure of the pouring magic, the Druid’s face turned pale.

She had thought Aria had some hidden card, but she hadn’t anticipated it being to this extent.

“How can a human possess such magical power…?”

She tried to resist somehow, but it was futile. Despite having the skill to summon the Spirit King, the Druid couldn’t even manage to utter a single word to her.

Crackkkkk!

Unable to withstand the crushing pressure, the Spirit King was forcibly unsummoned.

“Kaaagh…!”

The Druid, unable to endure the backlash, collapsed to the ground.

Aria extended her hand toward the Druid’s forehead.

“For a while, you won’t even be able to think properly.”

“…!!”

Her fingertips glowed with a golden light as they pierced into the Druid’s consciousness.

“Urgh…!!”

The Druid tried to resist, but even speaking a word correctly was impossible.

“Blame me.”

With those words, the Druid’s consciousness sank into the distance.

Aria quietly watched the Druid, then slowly stood up.

Soon, the Druid would regain their senses. They would only remember the command to heal those around them. 

From that moment on, they would repeat the assigned task like a puppet. And no doubt, they wouldn’t question anything.

Then suddenly,

“It will naturally be released in about three days.”

The emperor spoke to the empty air.

“Have you thought of your question?”

At that very moment,

A small voice slipped into the emperor’s mind.

[What… what were we supposed to do differently?]

“What do you mean, differently?”

[You know what I’m talking about…!]

The princess knows that showing emotions is something only children do.

She also knows how ugly it is to raise one’s voice like this.

To scream in desperation.

But.

But…

[Why… were we not chosen…!]

Was it because they needed more hatred, and that’s why they weren’t told? That could be. 

If they had heard the ‘full story’ of the event from Olivia beforehand, anyone would have felt sorrow rather than hatred.

But the princess isn’t pouring out her emotions because of that.

Why was Kiel given a chance to seek forgiveness? Why was Melina given a choice? What does it even matter that they met earlier or were closer?

Olivia wasn’t just an ordinary friend. She was the most significant presence in the princess’s life. And of course, the same was true for the other regressors.

Then why were they not even given a chance to apologize? Why were they forced to attack Olivia, buried in anger without being given the choice?

That was what felt unjust.

If they had met Olivia sooner than the others.

If they had a chance to release this hatred somehow.

Naturally, they felt it was unfair. While the others had the misunderstanding cleared and their anger subsided, they were gradually consumed by the growing hatred as time passed.

Forgiveness? Of course, they had thought about it. But every time, the faces of their parents, who had been brutally murdered, came to mind. The face of their daughter, the faces of their siblings and friends came to mind.

[…Why only you all…!]

The princess gritted her teeth as she wept. It was unfair. It was absurd. Just because they weren’t chosen, they had to live their whole lives in regret and pain.

Should they have pathetically begged for a chance? Wandered the continent searching for Olivia? The princess didn’t know. She no longer knew what the right answer was.

Tears poured uncontrollably, and breathing became labored.

[You could have told me. You heard everything from within me. So why…!]

It might be unreasonable. After all, they didn’t know when the emperor had fallen asleep in their subconscious. But the princess needed it.

Something common like, ‘I didn’t know better.’

[Why only us… why…!]

If they didn’t even have that…

[…Why…]

Even the right to say this would vanish.

The emperor, who had been quietly listening, slowly spoke.

“Do you truly believe things would have been different?”

[Of course… they would have been.]


“Yes, if it were you, Princess, that may have been so.”

The emperor’s voice carried a warmth for a brief moment.

But only for a moment.

The emperor’s words slowly continued.

“But for the others, no.”
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Thick dark energy erupted.

Aurelia’s eyebrow twitched. Before she could express her displeasure, Elias spewed flames, burning away the dark energy.

She was controlling two Dragon Lords at the same time. It was much easier to continue the battle this way than flying on her own.

Not only could she focus her gaze on the dragons, but sometimes, she could also use them as platforms.

Ssshhh!

Just like now.

Kiel, who had leaped off Karsian’s back, sent a sword strike forward. The wings made of dark energy shattered into pieces.

However, it didn’t reach the demon god. The Demon God wrapped its body in thousands of wings and retaliated with a much stronger attack as soon as Kiel’s strike ended.

Rebekah began to pray. Her divine power pushed back the dark energy, healing the party’s wounds and granting them a blessing that slowed their regeneration. 

She was still clad in armor but was holding a rosary instead of a holy spear.

Her role was to let Kiel and Aurelia focus solely on the battle. She understood that.

Hundreds of exchanges in the blink of an eye. Rebekah focused her consciousness, watching the dragons’ movements. Contrary to their title of Lords of Magic, they were recklessly biting at the demon god’s wings without even tending to their own wounds.

Rebekah bit her lips as she glanced at Aurelia.

To be honest, it was unsettling. Anyone could see that there was no trace of reason in their eyes.

“Saintess, focus.”

“…What?”

“A few more people are coming up.”

“What do you mean all of a sudden…?”

Before Rebekah could finish her sentence, a golden gate appeared in the air. It was Melina’s magic. Beyond the gate, the King Mu and Estee stepped out. The King Mu chuckled and patted Elias’ scales.

“Haha! I should’ve been hunting a creature like this!”

“Shut up and look at the sky. It’s coming!”

Boom!

In an instant, wings flew at the King Mu, crashing into him. He barely managed to hold on, but the sharp feathers dug into his skin. However, instead of groaning, he began climbing up the wings.

“Wooaaah!”

Estee took her eyes off the King Mu. 

Now that most of the ground monsters had been swept away, her role was to support the party. Her task was to deflect attacks before they landed and create platforms to prevent anyone from falling.

The rain that had been pouring down stopped mid-air and turned into long spikes.

The feathers flying in from all directions were practically weapons themselves. Unless someone was as tough as the King Mu, they would be pierced instantly.

Crash! Crash!

Feathers and spikes collided, causing explosions.

‘It’s not enough…!’

The sheer difference in quantity was overwhelming. Estee was controlling the raindrops to the limit her mind could handle, but the feathers were far too numerous in comparison.

Zap! 

In an instant, the King Mu’s entire body became like a porcupine. The feathers that pierced him had immediately knocked him unconscious. But only for a moment, as Rebekah’s blessing forced his consciousness back.

The dark energy was repelled, and his mangled body rapidly regenerated.

A smile tugged at the corner of the King Mu’s lips.

“This is good…!”

A sense of teetering on the edge of life and death. He pulled out the feather stuck in his crown, drawing on his energy.

It’s just like climbing a cliff. Except this cliff is wildly thrashing about, and lethal attacks are flying in nonstop.

Kwadudeudeuk.

The King of Mu stretched his arms to their limit. The distance between him and the Demon God was absurdly far, but it seemed like he could somehow make it work.

In the next moment, the King Mu’s body shot forward like a slingshot. Melina’s magic enveloped him, folding space. In an instant, the distance between him and the Demon God narrowed by several meters.

Under the entirely black sky, the King Mu bared his teeth and grinned.

“I’ve wanted to punch your face for a long time!”

Kwaaaa!

The King Mu’s fist tore through the air with a dreadful sound.

The Demon God’s head snapped to the side. Instead of blocking the King Mu’s attack, the Demon God thrust his wings into the King Mu’s side. As the deeply embedded wing was withdrawn, blood spurted through his clenched teeth.

He was hit. When did he get hit?

There wasn’t even time to think about it now. The attack had definitely connected, but all it had done was turn the demon god’s head slightly.

Chwaaaak!

If anything, it seemed to have angered him, as his attacks grew noticeably fiercer than before.

Indeed, the Demon God had a presence stronger than anything the King Mu had faced up to this point. The calm, expressionless face made the King Mu feel a chilling unease.

“…Kuhahahaha!”

The King Mu burst into laughter. Who would have thought that he would ever feel this way?

But the feeling only lasted for a moment, as his body was soon overwhelmed with intense excitement.

The King Mu had always envisioned such a battlefield in his heart. If he could choose how to die, he’d rather die fighting in such a place than live out his days in peace.

That would be the ending befitting a warrior.

Hearing the sudden beast-like roar, Aurelia’s face twisted with dread.

“There’s not a single normal person here.”

Aurelia looked down at the ground, now a distant sight, and sent out her intent.

[Aria. If you’re free, send two more up.]

The battle situation was precarious. The reason things had reached this point was that the form of the Demon God was completely different from anything Aurelia had ever encountered.

‘Back then, I just had to pop the eyes…’

But now, things were much more difficult than they had been before.

[Hey! I said it’s urgent!]

Aurelia spoke in a desperate voice. But there was still no response.

“Damn it!”

Aurelia quickly formed a hand seal. In the next moment, her shadow swelled and spat out countless souls.

Even Rebekah hesitated at the overwhelming numbers, incomparable to even the great demon Belphegor. But the souls Aurelia summoned had no malevolent energy.

Aurelia nodded. With this number, it should be enough to buy some time.

“I’ll be back shortly.”

“…Yes!”

“I won’t be gone long, so don’t worry too much.”

After murmuring this to Rebekah, Aurelia stepped back.

Immediately, a vast surge of power erupted from her entire body.

Kwooooooo!

Moments later, blood began to trickle from the corners of her eyes.

But Aurelia didn’t care. She used her own blood to draw a formation in midair.

“Summon.”


At that moment, the sky split open, and something slithered down from beyond the rift.

Nine tendrils swayed like golden smoke. Their true form was a set of tails.

The moment Rebekah ’s mind was distracted by the swaying of the nine luxurious tails, a giant fox had appeared beside her. It was so large that she had to lift her head vertically to see it.

A being born as a beast, who refined itself to earn a qualification akin to ascension.

[The Nine-Tailed Fox (Gumiho)]

Aurelia stroked the head of the Gumiho and spoke.

“Stay by my side and protect me.”

It was at that moment.

The Gumiho lifted its head, and in an instant, four of its tails shot out in all directions.

Crunch!

The extended tails captured the wings that were being shot toward Rebekah and twisted them, breaking them off.

[Screeech.]

As the Gumiho nodded its head, Aurelia jumped to the ground without hesitation.

Even in the fleeting moment of her rapid descent, there was no trace of agitation on her face.

Rather, she simply adjusted the movements of the dragons, turning her back toward the ground.

Thud!

She landed lightly. Aurelia immediately sprinted toward Aria.

The area around Aria was filled with the corpses of monsters. The stench of burning decayed protein lingered heavily on the land.

‘…What a mess you’ve made.’

Aurelia furrowed her brows deeply and shouted.

“Hey! What the hell are you doing, not answering me?!”

“I needed to have a sincere conversation for a moment.”

Aurelia, who hesitated for a moment, soon realized what Aria meant. It seemed she had been talking to the ‘princess.’

The reason everything was in this state was probably because she had failed to control her power while focusing on the conversation.

“…Sincere conversation, my ass.”

“Haha. It was inevitable. It was a necessary step to continue the fight.”

“A necessary step, you say…?”

Aurelia’s eyes narrowed. Those words sounded as if the princess was indispensable.

“Originally, she wouldn’t have lasted this long. It was only by using the trick of sleeping for two rounds that she hasn’t disappeared yet.”

The emperor responded with a chuckle. As much as he wanted to continue…he realized when he defeated the monsters just now. In this state, he couldn’t even use a tenth of his power. He didn’t want to be the stain on Olivia’s perfect ending.

“Are you…dying?”

“Heh. Dying? I’m just transferring my consciousness.”

Aurelia squinted her eyes.

“…What if she tries to pull something?”

“That won’t happen. She’s not that shameless. And…if something does happen, I’ll just pop back out and stop it.”

Of course, the emperor knew that wouldn’t happen.

“What’s the plan?”

“I’ll explain it all to you.”

“Then…”

“Enough. You know we don’t have time for this. You worry too much.”

The emperor smiled slowly. For some reason, Aurelia felt bitter.

They weren’t even that close. No, they were close. Close enough that it would feel empty without him—a friend like that.

“…”

The emperor slowly closed his eyes. When he opened them again, for some reason, his gaze had become sharper. Somehow, he looked younger.

Was it simply because the time they had lived through was different?

Aurelia blinked for a moment.

“Has it changed?”

“….”

Aria hesitated before nodding her head.


[Don’t respond. Even though he looks blank, he’s an expert at teasing people.]

“…!!”

A voice inside her head. It was the first time she’d experienced something like this, so it wasn’t easy to adapt.

[Haha. For now, wake the Revolutionary and the Demon Hunter.]

There was no need to control her mind. Right now, it was the ‘princess.’
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He was slowly getting closer to the Demon God.

Kiel was more aware of that fact than anyone.

The number of feathers flying toward him had significantly decreased. This was because the number of returners had increased.

Slice!

Each time a wing was cut, Kiel’s face twisted in pain. Although he was clearly surrounded by demonic energy, and there was no expression on his face.

The being before him was undeniably Olivia.

Kiel gripped the handle tightly.

Could he live out the rest of his life after doing something like this?

Kiel knew that he couldn’t.

Each time he slashed through, red blood gushed out like an explosion. It was the blood of a close friend.

“……”

It was only when his sword reached its mark that he finally understood.

The Demon God.

Olivia was losing.

Even though he knew that, Kiel did not speak. But inside, he screamed.

Dying here together with Olivia would be too greedy.

“……”

If he died here, it would only be running away.

Kiel recalled the conversation between the Emperor and the Grand Witch.

[That bastard’s a real piece of trash, isn’t he?]

A conversation etched into his mind due to his transcendent senses.

[If I were Olivia, I would’ve killed them all, past connections or not. Why let those ungrateful creatures live?]

Of course, he knew that the conversation wasn’t about him.

But Kiel also realized he wasn’t much different from them.

It was a sudden thought.

This arrogant swordsman, blunt, self-righteous, only thinking of his own perspective—

How many times had he hurt Olivia?

It wouldn’t have been just once or twice. It must have been far more than that.

[You said you wanted to atone, right?]

There was no way he could atone through something like this. Even if he killed the Demon God, even if it was the wish Olivia had longed for over an eternity—

Kiel had no intention of forgiving himself for something so trivial.

Slash.

Feathers scattered and flew in all directions as they were cut away, and even the wing’s base was severed, as if torn apart.

At the tip of Kiel’s sword, dark crimson flames began to rise. The light grew so large, it was almost an illusion that the sky had brightened for a moment.

Kiel infused his life force into the flames. His remaining lifespan, his future—he cared nothing for such things.

If she had suffered for eternity because of him,

Then he, too, deserved to atone forever.

Whoosh…!

The flames swelled, becoming increasingly massive. Kiel took a deep breath and bent his knees.

And then—

Boom!

He stepped forward.

***

Olivia.

She watched all the scenes unfold from within the Demon God’s consciousness.

When there were seven, the battlefield was at a disadvantage, but when they became nine, it balanced out.

[Aaaaahhhh…!]

At some point, nine became eleven, eleven became thirteen, and thirteen soon became fifteen.

Some roared in anger, others spewed hatred, and yet others shed tears.

But they all shouted Olivia’s name, not the Demon God’s.

[The Regressor, ‘Serial Killer,’ uses ‘Final Strike.’]

The Serial Killer, who had drawn his own blood to form a giant scythe, shouted.

“Olivia, close your eyes…!”

Cain forced a smile, even though his face was tearful.

[I’m glad… that you and I… aren’t that close.]

He repeated the same words he had said in a previous cycle, one she could not remember.

[Regressor, ‘Aurelia’…]

[Regressor, ‘Melina’…]

Messages floated up simultaneously, countless in number.

Suddenly, memories of the past flashed through my mind. Back when I only knew of this world as a mere game, I had always heard this saying:

[If fifteen regressors gather, they can extinguish a demon without a player.]

Right now, their number was exactly fifteen.

‘Because there are two Arias.’

They were proving that statement to be true.

A sword, raised high, fell. A heavy slash that cleaved through space itself bore down on the demon.

The Demon hurriedly moved its wings, but there simply weren’t enough of them to block the incoming blow.

Swordsmanship, magic, divine power, psychic power, human strength.

Shields, arrows, Dagger, scythes, dragon speech, elemental power.

Cursed power, and wisdom.

All kinds of abilities were binding the demon’s wings, preventing them from moving. While the demon had no limits to its regenerative abilities, from the moment the regressors focused on restricting the wings, the outcome of the battle was already determined.

Unless the demon tore off its own wings, it wouldn’t be able to escape this bind.

Crack!

With a horrible sound, the demon’s body bent. Its knees buckled, unable to withstand the force. 

Though its head barely avoided being sliced in half, Kiel’s sword ripped through its shoulder and even tore down to its abdomen.

Following that, Melina’s magic shot forth. Golden chains that cut through the air latched onto the demon’s body.

…Rumble.

As the wounds on the demon’s body increased, the space where Olivia stood also began to crumble bit by bit.

Like old cement falling apart, cracks started forming from the outer edges.

“…Huff…”


‘Olivia’ let out a long breath. Blood surged up violently, spilling over her lips and staining the floor red.

She was struggling to swallow the blood that kept rising, but no matter how much she swallowed, it continued to overflow.

Her hair had turned completely black.

Her pupils were so dark that the blood vessels were visible, glowing a red hue.

Yet, even with all that, no expression of pain appeared on ‘Olivia’s’ face. She gazed over at me with calm, composed eyes.

“In the end, it has come to this.”

‘Olivia’ collapsed into a chair as if she had lost all strength. It wasn’t a lie when she said she had sealed the demon’s immortality within her. Her upper body had already become tattered.

“…I wanted to hold on a little longer, though.”

With those words, ‘Olivia’ gave a faint smile. The battle on the screen grew more intense, and as it did, ‘Olivia’ also became increasingly haggard.

Rumble.

Once again, a trembling vibration echoed from beyond the darkness. Olivia’s eyes were fixed on the slowly crumbling space.

What would happen if this space completely collapsed? Would I die? Could I return to the world I originally lived in? If I wanted to ask, now was the time.

“…Can I return?”

It was a natural question that had to be asked, and ‘Olivia’ remained silent for a moment.

“There are people waiting for me.”

As the vibrations grew stronger, Olivia couldn’t help but be shaken. I pressed for an answer, trying to provoke a reaction from her.

But it wasn’t a lie. Although I had developed some attachment and familiarity with this world due to being merged with ‘Olivia,’ that was all.

I had wrapped countless lies in the guise of truth over the years. Although things were peaceful now, I couldn’t hide the truth forever.

‘One day, it will all come out.’

And when that moment arrives, everything will collapse.

“To get straight to the point, yes. You can return.”

‘Olivia’ spoke as she stared at the screen that was gradually dimming.

“Because you are… a being from a higher dimension.”

“A higher dimension?”

“That’s just a name I’ve made up. If you can observe the history of another dimension in any form, you’re higher. If you are observed, you’re lower. Normally, these things manifest as books.”

As she said that, ‘Olivia’ held a book in her hand.

[The Chronicle of Leodrant]

It was a book I knew. One of the few novels that Aria liked.

“Then… does that mean the things written in that book actually happened somewhere?”

“Every event in the lower dimension has already occurred and is still happening.”

“……”

It was difficult to comprehend. At least, that’s how Olivia felt. But she did understand one thing for certain—why she had called herself a being from the higher dimension.

‘Lactea.’

After all, she had been observing this world in the form of a game.

“……Hoo.”

‘Olivia’ struggled to lift her heavy eyelids. Even that now seemed to be a challenge.

“Don’t… worry too much. Somehow… you’ll be able to return.”

Rumble.

Once again, a fierce vibration shook the surroundings. Olivia’s gaze was fixed on the shadow behind ‘Olivia,’ which writhed relentlessly, as if it were a living creature.

Crack!

‘Olivia’ groped the shadow with her hand and firmly grasped it. It seemed she could no longer see properly.

Olivia remained silent.

She knew better than anyone the immense pain ‘Olivia’ must be feeling, having been merged with her until recently.

Buzz…!!

The screen that had been illuminating the battlefield flickered before becoming overwhelmed with stuttering noise.

The long-awaited end was approaching. Olivia furrowed her brow. She thought she’d feel joy, but for some reason, her chest felt tight instead.

The inner world, which had begun collapsing from the edges, had shrunk to a size incomparable to how it had once been.

“……I.”

‘Olivia.’

No.

Olivia took my hand.

“……With this……”

Before I realized it, a sharp shard of ice was in my hand.

My breath hitched. As her breathing grew fainter, my eyes widened.

“……”

Olivia gripped my hand a little tighter.

‘Don’t feel guilty.’

She mouthed the words.

‘I was happy.’

It wasn’t a forced smile. She meant every word.


Slowly, Olivia closed her eyes.

“……”

I nodded slowly.

And, I did as she wished.





 
  
    Chapter 200: Towards the end -3


Zzuh-jeo-jeo-jeo-jeok…!

With a loud bang, the ground split open. Like a sword slicing through, dark crimson blood gushed out from the crack.

The inner world of the Demon God was collapsing. I thrust ice into Olivia’s heart, aiming to end her life instantly, without even a trace of pain.

Olivia did not resist. Perhaps she was merely a soul, as I felt nothing as if piercing through her skin.

Gently, it felt like dipping my hand into the surface of water.

Perhaps even this was her consideration. Surely, it must be.

A flood of demonic energy poured forth.

The surrounding landscape gradually turned dark crimson. The fierce vibrations, once resonating, subsided as if drowning.

Through the torn sky, the forgotten color of the heavens shone down.

[■■■■■■■■…!]

Demons crawling up from the underground to prevent the death of a god, and the struggling immortality of the Demon God. Amidst all the horrifying scenes, my gaze was fixed solely on the person in front of me.

The Great Archmage, Olivia.

I drew forth my magic, burning it as if to fuel it to the maximum.

Without a single misstep. Without a moment’s hesitation.

[You have slain the Demon God.]

Killed her.

[Main quest completed.]

***

When I opened my eyes, I was lying alone in an empty space.

A space so barren that even time was indiscernible.

The only thing present was an unknown blue crack.

I hadn’t expected to wake up in such a place, but at the same time, it wasn’t entirely unexpected. After all, I had thought that something like a passageway would be necessary to return to the original world.

The moment I slowly raised myself.

[…Olivia.]

A voice came from behind me.

[Answer… please, answer me.]

I instinctively turned around.

[Please…]

Melina sat with her back to the setting sun. Holding the seemingly asleep Olivia in both hands, she cradled her as if embracing her. As the wind tousled Melina’s golden hair, I couldn’t help but inhale sharply.

Melina lifted Olivia’s limp hand. Bringing it to her cheek, she began to weep.

‘This is…’

It felt like my heart was sinking.

‘The outside world.’

I had no idea what was happening.

Was it Olivia’s arrangement? A divine mercy? I didn’t know, but I stared outside as if bewitched.

[Lady Melina.]

After some time, a voice called out to Melina. A girl in a faded priest’s robe, Rebekah, approached and sat beside her.

The battle continued, even as Melina held Olivia’s lifeless body in her arms.

There were still monsters remaining. Of course, the victory was already decided. Only a few monsters were left.

But no one felt joy.

Even though she knew she shouldn’t, Melina resented Olivia. Her heart ached. She wished Olivia had left her with some last words.

Something like a shallow blessing, telling her to live a long, healthy life.

Then she could have used that as an excuse to carry on.

But her resentful disciple hadn’t left even that. Was it because Olivia had no lingering attachments? No, that couldn’t be it.

It was because she knew that even a farewell could become a lifelong curse to someone.

[…Livi.]

Melina was afraid.

Afraid that even Olivia’s smile was a lie meant to reassure her.

She was so terrified, so unbearably terrified…

That she carelessly let the words swirling in her mouth slip out.

[Did my disciple… go to heaven?]

Gasping for breath for a long time, Melina barely managed to look at Rebekah.

She didn’t believe in God, but at that moment, she was more desperate than anyone. If her disciple hadn’t even gone to heaven… she wasn’t sure she could bear it.

[…Yes. I’m sure… she did.]

Rebekah understood. No matter how much of a saint she was, it was impossible for her to know whether Olivia had gone to heaven.

But she said it anyway.

Not just to reassure Melina. She wasn’t foolish enough to lie about something that would be exposed immediately.

She simply knew for certain.

Because if it were her sister, that’s exactly what would have happened.

If her sister hadn’t gone to heaven… the thought was too terrifying to even entertain.

That god would no longer be a god.

[…Stupid girl.]

Aurelia smiled bitterly. She was puffing on a cigarette, watching them from a distance. She had seen it in Olivia’s final moments. The faint smile that had appeared on her face.

No one else here would think so, but Olivia must have considered her own death a peaceful one.

Her radiant smile was proof.

Aurelia, her hands shaking as she held her pipe, wiped her eyes in secret.

Seeing this, Aria, her eyes worn by the passage of time, spoke. She was an emperor.

[Do you also think Olivia went to heaven?]

Aurelia felt all eyes turn to her. Despite hearing the saint’s words, everyone seemed unable to hide their worries.

The expressions of the group stiffening at the emperor’s question were proof of that.

Aurelia slowly opened her mouth.

[If the goddess isn’t completely mad, there’s no way she wouldn’t take her. If you think about it, she dumped all her responsibilities onto Olivia. Who cares if she wasn’t a believer?]

A few of the group sighed in relief. Watching them, the emperor whispered a question.

[Not that. I want to hear what you think.]

Aurelia was also an atheist. Instead, she believed in reincarnation.

Glancing around, Aurelia spoke.

[…I think Olivia was reincarnated.]

[Why?]

[Aether’s heaven might not be such a great place for her.]


The heaven of the Goddess of Light was a place where everyone experienced complete and eternal happiness.

But would Olivia really find true happiness there? With the memories of a annihilation?

[Maybe it’s better to lose her memories and be reincarnated. At least… that’s what I think.]

The emperor nodded. She thought the same.

[I’ve learned through countless cycles that oblivion… is the true blessing of the gods. In that sense, you might be right.]

I watched it all unfold, laughing bitterly.

Everyone was trying hard to suppress their sadness. Only because they thought Olivia wouldn’t have wanted it.

Why me? Out of all the countless users, why me?

‘…Why me?’

Then, a blue rift approached me.

[Would you like to return?]

It was as if I wasn’t allowed to question it, urging me to hurry.

To return to the real world. To go back and meet the people waiting for me.

A bitter feeling suddenly washed over me.

‘…I thought I wouldn’t hesitate at all if this moment came.’

From the first day I fell into this world until now, I had imagined this very moment without fail. The moment I would return to the original world.

But now that the moment had finally come, I couldn’t easily take that step.

The witch who destroyed the world was dead.

The evil god was dead, and the world had regained peace.

Is that enough? Can I truly be satisfied with that?

“…”

I reached out my hand toward the blue rift.

[Would you like to return?]

Instead of answering, I slowly opened my mouth.

“…To where?”

As if it had been waiting, a notification window appeared.

[To the place where you truly belong.]

At the same time, a familiar scene appeared beyond the rift.

A gaming desktop sitting on a desk. A headset casually tossed aside.

Things that were endlessly familiar to me.

Things I had missed, things I had longed for.

If I return to the original world, I had plans to do the things I hadn’t been able to.

I would travel with my family, and eat the homemade food I’d missed. I would drink all night with friends I hadn’t seen in a long time.

That’s what I would do.

I planned to live happily, as much as I had suffered so far.

“…”

For the last time, I asked.

“How long will this passage stay open?”

[…]

No answer came. But because of that, I was sure. This rift wouldn’t disappear until I crossed through.

My gaze was no longer fixed on the rift.

I was looking at the screen on the other side.

With trembling hands, Melina gently stroked Olivia’s hair. Rebekah was clasping her hands, praying for Olivia. Estee and the King Mu bowed their heads in silent tribute.

I saw Kiel leaning half his body against his sword, weeping endlessly.

Could they truly live happily for a long time?

Would they be able to fully enjoy the peace Olivia had wished for?

‘…I doubt it.’

I took a seat. For some reason, I felt like I had to.

Whether it was because of the guilt that had been sleeping deep inside me, or because I didn’t want to leave this world, I wasn’t sure. But one thing was certain.

‘I have to watch over them.’

I have to make sure they’re okay. At least until they live their lives happily, even if only through sheer force of will.


Only then would Olivia be able to let go of her last lingering regrets.

And I, too, would be able to let go of my final guilt.

This is my small atonement.

Atonement for having deceived them.

[Good luck to you.]



 
  
    Chapter 201: Epilogue -1


“Guh!”

Aramis sprang up, feeling a sharp impact on the back of his head.

“The sun’s high in the sky. How long are you planning to sleep?”

As he turned his head, he saw Jaina clicking her tongue in disapproval.

Aramis blinked for a long moment, then stood up, rubbing the bump on his head. It didn’t feel like just any bump. Had he been hit with a staff? But, more importantly, why was Jaina even here…?

“What are you thinking about this time? Want to die?”

As Jaina clenched her fist threateningly, Aramis shook his head quietly and muttered an excuse.

“…I wasn’t really thinking about anything. I just woke up, so I’m still a bit groggy.”

“You don’t even know why we’re here, do you?”

…We?

Aramis, who had been adjusting his clothes, froze in the middle of the room. Jaina wasn’t the only one there. A man in a white robe, Ro Fernandi, sat on his favorite couch with a serious expression.

And that wasn’t all. On the chair in his office, Glacion was glaring at him with her sharp, serpent-like eyes.

Three tower lords, and a full-grown dragon.

To anyone who didn’t know their history, this group might seem like a bizarre combination, but to those aware of their past, it wasn’t strange at all.

After thinking for a while, Aramis opened his mouth.

“…Ah.”

“Wow, did you seriously just now remember?”

Jaina clicked her tongue again. Glacion, who had been silently watching, chimed in as well.

“Idiot. Ungrateful, stupid human.”

“Sorry, Aramis. Even I can’t cover for you this time.”

Despite the barrage of scolding, Aramis couldn’t say anything in return. He knew, objectively, that he was in the wrong.

He had stayed up many nights working on his grand plan to restore his ‘master’s’ magic as the Blue Tower Lord, but those terrifying monsters wouldn’t care about such circumstances.

At least not today.

“Noon passed a long time ago. Take your time.”

“…I’ll hurry as much as I can.”

Shaking his aching head a few times and sending a cold breeze into the air, he fully woke up. Normally meticulous about his appearance, today he felt an even stronger need to tidy himself.

With a beep, the connection tone began to ring.

“I’m going out for a bit. Postpone the meeting by two hours.”

“Four hours. It’ll take an hour just to get there.”

“…Postpone it by four hours.”

Aramis clicked his tongue as he set down the communication device. How had his situation gotten so miserable? No matter how much he thought about it, it must have been because of the reprimand he received for being late last time.

“Don’t think it’s dirty or unfair. It’s your own karma.”

The moment Jaina finished speaking, the office began to glow brightly. Spatial magic. Familiar coordinates were etched into the magic circle.

They were complex coordinates, but there was no way he wouldn’t recognize them. He had visited this place once a year, for the past seven years.

Pop!

It felt as though his consciousness blinked out for a moment. When he opened his eyes again, he was standing in a desolate field completely covered in snow.

But that didn’t mean there was absolutely nothing there.

Aramis lowered his head and looked down at the cliff, etched into the earth like a scar. It was the sword strike left behind by Kiel, the Sword Saint, during the Great War. It had been awe-inspiring even back then, but even now, after reaching a certain level himself, it was still just as astonishing.

“Can’t we just fly? It’s going to take forever to walk there.”

“Shall we walk, then?”

“…I can give you a ride on my back.”

“That wouldn’t look right. It has to be solemn. Don’t you know what solemnity is?”

“No matter how solemn it has to be…”

Amidst the lively chatter, the group continued to walk.

Although they could have used magic, there was a reason why they insisted on walking.

“…Can’t we slow down just a little?”

“No.”

“You should have exercised more regularly.”

The group soon arrived at their destination. It was a place that had once been Glacion’s lair. It was also the place where they had studied under their ‘master.’

After the Great War, Glacion had moved the location of his lair to the east, saying that it was because there was more good food and it was a better place to live.

Jaina quietly looked ahead. The place, where the memories of her childhood were steeped, no longer existed. All that was left was a small gravestone.

“…Master. We’ve come.”

Jaina knelt down gracefully. She took out a handkerchief and brushed the snow off the gravestone. There wasn’t as much snow as she had expected. It was probably because someone else had already visited.

Few knew the true nature of this place, which was surrounded by several layers of barriers. Only a handful of people, including Jaina and her fellow disciples, and the master’s old comrades.

Jaina and Ro clasped their hands together in prayer. Since they had been followers of the God of Light since their days as apprentice mages at the White Tower, it wasn’t unusual for them to pray.

“…Rest in peace.”

Instead of praying, Aramis and Glacion bowed their heads in silent reverence.

“It was horribly difficult back then. Isn’t it strange?”

Glacion, who had somehow spread out a mat and was sitting down, spoke, gazing nostalgically at the space where they had once studied. Aramis nodded in agreement.

“…The past always becomes a memory.”

To be honest, when they first met Olivia, they had never imagined it would turn out like this.

They missed her.

As Olivia’s memorial day approached, the longing became even more intense. The ever-proud smile of their master. Her playful face. The memories of that day when she had desperately tried to teach them more.

All of it painted their eyes with sorrow.

The atmosphere quickly became somber, but it was much better than before. Back then, they had all cried and made a scene.

“…Who could have visited?”

Jaina, who had been gently stroking the gravestone for a while, finally spoke. It was rare to see a clear day in the north. Even though it was inside a cave, the fact that so little snow had accumulated on the gravestone was a clear sign.

“Could it be Melina?”

“I don’t know. I wonder if she’s still alive.”

“Hey, how can you say something like that?”

Jaina nudged Glacion’s shoulder as she spoke.

“No, it’s just… you know. She’s quite old for a human, and, well… she must have been deeply heartbroken. We haven’t seen her in over five years, have we?”

No one could speak in response to that. Sensing the chill in the air, Glacion mumbled under his breath.

“I, um… sorry.”

In the subdued atmosphere, Aramis slowly opened his mouth.

“She’s alive. If it’s her, I’m sure she is…”

Step.

They heard footsteps behind them. Startled, the group instinctively reached for their staves.

“You’re all here.”


At the entrance of the old lair stood a woman exuding a sacred presence. She was a face familiar to the group.

“I apologize if I startled you.”

With a graceful bow and a gentle smile, Livrega greeted them. The group let out awkward laughs as they released their grips on their staves.

“N-no, not at all! If anything, we’re the ones who should apologize.”

Jaina waved her hand dismissively as she spoke. When Rebekah approached the tombstone, the others, reading the situation, quietly stepped aside.

Rebekah took in the scene once again. As she watched their bickering yet affectionate interactions, a smile unknowingly formed on her lips.

“…You taught them well.”

Rebekah had grown into a full-fledged adult and continued to fulfill her duties as the Saint of the Holy Kingdom. That’s why she knew. Even though they had risen to the rank of Imperial Tower Lords, Olivia’s influence must have played a significant role in shaping their gentle temperaments.

“I’m sorry. I haven’t been able to visit often.”

It had been seven years since Olivia passed away.

Seven years was a long time, and many things had happened.

Aria voluntarily abdicated her position as the princess and disappeared. Kiel and Melina vanished without a trace. Estee and the King Mu went on a journey to the secret realm…

The smile was now gone from Rebekah’s face. In its place, she silently stroked the tombstone. Around it were countless marks etched into the stone.

They were symbols.

The fist mark on the wall was from the Martial King, the ripples from Esti, the sword slashes from Kiel, the handprint from Cain, and the inscription from Aurelia…

They had all come by in the meantime.

They had claimed to have said their goodbyes in their hearts, yet it seemed none of them had truly forgotten. How could they? How could anyone forget? She was the person they loved the most.

There was no trace of Melina.

Rebekah slowly stood and made her way to the far corner of the lair, just out of sight of Olivia’s tombstone. On the ground there, a clear trail of tears was visible.

Melina.

She had sat here, without uttering a word, and wept uncontrollably.

For a day, perhaps two. Maybe even longer. Every day was likely filled with pain and regret, and yet she lived. She had not given up on life. Rebekah knew better than anyone the reason for that.

“…”

Rebekah rubbed her reddened eyes and gazed at the tombstone.

She missed her.

Even for just a day, just one day would be enough. She wanted to see her again.


At that moment, a voice came from behind.

“Heh heh. It seems I’m the last to arrive. Why is everyone in such a hurry? Or perhaps… am I just getting old?”

Princess Aria. No, the Emperor.

“…!!”

Rebekah’s eyes widened in shock at the appearance of the one who had vanished for the past seven years.



 
  
    Chapter 202: Epilogue -2


A lot of time has passed.

When Rebekah met the Emperor’s gaze, that was the first thought that came to her mind.

The Emperor’s eyes were dim, beyond merely being marked by the passage of time, as if their depths were deeper than his outward appearance would suggest.

If you looked into them long enough, it felt like you’d be drawn in. It was almost as if she were staring into Olivia’s eyes.

What on earth had he been through all this time? Since the demons disappeared, nothing noteworthy had happened on the continent.

There had been minor conflicts here and there, but hardly anything that could be called a war, let alone a threat to stability.

This was likely due to the stories of returning warriors’ prowess during the Great War, spread by commanders and soldiers who had seen it with their own eyes. It was only natural that the rulers of each country became cautious.

“What… have you been through…?”

Rebekah couldn’t help but ask.

It didn’t feel like she’d simply endured seven years.

“There were many things, but mostly research. Ah, forgive my tone. It’s partly habit, but… more than that, it’s because I am no longer holding the title of royalty.”

The Emperor closed his eyes with a playful smile. After a moment, he shook his head slightly.

“It’s been a while, Saint Rebekah.”

“…Princess?”

“Please don’t call me princess. I… no longer belong to the royal family.”

Aria lowered her head as she spoke. Indeed, there was a different depth to her gaze compared to the Emperor’s. However, that didn’t mean her presence was any less impactful. In fact, she exuded a sharper clarity than when they last met.

Rebekah knew what to call beings who carried such an aura.

“You’ve reached the end.”

Aria shook her head bitterly.

“…It wasn’t something I achieved entirely on my own.”

Of course, she must have received help from the Emperor, but that didn’t diminish her accomplishment. Not every disciple of a Archmage becomes a Archmage themselves.

Still, the emotions on Aria’s face were nothing but guilt, indebtedness, and endless self-loathing.

“…”

Rebekah felt sympathy for Aria. She stepped back to open the path toward the grave.

Aria didn’t approach the tombstone right away. After a long hesitation, she began to move forward slowly.

Then she stopped.

“…”

Aria said nothing. Even as she stood before Olivia’s grave, her eyes were full of hesitation.

Unspoken words lingered in her mouth.

Memories surfaced of when she had clung shamefully, asking why they hadn’t been given a chance.

She had been foolish. Stubborn, and convinced that she was the most important person in the world.

She had never genuinely intended to kill Olivia. Even when she had sent six returnees after her, she was confident Olivia couldn’t face all six.

Once they had subdued her, she had intended to ask.

After the thirteen years they’d spent together, why had Olivia betrayed them? Was it only they who respected and cared for her? She’d hoped for an explanation, an apology.

Maybe then, even a little, forgiveness could have been possible.

But it wasn’t until everything had gone beyond the point of no return that she realized not everyone shared her thoughts.

[But they are different.]

Only then did she understand why the Emperor had said those words.

When she heard that the Dark Lord had used Hydra’s poison, when she heard that Elias had sought to devour Olivia, only then did Aria realize she’d been ignoring reality.

They had no intention of forgiving Olivia, not even of continuing the conversation. In truth, she hadn’t even noticed the oddity in their twisted words back then.

“…No.”

There was no way she hadn’t felt it. She just didn’t want to accept that she was wrong. She didn’t want to doubt.

So, so…

She turned away.

She made a mistake that was unlike her.

Of course, now she knew. She knew that Aurelia and the Emperor had dulled her thoughts, had clouded her judgment. Even so, Aria couldn’t rid herself of self-loathing.

Insight that saw through everything, intelligence that encompassed all knowledge.

Despite possessing such things, she turned her back on reality.

‘I couldn’t accept that I was wrong.’

[Olivia]

Her hand, reaching toward the name etched there, hesitated, stiffened. Wandering aimlessly, it flailed helplessly in the air.

She didn’t deserve forgiveness. Even if Olivia had forgiven her, it seemed impossible to shake the hatred she held for herself.

Every time she thought of that moment when Olivia died as a demon…

Her breath, her breath caught in her throat… It felt as though a blade was lodged in her neck. A wave of nausea surged, and her chest burned fiercely.

Every time, the same thought crossed her mind. Whether a life should even be permitted to someone like her. Every moment was agony, and each time she recalled the past, her reality transformed into hell…

But even so, compared to true hell, this place was probably nothing.

Seven years.

She had wandered for seven years because of that.

“I’ve been thinking about what I could do to be forgiven.”

Aria chuckled bitterly.

“But no matter how much I think about it… I can’t seem to find the answer here.”

Even if she advanced medicine by hundreds of years and saved millions of lives, she couldn’t bring Olivia back. It wouldn’t mean anything. In the end, an apology only held meaning when made face-to-face.

So then.

What should she do?

In truth, there was one way. The reason she had come to Olivia’s grave was also for that.

Because after this, she wouldn’t be able to come here again.

“Are you leaving?”

“Yes. I’m… sorry for everything.”

Rebekah watched as Aria prepared to disappear beyond the magic circle. Her back looked especially small and forlorn, like someone about to vanish into the distance.

So she had to ask.

“Where… where are you going?”

“To a place where I can atone.”

“We… we will meet again, right?”

Aria gave a faint smile and shook her head. Rebekah gazed at her in a daze.

Zzzzt! Zzzzt!

In the next moment, Aria’s form vanished in a flash of light.

***

Where Aria reappeared was on the opposite side of the continent.

The farthest south, the continent’s only volcanic region. A remote wasteland where lava flowed year-round, and volcanic ash filled the air. It was so harsh that not even animals dared approach, let alone humans.


The Emperor let out a low chuckle, sensing the resolve in Aria’s eyes.

[So, you’ve finally made up your mind completely.]

The reason Aria came to this place was simple. She intended to have a final confrontation with the Dragon lord, Elias, who resided in this volcanic region.

[Even Aurelia and I have merely sealed parts of our memories, only to later release them. Are you set on being hated? Or do you think, having committed an unforgivable sin already, one more won’t make a difference?]

It wasn’t that. The knot had been tied, so she felt it was up to her to untie it.

[Is that really all there is?]

“…….”

It couldn’t be denied that there was a trace of personal feeling.

Without hesitation, Aria dismantled the barrier etched at the entrance of the lair.

‘……the resolve to be hated.’

Even though Olivia had already forgiven them, did she have the right to punish them?

No, could it even be called ‘forgiveness’ in the first place? Especially when the ones forgiven felt not a hint of guilt?

At the very least,

They should feel remorse.

Reflect on the mistakes they had made in the past with regret.

Even if only pretending to shed tears, shouldn’t that be the only way forgiveness is justified?

“……What do you think?”

Murmuring to herself, Aria clasped her hands behind her back.

Elias wanted to ask, 

“About what?”

She had barged into his lair, bound his body as he slumbered peacefully in stasis, and now, what?

She was asking what he thought?

[Princess……! Have you truly gone mad?]

“I won’t deny it. Even by objective standards, I am certainly not in my right mind.”

[……What?]

“So, don’t complain when I judge your actions.”

Bound humiliatingly with his body turned over, Elias stifled his bubbling anger instead of letting it explode.

Aria’s gaze was anything but ordinary. She truly looked like someone who had snapped.

And more importantly, Aria’s power was overwhelming. No matter how much he struggled alone, he couldn’t defeat her.

“The sight of you lying there, hibernating so comfortably, makes it even harder for me to hold back. I imagine others would feel much the same.”

With those words, Aria pulled something from the air—a thick, golden, glowing mass.

[A…….]

Unintentionally, he let out a gasp of shock, and then, horrified again, realized that such a sound had escaped his own lips.

As the mass drew closer, his entire body grew stiff. His thoughts slowed in tandem.

[You…… you intend to kill me?]

“No. I’m merely helping you recall. Countless memories from a past you don’t remember.”

With those words, Aria unhesitatingly pressed the mass into Elias’s head. Contained within it were countless memories of ‘deaths’ that Elias had forgotten.

Over thousands of cycles, just how many times had Elias met his end?

[Aah……kyaaahhhhh!!]

A scream of agonizing pain echoed within the lair. It must have been because it far surpassed merely replaying memories.

Even at this moment, he was likely drowning in the torment of death.


[Grr……! Grk……!]

Tears, snot……all manner of fluids dripped from his body. No trace of dignity as the master of magic remained.

He was nothing more than an oversized lizard, no more, no less.

As his earsplitting screams tore through the air, Aria let out a cold, mocking laugh.

It was a fitting scene for someone with the title of the ‘Mad Dragon.’



 
  
    Chapter 203: Epilogue -3


A city with the continent’s highest technological prowess: the Free City of Machina.

With its advanced technology came numerous incidents that teetered dangerously on the edge of legality and illegality, and the city’s leaders needed someone to handle such unlawful matters.

That was when the Dark Lord appeared.

Living up to his title as the ‘Lord of Darkness,’ he was a legendary figure not only among the social elite but also among assassins.

Not only was his skill unmatched, but the organization he controlled was so vast that its roots extended throughout the continent.

He was so powerful that, even as an assassin, he was considered one of the major figures of the ‘Great War.’

“Excuse me, sir. I’m curious… does Lord Dark live here by any chance?”

Therefore, it wasn’t strange for the gatekeepers at the outskirts branch to hear such a question from a young boy.

The only issue was the word ‘sir’ and the fact that they were seasoned, battle-worn warriors.

“Heh… you really do look damn old.”

“…This little brat must’ve lost his mind.”

The muscular giant grumbled irritably. He put on thick leather gloves and, without hesitation, grabbed the boy by the scruff of his neck. His companion chuckled as he watched.

“Take care of the cleanup. If anyone finds the brat’s corpse, we’re done for.”

The giant headed to a dark alleyway where not even a glimmer of light reached. Most of the kids in the outskirts were vagrant orphans, so he led the boy to a secluded alley—just to be sure.

Naturally, it was to finish him off quietly.

‘…Why isn’t he screaming?’

The giant paused, confused. By now, any normal kid would be struggling in tears, yet this boy wasn’t even showing a hint of fear. Instead, he smiled, beaming as if he were on a picnic.

‘…Something feels off.’

But he had already said he’d put this brat in his place. The giant scowled briefly before tossing the boy onto the ground.

“Hey, mister. Aren’t you gonna draw your sword?”

“….”

This kid was definitely not normal. The giant clicked his tongue and loosened his knuckles, which cracked menacingly, echoing through the alley.

“You’ll regret it if you don’t have a weapon.”

The boy giggled and sat on a garbage can.

“This brat’s got a death wish…!”

The taunting was relentless. Unable to hold back any longer, the giant reached for the boy’s neck—or so he thought.

‘…Huh?’

He’d been sure he’d grabbed the boy’s neck. He could feel it—or so he’d thought. But his wrist, as if rejecting that thought, was cleanly severed.

Shhk…!

Before his wrist even hit the ground, his consciousness had already left this world.

The boy—no, Cain—smirked as he put away his scythe. His reason for coming here was simple. He was seeking the Dark Lord, one of the people who had left Olivia in such a state.

Of course, he didn’t intend to meet him just for a chat.

Whether the Dark Lord was hiding well or Cain had approached without much thought, many circumstances had piled up, and already seven years had passed.

“Huh? Why are you…?”

The gatekeeper, who had been smoking against the wall, was horrified. Where was the hulking guy, and why had only this unknown kid returned?

Before he could even conclude that the boy wasn’t ordinary, his consciousness stretched thin.

Thud.

A dull sound echoed as the man’s face hit the ground, unable to utter a single word.

Cain wiped the blood splattered on his face with his sleeve.

Beyond the thick iron door, he sensed at least ten presences. It seemed there was another layer of surveillance.

[If possible, don’t kill anyone.]

He briefly recalled Olivia’s words, but Cain swung his scythe in a wide arc without hesitation. A single slash. That alone split the iron door as if it were a brittle snack.

“Ah… aah….”

People trembled in terror, their limbs severed.

In the past,

The moment he witnessed the scene, he would have killed them all. But ever since ‘that day,’ Cain hadn’t committed a single massacre. He simply threatened with a glare and drove them out.

“He, heeek…!”

“R-run away!”

In truth, he didn’t like any of this. No matter how he thought about it, it seemed better to just kill them.

But every time he thought that way, something deep inside him burned. Was this what they called a conscience? Or perhaps guilt?

‘Difficult.’

The words Olivia left him were too challenging. Though it was a difficult task, Cain tried his best to keep his promise.

If possible, he’d aim not to kill as much as he could. This was the result of that effort.

‘The ones who struck first, and the bad ones.’

For the rest, he spared them as much as possible.

Cain twisted his body and swung his scythe. The slash dug into the floor. The building shook violently, and at that moment, the assassins, who realized an intruder was present, rushed at him.

‘Too difficult, Olivia.’

He couldn’t tell if these were people he was allowed to kill. The serial killer took a step back, glaring at the assassins.

Their eyes held no trace of fear. Nor did they seem angry. If he had to define it…

They were of the same kind as him.

Swish…!

The entire corridor began to stain red. Starting with the assassin at the front being sliced in half, they were cut down one by one, yet not a single one of them screamed.

They used each other as shields, threw daggers and darts, released poison mists, and pointed their blades at his neck.

But that was it.

“…Which organization sent you?”

The last one spoke, managing to block one of his attacks.

“You don’t need to know.”

“This is the residence of Dark Lord… Soon, he will ascend. No matter how strong you are, facing him will be…”

Cain clicked his tongue and sliced through the neck of the last assassin.

He immediately got into the elevator and headed to the deepest underground level.

‘Strange.’

Even after spreading his senses to the maximum, he couldn’t feel any other presence. Logically, there couldn’t have been only this many people here.

‘Unless someone else got here before me.’

Ding.

The moment the door opened, Cain’s suspicions turned into certainty.

Dozens, maybe even hundreds of assassins were sprawled across the floor.

Judging by the rise and fall of their chests, they weren’t dead. Yes, they were just ‘not dead.’

As Cain narrowed his eyes, preparing to inspect the surroundings…

Boom!


A tremendous roar shook the underground. Startled, Cain quickly rose to his feet. He spread his aura, seeking the source of the noise.

‘The room at the end of the main corridor.’

Cain reached the door in an instant and hesitated before the doorknob. Even after spreading his senses to the fullest, he couldn’t detect who was beyond the door.

Who could it be?

Cain, filled with caution, slowly turned the doorknob.

And then he saw.

“…The princess?”

Why was the princess here? No, before that, where was Dark lord? Cain rolled his eyes, searching for the hidden Dark lord.

Finding him wasn’t difficult. Amidst the chaos on the office floor lay a man, nearly as good as dead.

“Grk… grrk…”

Seeing Dark lord foaming at the mouth, Cain flinched without realizing it.

“Uh… uhh…”

He had no idea what to do. Faced with a situation he hadn’t anticipated in the least, Cain could only roll his eyes, doing nothing. If only the princess had harbored murderous intent toward him, things would have been clearer, but since she didn’t, it was hard to make any judgments.

“I just planted a painful memory.”

“…Will you do that to me, too?”

“No.”

Aria slowly shook her head.

“…Why is it like this?”

Lost in deep thought, Aria eventually closed her mouth. No matter how much she thought about it.

“I couldn’t regret my sins.”

She couldn’t say that. She wasn’t bold enough to say such a thing confidently.

“…….”

So, she remained silent. Aria glanced at Dark Lord, who was trembling all over. It wasn’t to think of some way to further humiliate her. Looking at Dark Lord, she only came to realize once again that all the ‘executions’ were over.

Elias, the Druid, Karcian, the Revolutionary, the Demon Hunter… and now even Dark Lord.

Not all of them showed such disgraceful appearances like Dark Lord or Elias, but they wouldn’t be able to live an ordinary life as they had before.

It was her, not Olivia, who drove them to hell.

[……For those who torment themselves, there’s only ruin in the end. No matter how strong they are, they eventually break. You should know that, yet here you are.]

It wasn’t wrong.

But.

At least for now, she had no intention of breaking.

Pointing at the struggling Dark Lord, Aria spoke.

“Are you planning to kill her?”

“…I was originally, but that desire disappeared.”

Cain was sincere. He instinctively sensed it. He didn’t know what memory Aria had implanted in Dark Lord, but it wasn’t something that could be shaken off easily.

Even if she did shake it off, she’d suffer for a lifetime.

‘Then there’s no need to kill her.’

Living might be a greater agony.

As he thought that—

“What a mess you’ve caused. I came just in case… what kind of chaos is this?”

A voice echoed from the corridor. The problem was that the voice was all too familiar to Cain.

“…!!”

Cain blinked rapidly, his hand holding the scythe hovering aimlessly in the air.

Creak…!

“Hey! How long do I have to clean up after you… huh?”

A brief silence. Aurelia and Aria, who had just opened the door and entered, stared at each other, saying nothing. Cain was the first to break the silence, his tone extremely cautious.

“It wasn’t me. Really.”

“…It does look that way.”

For a moment, Aurelia’s brow twitched ever so slightly, and she let out a faint, weary sigh.

“…Princess, was it you?”

“Yes.”

Aurelia scrutinized Aria’s gaze with a serious look.

No matter how many times she looked, it was the same. It was indeed the princess.

‘This fool, instead of stopping the princess when she does something like this…!’

Her head throbbed.

Aurelia spoke to the emperor, who she knew was watching from within the princess.

“Hey, come out. Let’s have a chat.”

“…You’ll have to speak through me for now.”

“Why? Not in the mood to talk to me directly?”


After a brief hesitation, Aria slowly opened her mouth.

“It’s about time for you to depart.”

“…….”

Aurelia’s expression gradually hardened.
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“……Well, the time has come.”

The smile faded from Aurelia’s face.

“We’ve been holding it back all along by forcing that already worn-out consciousness to settle down for a while. Yeah, it was about time…….”

Without a hint of hesitation, Aurelia took out her pipe and placed it between her lips.

“……So, are you leaving today?”

A soft sigh drifted out along with the smoke.

[That is how it is. Perhaps by tonight, I will embark on the path of reincarnation.]

The princess simply listened in silence to the Emperor’s words. Her role was to relay his words with composure, not to respond on her own behalf.

“He says that is how it is, and perhaps by tonight, he will embark on the path of reincarnation.”

“Hah……was that what he meant when he said he could hardly manage to step outside?”

Aurelia furrowed her brow.

It was probably cheaper this way, conveying the message through thought rather than speaking it directly.

“So, he’s nearly dead now. Seeing that he’s having others speak his mind for him.”

[Haha. If you’re envious, you should get one too.]

Aurelia’s brow furrowed a bit more.

“Do you think I’d do something like that? Unlike some people, I’ll live out my natural life and die.”

[Yes, perhaps you will. You seem to be genuinely happy with your life, after all.]

“…….”

The conversation that had been flowing swiftly came to a halt, and a brief silence settled in.

“Everyone dies someday.”

Aurelia spoke calmly.

“And Olivia, she could decide how she would die. That alone makes it a peaceful end. Though it’s sad, of course…….”

She then cast a sideways glance at the princess.

“Living every moment in sorrow over the life Olivia saved would be such a waste, don’t you think? So, we should enjoy it as much as possible. Isn’t that right?”

Olivia would want that, too.

Aurelia was sincere.

“Cain, Estee, the King Mu, and I are all living just fine. So if you happen to meet Olivia in reincarnation, tell her. We’re doing well, and we’ll keep on living well without her.”

[Haha. You already seem convinced I’ll meet Olivia.]

Aurelia gave a small laugh.

“Sometimes, I feel like I’m being watched.”

[……Watched?]

“That fool Olivia. Feels like she’s out there, somewhere, watching over us.”

[Are you sure it’s not just a figment of your imagination?]

Her eyes, usually filled with mischief, were, in that moment, endlessly sincere.

“Heh. Maybe you’re right; maybe it is my imagination.”

She said it that way, but Aurelia knew it wasn’t just her imagination.

Even now, she knew it.

This familiar, overwhelming sense of déjà vu.

From the moment she rose to the rank of Grand Shaman and her spiritual power reached its peak, she could see things others couldn’t, feel things others couldn’t.

Aurelia steadied her breathing slowly and looked up at the sky.

‘Though I can’t see it or touch it…’

She could feel it.

The gaze filled with unnecessary worry, yet also warm affection.

So, she had to live even more happily. To make Olivia cast away all regrets and live a completely new life.

‘We’re living well, so live your own life now, you damn idiot.’

Aurelia swallowed those words. Olivia was stubborn as hell, so saying that wouldn’t change anything anyway. She’d just chuckle and let it go.

‘She’ll never stop until she’s satisfied.’

Aurelia looked at the princess again.

“Then how will you live now? You can’t go on like this forever.”

From below, the shadowed essence still squirmed. No matter how powerful one was on the continent, resisting time condensed to an extreme was impossible.

Aurelia nudged that essence with her foot. The foaming, mindlessly gushing bubbles. Where had the once dignified, expressionless assassin gone, leaving only this frail man who could barely support himself?

Honestly, Aurelia found the princess’s actions not annoying but rather satisfying. Ever since she’d brutally stabbed people with a dagger coated in deadly poison, she thought something like this was only fair.

Of course, that wasn’t the real issue. The problem was that the princess also considered herself as guilty as the rest.

“I…”

The princess opened her mouth.

For seven years, she’d been thinking about how to atone to Olivia. But, of course, she couldn’t find an answer. Olivia was already gone.

“I’m planning to cross world lines.”

However, in another world, she wasn’t.

Aurelia, immediately understanding the princess’s intent, frowned.

“…You’ve gone mad.”

The princess slowly shook her head.

“What you’re worried about won’t happen. I will never cause trouble for Olivia. I’ve planned meticulously, and, most importantly, I have no intention of returning to the original world.”

“…”

The princess had researched for a long time with the Emperor, finding a way to cross world lines without disturbing the “perfect” conclusion Olivia had achieved.

“…”

Hearing something so unexpected, Aurelia rubbed her temples with her fingers.

Her head hurt.

‘Crossing world lines doesn’t mean going to the ‘future,’ does it?’

No matter how she looked, the princess’s eyes seemed filled with the thought of meeting Olivia. This meant that contextually, she was going to the “past.”

“You do know, even if you’ve thought it through, that one slip could ruin everything, right?”

In the worst case, it could mean erasing even the ‘current’ timeline where Olivia had completely destroyed the Demon God.

[I’ve calculated it perfectly for seven years. That won’t happen.]

Aurelia shook her head but couldn’t bring herself to oppose.

After all, she couldn’t imagine the princess living a “happy” life in the current timeline. At this rate, she’d likely cause a major incident someday.

‘Besides, she said there won’t be any issues.’

“…At the very least, say goodbye to everyone before you go. You know what I’m talking about, right?”

“I’ve already hinted as much.”

That was why she had visited Olivia’s grave. It was the cleanest way to meet the Saintess without anyone noticing.

She’d also met Estee and the Sword Saint a few months back. It wasn’t easy finding those wandering the hidden realms of the world, but it was a necessary step.


‘It took a week just to find them.’

She had delayed the ‘Judgment’ on the shadow essence on purpose, to meet Cain.

“You didn’t tell Kiel and Melina, did you?”

[Spoke.]

“Well, perhaps it might be better not to say anything. Given their personalities, they would’ve insisted on coming along… Wait. What did you just say?”

[I said I informed Kiel and Melina as well.]

Aurelia’s eyes widened. It was common sense to inform other regressors before leaving, but Kiel and Melina were a special case.

They were very close to Olivia.

‘Which means they probably carry a heavy burden of guilt too.’

To the extent that they would never forgive themselves, even up until the day they die.

“Wait, so did they just let you go? They must’ve insisted on coming along… right?”

[Heh. Of course, they insisted on coming along. They caused quite a ruckus, uncharacteristically so.]

Aurelia fell silent. In the next moment, her eyes began to shine with a faint silvery light. Through her opened Spirit Eyes, she could see it clearly—the familiar and welcoming smile on the Emperor’s face.

Of course, the gleam in the Emperor’s eyes wasn’t the same as before. They had become so cloudy they could almost be mistaken for white.

“…So, what did you do?”

[I had no right to stop them. And this was the best course of action as well. So, we agreed to meet soon.]

“Honestly… this is driving me crazy.”

Aurelia’s mouth moved soundlessly for a while. It hadn’t been long since she put out her cigarette, but she felt like lighting another.

“So, all three of you decided to go to the past?”

[Only the princess is going to the past.]

The Emperor spoke firmly. Only one person could cross timelines; this limitation was necessary to prevent unforeseen variables.

“Then what about Kiel and Melina?”

[That’s a secret.]

The Emperor said this with a faint smile.

At that moment, a sound like a ticking clock could be heard from somewhere. Moments later, the princess’s bangs fluttered slightly.

“It’s time. Now it’s really time to go.”

The Emperor no longer spoke through the princess’s mouth. He didn’t want to do so until the very end. Death didn’t scare him; it was only the sorrow of parting from the bonds he’d formed until now.

Outside, night had fallen completely.

The Emperor’s spirit, too, had begun to slowly disperse from the edges.

‘Ten minutes, at most?’


The Emperor activated the magic circle he had prepared in advance.

“This is…?”

“Didn’t I just say? I agreed to meet Kiel and Melina.”

Flash…!

As the teleportation magic circle glowed, the group’s figures disappeared to somewhere unknown.
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The eastern continent, the Attila Mountain Range.

For a while, the two of them looked down upon the continent from the peak. 

The icy wind was bone-chillingly cold, and the air was so thin it was almost nonexistent, yet it didn’t seem to affect them much. 

Kiel gazed quietly at the setting sun in the far distance.

After today, he would no longer be able to see this view. 

He had hinted to his family and the members of his house, letting them know that he was leaving on a long journey, one from which he wouldn’t return.

Though he had spent more time apart from them than together, and thought he’d feel nothing, seeing his sister shed tears as she clung to him made his chest ache. But he brushed it all aside.

No matter the outcome, Kiel intended to meet Olivia.

Melina shared the same thought. She had been tracking Olivia’s whereabouts for seven years with the Emperor, and had learned that her soul existed in a higher dimension.

Crossing dimensions — and to a higher one at that.

The price would be incomparable to that of crossing a worldline, and if they failed, their souls would be shattered to pieces, but she wasn’t afraid. If anything, it felt closer to excitement.

‘Is it not midnight yet?’

Why did time seem to flow so slowly? Melina descended the mountain, soothing her pounding heart for no reason. On the ground, a magic circle meticulously crafted over several years was drawn.

A gust of wind blew.

“…They’ve arrived.”

No sooner had Melina muttered this, a golden light flashed in the empty air. In the next moment, the Emperor and his entourage appeared between the beams of light.

“It seems I wasn’t late, after all.”

The Emperor chuckled nonchalantly as he spoke. Her once sharp and vibrant eyes had turned distant and cloudy.

“Let’s begin at once.”

“Yes.”

At that moment, the Emperor’s spirit rose above the princess’s head. In an instant, the owner of her body changed.

As Kiel glanced blankly at the spirit hovering above the princess’s head, a wave of golden light radiated from the Emperor’s body, releasing tremendous magical energy in all directions.

Fwooosh!

A thunderous roar erupted as the Archmage, who had mastered the principles of space-time magic, unleashed transcendent magic.

Immediately, golden energy surged from the princess’s body, illuminating the darkened sky.

Crackle, crackle, crackle!

Then, the golden energy began to trace a massive circle in a clockwise direction, drawing the image of a gigantic clock in the sky.

Its size was incomparably greater than the artificial sun the princess had created in the past. It filled the entire expanse of the radiant ends of space-time.

[Now!]

At the Emperor’s word, the princess stretched out her hand toward the golden clock and clenched her fist.

Tick, tick…!!

The constantly spinning hour and minute hands halted momentarily, then began to reverse, going against the natural order.

A feat that twisted the axis of time, disregarding the rules bound to space.

Tick, tick.

As the clock’s speed increased, a slight gap formed at its center.

Kiel flinched momentarily at the sight of the overwhelmingly grand scene.

The princess turned slowly to face the group.

“You may proceed once the gateway fully opens.”

Amid the ceaseless ticking of the clock, Aurelia wore a look of disbelief.

She immediately understood what they were planning. Just what they had been preparing for during the seven years of their disappearance.

“…To meet the reincarnated Olivia.”

It was a reckless plan.

‘What would you know she’s reincarnated as?’

If she had reincarnated as a human, it would be a relief.

‘What if she reincarnated as a rat or, worse, an insect?’

Even if they were fortunate enough to find Olivia reincarnated as a human, the likelihood of her retaining memories of her past life was incredibly slim.

They didn’t even know which world she had reincarnated into.

Crossing into a higher dimension was no simple feat. Once you went, there was no coming back—like trying to travel round-trip between two cities with a one-way ticket.

Aurelia swallowed the words that rose to her throat, instead shaking her head in resignation.

Surely, She had thought this through. Surely.

And…

She began to wonder if the feeling of Olivia’s gaze lingering on her all this time might have stemmed from this.

“Can’t I… can’t I come with you?”

Instead of answering Kiel’s question, Aurelia narrowed her eyes, glaring at him. She didn’t speak, but her stare was so blatant that Kiel flinched.

Kiel instinctively took a few steps back.

“W-Why… why are you looking at me like that? I only said I wanted to come along with you.”

“What makes you think I’d trust you with anything?”

“Well… I don’t really know, since I haven’t gone yet.”

“You don’t need to go to know. It’s all too obvious. Way too obvious.”

“Well, still…”

Since the moment he absorbed the energy of the archdemons, killing intent had become part of Kiel’s nature. He might be controlling it somewhat, but the risk was too high to have him around them.

“Shut up.”

“…Okay.”

Kiel closed his mouth as Aurelia ordered, having experienced her wrath enough times to know better.

Rumble…!

Watching the dimensional portal grow larger, Aurelia turned to Melina and spoke.

“Aren’t you going to say goodbye to your disciples?”

“….”

Melina’s steps halted abruptly.

Aurelia looked at her back and spoke again.

“It’s not like you’ll never see them again.”

For Melina, a master of space magic, distance wasn’t an issue.

There was still some time before the portal fully opened.

The bond between Olivia’s disciples and Melina was unique. For the five years Olivia had disappeared, it was Melina who had essentially raised them.

But it was also true that she hadn’t been able to look after them for the past seven years.

After a long hesitation, Melina replied in a faint voice.

“I resolved many of the lingering regrets I had toward Libby through those children.”

“…”

“In terms of time spent together, it’s almost comparable to my time with Libby.”


Melina let out a soft sigh, gazing in the direction where the empire lay.

“A few days ago, I visited them in secret. They’re doing well. I felt then that my role was over. Now that they’ve taken on significant roles in the empire, an old relic like me shouldn’t be lingering around.”

Did that mean she had finally let go of her lingering attachments?

Aurelia respected her decision.

Melina must have spent a long time contemplating before coming to this conclusion.

Creak…!

As Aurelia grabbed Kiel by the collar and pulled him back a few steps, the massive portal in the sky swung open, both doors spreading wide.

And at that very moment, the portal began to absorb the magic from the circle Melina had set up on the ground.

Whoosh…!!

A faint wave of sound emerged, creating a path leading to the gateway.

[Heh. So, this is goodbye.]

The Emperor’s body began to disperse little by little, starting from his toes and gradually reaching his torso.

In his final moment, the Emperor called out to Aurelia.

[My friend.]

With a face devoid of lingering attachments.

[May your life also be filled with happiness from here on.]

The Emperor’s ethereal form, scattering into silver dust, moved toward the gateway.

It felt as though laughter echoed—laughter that was lighthearted and exhilarating.

-I’ll be sure to pass on your words to Olivia.

A clear voice resonated in Aurelia’s ears. She stood there, her mouth slightly agape, before letting out a faint laugh and shaking her head.

“…Yeah, you fool.”

There was no response. The Emperor’s soul had now completely departed from this world.

Aurelia stared at the lingering sparkle for a long while before turning to Kiel and Melina.

Without a word, she met their gaze. Could they truly reach their destination safely?

‘All I can do is hope.’

Kiel took the lead, stepping forward. Melina followed a step behind him. Using the Emperor’s lingering sparkle as a guide, they moved through the passage without hesitation.

As soon as they fully crossed the gateway, the sky was engulfed in a bright light.

Tzzzz…

In the next moment, the light vanished entirely, and the world was once again cloaked in night.

Did they succeed?

The princess couldn’t be certain. She only wished for their success.

Woooo…

Slowly, she twisted her hands, dispelling the magic. The distorted space returned to its original form, and an overwhelming exhaustion swept over her body.

Her head throbbed, and she felt dizzy, as if she might lose her balance at any moment.

“Hoo…”

She shook her head to clear her mind, then slowly steadied her breathing as she took a potion.

Now, it was her turn.

The princess pulled a pocket watch from within her robes. The reason she had carried this inconvenient and heavy watch was simple—it was the catalyst for crossing world lines.

The moment she flipped it, she would traverse worlds.

There was no hesitation.

Click.

As soon as she turned the pocket watch, darkness swallowed her vision.

A sensation as if her soul were twisting.

When she opened her eyes again, she realized she had been thrown into a place that felt all too familiar.

The Imperial Palace.

‘I can’t move.’

Her legs wouldn’t respond. Even wiggling a finger felt too strenuous, likely the aftermath of crossing thousands of world lines at once.

“Y-Your Highness…? Are you unwell?”


From the direction of the voice, she saw the maid who had attended to her as a child, her eyes wide with concern.

Maintaining her composure, the princess spoke with effort.

“No, there’s just something I need to ask.”

“Yes, please tell me.”

“Find someone for me.”
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Aria mobilized the maids to search for Olivia.

“She has white hair and blue eyes, and she’s a girl around my age. Her name is Olivia.”

“So, you’re saying she’s ten years old?”

“…Yes.”

With that, the maids immediately went outside to carry out Aria’s orders. To them, it was the first time they had seen the princess, who usually lazed around in bed all day, show interest in someone her own age.

‘…You’ve grown much weaker.’

It took a long time before she could stand up. She could now move her body, but it didn’t mean she had regained the magic she had once lost.

‘I’ll probably never be able to retrieve it.’

The price for crossing thousands of worldlines at once was not a light one. Her soul had been deeply damaged, and she had lost most of the truth she once held.

‘…Only fragments remain.’

A faint glow of magic gathered at her trembling fingertips.

Zzt…

The small golden light was tiny and fragile, as if it would disappear at any moment.

It seemed that she wouldn’t be able to use proper magic anymore.

She clenched her hand unconsciously.

[Is it a shame?]

It felt as if she could hear the Emperor’s voice in her head.

[You’ve lost everything you built up over a lifetime.]

The princess slowly shook her head.

No.

It wasn’t a shame.

Aria couldn’t help but smile. It wasn’t a sad smile, nor was it a regretful one. It was a smile filled purely with the joy and thrill of success.

Had she lost nothing, she might have felt disappointed instead. That would mean all of this was nothing more than an ephemeral dream.

‘I expected as much.’

She’d heard it from the Emperor—that the immortality of the evil god chose a host in a certain way. If she had retained all her power when she fell into this world, she might have disrupted the perfect ending Olivia had created.

Sometimes, loss itself serves as proof of success.

It didn’t matter if she couldn’t use magic. There were countless other ways to help Olivia.

As she thought that, emotions welled up from deep within her heart.

“…I’m so glad.”

Aria buried her face in her hands. All the emotions she had kept pent up poured out in tears. She tried to hold back, but she couldn’t.

“Ugh…”

She had succeeded. Those seven years of not looking back had been worth it.

She was relieved.

Truly relieved.

“Ugh… Ugh…”

Both laughter and tears spilled out at once.

Aria felt incredibly grateful to be able to atone, even in this way.

***

“Your Highness! We found her!”

The news came a week after she had arrived in this world.

Aria immediately left the palace. Since she couldn’t use magic, it took three days by carriage.

She arrived in a small town on the outskirts of the empire. It was filled with novice adventurers, petty thugs who exploited them, and countless other people of all sorts.

The outskirts were at least surrounded by a proper wall, but security was anything but reliable.

Aria looked around absentmindedly. The stench of rotting corpses was in the air, yet the passersby seemed unfazed.

She could hardly believe they had found Olivia in a place like this.

“…”

The surroundings were filled with vagrants and criminals. Aria bit her lip when someone dragged their feet towards her.

“Are you the client?”

A horrid stench wafted from his mouth. Instead of grimacing, Aria took out the token she had received from a maid. The old beggar, his face covered in dark spots, stared at the token for a long time.

“You look young… Do you have any guards? We uneducated folks don’t know how to treat noble types properly.”

Instead of responding, Aria activated a protective artifact.

“…Then, it makes sense.”

The beggar chuckled and guided the way. As soon as he turned his back, the gazes of the vagrants huddled in the corners vanished all at once. From the beginning, they were all in league.

Aria silently followed him.

“We’ve arrived.”

A nameless, damp basement.

In the midst of dampness and mold, with rough men covered in tattoos standing guard at the iron gate in the center.

“Ah…”

A young girl lay there. Even in the darkness, her white hair shone undimmed. Between her half-opened eyelids, blue pupils gleamed.

It was Olivia.

“With beauty like that, she’d be worth at least ten thousand gold…”

The old man trembled as a chilling murderous aura grazed him.

“…You should…”

He couldn’t continue.

The old man looked at Aria. Her gaze was not on him but somewhere else entirely.

“…”

At first, he thought she was just a noble lady wandering around out of boredom, but what he saw in those blue eyes wasn’t some trivial emotion.

“What did you do to Olivia?”

Her voice was cold, like a blade slicing through skin.

The emotion reflected in her icy gaze was pure intent to kill.

Gulp.

A sharp dagger was already pressed against the old man’s neck. The thugs who were supposed to be guarding the door lay sprawled on the floor.

…Since when?

Although they looked unremarkable, their skills weren’t ordinary. The place was managed directly by the Thieves’ Guild, so only the most skilled entered the guard positions.

Even the old man himself could easily assassinate two or three regular knights.

But.

The individuals holding the knives to his back were in a different league altogether.

“Answer Her Highness’s question.”

The words, spoken as if delivering a judgment, sent tension rising to his throat.


…Her Highness?

His mind raced. As he realized that the figure emitting murderous intent before him was the Empire’s princess, a sharp dagger nicked his skin.

“I—I swear we didn’t touch her.”

“…”

“I mean it! When beauty is that striking, even the smallest scar on her body would affect her price…”

“…”

“We… we did hit her a few times to make her behave…!”

Crunch.

“Guh… guh…!”

At that moment, the old man’s sight twisted. His neck had been snapped.

Aria said nothing as she observed the night ravens. From the moment she had left the palace, she had known they would follow.

Without a word, she grabbed the key, kicked open the iron gate, and entered.

Olivia’s breathing was faint.

On the pitch-black floor, Olivia lay bleeding. The scent of blood was thick.

“Ah…”

Aria’s palm grew sticky.

Bruises covered her.

It felt as if the world was distancing from her. Her ears rang, and it was hard to take another step.

“Ah… ah… ah…”

Suppressing her violently trembling hand, she desperately reached out towards Olivia’s face. Her skin was not only pale but cold to the touch.

Though she was still breathing, that was all. There was no sign of life.

Aria’s jaw quivered. Only then did she realize how far she had come into the past.

This was Olivia’s “beginning.”

Dying a tragic death in a back alley basement had been her predestined end.

No one remembered Olivia’s first life.

This was it, right now.

“…Her lungs are damaged.”

One of the night ravens spoke, observing the corners of Olivia’s mouth.

“Not only her lungs. Her bones and organs… are also damaged.”

“…Damaged?”

“Yes. It seems she was beaten continuously without rest.”

“She’s… she’s still alive, isn’t she?”

“…Yes.”

She was alive, but her injuries were such that it wouldn’t be surprising if she died at any moment. The night raven didn’t bother saying it out loud.

“She should have died a long time ago, but she’s clinging to life with sheer willpower.”

“A p-potion. I… I have a potion.”

A bright red potion appeared from Aria’s pocket. The night raven hesitated for a moment, then slowly shook his head.

“It won’t work.”

She would die from shock in the middle of regeneration.

Even if the potion in the princess’s hand was an elixir, it would be the same. Olivia was too young and too fragile.

Magic, or finding a priest, would make no difference.

It was already too late.

“…No.”

Aria felt her body tilt slowly.

Clink…!

A broken glass shard pierced her palm.

Is this how it ends?

Even after crossing world lines and finally reaching here, can I still not even save her?

“Your Highness, Princess.”

“……”

“Your Highness, Princess…? Your body has taken harm. You must quickly return to the palace….”

Aria looked down at her palm in silence. Her gaze was unfocused.

I have to go back like this.

…Go back?

Thump. Aria’s heart pounded. She reached out with trembling hands and held Olivia’s wrist, feeling for a pulse.

It’s still beating.

She’s alive.

Faint, as if it might stop at any moment, but still alive.

Aria slowly opened her lips.

“Olivia.”

There was no response.

Only her slightly open blue eyes, faintly trembling, were visible.

There was one way to save Olivia. A method that no one else could even dare imagine. A method only she could attempt.

“……”

For a long time, Aria had wondered where Olivia’s regressions had begun.

Whether it was a blessing from the Goddess of Light or a curse from another evil god, she hadn’t known then.

Now, she thought she understood.

‘It was me….’

It was me, Aria thought.

Taking a ragged breath, Aria embraced Olivia.

Knowing she would never be able to touch her again, knowing she couldn’t reach her, she allowed herself this last selfish act.

I’m sorry.

I’m sorry for doing this.

It’s my greed that I can’t let you go so easily.

It’s all my fault.

So please, don’t die.

“Ugh…”

It was more of a spasm than a sob now.

The feelings she had barely suppressed burst from her mouth again.

From beginning to end, everything was my fault.

The start of your suffering, and the end of it.

It all stemmed from me.

Aria forcefully suppressed her tears once more.

“…Goodbye.”

And everything she had accumulated, she engraved into Olivia’s heart.

Her wisdom, her talent, her insight.

And the magic of regression.

Zzt… zzztt…!

As Olivia’s body was enveloped in a golden glow, Aria’s body grew only heavier.

It was becoming hard to lift her head.

For the last time, Aria gazed into Olivia’s blue eyes. Her lips didn’t part.

All that you’ll do, it all stems from my selfishness.

So, don’t carry any guilt.

The villain had always been her.

“…Your Highness…!”


A crow’s cry sounded beside her.

Aria buried her face into Olivia’s chest.

Time.

Breaths.

She was immersed in the fragrance of her eyes.
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Sizzle, crackle…!

The path to the higher dimension, frankly, was more than just challenging.

It was common for the flow of time and space, which had been calm like a stream, to suddenly rage uncontrollably.

Just like right now.

It was a scene that would shock anyone, but those present here had long surpassed the boundaries of the ordinary.

“Melina.”

Kiel looked back at Melina. Emperor Aria also turned her gaze to Melina.

No words were needed. It was clear who played the most crucial role at this moment.

A massive spell formation rose around Melina, stabilizing the [Gate] to the higher dimension from external shocks.

Not stopping there, she artificially slowed the flow within the inner space. Watching the scene calm down in an instant, Aria spoke.

[Let’s move quickly. There’s no telling how long we can deceive the world…]

Her words did not finish.

Crrrack…!

A sound as if something was splitting. Melina’s face hardened in real-time.

Space-time was twisting entirely.

“Why…?”

[It’s because the living and the dead are crossing together.]

As if she had known from the beginning, Aria nonchalantly shrugged her shoulders.

It was impossible for her, a mere soul, and those with intact bodies to cross dimensions in the same manner.

[It seems my guidance ends here. Melina, you’ll have to find the way yourself now.]

“…What do you plan to do?”

[I’ll use the path of reincarnation. I’ll arrive several times faster than you. Besides, that path is far safer than this one.]

With a relaxed expression, the emperor murmured.

[I’ll go ahead and wait.]

“…”

Kiel nodded silently.

Whirrr…!

A storm-like whirlwind of space. A narrow gap appeared within it.

Without hesitation, Aria stepped through that gap.

…

…

…

She dreamed.

Honestly, Emperor Aria didn’t know if this was truly a dream or a glimpse of her past lives. She remembered throwing herself toward the path of reincarnation.

But…

What was this scene she was seeing?

At least, there was no cycle in her memory like this.

The first thing she saw was an unfamiliar iron cage.

In a space filled with dampness and mold, she was embracing a young Olivia, sobbing.

[It’s all my fault. So, please…]

A sob closer to a spasm than a cry.

[…Goodbye.]

Aria’s gaze grew calm as she realized this was no mere dream.

“…”

It was a realization that came far too late.

Aria silently watched the landscape fade away, growing more and more indistinct.

This was the end for the princess.

No, it was also the end for herself.

The princess, who had transferred all her powers to Olivia of the zeroth round, would lose her memories and eventually, after hundreds of rounds, become who she was now.

‘…Will I end up like that too?’

Suddenly, a feeling of anxiety crept in.

Gooo…

Aria’s thoughts couldn’t continue. It felt as if her soul were being sucked somewhere.

‘Where to?’

Her consciousness gradually faded.

***

Thud!

Aria instinctively opened her eyelids at the strange sensation on her back.

“Ah…ah?”

A voice emerged. It wasn’t telepathic. It was a voice that resonated from her vocal cords.

Her fingers and toes moved properly, though not entirely at her will. It felt as if she were moving the body of a child not yet fully grown. With some difficulty, Aria rose from her spot. Conveniently, there was a mirror in front of her.

“…”

Aria slowly traced her face. A neat, short golden bob, eyes filled with both wisdom and vitality.

‘They’re brown.’

The color of her eyes was different, though.

If that had been the only change, it would have been fortunate.

Her fingers were small. Her height was also… small. At most, she appeared to be four or five years old. With a curious look on her face, Aria pinched her cheeks repeatedly. They were soft.

‘…Oh, is this reincarnation?’

Her memories… were not intact. Only the significant rounds came to mind clearly; the rest were faint, as if erased. Aria was rather relieved by this.

If she remembered every round after reincarnation, her mind likely wouldn’t have been able to bear it.

Aria slowly looked around. Children her age were running around wildly, playing with all sorts of toys. However, most of the children had black hair.

‘The whole world is filled with Kiel’s genes.’

Yet it didn’t feel strange. In fact, it seemed natural. During the past five years, when she hadn’t been aware of her past life, her mind had completely blended into this world.

‘At least my name is the same.’

Seoul City Kindergarten, Lily Class, Aria.

‘It means ‘to rule majestically from a high place.’’

‘It’s a well-chosen name.’

Though that was her thought, her mind was just as troubled. In a world with over seven billion people, how could she possibly find Olivia?

Tap-tap.


At that moment, someone tapped her back. It was the same sensation she’d felt when she first became aware of her past life.

She turned her head immediately. A boy, slightly taller than her, was standing there with a smile.

He had a chubby, round face, almost like a dumpling. If he grew up, he’d likely become quite handsome.

“…?”

But if that were all, she wouldn’t have widened her eyes.

He resembled her.

He resembled Olivia far too much.

If Olivia had married Kiel and given birth to a son, he would look exactly like this.

Aria hurriedly reached out and grabbed the boy’s cheek.

“Nyuh, nyuhgiya!”

Who are you?

The moment she spoke, Aria realized her tongue wasn’t quite right.

“…Eire? What’s this, what’s this…?”

While she was flustered by her sudden regression in language abilities, the boy held something out in front of her face.

“Dya wanna eat this?”

…A snack?

Under normal circumstances, she would have never accepted it, but the current Aria was different. Before she knew it, the snack was already sliding down her throat. It tasted like strawberries.

“Lia easts well!”

Aria frowned slightly.

“Nyuh, what’s yuh name?”

“Don’tcha know my name?”

She felt like she was losing her mind.

Aria tried to check his name tag. Although she was five years old, since she was aware of her past life, language shouldn’t have been an issue.

“Imma tell ya later!”

But before she could confirm the name tag, the boy turned and ran off with quick steps.

“…”

Aria watched his back, entranced.

It seemed too similar to be a mere coincidence. Even his aura was identical. Suddenly, she recalled something Aurelia had said.

‘How do you know what Olivia reincarnated as?’

For such a young child, giving one’s snack to someone else wasn’t easy. Perhaps he did it because an adult told him to, or because he liked her, but…

That didn’t seem to be the case with him.

It was simply his nature.

However…

‘Even if that child is indeed Olivia’s reincarnation, what would it change?’

He wouldn’t remember her.

For someone who didn’t remember their past life, a bond from a previous life was merely a shackle.

Even if he looked the same, even if his personality was similar, that was all.

His memories and the life he’d lived were different.

“……”

But was it okay for her to be so greedy?

A sigh escaped her.

After much hesitation, Aria reached a conclusion.

She had met her dear friend, who had departed before her, again in this way after death.

That alone was already a miracle enough……

At that moment.

“Wow!”

Snow began to fall outside the window. The children cried out in excitement and rushed outside. Aria looked at the boy with a dazed expression, as if entranced.

Snowflakes piled up on his hair, faintly reflecting something as they caught the light. The figure was partially connected to the boy, with radiant white hair flowing as it turned to look at her.

“……!!”

Her breath caught.

‘……Olivia?’

There was no mistake. It couldn’t be a hallucination.

The more snow gathered on the boy’s hair, the clearer Olivia’s figure became. She looked at the boy with eyes that gleamed blue, and then turned her gaze to Aria.

And she smiled.

A warm, brilliant smile, just like the Olivia Aria had known.

“……Ah.”

Her voice trembled. She felt as if she might cry.

Aria rubbed her eyes vigorously. Olivia’s image had vanished, but it no longer mattered.

She wanted to savor this small miracle a little longer.

Just a little more.

***

“……Where am I?”

Holding his throbbing head, Kiel looked around. Trees surrounded him on all sides. As he regained his senses, he realized he was in an unknown forest.

The last sight he remembered was the image of the emperor being swept away by a violent torrent.

“……It seems I somehow succeeded.”

It was Melina.

As an expert in spatial magic, she realized it immediately.

The flow of magic, the movement of the atmosphere—everything was different from the continent.

‘Just how long has it been?’

It might have only been a matter of days, but the place they had wandered was far from ordinary.

A middle dimension where time flowed at its own will.

It wouldn’t have been surprising if a few days had expanded into decades.

Melina checked her own condition.

She had paid a considerable price in magical power, but it was within acceptable limits.

‘……Thank goodness.’

The only task left was to find out into what Aria and Olivia had reincarnated.

There was, of course, a chance they had reincarnated as lesser beings, but for some reason, that didn’t seem likely.

Crunch.

As she prepared to walk along a narrow path, the sound of footsteps on the snow echoed nearby.

It was the sound of human footsteps.

“……”

Melina hesitated. Was it best to ignore it, or should she meet them to gather information? As for language, she could always use translation magic.

The moment she thought that—

“Wearing those clothes around will make the passing travelers look at you strangely.”

“……!!”

“Eighteen years, huh. It’s not the most pleasant sound, but since it hasn’t reached twenty, I’ll let it slide.”

Saying so, Aria chuckled softly.


“Change into these clothes. I bought them at a department store.”

……A department store?

But Melina was more astonished by her appearance, unchanged even after eighteen years, than by that unknown word.

“When you’re done changing, I’ll take you to Olivia.”

Aria added with a smile.
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The hair that once fell only to my waist had, at some point, grown so long that it now flowed down to the floor.

Seven years.

My body and mind had withstood these seven years without issue, but it seemed that my hair could not endure as well.

Swish.

I absentmindedly touched my hair for a moment before turning my gaze back to the screen.

Though the same faces appeared on the screen every day, I had never once thought of them as dull or tiresome.

[Hmm, it seems there’s a problem with the mana circuit.]

[Doesn’t the Blue Tower Lord even know that?]

[Stop nitpicking and let’s just help Aramis. I never thought restoring Master’s magic would be easy.]

[Haha. Finally, it’s time to display the majesty of a dragon.]

Watching my disciples always filled me with pride.

[Hahaha! I’ve caught a bigger fish than you!]

[That’s not a fish, you fool; it’s a mermaid.]

[…A mermaid?]

When I saw King Mu and Estee, a smile naturally blossomed on my face.

[We’re doing just fine, so go live your life now, you damned fool.]

Hearing Aurelia’s words stirred a mixture of emotions within me. Bitterness and joy. Relief that I hadn’t been wrong. And when I saw Cain, thriving despite our countless conflicts, I felt both guilt and gratitude.

I stood up sluggishly from my seat. The faint reflection of myself on the screen was eerily similar to how I looked when I first fell into this game world.

Blue eyes, and silver hair.

If there was any difference, it would be the length of my hair and perhaps a more mature appearance.

The only certainty was that this appearance no longer felt alien to me. It felt natural, as if it had always been my body.

Suddenly, I remembered a question I’d asked in the past. When I asked the real ‘Olivia,’ ‘Was it you who brought me here?’

Back then, ‘Olivia’ had answered like this:

[Yes and no. Since the moment the past and present intertwined, there ceased to be a definitive answer.]

Only now did I understand the meaning of those words.

I had once been Olivia.

That was why this body felt so natural, why I could control magic effortlessly from the beginning, and why I felt an emotional closeness with the returnees.

It was all because of that.

“……”

When I first learned this truth, I didn’t know what expression to make.

I had no idea. From the beginning, had I never really left? Should I have somehow managed to survive in that world?

‘…I don’t know.’

I couldn’t tell what was right or wrong.

The main reason I had watched over the returnees for seven years was because of that uncertainty.

Because that world was the origin of who I was.

Because, as myself and not as ‘Olivia,’ I wanted it.

Because I didn’t want to sever my ties with them.

At some point, atonement had simply become a wish.

I watched, and watched, and kept watching.

“…I want to see Rebekah.”

As I said this, the scenery before my eyes slowly began to change. The screen now displayed the things I wanted to see.

Beyond merely reflecting them, it almost gave the illusion that I was there with them.

A mountain blanketed in snow. A woman in priestly robes, smiling tenderly.

‘It’s time to move, isn’t it?’

‘Can we really move her? Olivia wanted to be buried here.’

‘Lord Cain, it’s too cold and too cramped here. Though this place holds the memories of my sister, I don’t want her final rest to be recorded so modestly.’

‘I agree. Olivia was simple, but she took it to an extreme.’

‘Lady Aurelia, can you make it happen?’

‘It should be fine now. With the preservation spell in place, it’ll stay intact for the next five hundred years.’

‘Not that, I meant the spatial transference.’

‘Hmm, we’ll only know after trying. But is it really necessary to move this entire space?’

‘We can’t be the only ones to see it.’

Ah.

Olivia stood there, dazed, taking in the sight. It was a place she knew all too well.

The spot where she first arrived in this world, where she first taught her disciples. A place filled with countless memories, where she once lived with Melina.

Aurelia stood quietly, an uncharacteristically modest stance. At the end of her gaze stood an ice sculpture, crafted meticulously by Rebekah.

The sculpture, wearing a gentle smile, looked exactly like Olivia—or rather, exactly like me.

‘Saint, I didn’t know you were this skilled with your hands.’

‘Me too, make one for me!’

‘I’ll make one for Lord Cain later.’

‘Hmph, I request one as well. Not because I lack the confidence to create an identical one myself.’

‘Hey, instead of making requests, go outside and split some ice. We’re running low.’

‘Understood…’

The Martial King shuffled out, dragging his feet. Esti paid him no attention and continued with her task.

With a solemn expression, she inscribed a name on the memorial stone.

[Olivia]

‘You write beautifully.’

‘…I was a princess once.’

Murmuring to herself, Esti put down the pen. Cain, who had been fidgeting, shouted.

‘I want to write something too!’

‘No. Only names are meant to be written on a memorial stone.’

‘But… it looks too empty. Just a single name on such a big stone… it looks so lonely.’

‘You just want to scribble, don’t you?’

‘No, I don’t… I really don’t…’

Watching them, Rebekah smiled.

‘If you wish to write something, you may.’

‘Really?’

‘Yes.’

Cain grinned and sprang to his feet. Without a moment’s hesitation, he began writing.


[My First Friend]

Though the letters were crooked, no one laughed. Even Aurelia, usually indifferent, just gazed at the words in silence.

‘…Are you going to write something too?’

‘…’

Aurelia took the pen cautiously. After a long hesitation, she slowly began to inscribe.

[A Companion for Eternity]

[My Savior]

[The Most Skilled Mage]

The King handed the pen to Rebekah. She looked at Olivia’s sculpture once.

[Family]

‘Let’s go.’

At Aurelia’s words, the Martial King carefully lifted Olivia’s statue. Cain picked up the memorial stone.

‘Where do you plan to place it?’

‘I intend to place it where she was born.’

‘…The City of Beginnings?’

‘Yes.’

‘Though the people of that city might not know who Olivia was?’

‘They’ll come to know, starting now.’

‘I like that answer.’

Aurelia drew a circle on the ground, preparing to initiate spatial movement.

Fwaaah…

A faint light began to envelop their bodies. Rebekah clasped her hands together in prayer.

‘O God, may my unnie’s path be filled with peace.’

Then, she opened her eyes. As if entranced, she turned in my direction.

‘…Ah.’

Her mouth opened slightly, and slowly, a smile spread across her face.

No trace of sorrow remained on Rebekah’s face. Only gratitude to the god who allowed this final meeting, and joy from the long-awaited reunion.

Rebekah laughed like a child.

Like the first time we met.

Brightly, freshly.

Happily.

The screen shakes.

When I blink, I find myself back in that familiar place.

With complex emotions, I brush the corners of my eyes with my fingertips. My eyelids were reddened.

It wasn’t because I was sad.

I felt joy, gratitude.

As if, by making them feel that Olivia was watching from somewhere, they would not give up on life.

As if they could live life joyfully.

So I watched over them.

“…Ah… Ah.”

It felt like I had finally received that reward.

I, no.

Olivia, held her heart tightly.

It was time to leave. They would hold me in their hearts for the rest of their lives, but they would no longer grieve. They would remember me with longing, yet also recall the happy times.

“Ah… Ahh…”

After shedding tears for a long time, Olivia struggled to stand up.

[Would you like to return?]

Just as Olivia reached out her hand toward the blue rift.

Thud…!

Someone was knocking from beyond the rift.

The moment she heard that sound, Olivia realized who was on the other side.

Thud…!

There was a time like this once before.

When she created a barrier to isolate herself from the outside to fight Asmodeus…

Crack…!

Before Olivia could react, the rift tore open. On the other side stood Kiel, dressed in a suit.

Behind him, Melina was smiling at Olivia.

“Livi.”

Golden eyes.

“Couldn’t hold back and cried, did you?”

Olivia nodded.

“Come here…”

She ran over and embraced Melina, burying her face in her shoulder.


Melina smiled.

Kiel and Aria smiled too.

Before anyone could move first, they all held Olivia in their arms.

With faces filled with pure happiness.

The End.
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[Ending Spoiler Alert: If you haven’t finished the work, please press the back button.]

Hello, this is 마이뉴엘 (Author: Mynuel)

The series I Became the Witch Who Destroyed the World, which began serialization on July 12, 2022, has now concluded. I’d like to extend my gratitude once again to the readers who followed along over these 217 days and to the PD who assisted me.

I’m not sure when I’ll start my next work. Honestly, I have some ideas in mind, but I think I should focus more on my studies now. The reason the latter part progressed so quickly was primarily due to academic demands. I hadn’t attended school due to military leave, but with my return confirmed in March, I had to wrap up before then.

Rather than stopping in the middle of serialization, I thought it was better to provide a proper ending, even if it felt a bit lacking.

Unintentionally, I might have portrayed the returnees in the latter part as somewhat unpleasant.

In fact, Aria also became unpleasant because of that. I wanted to delve into the Academy setting as a clue, but… 😢.

Actually, the first returnee Olivia encountered was the princess. I wanted to explore the chess story, magic lore, and even the academy narrative along the way. My apologies.

Though I have many regrets, I feel relieved as well. I believe I shared most of the scenes I wanted to show.

If I write another story, it will likely be a possession novel.

This time, though, the protagonist might be male. I’d throw him into a world as messed up as Cyberpunk 2077, possessing a penniless vagrant.

The origin of Olivia’s name actually came from MapleStory.

Among the four friends you can choose from in the adventurer class, one of them was named Olivia.

The name with the most unique origin is actually King Mu.

His name, Ashe Valtar, was inspired by the term ‘Asei,’ which first came to mind when thinking of this muscle-bound character.

Thus, Asei (Ashe) + a Viking-sounding name (Valtar) gave rise to Ashe Valtar.

Anyway, thank you for following along so far.

Thanks to you, I made it to this point and received an overwhelming amount of support beyond what I deserved.

Thank you! I love you all!

***

Below is the Q&A section.

Q1. How do you feel about the [Achievement of Not Doing Serial Publications Until the End]?

A1. Honestly, I wanted to try doing continuous updates at least once. However, real-life issues and other things kept piling up, making it nearly impossible to maintain that environment. Of course, I think I managed to keep the promise of publishing one chapter per day, excluding the immature early parts. I even remember writing two chapters daily for five days straight to make up for a personal leave, ensuring the 1-day-1-release schedule.

I’m glad that I managed to keep my promise to myself to serialize faithfully.

Q2. How did you initially come up with this novel?

A2. To be honest, this project was somewhat impulsively conceived. Shortly after being discharged from the military, while exploring possible activities, I noticed that MapleStory was doing Hyper Burning. The character I raised at the time was a Sun Call. Yes, this was the very reason Olivia came to life. Possession by a game character who uses ice and lightning. That’s how The Witch Who Destroyed the World started.

Q3. Was there a difficult part or an episode while writing this novel? Why?

A3. The most challenging part was probably the overlapping clues in the Loss Episode. I was only on the second returnee, yet the clues were already tangled to the extent that it took a long time to sort out the timeline. After finally establishing the timeline, I felt relieved.

Q4. Who is your favorite character?

A4. My favorite is Melina. I dedicated extra effort to writing her episodes. For added detail, Melina’s name was taken from Elden Ring’s Melina. The blonde hair and golden eyes were also borrowed from there.

Q5. Is there a plan for your next project?

A5. I have some ideas. However, calling it a plan might be too much. As an engineering student, I have a lot of work, so I’m not sure if I’ll find the time.

Q6. How many pages is the setting book for this novel?

A6. At the current point, it’s around four A4 pages. Including discarded and revised versions, it’s about ten pages.

Q7. Were there any characters whose storyline was expanded or reduced from the original plan?

A7. The Demon Hunter’s part was reduced more than planned, while the serial killer (Cain) had a significant increase in screen time. The Demon King’s role was genuinely reduced a lot.

Q8. What did you think when the theory of Asmodeus being the mastermind appeared in the comments?

A8. The fact that the Demon King was only mentioned in a few lines was actually due to that mastermind theory. In the beginning, Asmodeus was just a ‘lie to deceive Rive,’ but at some point, he became the final mastermind. So, I adjusted the story to allow Asmodeus to emerge as the final mastermind.

Q9. What was a disappointing aspect of this novel?

A9. Due to issues in my personal life, I had no choice but to cut down on the length, which I regret. If it weren’t for that, I would have easily reached 300 chapters, and there would have been much more depth to the hostile regressors’ struggles.

Q10. How many times has Olivia regressed?

A10. She has probably regressed at least 2,000 times.

Q11. What memorable experiences did you have while writing this novel?

A11. Honestly, when I first started writing this work, I thought of it as a light-hearted story with some chaotic fun. That’s why the early part has a particularly comedic tone.

However, as the “clues” element was introduced, the atmosphere of the story changed dramatically – to the point where even I was surprised. In fact, the main reason I couldn’t keep up with regular updates was because of this shift. The story’s tone changed so significantly that I had to overturn the original storyline and come up with new developments each day.

Q12. Will there be a story arc focused on the enemies’ regressions and their hardships?

A12. I originally had plans for that. I wanted to pick characters like Dark Lord, the Demon Hunter, or Karsian to portray them squeezing out tears, regrets, and regrets, but unfortunately, there wasn’t enough time. Now that I need to return to college, I simply don’t have the capacity to cover that story. I apologize.

Q13. I was really looking forward to the Demon Hunter changing the past. Do you have any plans for side stories where other regressors change their past?

A13. Honestly, the Demon Hunter is a character I have mixed feelings about. I debated until the very end whether to place them in Olivia’s arc or Aria’s arc. But ultimately, due to time constraints, I had to give it up. 😢 For now, I don’t have any plans for additional side stories.

Q14. Has the princess lost all her memories?

A14. In the end, since that princess will eventually become the emperor, you could say she has regained her memories. After reincarnation, the memories of her initial timeline flashed through her mind like a life reel.

Olivia’s initial timeline -> nth timeline -> emperor -> Immortal  timeline emperor -> (birth of the princess) -> Olivia’s initial timeline.

Q15. Why did Olivia attack Cain when she went to find Aurelia?

A15. That was because the demonic immortality had gone out of control. The reason it didn’t turn into a major incident was because ‘Olivia’ was holding it back from within.

Q16. When she entered Kiel’s memory, why did Olivia smile at empty space?

A16. ‘Olivia’ is the result of all her immortality going out of control.

Q17. Even though there was a description of Dark Lord realizing Olivia was fighting these enemies alone, why did they still hinder her?

A17. In fact, a follow-up story for Dark Lord was also planned, but due to time constraints, I had no choice but to abandon it. I wanted to cook up a deeply intense tale of suffering like with Melina or Kiel, but time was lacking. I apologize 😢.

Q18. What jobs has Olivia held so far?

A18. In the beginning, she was a warrior for two timelines; the rest of the time, she was a mage. She mastered all branches of magic.

Q19. Was the game created by Aria?

A19. Only the gods might know that.


Q20. Why did Rebekah leave?

A20. Rebekah could overcome the sorrow, which signifies that she remained in that world.

Thank you…!

If you have any more questions, please leave them in the comments!

Thank you for all the love!



 
  
    EPILOGUE


“To handle data efficiently, you must master optimization methods…”

Classes, assignments, and exams.

The time of trials and tribulations that every university student in Korea must endure. Among them, the Database Design class, notorious for having the most dreadful faculty, boasted record-breaking attendance rates.

Attendance rates exceeding 200 percent.

Not only did the students officially enrolled in the course attend, but also those who signed up just to audit it.

Instead of focusing on the professor, who mistakenly believed the high attendance was due to their outstanding teaching skills, students were glancing enviously at someone sitting in the front row.

“Olivia.”

“What? What’s up?”

“Haha. You’re in a good spot. Everyone’s looking at you.”

Aria opened her mouth with her usual mischievous grin.

“Good thing you didn’t bring Kiel along. Otherwise, this amusing situation wouldn’t have happened.”

“…Could you just be quiet?”

“With that appearance, you thought this wouldn’t happen? Or wait, do you actually enjoy all the attention? Maybe you’re a little naughtier than you seem. I wonder what Melina would think if she saw this.”

“Aria. Please.”

“If I were you, I’d be sitting in the very back, or at least wearing a hood. Of course, you’d still attract attention, but less than now.”

It wasn’t as though she hadn’t tried.

She tried dyeing her hair and wearing lenses, but nothing could completely cover her looks. No matter what she did, her original colors would always show through.

“Today’s class is dismissed. Please submit your assignments by Thursday, and Seong-ah, please stay behind.”

Olivia—no, Lee Seong-ah—frowned. She still hadn’t gotten used to the name ‘Lee Seong-ah.’

Her original name had been ‘Lee Sungwoon,’ at least until she fell into Lactea.

But the moment she returned to reality alongside her past comrades, her past life as ‘Lee Sungwoon’ had been completely turned upside down.

Not only had she gone from male to female, but her past had also changed, making it so she had always been female.

The change in her name was due to that as well.

In a way, it was fortunate. If it had been the former case, she wouldn’t be able to attend university so normally.

“Seong-ah, I was really impressed with your latest assignment. Would you consider learning under me—”

“Oh, no, thank you.”

No way she’d willingly sign up for slave labor. Olivia frantically waved her hands, pushing back the professor’s offer of an assistant position.

“Is today’s class over?”

“No. I have to go to volunteer work at 2.”

“Volunteer work?”

“It’s for credit. To get one credit, I have to complete 24 hours per semester.”

Considering that this trashy professor’s class was worth three credits despite assigning two projects a week, it was practically free credit she couldn’t pass up.

“Hmm. You’re really working hard.”

“I don’t want my personal details exposed on live streams like everyone else.”

“Hmm?”

“Yeah, that sort of thing.”

If she’d been low on funds, it might have been different, but right now, she had no reason to even consider it.

Attending university was to broaden her experiences, not to secure a job at a large corporation.

“Huhh..”

“Then I suppose I should head back first.”

“For once, why?”

Considering her usual habit of sticking around like glue, Olivia’s reaction was understandable.

“I have a group project to work on. We’re meeting at a nearby café.”

“What class is it for?”

“Introduction to Political Science, I believe. As long as we overlook the professor’s somewhat biased political stance, it’s tolerable.”

“How are your group members?”

“They remind me of the Empire’s ministers.”

While Olivia tried to interpret what that meant, Aria spoke up.

“It means they’re like incompetent parasites, merely feeding off others.”

“…”

“Having all three group members being hopeless flirts was genuinely disappointing. They’re putting on a show of effort, probably to impress me, but it’s laughably inadequate. Hahaha…”

Olivia fell silent.

***

I think I made a poor choice.

I was sure that the library shelf organization volunteer work I had signed up for would involve occasionally putting books back on shelves and maybe leisurely reading in the spare time. I was certain of it.

Yet, why is it so loud?

“Eeeek!”

“Dinosaurs! Dinosaurs! Robots! Robots!”

“Mom! There’s a new comic book out!”

It never crossed my mind to check if this was a children’s library. What a colossal oversight.

“Unnie! Unnie! Could you help me find this book?”

“I was first! Me too! Please help me too!”

“This book too!”

“Waaaah!”

You little devils. Why are you asking me to find books you don’t even intend to read?

How long had I been held captive by these tiny demons?

“Are you here to volunteer?”

A voice so calm, it was hard to believe it belonged to a child, echoed nearby.

From the voice alone, I thought it was one of the librarians. But when I turned, I saw a girl about the same height as the other kids.

With adorable brown hair and sparkling eyes full of youthful energy, her very presence was heartwarming.

“What’s your name, Unnie?”

Her polite tone instantly won over my soul, one that had lived thousands of years over multiple lifetimes.

“I’m Ol—no, my name is Seonga.”

“How old are you, Seonga-Unnie?”

“How old do you think I am?”

“Hmm… high school?”

I realized why the phrase ‘so cute it kills’ exists. When a cute kid is this polite, it’s practically a lethal weapon.

“I’m a college student. I’m twenty-three.”

“Hmm, twenty-three. So… that’s ten plus ten plus three more…”


Even the way she counted with her fingers was adorable.

“How old are you, little lady?”

“I’m five.”

Proudly holding up five fingers, the display was so charming it felt like an attack. I unconsciously clutched my heart.

Olivia spent some time talking with the girl. She followed Olivia around, offering to help with shelving books. As they chatted, the library’s closing time crept up on them.

“Please return your name tag and scan the QR code to log your volunteer hours.”

“Um, excuse me…”

“There’s still a little kid on the second floor, but I don’t see her parents anywhere. Have you seen them by any chance?”

“…..Ah, are you talking about the girl with brown hair?”

Was she a well-known kid?

“Yes.”

“She lives nearby and often comes alone.”

“Oh, I see.”

With that, Olivia felt reassured, but only for a moment; she sensed a presence at the top of the stairs. The girl who had provided an hour of solace was now moving her short legs as she descended.

“Are you leaving now?”

“Yes.”

Olivia wanted to talk with her a little longer, but what could she do? She’d already completed her volunteer hours for the semester. Even if she applied again, there was no guarantee they’d meet.

“Goodbye.”

“Take care.”

The girl gave a deep bow, nearly at ninety degrees, making Olivia smile once more, right up until the last moment.

As they were about to exit the main door together, an odd sense of déjà vu washed over her.

Familiar, yet something she shouldn’t feel at this moment.

“By the way, what’s your name?”

“My name?”

“Yes.”

The girl’s brown eyes looked at her, curving into a smile.

“I was wondering when you’d ask.”

“…….”

Olivia flinched, her body trembling slightly.

There was a boldness to the girl that didn’t quite fit her age, and Olivia found herself staring at her, entranced.

“What do you think it is?”

“…”

As Olivia hesitated to answer, the girl, with her hands behind her back, stepped closer.

She stared deeply into Olivia’s eyes for a long moment before finally speaking.

“Unnie.”

Olivia’s throat tightened.

“I can call you that, right?”

“L…….”

“There’s no one who’d stop me, right? It’s not like I’m some saint.”

With that, the girl laughed brightly.


Just like she did on the day they first met.

Then, she leaned in and wrapped her arms around Olivia.

A warm breeze brushed past them.

As if celebrating their long-awaited reunion.

Softly and warmly.
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