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The Dungeonology professor, Jesl, submitted the dungeon created by Lucy on the very day they had their discussion.

He hadn’t even considered rejecting it.

It was true that other professors were a bunch of old bastards who dumped all the annoying tasks on the younger ones, but they were also people who had become professors of Dungeonology because they were captivated by dungeons.

There was no way he could think of rejecting a dungeon as marvelous as the one created by Lucy.

If he were to ask for something else after confirming that, he would have to throw his academic seniority and all that nonsense out the window.

How could someone who didn’t recognize the greatness of this dungeon teach a subject like Dungeonology?

And then, a few days after submitting the dungeon, the head professor of Dungeonology summoned Jesl to his office.

The stated reason was for a personal conversation, but Jesl didn’t trust him.

With the management of his family and his academic research, plus the position of head professor, how could he possibly have time to leisurely drink tea?

It was definitely because of the dungeon he submitted yesterday.

Convinced of this, Jesl prepared for the worst-case scenario and gathered various materials. No matter what came out of the conversation, she was determined to push her argument forward.

By the time she arrived in front of the head professor’s office, she was mentally rehearsing her resolve to fight for her academic pride, but that resolve scattered the moment the office door opened.

“Professor Jesl. You’ve come.”

“It’s been a while. Was the last time at the last gathering?”

“Oh dear. Look at that stiff face of yours.”

“You’re not the one suffering from first-year students. Of course, I wouldn’t want to come for tea.”

“I’m sorry for calling someone as busy as you.”

It wasn’t just the head professor in the office.

All the professors of Dungeonology, who rarely gathered due to their respective research, were present in one place.

“...Hello, professors.”

As the nightmare of her past thesis reviews resurfaced, Jesl broke into a cold sweat and quickly bowed her head.

“What brings everyone here?”

“Haha. Is there a need for a reason when researchers of the same field gather?”

“We gather when there’s something to talk about, right? Isn’t that so?”

“Exactly. Exactly.”

Seeing them continue the conversation as if they had rehearsed it made Jesl mumble to herself.

What reason could there be for them to gather? These people who were so reclusive they turned their offices into a kind of dungeon.

What is this? Even if the dean begged them to gather, they wouldn’t come out in groups of more than three, yet here they all are?

“Hey, you lot. Aren’t you all like snakes, making Professor Jesl uncomfortable?”

“Didn’t you call us here for this?”

“Seriously, what a peculiar bunch.”

“Enough! I can’t take up busy Professor Jesl’s time, so let’s get to the point. The reason we called you here is because of the final exam dungeon you submitted.”

The moment the head professor mentioned the final exam dungeon, Jesl became even more confused about the situation.

If they were simply going to reject the dungeon, one head professor could just wave his hand and that would be that.

“Professor Jesl, as you know, there have been quite a few incidents at our Academy recently.”

“The incident during the entrance exam. The kidnapping of the third prince. The attack by the Apostle of the Evil God.”

“Don’t forget about the fact that Lady Arlene conquered all the Academy dungeons in a single day. Because of that, some idiots have been complaining about how easy the dungeons must be.”

“Professor Magote, maintain your dignity.”

“Did I say something untrue? The head professor gathered us because he’s unhappy with those idiots slandering us, right?”

“Magote! Enough! I’m talking to Professor Jesl right now!”

“Oh dear. I apologize.”

After Magote bowed his head with a playful smile, the head professor cleared his throat and looked back at Jesl.

“Due to these many incidents, the reputation of the Soul Academy’s Dungeonology department has suffered. Do you understand this much?”

“Yes, I understand, but what does that have to do with the final exam dungeon?”

“The dungeon you submitted, the one that Lady Arlene was in charge of designing, is of exceptionally high quality. Anyone with knowledge of dungeons would be amazed.”

“Well, that’s only natural.”

Even Jesl, who had only thought of belittling Lucy, was impressed by the dungeon Lucy created. What more could be said about its greatness?

“We plan to restore our tarnished reputation by widely spreading the fame of that dungeon.”

“...Excuse me?”

“I’ve examined the structure of the dungeon several times, but due to the limited resources, there were many compromises. Please convey to Lady Arlene that she should unleash her talents without worrying about any restrictions.”

She could put in all sorts of gimmicks without any capacity limits?!

As Jesl’s eyes sparkled at the thought of various gimmicks that had been discarded due to practical reasons during her discussions with Lucy, the head professor raised one corner of his mouth.

“It would also be good to let her know that all students of the Academy will take their final exams through that dungeon. We’ll take care of the grading by year, so don’t worry about that.”

After that, the head professor shared several more details that Jesl needed to convey to Lucy.

With so much to say, wouldn’t it have been better for him to tell her directly? This thought crossed Jesl’s mind, but she didn’t voice it.

The reason was clear. He was probably thinking about what kind of words he might hear if he faced Lucy directly.

“There’s about all I need to say.”

“Oh, and if you have any concerns during the dungeon creation process, you should go to Professor Magote as well.”

“Hey! Where do you get off saying that! Aren’t there already researchers packed into your office?”

“Soon, one person will graduate and leave!”

“It would also be nice if you could convey that Professor Ban Norga suggested having a cup of tea together.”

“Ha! What a futile hope. You’re the only child of the Arlene family; how could you possibly become a professor?”

“Shut up!”

“Don’t bring reality into this!”

“If it’s the unpredictable Lady Arlene, who knows?”

Watching professors of considerable authority in the academic world compete to bring one person under their wing, Jesl bowed her head to the sighing head professor and hurriedly escaped from the place.


	



“This is roughly the story.”

After hearing the details from the Dungeonology professor, I couldn’t help but let out a sigh.

Seeing the quest given by the pathetic god, I wondered what it meant, but it turned out such discussions had taken place in my absence.

I never imagined that the influence of creating an excellent dungeon with my pride as a stagnant pool would come back in this way.

“...You don’t seem to be in a good mood. I thought you would be pleased.”

Perhaps she hadn’t anticipated this reaction. The Dungeonology professor cautiously observed my expression.

I understood her embarrassment. If it had been me a few days ago, I would have cheered at the fact that I could create the desired dungeon without worrying about resources.

Political reasons?

Complaints from various students?

I couldn’t care less about that!

What mattered to me was creating a perfect dungeon!

In the past, I would have been thrilled to realize that I could get closer to my ideal and would have done my best to write the dungeon.

But I couldn’t do that now.

Even though I knew I could incorporate all sorts of elements, I couldn’t feel joy.

Because of the clueless pathetic pervert god who gave me this quest.

[Your Pride]

[Create a dungeon that no one at the Academy can conquer!]

The dungeon I envision is completed when someone conquers it.

How could a place that one would inevitably fail in upon stepping inside be called a dungeon?

A dungeon that cannot be conquered should be called a grave instead, and when I created the final exam dungeon, I designed it with the assumption that someone would succeed in conquering it.

Why do you think I begged my friends to please conquer the dungeon in front of them?

I thought that if no one conquered it, the dungeon I created would remain incomplete, so I even went so far as to promise to do anything to persuade them!

But this damn pathetic pervert dungeon-illiterate bastard gave me a quest to create a dungeon that no one could conquer!

How could a god not know what his apostle wants and give such a quest?!

Why would he act in a way that would get him cursed?!

Unless it was something urgent like the events in Menestail or the Burrow territory, he should think before throwing out quests!

[Reward: Increase in reputation. Unlocking 3 hidden conditions of the tutorial. Clue about the Seed of the Hero.]

[Failure: Something humiliating that will become a dark history]

What’s even more annoying is that I don’t necessarily have to succeed in this quest.

The rewards for success are certainly intriguing, but they aren’t essential for me right now, and the punishment for failure isn’t as extreme as a game over.

What if the reward for success was something I absolutely needed right now?

What if the condition for failure was losing my life?

I would have willingly created a dungeon that no one could conquer, using the excuse that I had no choice because the pathetic god forced me to.

It’s not that difficult. I could easily create a grave for students by borrowing a few gimmicks from the many bizarre dungeons I conquered in the past.

However, our pathetic pervert god didn’t include such extreme conditions this time.

He presented me with a quest that had mediocre rewards and punishments, giving me the choice of whether to do it or not.

Would I create a dungeon to maintain the pride of a stagnant pool according to my beliefs?

Or would I abandon my beliefs to avoid punishment and receive rewards?

He presented me with a terrible multiple-choice question that made me want to curse!

Have you ever thought about why this perverted bastard would give me such a quest?

What he’s aiming for is simple.

He wants to lead me to receive punishment for not being able to abandon the pride of a stagnant pool.

To present me with “something humiliating that will become a dark history.”

That punishment will surely be something filled with the distorted sexual desires of the perverted trash god.

If the pervert apostle saw it, he would ascend to the goddess he serves.

And the crow goddess there would probably be fainting with her nose bleeding.

So if I want to preserve my dignity.

If I want to prevent what the pathetic god desires from happening.

If I want to shove something sweet into the melting mouth of that bastard.

I know I have to abandon my pride and create a bizarre dungeon.

...But I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

Sigh. I can’t grotesquely modify the first dungeon I created.

I don’t know what the sexual predator god, who should be executed for the sake of a beautiful world, has prepared.

Well, it’s probably something similar to the bunny girl outfit I wore recently or even worse.

It’s true that Armadi is more interested in the walls of virtue than in goodness, but he’s still a god.

Surely he wouldn’t do something that would make his capable apostle want to change sides.

If I’m not there, he would be in trouble too, so he wouldn’t do such a thing, right?

So, regardless of whether the quest succeeds or fails, let’s create the dungeon I want.

With this resolution, I felt at ease.

Let’s think positively.

If someone sees the end of the dungeon and is moved, I would be happy even if I received punishment.

If no one can conquer the dungeon, it would be sad, but I could find solace in receiving rewards.

Having finished my contemplation, I stood up after receiving the dungeon creation paper from the Dungeonology professor.

“Lady Arlene. Before you leave, I have one question to ask.”

‘What is it?’

“What is it? Make it quick. Unlike you, my time is precious.”

“Is there anyone among the Dungeonology professors you would like to meet?”

The moment I heard Jesl’s question, a chill ran down my spine.

Isn’t this what I think it is?

It’s an offer of slavery!

Was my dungeon so attractive that it surpassed the notoriety of Lucy Aln?!

‘...No?’

“Is that a question? Do you think I would want to meet old, smelly, washed-up geezers?”

I appreciate the compliment, but I’ll decline the offer to become a slave!

I briefly thought about wanting to become a professor, but I don’t want to endure a life of slavery to achieve that!

“Hmmm. Then if they’re not old geezers…”

Seeing the light in the Dungeonology professor’s eyes, I quickly escaped from the professor’s office.
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Countless magic circles surrounded Pavey as she recited the sacred magic incantation with her eyes closed.

The perfection of each magic circle swirling around her surpassed that of most priests when handling a single spell.

There was no need to explain what a monster Pavey was to maintain all of that.

Johann, who had been quietly watching the scene, noticed tremors at the edges of several magic circles and slowly opened his mouth.

"Saintess, let's stop here for today."

"Bishop, I'm not yet..."

"Doing more than this will only hinder tomorrow's practice."

At Johann's firm voice, Pavey took a long breath and opened her eyes. As she did, the divinity swirling around her dissipated, and a bright light settled on the floor.

"Thank you for your hard work."

"No, I didn't do much."

Pavey wiped away sweat and expressed humility, but Johann shook his head at her modesty.

"Excessive humility is poison. The growth you're showing is remarkable even from my perspective, having seen so many people."

"Is that... so?"

"Do I look like someone who jokes?"

Johann had been working at the Main god Church for decades since he had left his family.

Even from his perspective, having seen countless priests, Pavey's growth was astonishing.

It wasn't as if Pavey had just embarked on the path of priesthood.

She was already a priest who had built up enough skill to be called a Saintess.

It was common sense that it became more difficult to rise higher as one's level increased, but Pavey's current growth was directly contradicting that common sense.

For someone who had reached a sufficient level to show such rapid growth as if they had no foundation.

"Huhu. It seems the training method Lucy Aln taught me has been a great help."

"Certainly, the training method she taught was excellent."

The training method taught by someone loved by the Main god was different from the various training methods Johann knew.

A rough method, like the crude exercises knights used to build muscle, was not used by anyone in the Main god Church.

"It was enough to give an old man who was waiting for his death the joy of growth."

However, Johann trusted Lucy Aln more than the Main god Church, and as a result, he succeeded in achieving much faster growth than before.

"However, Saintess..."

Johann, who had spoken unconsciously, stopped mid-sentence when he saw Pavey tilting her head.

What he had been about to say was that Pavey's rapid growth was not simply due to the change in training methods.

Pavey's growth was too great to be a change caused by a different training method.

It was as if she had gained some enlightenment by recreating the miracle in Burrow territory.

The reason he didn't say all of this was that Johann roughly guessed the cause of this growth.

This was something that had meaning only if one felt and realized it oneself. To realize it through someone else's explanation would diminish its meaning.

"Bishop?"

"Ah. I'm sorry. I was just wondering why you keep calling Lucy Aln 'Young-ae-nim' when you call other Young-aes normally."

So Johann changed the subject. Hoping that Pavey would realize this fact herself in the future.

"...Yes?"

"I was just wondering why you only call Lucy Aln 'Young-ae-nim' when you call other Young-aes 'Young-ae'."

Johann continued without hesitation, as it was something he had been wondering about.

However, one thing Johann didn't expect was that Pavey's cheeks gradually turned red each time he spoke.

"Saintess?"

"That... that's... well... um... If I'm the only one calling her 'Young-ae-nim' when everyone else calls her 'Young-ae', it'll stand out..."

Johann couldn't help but laugh at the dying voice towards the end.

He wondered what the reason was that made it so difficult for her to speak, but it was because she wanted to stand out to Lucy Aln!

"Don't laugh! I said don't laugh!"

"No, but... chuckles Thinking about how much you must have agonized over deciding on that title, I can't help but laugh."

"Bishop!"

Johann smiled at Pavey's flustered appearance with her face flushed.

Come to think of it, the reason she asked me for guidance was to win a bet with Lucy Aln.

She wanted to be seen as special by someone she considered special.

How innocent.

"Lucy Aln would find it very amusing if she knew."

"...You absolutely can't tell her, okay?!"

"I'll consider it depending on what you do in the future."

"Hmph. I should have just kept my mouth shut."

Where had she thrown away the dignity of a Saintess? Pavey, who was raising her voice and waving her arms, asked him to keep the secret until the end and then left Johann's room.

If she was like this when I asked, what kind of reaction would she show if Lucy Aln asked her directly in the future?

If possible, I'd like her to ask in a place where I can see it with my own eyes. It would be fun.

"Did you hear that, Caria? The Saintess asked me to keep the secret."

How long had it been since Pavey left? Just as her footsteps disappeared, Johann spoke, and Caria appeared as the door opened.

"Don't worry. I'm not mean-spirited enough to leak something like that."

"That's a relief."

No sooner had the door closed than Johann got up from his seat and headed towards the cupboard.

"How is the ring I gave you?"

"I lost it. I think I dropped it somewhere on the street, but I can't find it."

"Is that so."

As they shared the prearranged code, the leisurely expression disappeared from Johann's face, and strictness replaced it.

"You've come to hear about the church's movements, haven't you?"

"That's right. I have a rough idea, but it's more accurate to cross-check with the Bishop."

"Understood. First of all, I must tell you that the Main god Church is still looking for the one who saved Burrow territory."

The inquisitor who visited Burrow territory at the time had engraved the divinity of the Main god that enveloped the entire territory in his eyes.

Therefore, even though the apostle of the Art Order said that he had saved this place, he did not trust the story.

Officially, he praised the achievements of the apostle of the Art Order, but behind the scenes, he was red-eyed to find out who truly saved Burrow territory.

"However, they don't seem to have obtained any plausible clues."

When the people of the Main god Church visited Burrow territory through official routes, the traces of Lucy and her party had already been erased.

No matter how powerful the authority of the church was, it was impossible to create something from nothing.

Even if those belonging to it desperately searched for the savior, they could not find anything plausible.

"So they seem to be looking into it with suspicion, but the results aren't very good in this area either."

"Are the Bishop and the Saintess not suspected?"

"It's been said that I stayed in Artea territory in connection with Lucy Aln's Mace and returned. Above all, the church doesn't know what kind of existence Lucy Aln is yet, so you don't have to worry."

"It's no different from what I've figured out. That's a relief."

"Should we call this a relief? A situation where someone loved by the Main god has to work to hide him."

Johann, who was drinking tea, felt a bitter taste and took out a container of sugar cubes from the cupboard.

"Do you like sweets?"

"So-so."

"Then I'll put in two."

"Yes. That sounds good."

*

Pavey's face, which had been very hot, finally regained its original whiteness when she reached near the Soul Academy.

Haa... I should have just kept my mouth shut, but I remembered the strict Bishop Johann from the past and inadvertently blurted it out.

...He'll keep it a secret, right? Bishop Johann won't tell Lucy Aln, right? Right?

If Lucy Aln knew about this desire of mine to be considered special by her, I would really die of embarrassment!

"Saintess!"

"...Nehet?!Pavey, who had been agonizing in the midst of her distracting thoughts, unconsciously answered someone's question and made a foolish sound.

"I'm sorry! I interrupted you while you were thinking!"

"No. It's okay. So, what's the matter?"

"Did you see the announcement on the plaza?"

"No. I was out today on business."

When Pavey shook her head, the female student's face brightened noticeably.

"They say that this Dungeonology exam will be conducted in the same Dungeon for all grades!"

"...What? Is that true?"

"Yes! You can find out the details by going to the plaza!"

Pavey thanked the female student and moved towards the plaza.

Even though it was just before the early night of winter, many people were gathered in the plaza looking at the announcement.

It would be a nuisance to push through those people, so should I enhance my eyesight to check the contents?

The contents of the announcement hanging in the middle of the plaza were as follows.

This Dungeonology exam will continue throughout the final exam period. The number of challenges is unlimited.

Parties can be formed autonomously.

The foundation of the Dungeon is the same, but there will be different parts depending on the grade.

In addition to these, there were several other matters written there, but the most noticeable was the part about the rewards for conquering the Dungeon.

"...Accessories made directly by the apostle of the Art Order?"

Pavey roughly knew how much accessories made and blessed by the Art Order were distributed for.

Even items made by a Bishop were said to be worth whatever you could get for them, but if they were made directly by the apostle of the Art Order...

This is a big problem.

The fact that the apostle of the Art Order, who doesn't give out accessories unless it's to someone they recognize, has provided their accessories as a reward for the Dungeon is clearly the result of Lucy Aln's request.

Otherwise, the apostle of the Art Order would not have allowed their accessories to be used in this way.

In other words, Lucy Aln herself judged that the Dungeon she created was so difficult that the apostle had to put up accessories as a reward.

And the fact that Lucy Aln, who has somewhat different standards from ordinary people, made that judgment...

The completed Dungeon is a magic realm that no one can pass.

...

I need to go meet the people I'm going to conquer the Dungeon with.

We need to discuss it quickly.

They must be practicing in the training ground, right?

Pavey's guess was correct.

Arthur, Joey, and Pavey. These three were in the training ground as usual.

However, one thing that was different from usual was that there was an uninvited guest there.

"Brother."

Cecil Soladin.

The second prince of the Soladin Kingdom was looking down at Arthur.
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The Academy's training grounds were gradually being dyed crimson.

Arthur and Frey, positioned on the outskirts of the area, were fiercely exchanging blows as if their lives were on the line.

"Frey! Are you trying to kill me?!"

"Well, Third Prince, you aimed a spell at my face too. Tit for tat."

A blue Aura, the symbol of a knight, was etched onto the swords facing each other.

Even awakening Aura before graduating from the Academy was enough to earn the title of genius.

The sight of the two of them freely manipulating Aura despite not even having finished their first year brought wry smiles to the faces of others in the training grounds.

They would have been jealous or dismissive if the two were only moderately talented, but their talents were so outstanding that such emotions couldn't even arise.

The intense sparring between the two was brought to an end when Arthur used Wind magic to create a cloud of dust, obscuring Frey's vision and causing her to drop her sword.

"So, that makes it 2 wins and 4 losses?"

"No. From the Prince's perspective, it's 1 win, 4 losses, and 1 draw."

"Where did the 1 draw come from?"

"The sparring that was interrupted midway. Don't you remember?"

"That sparring was already leaning in my favor, though? Didn't we agree to count it as my win?"

"You want to be so stubborn? Fine. I'll make it 2 wins and 4 losses. I'm still superior, though."

"It's not being stubborn!"

"Please calm down, both of you. You'll end up in a real sword fight at this rate."

Joey, who had been diligently practicing magic nearby, stepped between the two, causing Arthur and Frey to reluctantly take a step back.

"I know you two are close, but if one of you gets hurt, it'll disrupt the Dungeon raid."

"...My apologies. That was immature of me."

"That's right. The Third Prince was immature."

Hearing Frey's taunt, Arthur's neck veins bulged, but he sighed and shook his head at her bewildered expression, as if she didn't realize she had done anything wrong.

"Never mind. Let's take a break."

"Okay."

"Then I'll go back to my personal training."

Arthur, not caring about dignity or grace, plopped down on the dirt floor and swept back his sweat-soaked hair.

He had been moving his body since checking the announcement posted that afternoon, so he had been training for about half a day.

He could definitely feel that his stamina had improved.

Just a few months ago, if he had moved his body this roughly, he would have collapsed on the ground and wouldn't have even thought about getting up.

It was worth asking Lucy Aln for guidance.

And that wasn't the only area where he had improved.

His Magical Power, his strength, his magical skills, his swordsmanship, his composure in real combat.

Above all, his ability to manipulate Aura was rapidly increasing.

A month ago, he was only able to manifest it, but now he was able to control it somewhat freely.

He wasn't the only one showing such rapid growth.

Joey, who was currently manifesting five spells simultaneously next to him, had also grown beyond comparison to before entering the Academy.

He had been asked nearly ten times if he had any intention of heading to the Magic Tower after graduating from the Academy.

He understood the professors' feelings.

How could they not be greedy when they had someone in front of them who could simultaneously cast five spells with different attributes and manipulate them freely?

If he were in their shoes, he would have done his best to bring him into his own school.

Frey Kent, who was wielding her sword even though he had suggested taking a break, was also growing rapidly day by day.

Frey Kent was considered the strongest of the promising students, relying solely on her talent even without having properly learned swordsmanship.

How could her growth not be rapid when she was now seriously embracing swordsmanship?

Frankly speaking, the only reason he could beat her right now was because this was sparring.

If she and he were to seriously fight to take each other's lives, he would definitely lose to her.

Ha. Really. He himself was supposed to be a genius, but how come there were only monsters around him?

With that being the case, how could he afford to rest, fearing that he would be left behind?

Arthur, staggering to his feet, gripped his sword once more with a sigh when he heard a commotion at the entrance of the training grounds.

What's going on?

What came into Arthur's view as he swept back his bangs was a burly figure he had known since he was young.

The Second Prince of the Soladin Kingdom.

Cecil Soladin.

He was passing through the center of the training grounds.

What's my brother doing here, when he has a private training ground in the Academy district?

Especially since he came alone, leaving behind all of his usual subordinates.

As Arthur pondered various questions, he realized that Cecil had come to see him the moment their eyes met.

He had been quiet since Lucy Aln thoroughly crushed him. Did the Second Queen order something? Or is he just acting on a whim?

As Arthur roughly tidied up his appearance, which had become disheveled during training, Cecil approached him.

"Greetings, Brother."

"Yes, Arthur. You look well."

"What brings you here?"

"Do I need a reason to see my family?"

"Yes, you do."

Arthur didn't let his guard down despite Cecil's smile. He had suffered too much at his hands to be able to treat him comfortably.

"Ha. Alright. I heard that Lucy Aln is the designer of this Dungeonology exam."

"...Yes. I am aware of that as well."

"Then tell her this. I will prove that I have changed from before by clearing the Dungeon she created before anyone else, and I will challenge her to a rematch."

Hearing the serious tone without a hint of laughter, Arthur unconsciously spoke in a sharp voice.

"Is this the Second Queen's will?"

A rude question implying that he still hadn't broken free from his mother's grasp.

If it had been the Cecil of the past, he would have yelled, asking if he was looking down on him, but today's Cecil was different.

Cecil, seeing Arthur's fierce gaze, didn't get angry but instead smiled.

"No. Mother just wants me to stay still. She would sigh if she knew I was spouting such nonsense in a public place."

"Then why?"

"It's a matter of pride, Arthur. A ruler who is looked down upon by his subjects is not to my liking."

In Cecil's determination to win this time, Arthur saw himself.

Himself, who wanted to surpass Lucy Aln someday and hear what she was hiding.

The moment he saw him, Arthur felt his emotions surge.

"If that's all, you could have told Lucy Aln directly."

Aura manifested around Arthur, following the fire rising in his heart, but Cecil smiled calmly even with him in front of him.

"I know that, Arthur."

It's not just a bluff. He knows there's a better way, but he's deliberately trying to use me as a messenger.

That means the purpose lies elsewhere.

Arthur's rapidly spinning brain came to a conclusion in less than a second.

"Are you telling me to win?"

A declaration of war. A message that if he stays still, he might lose the person he trusts, so he should struggle with all his might.

As Arthur, who interpreted the visit in that way, voiced his anger, Cecil raised the corners of his lips and spread his Aura around him.

"Arthur, consider this information a special favor, as if I'm repaying some of the kindness you received from Lucy Aln."

"...Excuse me? What's that suddenly supposed to mean?"

"You, who are cut off from central politics, wouldn't know, but there are an increasing number of people who consider you a serious threat."

Even as Arthur blinked in surprise at the unexpected words, Cecil continued in a small, clear voice.

"As long as you carry the blood of Soladin, you won't be able to postpone your choice forever."

After finishing his words, Cecil suppressed Arthur's Aura with his own and patted Arthur's shoulder with a playful smile.

"In short, if you cherish Lucy Aln, you should make an effort."

"...Why is her name suddenly coming up here?"

"Weren't you interested? There's a rumor that your face turns red whenever you see Lucy Aln."

"Do you think I would be interested in that foul-tempered person?!"

"Ah. Could it be that you have a preference for small girls? Is that perhaps why you keep Frey Kent by your side?"

"What kind of person are you trying to make me out to be?!"

Cecil, watching Arthur panic and not knowing what to do, smiled slyly and left the training grounds, saying he had finished his business.

After Cecil, who had come like a shower, disappeared, Joey, who had been sending worried glances from beside him, cautiously approached Arthur.

"What did you two talk about?"

"...Didn't you hear?"

"The Second Prince blocked the sound with his Aura in the middle."

...Was my guess wrong?

The declaration of war was the superficial reason, and the real thing he wanted to convey was the story behind it?

No, but why would my brother tell me that?

"Haa. Damn it. I don't understand his intentions."

I can't understand why my brother, who usually only saw me as someone to be eliminated, is suddenly acting like this.

There are too many things I don't know, so it's impossible to make hasty guesses.

...But there's one thing that's certain.

"I have one more reason to clear the Dungeonology exam's Dungeon."

I can't let my brother talk to Lucy Aln triumphantly.

Who knows what kind of incident will happen again if that happens.

If Lucy Aln causes trouble again by calling him a moron prince, it will affect me as well.

Arthur, frowning, turned his head at the sensation of someone tugging at his sleeve. Frey was standing there.

"Um, Third Prince. Was what you said just now true?"

"What are you talking about?"

"That you have a preference for small girls."

"...Do I look like that kind of pervert?!"

Arthur shouted in horror, and this time Joey quietly spoke up.

"But, Third Prince..."

"What is it! If you have something to say, say it!"

"It's nothing. Never mind."

"It's more annoying when you do that, so say it! Quickly!"

He was yelling at Joey when he turned his head, frowning deeply, at the sensation of someone patting his back.

"This time who i- Oh. Saintess?"

"Third Prince of Soladin. It's alright."

"Yes?"

"Tastes can be different. You don't have to be ashamed..."

"No! My taste is far from that! Please believe me!"

*

Adding what I wanted to the added resources wasn't a difficult task.

It was just a matter of putting back the various Gimmicks that I had to compromise on due to the walls of reality.

Rather, I was so engrossed in the fact that the Dungeon's completion was increasing that I didn't even notice the time passing.

What was difficult was something completely different.

It was adjusting the Dungeon's difficulty to match each grade level.

The Soul Academy has a system in place that prevents students from advancing to the next grade level if they don't achieve a certain level of performance.

In other words, the average skill level is bound to be higher as you go up to the upper grades.

In this situation, what would happen if you put 2nd and 3rd graders into a Dungeon made for 1st graders?

They would be able to crush the Dungeon, which should be solved using Gimmicks, with brute force.

So, for the 2nd and 3rd grade Dungeons, I had to increase the strength of the monsters in order to force them to use Gimmicks.

The problem was that I was bad at balancing.

I raised the difficulty, thinking that 2nd and 3rd graders should be able to do this much, but I was told that no one would be able to clear something like that.

Thanks to that, I had to revise it several times.

I would have cursed several times if I hadn't rejected the professors' offer to revise the difficulty and volunteered to suffer myself.

Well, anyway, thanks to all that hard work, the Dungeon I designed was put into production soon after. About two weeks later, it took shape.

Of course, it's not finished yet. There's still a process of checking whether the Dungeon was made according to the design and correcting any problems.

<You seem excited even though you have work ahead of you.>

'Of course, I'm going to be able to experience the Dungeon I created with my own body! How can I not be excited!'

Alright. It's QA time.

Let's check if the Dungeon I designed has been completed properly.

If I see that the people who made the Dungeon did a sloppy job.

Then I'll personally whip them to transform it into a proper Dungeon.
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303 - Dungeon Creation (13)
The moment I stepped into the Dungeon for the test, the scenery around me transformed.

It was the appearance of a serene mansion.

The scene unfolded before my eyes just as I had imagined.

The various paintings hanging on the walls.

The slightly dim light that naturally created a heavy atmosphere.

The echo that spread around me with every step I took.

I was so pleased with it all that my lips involuntarily curled upward.

I had said that the Dungeonology professor would be surprised, and it turned out to be true.

The feeling was completely different from when I stepped into the Dungeon created by the Academy and the one I designed myself.

As I walked down the corridor with a racing heart, enjoying the sounds around me, the old man let out a slightly raised voice, as if in astonishment.

<Impressive. How can you create something like this from that kind of painting?>

‘Are you referring to the background of the Dungeon I drew?’

<Why do you ask the obvious? I was talking about that painting that looks like it was drawn by a five-year-old.>

‘A five-year-old can’t draw something like that?!’

My drawing skills aren’t that great, but I’m better than a kid who just runs around without any thought!

At least I know about perspective! I know about depth! I understand detailed descriptions!

Of course, I don’t know them in detail, and I can’t use what I know, but still, I shouldn’t be compared to clueless little kids!

<One child I know mastered shading by the time he was five.>

‘...Isn’t that person a crazy genius?’

<That may be true, but doesn’t it mean you’re worse than a five-year-old? >

‘If we set that person as the standard, most people in the world would be worse than a five-year-old?!’

As I rebutted the old man’s unreasonable claims, I took in the scenery of the Dungeon.

Once my excitement settled, I began to notice the finer details.

There were some aspects that were slightly disappointing in terms of detail.

In particular, the year written below the last portrait needs to be accurate, as it will be one of the clues later.

Should I jot it down in my notebook to request a revision later? After walking down the corridor for a few minutes, I reached a dead end.

I approached the empty cradle in front of the wall and picked up the paper inside with my hand.


	To escape the maze, you must find the exit.



As soon as I read the phrase that someone would nod along to with “That’s what a maze is,” the scenery of the mansion crumbled and was replaced by something else.

Bricks appeared where the carpet had been.

Scarlet walls scattered, revealing what seemed to be a training ground somewhere.

Where the portrait had been, the faces of countless soldiers were engraved.

The transition of the background was smooth. It gave the feeling of moving to a new space. If a student were seeing this for the first time, they would surely exclaim in awe, right?

Hehe. I’m looking forward to it. I’ll definitely ask Joey what he thought later.

“Hey! You there! No time to space out!”

While I was imagining Joey’s flustered appearance, a rough-looking knight raised his voice from afar.

“Do you think you’re the only one taking the test today?!”

As he spoke, a soldier appeared before me.

He looked like he had undergone rigorous training, with intimidating muscles.

The calloused hands gripping the spear.

The raw power emanating from his movements.

Anyone could tell he possessed exceptional skill, and as he took his stance, the knight in the distance shouted again.

“I will begin immediately!”

‘Excuse me...’

“Hey, you loud-mouthed idiot knight. What test are you talking about?”

“If you’ve forgotten what I just told you, it would be better for you to just drop out! Figure it out on your own!”

Alright. The tutorial is going just as I thought it would.

I like the absurdity of saying there’s a test without revealing the content.

That knight won’t tell us the details of the test no matter what. Because of that, those who came to conquer the Dungeon must figure out the test’s content on their own.

As I nodded while checking the finer details, the soldier in front of me smiled.

“He says so. Are you ready?”

‘Yes, of course.’

“Why would you need to be ready to deal with someone like you? Come at me. You’re not scared of a little girl, are you?”

Seeing the soldier click his tongue and charge at me, I pulled out my shield from my inventory.

The spear launched from afar was sharp enough to pierce my heart the moment I let my guard down.

However, the power that should have been the basis of that sharpness was lacking.

It didn’t require any great skill to block that spear.

Just extending my shield was enough.

Clang! The spearhead that struck the shield bounced off upward without piercing it.

As a result, a huge opening appeared in the soldier’s body.

Hmm. Even though it’s just a tutorial, isn’t the opponent too weak?

At this rate, who would bother figuring out the conditions of the test? They’d just smash the soldier and move on.

This tutorial, meant to teach us to figure out the gimmick and break through, is problematic like this.

I should suggest raising the difficulty.

Having made that judgment, I charged at the soldier, whose eyes were filled with confusion, and smashed the wooden board attached to his armor on the right side.

“The first test is over! You passed brilliantly!”

Then, the knight who had been shouting randomly announced the end of the test.

I had only just entered the Dungeon, but it seemed like the overall structure was well made.

If I just fix the details a bit, I could perfectly recreate the Dungeon I had in mind.

“Now, I will proceed to the next test!”

The subsequent tutorial was not much different from the first one.

The gimmick itself was functioning normally, but the soldiers were too weak.

Even though it’s a Dungeon that first-year students would conquer, isn’t this a bit too easy?

It feels like the person who created the Dungeon is underestimating first-year students.

‘What do you think, Grandpa? Isn’t it too weak?’

<It is indeed weak. At this level, anyone could break through with brute force.>

‘Right? My standards aren’t too high, are they?’

Once the Dungeon conquest is over, I need to go straight to the Dungeonology professor and tell him to raise the difficulty of the tutorial.

At this rate, the tutorial won’t serve its purpose.

“...Congratulations. You have overcome the trial to become an adventurer.”

The moment I finished the tutorial by smashing the loud knight, the scenery around me changed again. This time, it was a dark, gloomy cave.

Air so thin it felt suffocating.

The only source of light was a faint glow coming from the ceiling.

As I smiled in satisfaction at this ominous scenery, I turned my head at the sound coming from behind me.

The red eyes nestled in the darkness of the cave were so large they could almost resemble my hands.

Threatening fangs that seemed capable of piercing steel with ease.

Fur that looked tough, as if made of barbed wire.

Claws scraping against the stone floor of the cave like dirt.

As I took in the sight that would instill fear in anyone, I couldn’t help but smile.

Oh really.

It would be troublesome if it’s made this well.

At this rate, I can’t maintain my composure, looking forward to what lies beyond this.

Originally, I had planned to focus on QA rather than conquering the Dungeon, but my mind has changed.

With my heart racing like this, I can’t carefully observe the various details!

So for now, I’ll conquer the Dungeon!

And then I’ll take my time to look around again and supplement the details!

Having made that resolution, I lifted my lips and gripped my mace tightly.


	



“No! Professor! I can’t rewrite that paper from scratch!...”

Margen, a graduate student in Dungeonology, barely woke up from a nightmare and sighed in relief upon realizing it was just a dream.

It was truly horrifying. The professor tearing up my paper and commanding me to rewrite it from scratch because it couldn’t be called a paper.

If that had happened in reality, I would have broken the window and jumped out immediately.

Wiping the cold sweat from my forehead, Margen stretched and looked around.

People were sprawled out like corpses everywhere.

Everyone had pulled all-nighters for several days to create the final exam Dungeon and had collapsed.

Just a moment ago, Margen had been part of that group of corpses, and he recalled how things had come to this.

The beginning of this tragedy was the Dungeon created by a young lady named Lucy from the Aln family.

The Dungeon she created was so beautiful that anyone majoring in Dungeonology would be left in awe.

When Margen first saw that Dungeon, he became envious of the talent possessed by Lucy Aln.

However, the admiration of the other graduate students vanished the moment they heard the words from their advisor.

“Now, you all will create this Dungeon yourselves. How about it? Aren’t you excited to create this work of art yourself?”

A Dungeon that was beautiful enough to leave scholars in awe also meant it was bizarre and finicky.

You want us to create something like this? And we have until two weeks before the final exam?!

To meet that schedule, it’s not just about not being able to leave work; it means sacrificing sleep for the entire duration of the project!

Hearing the advisor’s words, all the graduate students screamed in their heads, but no one actually voiced their complaints to the professor.

Having been graduate students for a long time, they were already accustomed to being treated like slaves.

How many days had they spent holed up in the lab, being scolded for sleeping only an hour a day?

By yesterday, the graduate students had succeeded in completing the Dungeon.

After handing it over to the professor, they all collapsed as if fainting.

Let’s see. Is it around 4 PM now?

I’ve been out for almost half a day.

But why do my eyes still keep closing on their own?

Yawn. Since Lady Arlene Young-ae, who was in charge of designing the Dungeon, said she would personally conquer it and identify areas for revision, QA will take a long time.

So it should be okay to sleep a bit longer.

Just as Margen thought he would sleep until tomorrow morning, the moment he closed his eyes again.

“Wake up, graduate students who are worse than slaves.”

With the sound of the door bursting open, a clear, beautiful, and annoying voice seeped into Margen’s ears.

“I’ve checked how much you pathetic fools have turned my magnificent Dungeon into trash.”

...Already?

Have they already finished checking the Dungeon?!

Considering the difficulty of that Dungeon, there’s no way they could complete QA at this time!

“You may have put in some effort for a bunch of useless fools who can’t even write a proper paper. But that doesn’t change the fact that you’re still useless, does it? I’ll let you know the areas that need revision, so engrave them into that tiny brain of yours.”

The moment Margen saw Lucy Aln’s triumphant gaze, he couldn’t help but shed tears.

It seems he would have to endure a few more days of hardship to get a proper sleep.

304 - Second Semester Final Exam (1)
“I didn’t expect the Second Prince to come looking for me.”

Jeff Partran, the prince of the Partran Duke family, shrugged his shoulders in feigned surprise as he looked at the Second Prince before him.

“I feel the same way. I never thought I would be the one to seek out a wizard first.”

Cecil, who had trained alongside various knights in the palace his entire life, tended to look down on wizards.

As a result, Cecil didn’t approach Jeff, and Jeff thought there was nothing to gain from befriending a Second Prince who had little chance of inheriting the throne, so he didn’t approach him either.

Thus, despite seeing each other frequently over the past two years, the two were practically strangers.

“May I ask what brings you here?”

“Isn’t it obvious? It’s related to the Dungeon.”

“Are you suggesting we form a party together?”

“Yes.”

Despite his dislike for wizards, Cecil acknowledged Jeff’s skills.

If he could team up with him, they would surely be able to progress through the Dungeon much faster.

Having come to that conclusion, Cecil bent his pride and came to meet Jeff directly.

“It’s unexpected. I didn’t think the Second Prince would have an interest in accessories.”

His tone, laced with sarcasm, contained a criticism of Cecil, who usually looked down on wizards.

Sensitive to the criticism directed at him, Cecil quickly grasped the intent behind it but instead of getting angry, he forced a smile.

“You’re right. What I’m after is merely the reputation of being the first conqueror of the Dungeon.”

“Is that so?”

Jeff pondered while observing Cecil’s expression and demeanor.

Under normal circumstances, the Second Prince would have lost his temper by now.

Does that mean he’s in a desperate and urgent situation?

It was clear that the Second Prince was so focused on martial arts that he was clumsy in politics and negotiations.

If he shows such a weakness, wouldn’t it be too easy to take advantage of him?

“I apologize, Your Highness.”

It was certain that he would join the Second Prince’s party.

Regardless of his lack of prospects for kingship, he was still a man of noble blood, descended from a duke and a king.

It wouldn’t hurt to owe him a favor.

“While I’m honored by your proposal…”

However, he shouldn’t nod his head immediately.

That way, the Second Prince wouldn’t feel like he was indebted to him.

It would be better to hesitate a couple of times, making him anxious before nodding in agreement.

“There are already those who have agreed to join.”

It wouldn’t be a bad idea to secure some rights to the accessories as well.

The accessories created by the Apostle of the Art Order are famous for their beauty.

If he gave one to his younger sister, she would surely be delighted, right? She might even run up to him exclaiming, “Brother, I love it so much!”

Imagining Joey acting cute like she did when she was younger, Jeff chuckled inwardly while outwardly letting out a sigh of disappointment.

“Please understand.”

He was a meticulous person when it came to matters unrelated to Joey.


	



The 100th floor of the Academy’s second-semester Dungeon.

As soon as Arthur confirmed that the boss guarding that place had fallen and an exit had appeared, he lowered his raised sword.

“Have we finally succeeded in conquering the Academy Dungeon?”

It had truly been a long and arduous journey.

Specifically, it had been a grueling few days because of one person.

Frey, who met Arthur’s gaze, tilted his head as if to ask why he wore such an expression.

That clueless look was infuriating.

How many crises had they faced because of that guy’s impulsive actions?

Thanks to the bet with Lucy Aln, that guy had followed orders, or else they would still be wandering around the 80th floor.

“Third Prince, you really do like the small things.”

“I’m glaring at you as a form of reprimand! Frey Kent!”

Arthur shouted angrily at Frey’s nonsensical remark.

“Reprimand? I did well today, didn’t I?”

“Yeah, you did well today. But before this, didn’t you act on your own and cause all sorts of incidents?”

“Fixating on the past is a bad habit.”

“…Hah. I feel like the Dungeon’s boss communicated better than you.”

As Arthur sighed, feeling he had no confidence in winning since they couldn’t communicate, Joey next to him chuckled.

“Still, I feel like we’re in sync now. If we keep this up, conquering the Dungeon should be easier.”

“Yeah. At least until we conquer the Dungeon created by Lucy Aln, this beast will be cooperative.”

Pavey cautiously interjected at Arthur’s blunt dismissal of Frey.

“Third Prince, even so, calling Lady Kent a beast…”

“Saint, what else can I call a being whose communication skills are lacking but whose fangs are sharp?”

“While it is true that communication is difficult, um…”

Pavey couldn’t bring herself to refute Arthur’s words.

There had been countless incidents caused by Frey, so it was unavoidable.

“Understood, Saint. I acknowledge that calling a comrade a beast is not a good behavior.”

“Thank you for understanding.”

Arthur waved his hand at Pavey, who bowed her head, and sheathed his sword, stretching his body.

Having resolved to conquer the Dungeon, they had put forth all their efforts over the past few weeks.

And soon, in a few days, they would see the fruits of their labor.

“Let’s call it a day for now. From tomorrow, let’s focus on managing our condition. The final exam is just around the corner.”


	



“Grandfather, we’re in big trouble.”

<Why? Has the Main God delivered a revelation again?>

“No, it’s not that.”

<Then?>

“I haven’t prepared at all for the final exam.”

The problem was that he had been completely absorbed in creating the Dungeon lately.

Under normal circumstances, he would have at least pretended to study, but he had poured all his attention into Dungeon creation, completely neglecting other subjects.

“I don’t even know what the scope of the final exam is! What should I do? What can I do?!”

<What do you mean? Just guess like usual. With your luck, you should be able to score decently even if you randomly pick numbers. Or you can study from now on.>

His grandfather’s words, devoid of any empathy, made him furrow his brow.

Isn’t it at times like this that he should be told not to worry because he would help him?

Being so indifferent is why he’s been unpopular his whole life. What a selfish old man.

<...It seems you’re having strange thoughts.>

“You’re only quick to notice things like this.”

<Your true feelings just slipped out! How rude!>

“Oops, I misspoke.”

<This won’t do! Sit down! I’m concerned about your mental maturity, and you…!>


	



On the morning of the day the Academy’s final exams began.

Normally, everyone would be holed up in the library or their rooms studying, but this time it was different.

Those who considered themselves somewhat powerful at the Academy were all gathered in front of the location where the Dungeonology exam would take place.

“...Whoa. Why are there so many people?”

Bisie, who arrived late at the Dungeonology exam location, was taken aback by the long line.


	At this rate, it’ll be difficult to even enter the Dungeon.



“Right?”

Bisie had promised her friends to at least see what kind of Dungeon the Dungeonology exam would be held in before taking the final exam, but that seemed impossible now.

At this rate, they would have to wait to enter and then go take the exam.

“I guess I’ll have to hear stories from those who have been in the Dungeon later.”

Bisie took note of the faces of the people standing in line, looking bored.

Seeing Prince Kurten from the Rahbi Duke family, it seemed that was the third-year line.

Wow. There are a lot of third-year seniors who haven’t come out of their private rooms preparing for the graduation exam.

They must all be aiming for the reward of being the first conquerors of the Dungeon, right?

The accessories personally crafted by the Apostle of the Art Order are indeed attractive.

They’re items that cannot be obtained even for a fortune unless one is recognized by the Apostle.

Standing at the front of the second-year line was, of course, the Second Prince.

Normally, he would move with his own faction, but this time he was accompanied by those who ranked among the second-year students like Prince Partran.

He must be serious this time.

The Second Prince didn’t seem like someone who would be interested in accessories, but this was unexpected.

And at the front of the first-year line was the Third Prince’s group.

Lady Patran, the Saint, and Lady Kent were all there.

Though Lady Aln was overwhelmingly impressive, those others were no less than monsters.

...It would be impossible not just to be the top of the entire year but even to conquer the Dungeon the fastest among the first years.

I guess I’ll have to abandon my plan to sell accessories to buy materials for Necromancy.

I had thought it wouldn’t work from the start, but with the strong contenders from each year so eager, it’s impossible.

To be honest, even if I prepared to be caught as a Necromancer and received help from Adri, becoming the first conqueror would be difficult.


	It depends on what kind of Dungeon it is.



“...Adri, I think I’ve told you several times not to read my thoughts.”


	I’m sorry. But it just sounds natural.



Bisie sighed at Adri’s apologetic demeanor as she slumped her shoulders.

The strengthening of their connection wasn’t Adri’s fault.

Right now, I’m dreaming of memories from when Adri was alive. The times when she was happy.

“Fine. Anyway, if you can perform at your best, it seems like becoming the first conqueror is possible, right?”


	Yes. Despite how I look, I’m really strong!



Seeing Adri confidently straighten her back made Bisie smile.

“Show that strength when you become a second-year and start conquering external Dungeons.”


	Look forward to it!



“Yeah, I’ll be looking forward to it.”

“Bisie!”

Not long after she responded to Adri, she heard someone calling her from behind.

Turning her head in the direction of the voice, she saw her long-time friends and a girl who had been somewhat forcibly assigned to them by Lucy standing in the middle of the line.

“You came out early. You’re quite ahead.”

“Belma has been waiting in line since dawn.”

“...Really?”

“Yes. I thought I wouldn’t be able to enter the Dungeon otherwise.”

“Thanks to you, it looks like I can at least see the Dungeon before taking the final exam.”

“Wow. Thank you! Belma! I’ll buy you something delicious later!”

“Eh, it’s nothing special.”

“Then what does it make Bisie, who just showed up now?”

“Right! Are you saying our Bisie is lazy?”

“Eh?! No, no!”

“Belma, don’t be flustered. These two with bad personalities just want to insult me.”

As Bisie spoke, she patted Belma’s head, causing Belma, who was at a loss, to nod with a silly laugh.

“Having a bad personality!”

“The worst is pretending to be nice after showing up late!”

“Whoa. Look over there. The Dungeonology teaching assistants are coming. It seems like it’s about to start.”

“Hey! Don’t change the subject!”

“Seriously, both inside and out, you’re all dark!”

“...What do you mean by being dark on the outside?!”

“Everyone? Calm down! Calm down!”

Regardless of whether the voices between Bisie and her friends were rising, the teaching assistants moved as instructed by the professors, and thus the Dungeon was opened for the students to take the final exam in Dungeonology.

And then, after about half a day had passed.

Those desperately racing for the first conquest of the Dungeon realized why this Dungeon was open throughout the final exam.
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305 - Second Semester Final Exam (2)
As soon as the door to the Dungeon opened early in the morning, Arthur, who had just entered, began to unleash his resentment towards Lucy with fervor.

That crazy girl!

How many times have I told her not to set the difficulty based on her own standards? What is this nonsense!

The first opponent in the room we entered is so strong!

From the moment I faced the first soldier, I sensed something was off, but this knight at the end of the room has gone beyond all limits.

Isn't this already a monster that surpasses the level of a knight currently in service?

“Prince of the Third Royal Family!”

“I know!”

Twisting his body to evade the knight's sword, Arthur unleashed the Fire magic he had prepared beforehand right into the knight's face.

As the magic struck, a loud noise erupted, and gray smoke billowed up.

Arthur had thought that since he cast the spell with the intention of bursting the knight's face, it would have dealt some damage, but his expectations were completely off.

The knight's face, charging through the gray smoke, looked suspiciously intact as if the magic had never hit him.

“Damn it!”

Seeing the knight charging at him, Arthur lightened his body with Wind magic and dodged the knight's sword.

From the start, blocking was never an option.

The difference in physical strength between the knight and Arthur was so vast that even a clumsy defense would lead to death.

Just as Arthur, cornered and gritting his teeth, was about to give in, Frey appeared from behind the knight, aiming for the knight's neck.

With Pavey's buff, Frey resembled a beast shaped by the wind. No matter how overwhelming the knight's specs were, it was impossible to completely ignore her sword.

As the knight took a step back to respond to Frey's attack, Arthur was given a moment to catch his breath.

“Joey! Are you done yet?”

“Almost there!... The casting is finished!”

“Good! Frey!”

“Understood!”

Frey, who replied affirmatively, then coated her sword with Aura and unleashed the strongest single strike she could muster.

The sudden, deadly blow was shocking even from the knight's perspective.

The knight, eyes wide beneath his helmet, hurriedly raised his sword to block Frey's strike, but in doing so, he lost the chance to respond to what would come next.

“Burn!”

A red magic circle was inscribed at the knight's feet, and from within it, scarlet flames erupted, engulfing him.

“Grrr!”

A voice filled with pain escaped the knight's lips, reminiscent of the heat of a forge that melts iron.

If what was inside was an ordinary human, they would have been consumed by the flames by now, but the knight was no ordinary human.

Before long, as if he had adapted to the heat of the flames, he gritted his teeth and swung his sword to cut through the magic circle.

As the flames scattered, the knight emerged, breathing heavily.

“Was that not enough?”

Arthur clicked his tongue as he tightened his grip on his sword, just then the knight smiled beneath his helmet.

“Excellent. You have passed the test.”

The knight explained that they could exit through the door ahead, and as he sheathed his sword, he vanished like a mirage.

With him, all the knights that had filled the training ground disappeared without a trace.

“I feel like I'm going to die.”

Was it because he felt safe? Frey, who had been at the forefront just moments ago, laid down on the floor without a moment's hesitation.

“Frey Kent. Do not let your guard down.”

Perhaps displeased by her behavior, Arthur frowned and scolded Frey, but she merely covered her ears as if she couldn't hear him and showed no intention of getting up.

“Hey. Until Joey finishes checking...”

“It's fine, Your Highness. I just finished checking. This place is now safe.”

“See? It's safe, Your Highness.”

“...Tch.”

Arthur lightly clicked his tongue, sheathed his sword, and sat down on the floor with a long sigh.

“Since we couldn't pinpoint where to aim, the suggestion to attack the entire armor was valid. Well done, Joey.”

“That was Pavey's suggestion, Your Highness. All I did was execute that suggestion.”

“No. If it weren't for Joey's magic, we wouldn't have been able to execute it at all.”

“Is... that so?”

“Yes. Joey. Your contribution is significant.”

“Right. The fire was amazing and so hot.”

As the other three praised her in succession, Joey hurriedly pulled out a fan from her bosom and covered her mouth.

She must not have wanted her loose smile to be revealed.

However, what she didn't expect was that her smile would loosen her eyes slightly as well.

Arthur, who was looking at Joey's face with satisfaction, soon chuckled lightly and checked his watch.

They had just barely cleared the first room, and already it was almost time for the first exam.

“Lucy Aln. What on earth was she thinking when she set the difficulty of the Dungeon like this?”

Even though the four of them, with the highest abilities among the first-year students of the Soul Academy, had gathered, they still had to struggle to clear the first room.

This meant that most students would likely experience failure in this space and be expelled from the Dungeon.

“The Dungeonology professors are the same. When Lucy Aln goes wild, should they control her from behind instead of encouraging her with praise?”

If the first room was this bad, how much higher would the difficulty be as they progressed?

It wasn't for nothing that they had opened the Dungeon for the entire duration of the final exam.

Without that time frame, they wouldn't have been able to attempt a proper strategy at all. Listening quietly to Arthur's grumbling, Pavey comforted him with her characteristic soft voice, accompanied by a smile.

“Still, it's not all bad. With this level of difficulty, even the upperclassmen at the Academy will have a hard time.”

“...That's true. If the first-year exam is this difficult, what kind of monsters will the upper years have to face?”

The knights here had given Frey Kent and himself a hard time even with the support of the Saintess.

The upperclassmen would have to face challenges much tougher than this; could an ordinary second or third-year student handle it?

...A sense of pity for them naturally arose.

“Your Highness.”

“What is it, Joey?”

“Are we going to proceed further from here, or are we going to turn back?”

“...Hmm.”

Considering the time it took to conquer the first room, it would be impossible to tackle the second room before the next exam began.

“It would be better to proceed for now.”

It was still right to move forward. Given that the difficulty of the Dungeon was structured like this, conquering it would inevitably become a long-term battle.

So, even if they had to fail, it would be better to imprint the next room in their minds and find clues to conquer it.

“Then we should start moving soon. If we delay too long, we might miss the other exam.”

“That makes sense. Frey. Get up. It's time to move.”

“Ugh.”

After forcibly getting the grumbling Frey to her feet, they moved on to the next room, and ten minutes later...

Just before being bitten by the teeth of a gigantic wolf, Arthur was expelled outside and confirmed that his neck was intact, letting out a sigh of relief as he bowed his head.

“...Lucy Aln!”

And then he made a resolution in his heart.

If he succeeded in conquering the Dungeon, he would leave an unforgettable, terrible nightmare in Lucy Aln's mind.


	



At lunchtime on the day of the final exam.

Having finished the Kingdom's History exam, I was humming a tune as I walked toward the place where the Dungeonology exam was being held.

When my grandfather refused to cooperate, I even thought about just guessing everything, you know? After all, this exam didn't matter much anyway.

The penalty for failing the exam would only be not receiving the rewards given by the Academy, and right now, that reward wasn't something of great importance to me.

But thinking about the possibility of failing the exam made it impossible for me to prepare half-heartedly.

Joey getting all pumped up?

That's fine. It's cute.

I can just laugh it off and say, “Good job!”

Arthur shrugging his shoulders is the same.

That bothers me a bit, but it's within the acceptable range for now.

If it really annoys me, I can just make the training intensity even tougher than it is now.

However, I absolutely cannot forgive Frey for calling me pathetic with a straight face.

If that girl laughs at me as if I were ridiculous, I might seriously swing my divine mace at her.

Determined to prepare for the exam for Frey's safety rather than my own, I approached my weak-willed slave number two, Avery, to ask about the scope of the various exams.

I didn't think our pathetic slave would know all the exam scopes; I was planning to command her to investigate diligently and present it to me.

But she surprisingly knew all the exam scopes I asked about.

Why is she, with a personality like a nasty villainess, studying so hard?

It's really annoying. At this rate, I feel like I'm the only lazy, useless person.

“Why are you angry when I answered you properly!... No. I was wrong. I'm sorry. I apologize.”

Anyway, based on the exam scope Avery provided, I... didn't study.

Instead, I attempted a legal form of cheating using the Log function.

How can cheating be legal, you ask?

Of course, it can be legal. If you don't get caught, it's legal.

It's common sense.

If you didn't know that, you should learn it from now on.

Anyway, having successfully completed the first exam using the Log function, I was heading to the place where the Dungeonology exam was taking place to check how my created Dungeon was reacting.

Given the unanimous praise from the Dungeonology professors and teaching assistants, the students at the Academy must surely be impressed too, right?

Hey, hey! What do you think of this Dungeon?

Arlene Young-ae, amazing!

I thought she was just good at conquering, but she's also good at creating, huh? www

Expecting the same reactions, I stepped into the entrance of the Dungeon, but the scenery there was completely different from what I had anticipated.

“How many times have I died inside the Dungeon?”

“I've tried over twenty times, and I still couldn't clear the first room.”

“What on earth was she thinking when she made this Dungeon?”

That place was a kind of hell painted with despair and resentment.

“The second room is even worse. Ah, damn. My hands are still shaking.”

“My friend went to change clothes because he peed himself.”

“Is that your story?”

“It's my friend's story!”

“Haah. I missed the exam time while trying to conquer the Dungeon. I feel like killing myself.”

Among those lamenting as they sat on the floor, there was no admiration for the Dungeon.

What filled their voices was pure hatred. Just hatred.

“I really want to kill the bastard who made this Dungeon.”

“Was it the Young-ae of the Aln family?”

“Do you believe that? It's probably just the professors who made it, and she just got to take credit.”

“Then the target to hit should be the Dungeonology professors, right?”

“Seriously?”

“If I could, I would want to.”

The atmosphere was such that if the creator of the Dungeon showed up, they would tie him to a tree and burn him at the stake, so I quietly took a step back.

It was obvious what would happen if I said something and they started babbling nonsense.

...

For the time being, I should refrain from wandering around at night.
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If someone ambushes Lucy at night, the ambusher would be in more danger than Lucy.

Still, it’s better not to go out at night.

306 - Second Semester Final Exam (3)
Lunchtime at the Soul Academy.

Arthur, who finished the exam first, settled into a corner of the cafeteria, furrowing his brow.

What filled his mind was the second room of the Dungeonology exam.

A dark, complicated cave where he couldn't even tell where it ended.

And a massive wolf chasing him from behind with a loud noise.

"It was questionable whether it was designed for passing."

There was only one problem: the wolf, acting as the pursuer, was far too strong.

Frey Kent's sword swung with all his might but couldn't penetrate the wolf's thick fur.

Joey Patran's carefully prepared magic also failed to inflict any damage on it.

Even when the saintess cast purification magic, fearing it might be an opponent immune to physical attacks, the wolf remained unscathed.

It wasn't some invincible monster conjured up by a child’s imagination; what on earth was it?

Shouldn't there be a limit to how much one can endure?

Arthur felt irritated inside but he wasn't oblivious to Lucy's intentions.

She must have meant for them not to defeat it in the first place.

Wasn't the way they had to deal with the soldiers they first encountered of that kind?

Not to defeat the enemy, but to figure out the conditions for victory and overcome the trial.

At that time, he had been too flustered to calmly assess his opponent and had clumsily taken them down, but looking back now, the reason for the room's initial placement was clear.

Find the conditions. Observe the surroundings and think to overcome the trial.

"In other words, that wolf is meant to create a crisis, not an enemy to be defeated."

With his arms crossed, Arthur reflected on the knowledge he had learned at the Academy.

If so, the first thing to do would be to wander around the cave looking for clues.

"...No, wait. I need to figure out how to shake off the wolf first; otherwise, it would be troublesome."

A heavy body moving with an unimaginable speed.

Even with the saintess's support, it was impossible to withstand its power.

Its fangs could even chew through iron.

If he couldn't find a way to shake it off, it would be impossible to explore the cave.

Until he figured out how to evade it, he had no choice but to face death repeatedly while wandering around.

"Poor prince. Your expression is so pale. You look like you're about to become a ghost soon."

Following the sound of giggling, Arthur raised his head to see Lucy Aln's mocking eyes, tensing his neck before letting out a long sigh.

"Do you know whose fault this is?"

"Whose fault is it? It's the poor prince himself who makes himself so pitiable, isn't it?"

"...Isn't this all because of the dungeon you created?"

With Lucy tilting her head as if she didn't understand anything, Arthur frowned.

As the third prince of a kingdom, he should have made anyone else wary, but instead, Lucy only laughed louder.

"Pfft. Was it really that hard? I had higher expectations for you, poor prince. I'm completely disappointed. You always act so proud, but it turns out you're just a whiner?"

...Why can't I control my anger?

Didn't I know that no matter what I said, it would only be ignored?

Why can't I just hold back for a moment and not be looked down upon by this damn brat?

"Poor prince. Have you forgotten how to speak? Have you turned into a baby?"

"Shut up and just tell me what you came here for."

"Hehe. Are you angry? Are you trembling because a cute girl provoked you?"

"Lucy Aln."

"Got it~. I’ll stop here since you look like you might start crying soon."

Seeing Arthur's face turn red, Lucy nodded in satisfaction but instead of sitting down, she took a step back from the table.

"...So you just came to tease me."

"Of course not. I'm not as free as the poor prince."

"Then what is it?"

"Isn't it obvious? I already heard the answer to my question."

"You heard the answer?"

When Arthur asked in confusion, Lucy subtly turned her head and pretended to cover her smirk with her small, white hand.

"Yes. Watching the poor prince fume made me realize once again how perfect the dungeon I created is."

"Perfect? That grotesque dungeon?"

"Ha ha ha. Do you want to deny it? Well, what would a useless prince who knows nothing about dungeons understand? I get it. Being dumb is a painful thing."

"Ah! Seriously! Come here and sit down! I’ll tell you the definition of perfection!...”

“Eek~ You’re angry~ I should run away because you’re so scary~”

Arthur glared at Lucy's retreating figure, veins popping on his forehead.

Fine. After seeing the end of my dungeon, I’ll tell you just how pathetic the dungeon you made is.

Even then, you’ll probably have something to say, but it won’t mean anything.

By then, you’ll be the loser, and I’ll be the winner.

Arthur, biting his lips hard enough to draw blood, felt his appetite vanish and stood up.

"Prince? Where are you going?"

"Perfect timing. Frey Kent. Follow me. I plan to dive into the dungeon until I find the answer."

"Huh? I need to eat."

"I'll feed you until you burst later, so just follow me. It's a prince's order."

"...You have to buy me something delicious."

"Fine. First, let's find Joey and the saintess."


	



At the same time, Arthur's group wasn't the only one struggling with the dungeon.

The elite group of second-year students, the Cecil group, was also in the same boat.

The third-year group led by Lord Rahvi was too.

Many other challengers were also going through the same cycle of entering the dungeon and being expelled.

The wall blocking them was the wolf in the second room.

No matter what physical, magical, or divine means they used, the wolf was a nightmare that could not be defeated, eliciting screams from the challengers.

The wolf was so terrifying that among those aiming for the first conquest, several gave up, unable to continue.

Toby, the son of a mercenary leader and a commoner who entered the Academy with martial arts as his specialty like Frey, was one of those who gave up.

At first, he aimed for the first conquest of the dungeon with his friends.

It wasn't his own desire; he was just following the enthusiasm of a friend who said, "If we get the artifact made by the Apostle of the Art Guild, we can live off it for life!"

However, his friend's greed quickly crumbled in the face of reality.

The atmosphere was good when they broke through the first room.

Thanks to Toby's leadership using the knowledge he gained growing up in the mercenary group, they managed to get through without much difficulty.

But the moment they faced the nightmare in the form of a wolf in the second room, Toby's friends threw away the Dungeonology exam.

"How are we supposed to conquer something like that!"

Terrified, his friends, despite Toby's persuasion, decided to leave, saying they would rather fail than continue, and thus Toby was forced to become a dropout.

It's a shame.

He had some guesses about how to conquer the wolf, but now he couldn't even attempt it.

The instructor had said it was okay to find new party members.

"I'm sorry. I don't think you can reach the level you desire."

"There’s no place for a commoner in this party. You should leave."

"Haha. Sorry. I'll contact you if a spot opens up later."

What party would have an empty spot before the first day of the exam was even over?

Toby, who would usually ask if there were any spots available among people he knew, found that there were none.

Sigh. Is there nothing to do but wait aimlessly?

I want to confirm whether my strategy is correct as soon as possible.

No, should I rather go ask the instructor if I can enter alone?

While Toby was lost in such thoughts, he happened to come face to face with Lucy Aln while moving to take the Academy exam.

Is she alone again today?

He had heard that the rumors about her weren't good, but it was still fascinating to see that her surroundings were always empty.

Wasn't she the one who possessed a beauty that made it impossible to take one's eyes off her once she entered one's field of vision?

One could easily imagine a fool losing their reason and rushing in, enchanted by the scent of flowers.

But everyone just watched from a distance, unable to approach, making him want to find out just how great her infamy was.

Normally, Toby would have thought only this much and then averted his gaze from Lucy.

His father, the mercenary leader, had repeatedly warned him about the dangers of nobility.

If he approached out of curiosity and caused a problem, it was clear he would be beaten to a pulp by his father.

But today was different.

Knowing that Lucy was the designer of this Dungeonology exam, he thought she might provide the answer to whether his guesses were right or wrong.

Unable to resist his curiosity, Toby moved his feet.

"Excuse me for a moment, Lady Aln."

"Huh? Pfft. What is it? You look like a stupid golem."

"I'm Toby. We've crossed weapons a few times in the Duel Studies class."

"Did we? I don't remember. It seems your skills were so pathetic that a stone-headed golem wasn't worth remembering."

It was a blatant disregard that anyone could see, but Toby's expression showed no change. Working in the mercenary group had made him accustomed to being looked down upon by nobles...

"So what is it? Oh, are you here to hit on me? Pfft. I must have been so attractive that you forgot your place? Sorry~, but a perverted golem like you is just biologically impossible."

...No. It seems he mistook his familiarity for comfort.

Managing his expression was difficult.

This was his first time directly conversing with a lady, but he understood why people hesitated to approach her.

"Ahem. No, that's not it."

"Then what is it? Hurry up. The value of my time is completely different from that of a golem like you. Do you understand?"

"Um. I heard that you were in charge of designing this Dungeonology exam. I wanted to ask about that."

"Ah~ you came to ask for the answer~? For that, you seem a bit too proud, don't you? Does this perverted golem not have a mechanism to bend its knees?"

This is maddening.

How do the saintess and Patran Young Lady manage to hang around Lucy?

Even now, his hands were shaking to the point he had to hide them behind his back.

Toby, who regretted having spoken out of curiosity, tried to suppress his anger and continued speaking.

Having already approached the lady, he felt he should at least hear the answer he desired.

"I have a question about the second room of the dungeon. That wolf. It's an illusion based on a small wolf, right?"

"...Hmm."

The moment Toby spoke, Lucy's eyes, which had been filled with blatant disregard, narrowed like a crescent moon.

And at the same time, the surrounding noise vanished.

It was as if the sounds around them had been completely blocked out.

"Keep talking. I'm curious just how messy the story from a stupid golem will be."
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307 - Final Exams of the Second Semester (4)
Toby, who had grown up in a mercenary group since birth, had a good sense for things.

To be precise, he had no choice but to develop a good sense.

If he couldn't intuitively grasp the atmosphere around him, it was a daily occurrence to get beaten by the older members of the mercenary group, so he had to awaken his talent to survive.

Having lived such a life, Toby now felt a chill run down his spine under Lucy's gaze, which seemed to be testing him.

Something was wrong.

He had touched something he shouldn't have.

Toby wanted nothing more than to turn back immediately, but it was already too late.

Once a carnivorous animal has caught its prey, it will not let go no matter what happens.

The moment he entered the beast's sight, all Toby could do was pray that those teeth wouldn't pierce his throat.

"What are you doing? Stupid Golem? Did your language function break or something?"

"Um, should I share my speculation about the second room?"

"Pfft. You can't even remember what you just said and are asking again. You're even dumber than I thought, aren't you?"

The moment Toby heard Lucy's laughter, veins popped out on his neck, but he desperately suppressed his anger.

He had to endure. The moment he lost his temper here, it was clear where his life would spiral down to.

"...There are several reasons why I concluded that the wolf we encountered in the second room was an illusion."

First, it was the strangeness he felt when he directly crossed swords with it.

The sensation was closer to his hand not moving rather than the sword not penetrating, which was not normal.

From that moment, Toby suspected that this wolf was not an ordinary foe.

"Next is the strangeness I felt when I saw my comrade being expelled."

"Hey, Golem. Haven't you ever done the pathetic dungeon raid at the Academy? When you're in danger, you naturally get expelled outside."

"That is only in cases of fatal injuries. The second dungeon was different. It was not a wound that would expel someone outside, yet they were forcibly ejected."

The mercenary group that raids dungeons usually takes on the role of an advance party.

They enter the dungeon first to discover its characteristics and determine its difficulty.

No matter how thorough the preparations are, safety cannot be guaranteed in an unknown dungeon.

Injuries or deaths were common occurrences in the mercenary group.

Because of this experience, Toby learned to distinguish between fatal injuries and non-fatal ones. In his view, the attack his friend suffered at that time was certainly not one that could be classified as fatal.

Yet, his friend was expelled from the dungeon. Just because they had come into contact with the wolf's teeth.

"Through these two facts, I was convinced that the wolf was not an ordinary being, and I worked hard to uncover its true identity."

Desperate to survive, even at the cost of sacrificing his friends to the wolf, Toby succeeded in discovering various anomalies within the dungeon.

Such as the various magic circles he found while exploring the dark corners of the cave.

Or the parts where the fast-running wolf left no fur behind.

Or the fact that the footsteps of the massive wolf were somewhat small.

He discovered several other peculiarities as well.

However, despite finding all those clues, Toby failed to conquer the dungeon. He was caught by the wolf before he could reach the answer.

"Still, my efforts were not in vain. Thanks to the various clues I found, I was able to arrive at the answer, albeit late."

If that massive wolf was an illusion.

If it was merely a fantasy inflated based on a small wolf.

Then all the anomalies discovered in the dungeon could be explained.

The fact that his hand didn't move. The fact that his friend, who wasn't fatally injured, was expelled. The traces that didn't match the wolf's appearance. The various magic circles.

All of it.

"Hmm. You already concluded that that sly wolf is an illusion, didn't you, Golem?"

"Yes."

"Then you should just go and conquer it yourself, right? Why aren't you entering the dungeon? Are you afraid you'll wet yourself when you face the wolf?"

"My friends who formed a party with me said they didn't want to enter the dungeon."

Toby also wanted to verify it himself. However, due to the circumstances, he had no choice but to seek out Lucy.

Since he couldn't raid the dungeon, he wanted at least to confirm whether his conclusion was correct.

"I don't know when I'll be able to raid the dungeon again. But I want to alleviate my disappointment of not being able to enter an interesting dungeon, even if it's like this."

"...Interesting?"

"Yes. Having grown up in a mercenary group and raided numerous dungeons, it's been a long time since I've encountered a dungeon that offers such engaging challenges. If it were up to me, I'd want to be inside the dungeon right now."

This part was not flattery; it was Toby's genuine feelings.

Having raided everything from naturally generated dungeons to those set as exams at various academies and dungeons created by various Dungeonology professors, he found Lucy's designed dungeon intriguing.

"Hmm. I see. Alright, you perverted Golem. After the exam, come back to me. I'll kindly help you find a party member."

"...Uh? There's no need for that."

"Are you really going to refuse my kindness? You, the perverted Golem?"

The moment Toby saw Lucy's slightly furrowed brow, he realized he had no choice.

If he shook his head here and got on Arlene Young-ae's bad side, he would surely be tormented by her at the Academy and beaten by his father until he was on the verge of death during the vacation.

That would be troublesome.

"...No. I will gratefully accept it."

"Good, that's how it should be."

At that moment, Toby thought he had made the best choice in the worst situation.

But that thought quickly scattered.

"...Arlene Young-ae. You want to take this commoner with you? Since there are young ladies with you right now, that's a bit..."

"Hmm. You've grown bold enough to refuse my orders now, huh? Commoner Young-ae? Fine. If you're going to do as you please, then I will too."

"No! No! That's not it! I understand! Young-ae! I will embrace this commoner! ...Ugh. Why do I have to suffer because of this damn commoner?"

The glare from Rumli Young-ae was so piercing that it felt like it would bore a hole through his stomach.

Had he gotten on Arlene Young-ae's bad side and earned Rumli Young-ae's clear hatred?

To receive the ire of two countesses from a single mistake.

He could clearly see what his future at the Academy would be like.

Even if he left the Academy and returned home, he wouldn't be safe.

If his father found out that he had gotten on the bad side of two countess young-aes, he would surely...

...

Should I run away?


	



Arthur's party, who skipped lunch to challenge the second room of the dungeon, returned in failure.

It wasn't that they were swept away helplessly like when they first encountered the wolf, but they also didn't manage to surpass it.

Of course, it wasn't that they had no gains at all. During their struggle against the wolf, they had found a few clues.

For instance, the wolf's fur wasn't absurdly tough but was designed in such a way that it couldn't be penetrated at all, and that magic circles were set up all around the cave.

"If only we had succeeded in analyzing the magic circles, things would have been easier."

Arthur felt that he was gradually getting closer to the truth of the second room, but he still wasn't satisfied.

That wolf was merely a barrier of the second room.

If they were struggling this much here, how much more would they stumble in the third and fourth rooms?

At this rate, instead of getting revenge on Lucy Aln, all he could envision was hearing her mocking laughter at the end of the final exam.

Tsk. Should I take a gamble? After risking my life to analyze the magic circles.

"Prince of the Third Royal Family."

Just as Arthur was nervously biting his nails, Pavey approached him and spoke.

"Don't be too anxious. Aren't we steadily moving forward, one step at a time?"

"...That's true, but..."

"Sometimes, moving slowly can be faster."

Hearing Pavey's gentle voice, Arthur felt his previously heated heart cool down.

Indeed, she was the saint of the Main God Church.

Just having her beside him saying it was okay made him feel so calm.

Taking a deep breath and closing his eyes, Arthur organized the various pieces of information that had been swirling around in his head.

The recent failure had gathered clues. Now, he just needed to set up a few hypotheses and verify them.

If he moved forward step by step, he would surely be able to surpass the second room soon.

After finishing his mental organization, Arthur opened his eyes again and bowed to Pavey.

"Your Holiness is right. There's still plenty of time left. There's no need to be anxious already."

"I'm glad to hear that it helped."

"After resting a bit more and preparing thoroughly, we can..."

Just as Arthur was about to suggest entering the dungeon again.

A commotion arose from a distance.

Curious about what was happening, Arthur turned his head and immediately recognized the source of the commotion.

The wooden board set up in the center of the Dungeonology exam hall. It indicated who was leading among the dungeon raiders, and it had changed.

[Avery Rumli Party: Currently conquering the 3rd floor]

"...What on earth is going on?"

It wasn't surprising that the second room had been conquered.

After all, dungeons are places created to be conquered by someone. It was only natural that, sooner or later, someone would break through it, regardless of the time difference.

Even knowing this, the reason Arthur was surprised was because of the name of the one who conquered the second room.

Avery Rumli.

The young lady of the Rumli Count family.

With a skill level around the mid-upper tier, she was someone who deserved the title of a genius.

The people around her were similar.

They weren't completely incompetent, but they were just average, not particularly noteworthy. That must have been Avery Rumli's party.

How could such a party have seized the lead over the various monsters and seniors of the third year, and over me?

While Arthur was in a state of confusion, Avery's party, having seemingly failed to break through the third floor, emerged outside the dungeon, and immediately people flocked around them.

"That's amazing! Young-ae!"

"Just as I expected from Rumli Young-ae! I believed in you!"

"How on earth did you defeat that wolf?!"

"...Oh ho ho! This is my ability!"

Amidst the praises and curiosity of many, as Avery laughed, Arthur observed the composition of that party.

The three young ladies, including Avery Rumli, were just average.

What caught his attention was the stiff-faced male student who seemed out of place there.

That person’s name was definitely Toby.

The son of a mercenary leader, he had entered the Academy specializing in martial arts alongside Frey.

Arthur remembered having crossed swords with him in a previous sparring class.

He had some talent, but he was nowhere near the level of Frey or Lucy.

He was not a genius who could compensate for the mediocrity of those three.

In other words.

"It seems that brute force is not needed to conquer the second room."

Just by observing the composition of the party that had come out of the raid, Arthur had captured an important clue. He looked at Toby's face, which seemed to be deep in thought, bit his lip slightly, and turned his head toward his party members.

He wanted nothing more than to rush into the dungeon right now and explain what he had realized simultaneously with the raid.

But having just received the advice from the saintess not to be hasty, he couldn't do that.

It's alright. It's only the second room, after all.

In the end, the one who crosses the finish line last will be the victor.

Don't be impatient, Arthur Soladin.

"Everyone, look this way. I think I have a rough idea of how to conquer the second room, so I'll explain it."
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308 - Second Semester Final Exam (5)
After successfully breaking through the first room in about thirty minutes, Arthur relaxed his shoulders while watching the scattered knights.

"Looks like you're getting used to tackling the first room now."

When Arthur and his party first set foot in the Dungeon, they spent several hours just breaking through the first room.

They had to face numerous soldiers and knights while figuring out the Dungeon's gimmicks one by one, completely unaware of what lay ahead.

But that was not the case anymore. Now that they had learned how to pass each obstacle, Arthur and his party were skilled enough to tackle the first room without even sustaining a minor injury.

"The difference between knowing and not knowing the gimmicks is significant."

Joey shrugged at the battle that ended before he even had a chance to cast a spell, and Arthur forced a smile.

"Well, Lucy Aln must have designed it so that every student can tackle this Dungeon. The difference between knowing and not knowing the strategy must be huge."

Strength and weakness were not that important.

If she recognized the gimmicks needed to conquer the room, she would have designed it so that anyone could surpass it.

If it weren't so, it would have been impossible for this dreadful Dungeon to be used as an exam question. "The second room ahead will be the same. Let's go."

No one in the party questioned Arthur's suggestion.

When they were with Lucy, enduring even harsher trials had become their daily routine, so they thought this was only natural.

As soon as they entered the second room.

Pavey illuminated the area with light while casting various buffs on her party members.

Joey summoned several magic circles around him, ready to cast spells at any moment.

Frey, on the other hand, gripped his sword tightly with both hands, alert and prepared to move at any moment.

However, Arthur did nothing. He simply rested his hand on the hilt of his sword, leisurely surveying his surroundings.

"Your Highness the Third Prince?!"

Joey expressed his bewilderment at Arthur's uncharacteristic demeanor, but Arthur did not respond to either of their voices.

Instead, he smiled as he stepped forward, spotting a wolf emerging from the darkness.

"Your Highness. Have you come to die?"

"No. I've come to conquer. Just watch."

As the prey approached, the wolf opened its jaws as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

A normal person would have stepped back.

They would have fled to survive.

They would have felt fear and trembled.

But Arthur did not do that.

He stood still, merely watching the scene.

The enormous mouth that could easily swallow his head.

The fangs that could pierce through steel effortlessly.

The tongue that would taste his flesh and blood.

Eventually, the wolf's mouth closed around Arthur's head.

"Just as I thought."

Then something strange happened. Arthur, who should have been thrown out of the Dungeon by the wolf, spoke clearly from inside the wolf's mouth.

"...Huh?"

"What... is happening?"

"What on earth is going on?"

Regardless of the bewilderment of the other three, Arthur stepped forward.

Then, his face, which should have been trapped in the wolf's mouth, pushed through the wolf's body and burrowed inside.

"Lucy Aln. That one is quite something."

At the moment Arthur kicked something in the middle of the wolf, a yelping sound echoed, and the wolf's form shattered, revealing what had been hidden behind it.

"...A baby wolf?"

"Yes. This little one is the true identity of the wolf that chased us out of the Dungeon several times."

Thinking back, it was absurd.

The wolf was so powerful that it was impossible to shake off, and even Arthur's party could only last for a few dozen minutes against it.

How could ordinary students find clues while evading such a monster?

"...Then why were we chased away when we were attacked by the wolf?"

"If you get attacked without realizing the wolf is an illusion, it would throw you out."

"That's a method only possible in the Academy's Dungeon."

"Exactly. Ha. Lucy Aln, that one is clever."

Thanks to that, they had been completely deceived.

If Toby hadn't conquered the Dungeon, they would have wandered around for a long time before finding the answer.

"Thinking that Lucy Aln would present something like this as a problem was a mistake."

That girl. She set the problem at a much more reasonable level than I had thought.

I don't know if the professor managed to intervene or if Lucy Aln put in the effort, but this makes things easier.

It means that the upcoming rooms will likely show a similar trend.

If the assumption is that the Dungeon is designed for everyone in the Academy to conquer, finding the answers will become easier.

"Then all the desperate actions we've taken so far..."

"Was there anything to it? We were just played by Lucy."

"Ugh..."

"Completely pointless."

"Feeling a bit deflated."

As the three realized that all their desperate actions had been nothing but a fuss, Arthur shrugged.

"Since it has come to this, let's check out the next room. I wonder what kind of dreadful thing awaits us."

Considering the gap between the first and second rooms, the third room would likely boast an even more brutal difficulty.

But that was fine. They had figured out the trend, so this time it would be easier to conquer.

Having successfully tackled the second room, Arthur overlooked one crucial fact.

Lucy.

Lucy, who possessed skills superior to anyone else when it came to conquering the Dungeon.

Surely she had thought that the conquerors would grasp the trends, right?

Unaware of this, Arthur moved on to the third room and soon paid the price for his foolishness.

"Cancel! It's a cancellation! Lucy Aln has no common sense! The Dungeonology professors are the same! What on earth were they thinking giving Lucy Aln full authority?!..."

On the first day of the Academy's final exam.

Many attempted the Dungeonology exam, but no one had passed the third room.


	



'No one has passed the third room?'

"Wow~ How pathetic are the Academy students that they still haven't passed the third room?"

I couldn't help but be flabbergasted when I heard the current progress from the Dungeonology professor.

I thought the speed of conquering the Dungeon wouldn't be fast, but this was a bit much, wasn't it?

"Only the top students from each grade have passed the second room. Most have either stopped at the second room or haven't even passed the first room."

'...Really?'

"Ha ha ha. They're truly beyond imagination in their patheticness. At this point, isn't there something wrong with the teacher? Foolish professor?"

"I seriously think that. Especially after seeing the scene of them smashing the wolf while under the illusion, I wondered if this was right."

What?

They smashed the wolf, which was designed to be impossible to conquer, while under the illusion?

What kind of madman would commit such a bizarre act?

"Do you know the second prince of Rahvi?"

...Ah.

If the opponent is a monster that seems to have been shaped by the phrase "If you have enough strength, your head won't suffer," it makes sense.

Kurten Gongja of the Rahvi family, blessed by the God of Destruction, Seft, was a kind of dream character.

With stats and skill compositions that seemed to throw everything away for a powerful single strike, he was a regular mention when discussing theoretical maximum damage.

Like all dream characters, he had almost no practicality, so unless one was doing concept play, he was a character not worth approaching.

Well, anyway, it wouldn't be strange for Kurten Gongja, blessed by the God of Destruction, to smash the wolf.

The magic that created the illusion would have been shattered by the blessing.

"Thinking and whatever, gathering strength while his companions hold out and striking in one blow is not the mindset of a third-year student."

I chuckled at the professor, who muttered about how he must have taught them with all his might, yet they ended up like that.

It seemed more like the problem lay with the person known as Rahvi Kurten rather than the professor.

'Professor, you don't need to worry too much...'

"Isn't it okay not to worry too much? After all, while progressing through the Dungeon, even this blockhead prince will inevitably face moments of doubt."

"Even if that moment comes, I wonder if he'll still try to solve it with brute force until the Dungeonology exam ends."

Ugh. No matter how much Rahvi Kurten is a muscle-brain, he can't be that stupid.

...But with him, it seems like he really might.

"Haah. Is there really a problem with my teaching method?"

Not knowing what to say to the Dungeonology professor, who was lost in thought, I turned my gaze aside.

Let's see. Who are the people currently challenging the third room?

The first name that caught my eye was, of course, Arthur's.

He was the second after Toby to realize that the wolf was an illusion.

Being second among all grades in the Academy was undoubtedly an impressive achievement, but to be honest, it was lower than my expectations.

Given how much I've taught him, how could he be struggling in the third room?

He should be able to breeze through that!

At this rate, he won't be able to become the magic swordsman I hope for!

I see. Arthur. It seems I was wrong to treat you gently all this time.

Originally, I had planned to let him train on his own during the vacation, but I think I need to change my plan.

I'll include Arthur in the training I was going to do with Jackal. If he rolls around enough, he should realize something.

As for the other names besides my friends...

Avery will probably be riding on Toby's coattails, so I don't need to worry about her.

It's a bit surprising to see the second prince on the list.

How did this muscle-brain realize that the wolf was an illusion?

Ah. Jeff is with him. If he played the role of the brain, it makes sense.

Excluding the sis-con, he's a far more capable person than the second prince.

Hmm. The rest are mostly third-year students.

Does that mean their experience in conquering various Dungeons can't be ignored?

There are a few second-year students included, but there aren't any names worth worrying about.

Among the first-year students...

Bisie?

How on earth did he pass the second room?!

How could someone who might struggle to pass the first room even tackle the wolf?

Ah! Right! He's currently with Adri!

If that old hag Adri gave him advice about the gimmicks, I can understand this score.

Her insight would be a cheat code compared to the level of Academy students.

Given that he hasn't passed the third room yet, it seems she isn't giving away all the answers, but I should tell him to hold back later.

At this rate, there's no meaning in taking the exam.

"I almost forgot the main point. Lady Young-ae Aln."

Just as I finished checking the list, the professor, who had finally escaped from his thoughts, called my name.

"It's about the hints that will be given one by one starting from the second day of the exam."

What she presented was the list of hints I had written myself.

Think about it.

If the difficulty of the exam is so high that numerous students fail, where will the resentment be directed?

It will come to me.

I'm already disliked by people; I don't want the situation to worsen.

So, I created hints to prepare for the worst-case scenario.

If they read that and try hard, they should be able to avoid failing.

Just hearing this would make people say, "Wow! Lady Young-ae Aln! You're such an angel!" but there was one major problem with that hint list.

"Should I really distribute the phrase 'Welcome~♡ Did you come to see the hints, you pathetic loser?♡ Your eyes are running, right?♡ Didn't you find anything strange about that pathetic soldier?♡ Oh! Right!♡ If you're a pathetic loser who can only see this hint, you must have done nothing and failed miserably♡ Ha ha ha♡ So pathetic♡ Are you perhaps too scared to enter after seeing the hint?♡...' without modifying it?"

The fact that I wrote it myself.

'No! Please modify it! Return it to the original content!'

"Why are you asking something so obvious? That's just right for those pathetic losers clinging to the hints."

Gyaaaah! What do you mean it's just right!

If that phrase is distributed as is, my reputation will plummet!

Stop translating uselessly and say it properly! Say it properly!

'Modify it!!!'

"Haah. How many times do I have to give the same answer? What kind of professor are you if you're dumber than a goldfish?"

Noooooo!

My image!
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309 - Second Semester Final Exam (6)
Kurten Gongja, who had been expelled from the Dungeon, was staring at the entrance of the Dungeon.

The unpleasantness radiating from his back made those who had entered the Dungeon with him chuckle.

“Hey, Kurten. We should be the ones angry. Why are you the one annoyed?”

“Yeah. It’s your fault we failed.”

Their casual demeanor was somewhat inappropriate for addressing the second son of the duke's family, but rather than getting angry, Kurten hunched his massive shoulders.

“Uh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to, it just felt like the end.”

“Hahaha. At least you know you messed up.”

He was surprisingly innocent for someone from the duke's family.

Kurten was referred to as a Minotaur in human form among those who knew him.

With a size that was hard to believe belonged to the same person and overwhelming strength unmatched by anyone at the Academy, he was a force to be reckoned with.

Moreover, his gentle personality, akin to that of livestock, earned him the affection of those around him despite his intimidating stature.

Even though Kurten had made a mistake just before passing the third room of the Dungeonology exam, causing everything to go to waste, his party members were not overly angry, largely due to his character.

“Were you that frustrated?”

“Hmm. Very much so. It felt like tiptoeing around a room full of chicks.”

The third room was filled with numerous Golems.

These demon-like creatures were not as powerful as the knights in the first room or the wolves in the second room.

In fact, comparing them to those two was an insult. The Golems were weak enough that even an average student from the Academy could easily take them down.

However, they had a different kind of difficulty compared to the previous two opponents.

They could only defeat enemies that were marked.

Every time they took down an unmarked enemy, the other Golems would gradually strengthen, eventually transforming into monsters that could not be defeated, which meant that reckless attacks were not permitted while strategizing for the third room.

Additionally, the movements of the Golems made the third room even more challenging.

They could distinguish between Golems that should not fall and those that could, willingly sacrificing themselves to protect the marked Golems, and some even charged in intentionally to fall.

As a result, Kurten's party faced significant hardships in this room.

How could it not be tricky when Golems that would shatter with just a casual attack were running at them, begging to be killed?

Still, perhaps it was true that the strong are strong.

After several trial and error attempts, Kurten's party became accustomed to the third room and eventually approached the brink of success.

At that moment, when they only needed to deal with three remaining Golems to clear the third room, Kurten, blinded by success, revealed his immense power that he had been holding back.

He intended to clear the third room by smashing all the remaining Golems, including the three left.

“Who would have thought the other Golems would create a wall to protect the remaining ones?”

The intention itself was not bad, but that didn’t mean the outcome would be good.

Kurten's attack failed to eliminate the remaining Golems, and thus, his party was expelled from the Dungeon.

“Now that you’ve made a huge mistake, you won’t do something like that again, right?”

“Of course. I can’t afford to make such a foolish mistake again.”

“Good. Let’s try again. This time we can clear it.”

Just as Kurten's party was about to re-enter the Dungeon in a cheerful atmosphere, the Dungeonology teaching assistant appeared in the exam room.

“Everyone! Please look this way!”

As the assistant amplified their voice with a spell, those in the exam room turned their heads.

Confirming that all eyes were on them, the assistant unfolded a notice and continued speaking.

“Starting today, hints for the final exam dungeon will be provided to those who wish! However, please be aware that receiving a hint will incur a penalty on your final exam score, and you will not be recognized as the first conqueror, so please proceed with caution!”

The assistant added a few more explanations.

The penalty applies to the entire party.

If you view a hint, a silence spell will be cast, preventing you from sharing it with others.

Hints are merely meant to assist and do not lead directly to the answer.

As the assistant finished all explanations, the students remaining in the exam room exchanged glances.

No one stepped forward, as they were unsure whether the content of the hint was worth receiving.

In that delicate atmosphere, the first to step forward was a party of second-year students.

“Have you confirmed the penalties?”

“Yes. We’re not interested in being the first conquerors anyway.”

“Then take this. From the moment you unfold the paper, only you will be able to see what is written there.”

“I hope it’s a groundbreaking hint~”

As the second-year students unfolded the hint, all eyes focused on it.

While sharing the content of the hint was impossible, it was possible to observe the reactions of the students who read it.

So, they could gauge the value of the hint based on their reactions and decide whether to receive it or not.

Standing in the midst of the envious gazes, the second-year party hummed a tune as they unfolded the hint.

Before long, their expressions hardened.

By the middle, they began to frown and curse.

By the end, they tore the hint paper to shreds and even burned it to ashes.

Seeing this, the other students thought that the hint must have been useless. They were glad they hadn’t stepped forward first and considered the second-year students foolish.

However, the second-year party, who had seen the hint, seemed oblivious to the gazes and murmurs directed at them, their faces flushed as they headed toward the entrance of the Dungeon.

“Seriously, that sucks.”

“Ha. Damn. It feels like it’s been a long time since I’ve been this humiliated.”

“Just show them you’re not a coward.”

“We’ll see whether it’s us or them who’s pathetic.”

After the second-year party, who muttered as if making a vow, entered the Dungeon, it wasn’t long before their names shot up from the bottom to the top.

Those who had struggled to pass even the first room succeeded in conquering it as soon as they saw the hint.

“...What on earth was written in that hint?”

“Should I get a hint too?”

“The fact that they passed means I can pass too.”

Laughing and joking, those who unfolded the hint naturally came to understand why the second-year students had cursed.

‘...I’ll just stop here for today♡ After all, you pathetic losers like you will come back for hints tomorrow anyway♡ Hahaha♡ It’s funny to imagine you’ll come to get hints knowing you’ll be insulted♡ Losers♡ See you next time~♡’

‘PS. Are you mad?♡ Do you want to punish the person who wrote this?♡ Then conquer the Dungeon completely and prove you’re not pathetic♡ Then I’ll say “I’m so~rry~”♡ Of course, those pathetic losers who look at hints won’t be able to conquer the amazing Dungeon I created~♡’

‘Did you think there was something hidden and checked the back?♡ Hahaha♡ Too bad~♡ There’s nothing there~♡’

That day, everyone who saw the hint for the Dungeonology exam made a vow in their hearts.

They would teach the person who wrote that provocative hint a lesson in manners.


	



Before the Dungeonology teaching assistant appeared in the Academy exam room.

Arthur and his party, who had arrived early in the morning, were already inside the Dungeon.

“I’ve seen it so much that now this wolf looks cute.”

Ignoring Joey’s silly remark, Arthur kicked the wolf’s body to the ground and pressed his tired eyelids.

“Your Highness the Third Prince, did you not sleep well last night?”

Perhaps worried about him, Pavey approached, and Arthur forced a smile.

“I couldn’t sleep at all, thinking about how to conquer the Dungeon and prepare for the exam.”

Originally, Arthur had intended to force himself to sleep for the sake of his condition, but every time he closed his eyes, he heard a voice echoing in his head.

‘How can you sleep after being beaten by a common student? You pathetic loser who’s lazy on top of being incompetent. How pitiful~’

Thus, he couldn’t close his eyes at all.

“Your Highness the Third Prince, didn’t we already figure out the method to conquer it?”

At the mention of the strategy, Frey, who was beside him, tilted his head.

“That’s right.”

Last night, Arthur and his party had already roughly established the strategy for the third room.

While it couldn’t be called perfect, it was at least sufficient to pass through the third room.

Had they not been restricted by the entry time, Arthur and his party would have already conquered the third room and challenged the fourth.

“However, we won’t be visiting that room just once or twice. We’ll have to go through it dozens, perhaps hundreds of times, so it’s better to optimize it.”

“Is that so?”

“Indeed, so just listen. After we enter the third room, I’ll explain what we need to do.”

Confirming that the other three were focused on him, Arthur recited the plan he had created while staying up all night.

“First, as soon as we enter, Joey, you prepare a spell to attack the entire field. And...”

As he listened to what he was saying, Joey frowned at a strange sense of déjà vu.

Wait. This sounds familiar.

This method of setting up a trap and luring the opponent into it was definitely...

“Joey, are you listening?”

“Oh. This is Lady Arlene Young-ae’s method, isn’t it?”

Yes, that’s right. This is the method used by Arlene Young-ae when conquering Dungeons.

She designs everything as if she knows all about the Dungeon, then moves accordingly.

Realizing the source of his déjà vu, Joey slightly raised the corners of his mouth, only to suddenly feel the atmosphere around them grow quiet and cautiously lifted his head.

Arthur, who had been chatting excitedly just moments ago, was now frozen with wide eyes.

“Your Highness the Third Prince?”

“...Ah. Is that so? Was I unconsciously imitating her?”

“Um.”

“It's nothing. Joey. Don’t worry about it.”

Joey thought that it didn’t seem like nothing, but he didn’t voice it.

Arthur looked somewhat irritated for some reason upon realizing he had imitated Lucy’s method.

“Continuing from the explanation I was giving earlier...”
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310 - Second Semester Final Exam (7)
Before the door leading to the third room, Pavey offers a prayer to the great being.

A prayer of blessing for those present.

As the cleric, who has served the gods since birth, brings her hands together, divinity spreads from her.

Standing in the center of the warm light, Pavey's appearance was so sacred that no one could deny she was a saint.

Arthur and Joey, as well as Frey, who usually couldn't stay still, had no choice but to be quiet before Pavey's prayer.

How long did her prayer last?

At some point, the warmth that filled the dark cave settles into the bodies of the three.

A warmth that makes you feel comfortable.

Vitality spreading from deep within the body.

A body that has become lighter than ever before.

Magical Power that has become more refined, unlike its usual unruly state.

Arthur smiles wryly at his body, which has changed so much that it cannot be compared to before receiving the blessing.

It's not the first time I've been blessed by the Saint, but I'm always amazed.

In the past, when I first received the blessing, the change was so great that I couldn't even move properly.

Even now that I've adapted to some extent, if you ask me if I can properly handle my changed body, I can't say yes.

I'm not a genius like Frey or Lucy, so I must be mediocre in all aspects.

Look beside you. Frey, who was jumping up and down, is nodding.

It seems she already has a sense of how to move.

Haha. That's a real genius.

Someone like me, who is mediocre in all aspects, should be called a commoner.

As Arthur felt bitter about his own talent, Pavey opened her eyes.

"The blessing is over."

"Thank you always, Saint."

Arthur, who thanked the smiling Pavey, turned his head towards Frey.

"Are you ready?"

"Yeah. Perfect."

"Joey, are you?"

"I finished preparing a long time ago."

"Good. Let's do it."

As the four of them jumped into the door at the signal, the surrounding scenery changed.

A barren field without a single blade of grass.

And on top of it, swarms of demon-shaped Golems.

Originally, the first step should be to find out which of them has a mark, but Arthur's party boldly skipped that process.

It wasn't because they had a way to find the Golem to defeat right away.

They just didn't think there was a reason to find the mark.

"I'm going."

As planned, while Joey prepares Grand Magic targeting the entire field and Pavey constructs a Divine Barrier in case of emergency, Frey only leaves those words behind and rushes forward.

Perhaps thinking of Frey, who was running towards them, as prey.

Several Golems without marks rush towards her.

A joint attack by at least ten of them.

Frey, who was facing them, lightly swung her sword with a blank face as if she had no emotion.

Then, cut marks appeared on the legs of the Golems, and their bodies, which had been rushing forward, were separated from their legs and fell forward.

Arthur watched the scene with a hardened gaze.

If what I predicted is correct, the Golem's rampage should not occur.

According to what I confirmed before, the condition for the rampage was whether or not the Golem's core was damaged. So, if only the legs are cleanly cut off now, then surely.

"It worked."

Arthur, confirming that the Golem's rampage did not occur, clenched his fist with a smile.

With this, there's no need to waste time distinguishing the Golems.

Not only that. We can instantly eliminate the incapacitated ones and shorten the time to conquer the third room.

Arthur, who was happy that his plan had become a reality, was about to draw his sword to help Frey.

"Third Prince. Stay put."

But Frey blocked him.

"These guys are more difficult than you think. It's too much for the Third Prince."

"It's true that my swordsmanship is inferior to yours, but this much..."

"Look."

Frey cut off Arthur's words and swung her sword at the Golem.

A movement that clearly aims for the legs.

The moment Arthur saw the trajectory of her sword, he had no doubt that she would achieve her goal.

But that was Arthur's delusion.

Just before the sword touched, the Golem suddenly twisted its body.

So that its core, not its legs, would be cut off.

"They do this if you're not careful."

Frey stopped her sword in the middle as if she had predicted it.

As a result, the Golem's twisting of its body ended up exposing its weakness, and her sword, which moved again, cut off the Golem's arms and legs, incapacitating it.

"So, Third Prince, stay put. I can handle it alone."

Arthur gripped the sword hilt tightly at Frey's usual indifferent tone, then let it go.

Regardless of how uncomfortable he felt, he acknowledged that Frey was the right person for the job.

"I understand. I'll just prepare for any unforeseen circumstances."

"Okay. Please."

Not long after Arthur took a step back, Joey completed her magic.

A miracle created by connecting the four Magic circles she had drawn around herself.

One of the maximum magics that Joey can currently implement.

"Lady Kent!"

"I know."

As soon as she called Frey's name, Frey, who had been rampaging in front, arrived next to the party, and as if waiting for it, Pavey immediately surrounded the party with a Divine Barrier.

"Preparation is complete! Joey!"

"Understood! Everyone, close your eyes and cover your ears!"

A disaster that fell from afar on a rainy day and conveyed fear to life with its sound alone, plunges into the field as if judging demons.

An overwhelming amount of light felt even through the eyelids.

An awe-inspiring shock transmitted beyond the barrier.

A deafening roar that seems to erase hearing.

After all of this swept through the field.

Only traces of lightning remained in the field, and nothing else could be found.

"I didn't expect this much power."

Arthur, who took in the scene created by Joey's magic, let out a hollow laugh.

I asked you to wipe out the field, but isn't this too much? Half of this power would have been enough.

Arthur, who turned his head to the side to say something, realized the situation when he saw Joey's pale face.

"Joey, you didn't expect this power, did you?"

"...It's a difficult magic, so..."

"You even lost all your Magical Power by being swayed by the magic."

Why does this girl slip up at important moments!

At this rate, you'll turn into a burden for the rest of the day!

Seeing Arthur's lips trembling, Joey took out a fan from her arms, covered half of her face, and then subtly turned her gaze towards Pavey.

It was a childish gesture asking for help, but Pavey had a firm expression, unlike usual.

"This time, we almost got into danger too, Joey."

"...No way."

"I know your skills have improved, but..."

Joey, who had trusted her, turned her eyes to Arthur in a hurry at the nagging that started.

You're asking for salvation from the person who was angry with you just now?

Haa. It's so absurd that I don't even feel like saying anything.

"Saint."

"...Ah. I'm sorry, Third Prince. I was thinking I should scold Joey."

"No. I was going to say you're doing a good job. Please nag her until she comes to her senses."

"Ah, then I will gladly accept your consideration."

Joey's eyes tremble at Pavey's smile.

"Pavey? I'm exhausted right now."

"It's okay, Joey. Just relax in a comfortable position and keep my advice in mind."

After Joey went to spend a pleasant sermon time with Pavey, Arthur frowned and thought about the future.

The girl who was supposed to be the party's artillery has become useless, so it will be difficult to proceed through the Dungeon any further today.

Let's think of an alternative.

Given the characteristics of the Dungeon that Lucy Aln has created so far, the ability to grasp and analyze Gimmicks will be more important than skill in the fourth room as well.

If we start by banging our heads to find clues and then analyze them from the outside, the speed will slow down, but we won't fall too far behind.

After making that judgment, Arthur headed to the next room after Pavey's long sermon ended and Joey, who seemed to have lost her soul, and Pavey, who looked somewhat refreshed, returned.

"...Isn't this the hallway that was at the beginning of the Dungeon?"

The fourth room of the Dungeon was similar to the hallway that could be seen when entering the Dungeon.

The carpet on the floor.

The gloomy lighting.

The color of the walls.

The only difference would be that the various items that had been decorated in the hallway had disappeared.

"Joey. I can't analyze it... since you've used up all your Magical Power."

"...I'm sorry."

"It's okay. Let's just think of it as experiencing what's lurking."

Arthur's party decided to move forward until they reached the end of the hallway, just as they had done when entering the Dungeon, but unfortunately, they failed to see the end of the hallway.

It wasn't that a threatening enemy appeared in the middle. It wasn't that a trap threatening their lives appeared.

It wasn't that the road split into several paths, making it impossible to find out where was where.

It's just that the hallway didn't end.

"Let's stop and look for clues."

Judging that it was meaningless to move forward any further, they searched the hallway here and there, trying to find some clues.

They searched the carpet.

They checked if there were any devices on the walls or floor.

They even attacked the walls, floor, and lighting, but Arthur's party couldn't find any clues.

Arthur frowns at the frustrating situation, wishing that some grotesque thing like a wolf would appear.

Lucy Aln.

Given her personality, she wouldn't have created a maze without an answer.

It's the same with the second room.

She intentionally put in a lot of things that would make you think it was strange.

So that you could realize that the wolf was a hallucination. There must be some clue in this room.

"I want to go back and see the hallway we saw at the beginning. If there are no clues here, there must be clues there."

Now that I think about it, I wonder why I'm missing it.

There's no way that thorough girl Lucy Aln would have created that hallway without any meaning.

"To do that, we'll have to escape the Dungeon."

Just as Arthur was wondering if he should harm himself to escape, a piece of paper appeared in front of him as if hearing his voice.

[If you want to escape the Dungeon, please follow the procedure below and speak.]

Did you create a way to escape in anticipation of this situation?

Arthur, thinking that it was indeed Lucy Aln, looked at the back of the paper with a hopeful heart.

There was a possibility that that mischievous girl had left some clues in such an unexpected place.

[Did you expect something to be there?♡ Did you want to praise your brilliant observation skills?♡ Puhahaha♡ You're so stupid♡ There's no way I'd put something like that on the final exam♡ You like shortcuts, so you'll have to live as a scrub forever?♡]

Arthur crumpled the paper into a ball, burned it with his Fire magic, and vowed to humiliate Lucy once again.
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311 - Final Exams of the Second Semester (8)
On the evening of the second day of finals at the Academy.

Having finished all the exams I had to take today, I decided to reward myself for my hard work by heading to the Academy's cafeteria.

It was truly a tough day.

I had taken three exams starting from the morning.

I can't even begin to describe how hard it was to cram the exam material into the Log function during the short breaks.

I was so busy that I even had to rush through lunch and read my books!

Well, thanks to all that effort, my exam scores should turn out pretty well.

<If I can do this much in a last-minute cram, shouldn't I just study consistently on a regular basis?>

The old man, hearing my complaints, offered his usual sage advice.

Of course, if I had studied regularly, I wouldn't have had to struggle like this.

But I couldn't help it!

The pathetic god had given me a horrific quest right when I needed to prepare for the exams!

Because of that trash's revelation, I had to focus on Dungeon creation instead of studying for the exams!

So, using the Log function was all the fault of the pathetic god!

The reason I couldn't help but slack off in my studies was the fault of the pervert apostle!

I was merely a victim swayed by the lustful pedo god!

<In my life, this is the first time I've seen an apostle blame their god for their own failings.>

‘It’s okay for me to do this! I’ve suffered so much because of the god!’

<...Hmm. You have indeed gone through a lot.>

'Right? Right?'

The amount of suffering I endured because of the pathetic god and what I did for him makes this level of hypocrisy acceptable...

Ah! Here it comes! The parfait I ordered!

I stopped grumbling to the old man and took in the sight of the parfait the waiter brought.

Wow. Is it strawberry parfait today? It looks absolutely delicious!

I couldn't help but cheer at the visuals that exceeded my expectations, quickly moving my spoon to scoop out a portion of the parfait.

Vanilla ice cream. Chocolate. And on top of that, strawberries.

What a luxurious sight this is.

If I could, I would want to keep this view in my eyes forever, but ice cream eventually melts away.

So, I’ll store this image in my memory and stomach.

As I opened my mouth wide and stuffed all three components in at once, an involuntary gasp escaped me.

So sweet!

It’s so sweet and refreshing!

But that’s what makes it great!

Losing myself in the moment, I kept moving my spoon to shovel the parfait into my mouth.

It’s so delicious! I can’t stop eating!

<Ha. If you can smile so brightly, let’s say the god was at fault.>

The size of the exam period special parfait was enormous, reaching from the table to the tip of my nose, but I had no problem devouring it.

Just think about how I usually move!

Considering the calories I burn in that hellish training, this is nothing!

Having obliterated the parfait, I set my spoon down with a satisfied smile.

Ahh. The cafeteria, already filled with great food, has even more amazing menus during exam periods, and I love it.

It would be great if they could arrange the menu like this all the time. But I guess due to practical limitations, that’s not possible?

Having successfully recharged with sugar, I stretched and got up from my seat.

Now, let’s go meet Adri. I need to tell that guy to take it easy...

Huh? As I stood up, I realized that the gazes of people in the cafeteria were fixed on me.

I almost took a step back involuntarily at the piercing stares coming from all grades and genders.

What’s going on?

Why are people who usually avoid my gaze glaring at me today?

Oh no. Could it be that hints were given out today?

If they’re glaring at me because they’re all worked up about that, it’s going to be a real problem.

If the atmosphere is like this from the first hint, it’s going to be even crazier when the next hint comes.

‘What?♡ After being teased like that, you’re back for more hints?♡ Have you perhaps awakened to hidden preferences?♡ Do you enjoy being bullied now?♡ Eww~♡ Gross~♡’

If I see a hint starting with that, won’t the people already angry at me just pile on more hatred?

Imagining that terrible future, I resigned myself to the cruel reality and sat back down.

And I ordered another parfait.

No matter what I do here, those gazes won’t change.

So, I’ll just eat something delicious to relieve my stress.

In the midst of those piercing stares, I polished off the additional parfait I ordered and headed towards Adri’s mansion.

Recently, Adri has been living closely attached to Bisie, but her origin is ultimately the mansion’s spirit.

If I release my divinity inside that mansion, which could collapse at any moment...


	Hey! Are you trying to purify me right now!?



Ta-da! This is how I can summon Adri.

‘Hello, Adri.’

“Puhaha. Look at how startled you are. So pathetic.”


	Is that what you say while holding a knife to my throat!? You crazy woman!



I thought I had controlled the release of my divinity to avoid causing harm, but isn’t she overreacting?

Someone like Adri, a specter of her caliber, shouldn’t be so easily purified.

As I tilted my head, thinking I hadn’t done anything wrong, Adri, who had been trembling her shoulders, finally let out a cold sigh.


	...So, what are you here for?



‘I came to ask you to take it easy.’

“I came to tell you to tone it down, old hag. I know your granddaughter is cute, but that’s too much.”

I understand wanting to give advice after seeing Bisie struggling.

But it has to be reasonable. Isn’t it too much for Bisie to be tackling the fourth room just like Arthur?

Considering the strength of Bisie’s party, that’s just absurd.


	Ah. You came to talk about the Dungeon.



It seems Adri has some inkling of what I’m talking about as she averted her gaze and rubbed the back of her neck.


	But you know, the Dungeon you made is too difficult.



‘Is it difficult? That?’

“Difficult? That? Huh. Old hag, you have an intelligence level even lower than I imagined?”

No. Adri, you can’t say it’s difficult.

What are we supposed to do if you find a place made for students difficult?


	I’m not saying it’s difficult!



‘And...’

“And old hag, you seem to be forgetting things as you age, but that’s an exam, you know?”

That dungeon is, after all, an exam for the finals.

If it’s not difficult, it won’t have any distinguishing power, and that’s a problem.

‘Do you understand?...’

“Your nonsense is a burden even to your invisible granddaughter. If you’re not senile, you should be able to understand, right?”


	Haah. I get it. I’ll let you handle it on your own.



The conversation went more smoothly than I expected. I thought she would be more stubborn.


	Is that all you wanted to say?



‘Uh. Yes.’

“By the way? Why do you look lonely? Should I keep you company?”


	If I have time, I do want to ask you something.



‘What is it?’

“What is it? Go ahead. I’ll at least listen.”

What could be so interesting that Adri would initiate a conversation? She doesn’t seem to enjoy talking to me much.


	What’s the accessory that the Apostle of the Art Order made that has everyone in a frenzy?



Adri laughed at my question, saying she couldn’t understand why nobles and tycoons would risk their lives over a single accessory.

‘Should I show you?’

“If you insist, I could show you?”


	...Tch. Fine. I’ll ask.



The item I was supposed to give as a reward for clearing the dungeon had long been handed over to the Academy, so I couldn’t show it.

However, the accessory that the pervert apostle made for me is still in my possession.

Though they look different, this is also an accessory made by the pervert apostle.

It should be enough for her to understand why people are so captivated by it.

As I pulled the accessory out of my inventory and presented it, Adri froze with her mouth agape.

I understand that feeling.

When I first saw this, I was so surprised that I couldn’t even hear the pervert apostle’s enthusiastic explanation.


	Is it a hairpin...?



‘That’s right.’

“Even an old hag like me can tell this much apart? Right.”

What the pervert apostle handed me was a hairpin that can be used instead of a ribbon when tying twin tails.

Even though it’s not flashy, it exudes a sense of luxury. It’s not overly eye-catching, but it subtly announces its presence without blending into my hair, making it something even I, who knows little about such items, can feel is high-end.

I even wondered if I could receive such a precious item just for wearing a bunny girl outfit once.

Of course, I didn’t voice that thought. I didn’t want to give the pervert apostle and the airhead fox any chance to say something crazy.


	This was made for you, huh.



‘Can you tell just by looking at it?’

“Do you think so? Can you be sure?”


	Of course. You can naturally tell by the thought put into this hairpin.



Adri shrugged, saying she was once the daughter of a well-known noble family while she was alive.

I’m not sure how to respond to that. Whatever I say will probably get translated into something inappropriate due to the “Metsugaki” skill.


	Can you show me how it looks when worn?



Hearing Adri’s request, I hesitated for a moment.

The last time I wore this accessory, it caused quite a stir.

The pervert apostle was kneeling in front of me, crying tears of gratitude for me wearing it.

And the airhead fox that had followed along had transformed into a human and was bowing with a leash I didn’t know when she had prepared.

...Thinking back, it seems like the problem was with those two trashy beings, the pervert apostle and the airhead fox.

It would be rude to compare those two creatures, who waste oxygen while alive, to Adri, so I guess I’ll give it a try.

Having worn twin tails for almost a year now, I had no hesitation in my movements as I put on the hairpin.

With the hairpin in place, I leaned my face towards Adri, and once again, she opened her mouth in surprise.

What’s going on? I thought this mischievous girl would make some comments about how the wearer doesn’t measure up to the accessory, but why is she silent?

As I waited with one eyebrow raised, Adri swept her hands across her face.


	Hey.



‘Yes?’

“Why.”


	Don’t wear that unless it’s absolutely necessary.



I know the value of this accessory, so I wasn’t planning to wear it unless it was an important occasion.

But her reaction seems a bit different from what I expected.

As I tilted my head and took off the hairpin, Adri let out a sigh of relief.

So what’s the deal?

What’s wrong with how I looked wearing the accessory?


	Since I fulfilled your request, I’ll give you one piece of advice.



‘Advice?’

“Advice? An old hag giving me advice?”


	Until the Academy’s vacation comes, be careful. The number of people wanting to take you down among those tackling the Dungeonology exam is steadily increasing.



I don’t know what they wrote in the hints, but hearing that everyone who saw it is spewing insults at me made me smile wryly.

I should be happy that they’re sincerely tackling the dungeon I made, but thinking that the purpose is to teach me a lesson makes it impossible to smile comfortably.

Damn “Metsugaki” skill! Why are you always trying to make me the target of hatred!

Could this also be the pathetic god’s scheme?!

Gathering everyone in the dungeon to teach me a lesson!

Hey! You pedo pervert god!

Even if that’s the case, I’m your apostle! Does it make sense to want to see me get taught a lesson?!


	Well. Even if those idiots band together, I don’t think it’ll change much. But you never know where that anger might explode.



‘...Thank you for the advice.’

“Hehe. Are you worried about me? Lonely old hag. While you act tough on the outside, you secretly want me to be safe, huh? Pfft. You’re embarrassingly shy.”


	...I’ll never ask for your advice again!



Author's Note (Author's Afterword)

Thank you for coming to see PIA1747014585384.

By the way, if it weren’t for a specter of Adri’s caliber, Lucy would have already been purified by the divinity she scattered.

312 - Final Exams for the Second Semester (9)
“I have no idea what the hell we’re supposed to do.”

Arthur, standing in the endless corridor, cradled his face in frustration.

“There should be some clues or hints, right? Lucy Aln.”

It had been half a day since they had tackled the fourth room of the Dungeonology exam.

Arthur and his party still hadn’t found a way forward.

It was good that they had thought the initial corridor and the fourth room might be connected.

They believed that by trying various things based on the differences between the two corridors, they would eventually find a thread to escape the maze and reach the next room.

However, the thread they thought was shimmering before their eyes only kept running away further into the distance, refusing to be grasped by the party.

Since entering this room, Arthur and his party had tried everything they could think of for half a day.

They poked around the various furniture and decorations in the initial corridor, wondering if there was something there.

They wandered the corridor, attempting dispel and purification, thinking there might be something hidden.

They even attacked the corridor and lights, wondering if they needed to break something.

They tried to take frames and decorations from the first room.

They ran blindly, hoping for an end.

They revisited the three rooms, wondering if they had missed something during their previous dungeon explorations.

They even recited Lucy Aln’s provocation written on the back of a note.

Yet all those attempts only heightened their irritation towards Lucy and did not contribute even a little to conquering the dungeon.

In the end, Arthur and his party had wasted half a day for nothing.

“Damn it. What are we missing?”

While Arthur was pulling at his hair in frustration, Frey was mindlessly striking the wall with his sword, as if hoping it would eventually break.

Pavey approached Arthur, who looked like he might explode at any moment, and tried to calm his anger, saying that losing his composure would only lead them deeper into trouble.

And Joey was...

Staring blankly into the darkness of the endless corridor in the middle of it all.

It’s so hopeless.

It feels like we’ve tried everything we can think of, so why can’t we find even a faint clue?

Overwhelmed by the rising frustration, Joey stepped forward without thinking.

“Uh?!”

And tripped over her own feet, falling forward.

With a thud, Joey fell, and Arthur let out a sigh.

“Is that your way of lightening the mood? What a tragic sacrifice.”

“...But I did fall, so you should be a little worried.”

“What is there to worry about? You’re tough; you won’t get hurt from that. Ah, I guess I should worry that you might get kicked out from the shock of falling. That would be a bit troublesome.”

“Prince, taking it out on me is a bit...”

A sense of discomfort.

It was a very minor and trivial discomfort.

But in a situation where even the smallest clue was desperately needed, it was something that couldn’t be overlooked.

As Joey fell silent mid-sentence, Arthur, who had been teasing her just moments ago, began to gauge her mood.

“...Um, Joey. I’m sorry. What I said...”

“Your Highness.”

“Uh, what?”

“When we tackle the third room again, you mentioned that the first and third rooms are similar.”

“Right. It’s about finding where to attack and what needs to be defeated. They’re similar in that they require observation.”

“And you speculated that there might be a commonality between the second and fourth rooms.”

“True, but you know that speculation didn’t yield any results.”

Arthur had made that speculation a few hours ago.

Since then, he had tried to find the commonality between the second and fourth rooms, but ultimately, his speculation had led to no results.

“No. Maybe that could be right.”

At least until now.

“Huh?”

“Yeah. That’s right. If you think about it that way, all the strangeness we’ve felt until now fits together.”

Lost in her own thoughts, Joey blurted out whatever came to her mind, ignoring the gazes and voices around her.

As a noble lady who usually tried to be perfect, it was rare to see her exhibit the eccentricity typical of a wizard.

“If this entire room is an illusion, it would explain everything!”

Arthur, who had known her for a long time, recognized that she could shine brightly just as easily as she could be clumsy, so he focused on her voice.

“Why is this room unusually large compared to the other three? It’s simple! The place we see is fake!”

“The walls and decorations not being damaged is similar to why we couldn’t defeat the wolf!”

“The reason Lady Arlene left no clues? That itself is a clue! The fact that there are no clues elsewhere makes it strange!”

Excitedly raising her voice, Joey soon realized that the attention of the other three was on her and hurriedly pulled out a fan to cover her slightly flushed face.

“Keep talking. It’s the command of the Third Prince.”

“Um, do you remember what was at the end of the initial corridor?”

“Yeah. There was a cradle there, along with that ridiculous note saying we need to find an exit to escape the maze.”

“A cradle is a place where a baby sleeps, right? The fact that the corridor that ended there continues means...”

“...a dream! This corridor is a dream!”

“Yes. We must be trapped in a dream right now.”

“If this place is a dream, then the meaning of that note is clear! To escape the maze, we need to find the exit! So, what do we need to do to escape the dream?”

A huge shock. A shock so great that it would make one spring up upon waking.

“Then, could it be that Lucy Aln intentionally told us how to escape the dungeon?!”

“She probably prevented us from passing through this room through self-harm. It’s both a hindrance to our conquest and a hint.”

“The provocative words left behind were to prevent us from feeling the strangeness of receiving that note! Haha! I thought it was just to tease us, but there was a reason! Whatever the reason, it doesn’t matter! What’s important is that our task has become clear!”

Having reached the answer to this room, Arthur suddenly realized something and turned his gaze toward Joey.

There she was, behind the fan, wearing a mischievous smile.

“Alright. It’s time to wake up.”

“Wait a moment. Joey. I apologize once more. I’m truly sorry for getting angry at you just now.”

“Um, Joey. I’m sorry for nagging you earlier too. You know it was all out of concern for you, right?”

“I don’t know well, but I’m really sorry too.”

“Ha ha. Everyone. Your Highness. Do I look like someone who would put personal feelings into this?”

“Isn’t your gaze filled with personal feelings right now! Stop! I’ll wake up myself! So!”

“Saint, if something goes wrong, please save me.”

“Hmm. If I’m okay at that time, I’ll try my best.”

“I’ll begin.”

“Didn’t I tell you to stop?!”


	



I had been warned to be careful around Adri, but that didn’t mean there was anything I could do.

I’m keeping an eye on my surroundings!

I’m sweating cold from the sharp gazes of others!

But what can I do about it!

The bratty skill is messing with me!

All I can do right now is pray that those who saw the first hint won’t see the second!

Muttering in frustration, I turned to head toward the place where the Dungeonology exam was being held instead of my room.

<Are you planning to blow up a bomb that will eventually explode ahead of time?>

‘...Could you not make me into such trash?’

If this were a bomb that would explode once, I would have just blown it up and dealt with the explosion comfortably, but this isn’t that kind of situation!

This is an earthquake! Even after one big bang, the effects linger on, causing continuous tremors!

<Are you very tired? Your language skills seem to have degraded.>

‘Anyway! I’m not going to cause trouble!’

<Then why are you going there? You probably won’t see anything good.>

‘...I’m just curious about how far they’ve progressed.’

The last time I checked was just before entering the first exam.

At that time, the fourth room had already been tackled.

Seeing Arthur’s party’s name at the top of the rankings, surpassing Kurten and Cecil, made me feel a bit proud.

I wanted to brag to someone, saying, “These are the kids I raised!”

Of course, I had to bury that joy in my heart since there was no one to brag to.

Anyway, Arthur’s party had reached the fourth room in the morning. By now, they must have arrived at the fifth room.

<I’m not curious about whether they conquered it; I just want to hear their impressions when they surpass the fourth room.>

‘...Grandpa knows me too well.’

His words were right.

I’m just curious about what impressions they’ll share when they surpass the fourth room. I put a lot of thought into that part.

Even if it means getting scolded, I want to hear praise!

I want to be recognized for doing well!

<I understand your feelings, but do you really think they’ve surpassed the fourth room?>

‘Don’t you think so?’

It’s true that the gimmick in the fourth room looks somewhat daunting, but once you figure out the method, it’s annoyingly easy.

I don’t think it’s a place that’s difficult enough to hold them back this long.

<We’ll see.>

‘Grandpa has a habit of underestimating others too much.’

It’s not that I stand out as the rotten water of the Soul Academy; the talents of those around me are by no means shabby.

Just look at how rapidly they grow as soon as they change their training methods.

Joey has already begun to use various magic circles that are typically only available in the middle of the second year.

Frey has become adept at handling Aura freely.

Even Pavey is rapidly growing under the teachings of Bishop Johann.

Even Arthur, who has been growing more slowly compared to them, is only showing slightly slower progress in training both sword and magic.

Both of them have already achieved results that easily surpass the first-year level of the Academy.

As someone who has been observing them as the rotten water behind the monitor, and as someone who has seen them working desperately, I can vouch for them.

They are geniuses. They shine with their own talents.

Could it be that they still haven’t surpassed the fourth room?

<Do you think you’re overestimating those around you?>

‘Not at all.’

I shook my head without hesitation, and Grandpa smiled softly.

<Indeed. You truly are a shining child.>

‘...What do you mean by that?’

<There’s something like that.>

No. Excuse me, Grandpa. Could you not treat me like a little child?

That attitude of “You don’t need to know” really irritates me!

I felt a stubborn determination to hear a proper explanation from Grandpa, but unfortunately, that determination vanished without leaving a trace.

<Oh. It seems they haven’t betrayed your expectations.>

‘...I see.’

On the ranking board of the Soul Academy Dungeonology exam. A board filled with numerous names set up to stimulate the competitive spirit towards the initial conquest.

At the very top of that board was none other than...

[Arthur’s Party: Currently conquering the 5th floor]

My friend’s name.
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313 - Second Semester Final Exam (10)
“Huu-eok!”

Arthur, whose voice lacked even a shred of princely dignity, raised himself up. He blankly looked around, realized he had woken from a dream, and swept back his hair.

Joey. That guy! How much resentment had built up inside him to use such a terrible magic!

Even though there are safety measures in the Academy Dungeon and the Saintess is by my side, wasn't that too much!

No matter how many times I think about it, that guy was trying to kill me!

Arthur wiped the cold sweat from his forehead and lightly tapped Joey's forehead, finding her next to him, mumbling in her sleep.

“Hwak?!”

Only then did Joey wake up. She jumped up, clutched her forehead with both hands, looked around, found Arthur, and hurriedly took out a fan from her bosom to cover her face.

“Joey. Do you have anything to say?”

“Your Highness. I trust you understand it was unavoidable for the sake of conquering the Dungeon.”

“Yes. I understand. How could I not know that you suppressed your torn heart while attacking us?”

“Hehe. As expected of Your Highness. Then.”

“So, I shall try to suppress my own torn heart once.”

"...Yes?"

Arthur rose from his spot and started to move. Joey, who had risen to follow him, hastily retreated.

“Who knows? Maybe this place is also a dream.”

“You wouldn't do that! You're just trying to get revenge for what happened a moment ago!”

“Oh, my. You shouldn't insult my pitiful heart in such a way.”

“Eek? Hwaak! Hwaaaang!”

Arthur, having finished his revenge by pinching her cheeks wildly, left the tearful, grumbling Joey behind and approached Frey and Pavey, who had also woken up.

“Would you two like to take revenge on that one as well? I shall permit it in my royal authority.”

“No. It’s alright. It was unavoidable.”

“That’s right. We’re not as petty as the Third Prince.”

Arthur, who had suddenly become the bad guy because of the two shaking their heads, coughed dryly, pointedly ignoring Joey’s glare from behind.

“If that’s the case, let’s wrap things up here and return to the topic of the Dungeon. Judging from the surrounding scenery, it seems Joey’s guess was correct.”

The place where Arthur and his party were standing now had a similar structure to the room they had been in until just now.

With a few differences.

Like the walls having holes here and there due to the passage of time.

Or the carpet being so worn that it was difficult to find its original form.

Or the various decorations having crumbled with age, creating a bleak atmosphere.

If it weren't for these points, it could be said that it perfectly matched the room where Arthur and his party had been in the dream.

“I hope this doesn’t go on endlessly either.”

Arthur hoped that Lucy wasn’t that cruel as he moved forward.

The party's movements were very light, as they had been forced to rest in the fourth room.

How could their bodies not be light when they, who usually fought like crazy from morning to night, had only been walking around the corridor for half a day?

The party, instead of stopping Frey, who kept trying to dash forward, moved as if running to match her pace, and quickly reached the end of the corridor.

“Are we supposed to go inside here?”

In the place where the cradle had been in the first corridor, a door was installed in its place.

Frey took out her sword as soon as she saw it and tried to cut down the door and enter, but she failed in her charge as Arthur grabbed her by the scruff of her neck.

“Wait. Let’s sense what’s beyond there first…”

“Oh ho. Finally, a guest has arrived. I thought I was going to die waiting.”

They weren't given a chance to examine what was beyond the door.

Before Arthur could say anything to Joey and Pavey, the door opened and something appeared from inside.

The man was a shabby-looking man wearing rags.

A terrible stench that smelled like a corpse.

Hair that was greasy and drooping like seaweed because it hadn't been taken care of.

Crazy eyes, unique to recluses, visible through the hair.

The man quietly looked at the four people, smiled, and tried to speak.

“Hello…”

As he opened his mouth, a divine sphere appeared and exploded in front of his eyes, cutting off his words.

If the opponent had been ordinary, the flash would have robbed them of their sight and made them stagger, but the man avoided the flash by closing his eyes as soon as he saw the divine sphere.

“Oops. I was going to give you a welcome greeting, but I didn’t expect to receive one instead.”

While the man was joking, Frey, who had been released from Arthur’s hand, charged forward with Aura in her sword.

A strike to cut the opponent in half with one blow.

The man dodged the sharp, wind-like attack by slightly twisting his body and continued to speak.

“Calm down. I may be just one of the noble rabble, but I wouldn’t harm a guest who has come after so long.”

Even while speaking, the man easily dodged Frey’s attacks, then grabbed Frey by the scruff of her neck, threw her away, and dusted off his hands.

Frey, who managed to land next to Arthur with near-miraculous balance, frowned slightly.

“The sword doesn’t reach.”

“Is it a similar feeling to the wolf?”

“No. If I had to compare it, it’s closer to when we fought Professor Cal.”

Was it that she was being suppressed by overwhelming skill?

Arthur looked at the man standing still with his hands behind his back and bit his lip slightly.

It seems this one can’t be defeated by normal means either.

…Wait. Looking at the scenery of the corridor and this guy’s rotting appearance, isn’t it possible that this man is a Specter?

If this guy is one who refuses death, then with the Saintess’s purification…

“Impossible. Third Prince.”

Perhaps she read his intentions from Arthur’s gaze. Pavey shook her head.

“This person is alive. And he’s someone who can hold divine energy.”

So, shortcuts aren’t allowed.

Tch. It’s frustratingly thorough. Lucy Aln.

“Well, I can’t keep my guests standing here. Let’s go inside for now.”

The man's appearance, opening the door himself and inviting them to come inside, was suspicious to the extreme.

So suspicious that Arthur even suspected that he might not have any ulterior motives at all.

Frankly speaking, I don’t want to follow that invitation.

I don’t like giving the initiative to an unknown person.

However, the problem is that we have no choice.

What would we do if we couldn’t go through the door?

We would have to blindly search the endless corridor, like we did a while ago.

In that case, it’s better to go in knowing it’s a trap and find some clues.

The worst case scenario is that we get attacked by something unknown as soon as we enter the door and get kicked out.

But the room visible beyond the door looks like an ordinary office, even though it’s a mess, so it should be fine.

It doesn’t seem to have any magical devices, and the Saintess hasn’t said anything, so it shouldn’t be harboring anything ominous.

Even in the worst case, there should be a chance to find some clues.

At the moment Arthur finished thinking.

Joey. Pavey. Frey. The gazes of the three were directed towards Arthur.

In their gazes, filled with the belief that his judgment would be correct, Arthur felt burdened, but outwardly maintained a calm and serious face.

“Let’s go. Let’s see what Lucy Aln has prepared.”

As Arthur took a step forward, the others followed him into the room.

Soon, the four people who entered the room smelled the musty odor unique to old and dirty houses and looked around.

At that moment, the man who had been standing outside the door spoke with a gloomy smile.

“Welcome to the mansion, everyone. Please enjoy your stay.”

What the heck is he suddenly saying?

Arthur felt strange at the words that sounded like he was guiding tourists, and at that moment, the man suddenly closed the door.

Following the impact, cracks began to form on the floor.

Before Arthur and his party could do anything, the floor collapsed.

A sudden fall began, with nothing to hold on to.

“Damn it! Joey! Take care of the Saintess!”

“Don’t worry!”

Arthur, having confirmed that Joey had quickly created several wind-type Magic circles and was reducing the speed of the fall while holding Pavey, cast magic and looked for Frey.

Damn it. Where is that girl?

Even if it’s Frey, she won’t be okay if she falls like this?!

Arthur, looking around in bewilderment, found Frey not below, but above.

“I worried for nothing.”

Frey was continuing to stay in the air by stepping on the falling debris.

I don’t know how that’s possible.

But at least she won’t get hurt from falling.

Arthur, tired of the circus-like spectacle, turned his gaze away from Frey and completed the magic for himself.

Soon after, Arthur, who landed on the floor, shook off the stone fragments on his head and looked around.

Is this the entrance to the mansion?

Since that damn guy told us to enjoy the mansion, we must wander around this mansion and find some clues.

Haa. It’s going to be another troublesome task. Let’s take a light look around today and start a proper conquest from tomorrow.

“…Huh?”

Arthur, who was looking around, froze as he saw the object installed in the middle of the mansion.

It was to Arthur.

To Arthur’s party.

It was a familiar installation to everyone who had conquered the Academy Dungeon.

“Why is the Recording device here?”

Recording device.

A unique installation in the Academy Dungeon that replaces the safe zone of a normal Dungeon.

A device that allows you to avoid climbing the 100-story Academy Dungeon from the first floor every time.

Why is that here?

Why is the device that didn’t exist in the previous room only in this place?

At the moment Arthur felt doubt while looking at the Recording device.

The entrance to the mansion opened, revealing a staircase leading to the basement.

The moment he saw the dark staircase with no end in sight, Arthur hurriedly examined the Recording device, thinking the worst.

‘0th floor.’

The meaning of the number written there was clear.

All the rooms they had broken through so far were just dreams.

A tutorial created to allow examinees to become familiar with the Gimmick.

So, from now on.

From the entrance of this mansion.

A real, proper Dungeon.

“…I’m really going crazy.”

Arthur, who had grasped everything, stared at the number 0 and then let out a hollow laugh.

*

“What kind of Gimmick is that! If you make one mistake, you have to die!”

Arthur, who had been kicked out of the Dungeon after attacking the boss on the first floor, shook his head wildly and expressed his anger.

A place where you have to die if you mistake the moment when you can attack and the moment when you shouldn’t attack, no matter how much you struggle!

What kind of Dungeon is this in the world!

“Puhahaha. Poor Prince. Are you trying to gain sympathy with your appearance now? If you want to look like a beggar, there are many better ways.”

The moment he heard the slightly high-pitched, clear, ticklish, and annoying voice of a brat, Arthur knew who the owner of the voice was without even turning his head.

“Lucy Aln. Why are you here?”

Lucy Aln.

The girl who was the target of Arthur’s curses just now was looking down at him.

“I waited to see the face of the loser.”

“…What?”

“Pooh. Keuheup. I’m glad I waited because I got to see the poor Prince trembling. How was it? It was a wonderful place that a poor scrub like the poor Prince could never conquer, right? Right?”

…That damn brat.

As if making me suffer in that bizarre Dungeon wasn’t enough, now she’s even teasing me.

“Why don’t you answer? Is the Dungeon I made so~ amazing that the poor Prince’s scrubby vocabulary can’t express it?”

“Do you want an answer?”

“Can you even answer?”

“Of course, I can. But there’s a condition.”

“What is it?”

“Let me flick you on the forehead once.”

Looking at you being cheeky right now, I can’t stand my annoyance.

So, put your crown on the line. I don’t know if my fist can harm you, but I’ll relieve my frustration by hitting you and then give you an answer.

“Poot. What is it? Are you angry? Do you want to hit this small and cute girl? You’re really nothing but trash.”

“If you don’t want to, then forget it.”

I didn’t really mean it anyway. I just wanted to show you that I was annoyed. So, if you’re not going to give me a chance.

“I never said I didn’t want to, though?”

“…What?”

While Arthur was frozen by the completely unexpected answer, Lucy Aln walked up to him with small steps and presented her crown.

…Uh. So.

Are you really telling me to hit you?

To punch this small head?

Of course, I know you’re very strong.

But still.

“Pahaha. You’re really a scrub. You just hesitate even when I give you a chance. At this rate, I’ll have no choice but to call you the scrubby poor Prince forever, you know?”

Lucy, who took a step back with a laugh, teased Arthur while making a giggling sound with the moonlight behind her.

But that was only for a moment. She went to Joey’s side as soon as Joey appeared.

As if everything just now was just a small prank, without any regrets.

Arthur, who was left alone like that, covered his flushed face with both hands and vowed once again.

If I succeed in conquering the Dungeon, I’ll definitely flick her on the forehead, no matter what.

Author's words (Author's note)

Thank you for coming to see PIA1747014585384.

I'm sorry for being late!

I failed to adjust the amount!

314 - Second Semester Final Exam (11)
The phrase "0th floor" seems to be quite annoying.

Arthur wants to hit someone just once. Joey grumbles about whether it was really necessary. Frey pouts, calling it wicked.

Pavey, well, she doesn’t seem to have much of a reaction.

It’s not that strange. Pavey is the type to think that whatever I do has some meaning, so would she really get angry just because the Dungeon got a little longer?

I would have been happy to say, "I’m glad we can explore the Dungeon created by Young-ae-nim for a longer time." Even if I said the same thing, it wouldn’t have been that surprising.

By now, everyone knows that inserting the phrase "0th floor" was a highly intentional gimmick.

Since we’ve already conquered the first four rooms, it would have been fine to use phrases like "fifth room" or "5th floor," but what’s the reason for insisting on writing "0th floor"?

Of course, it’s to make us annoyed.

Wouldn’t anyone get heated if they felt that all the hardships they’ve endured so far were meaningless?

Now, in that state, as they conquer the Dungeon and realize that the various concerns they’ve had are not meaningless, they’ll feel as much joy as they felt anger.

Heh. Just imagining that scene makes me smile.

It’s almost a pity that I can’t see that moment with my own eyes.

<Hey, kid.>

While I was happily returning to the dormitory, having achieved my goal, the old man suddenly called out to me.

‘What?’

<Did you really think about giving him a good smack on the head?>

‘About Prince Arthur? Yes, I was thinking of doing that.’

Anyway, even if Arthur hit me with all his strength, it wouldn’t hurt that much.

I could give that much in exchange for hearing his impressions.

In the end, since the stage was set, Arthur got scared and the chance to hit him disappeared.

I’m not someone with such a broad mind, but I’m also not the type to take revenge to that extent.

How wicked must my image be in Arthur’s mind?

<Haah.>

When I tilted my head in confusion at that part, the old man let out a sigh that clearly showed his frustration.

<Hey, kid. You should develop the habit of considering the impact of your actions before you act.>

‘...What? What are you talking about all of a sudden?’

Did I do something wrong?

No matter how much I think about it, I don’t think I did anything problematic.

Oh, could it be that?

‘Grandfather, I don’t think I’d get hurt even if I got smacked on the head by Arthur.’

It’s true that he’s gotten stronger, but he still wouldn’t be able to injure me.

Even if Arthur surrounded himself with Aura, as long as I block it with my divine power, I wouldn’t take any damage, right?

Rather, I should be worried that Arthur’s hand might get hurt.

<That’s not the point!... Haah. Fine. You’ve done nothing wrong. If we’re going to point fingers, it would be Benedict’s fault.>

Benedict’s fault? What did he do?

I couldn’t understand the old man’s words and tilted my head, but he didn’t answer my question at all.

‘Grandfather! It really annoys me that you treat me like a kid?!’

That attitude of treating me like I don’t need to know anything just because I’m young is really irritating!

I tried to express my annoyance at the old man’s tone, which was hiding behind his words, but he just scoffed.

<Because you’re a kid, you’re treated like one.>

‘What? Where am I acting like a kid?!’

<Yes. On the outside and inside, you’re still a kid. What else could you be?>

I may look like a kid on the outside, but I’m not on the inside?! Please correct yourself when you’re being nice!

Otherwise, I won’t stay quiet!

<You get riled up so easily, that’s why I call you a kid. You brat.>


	



The day after Ruel provoked Lucy and ended up regretting his actions, it seemed that Arthur’s party breaking through the fourth room acted as a catalyst, as those in the lead began to break through the fourth room one by one in their own ways.

Among the various cases, the most absurd was the party of the second prince of Ruhvi, who managed to pass through the fourth room by failing to control their strength while trying to break down a wall, resulting in a team kill.

Seeing this, Dungeonology professor Jesl began to ponder whether it was really okay to graduate these guys, but that wasn’t really important information.

After breaking through the fourth room, those who descended the stairs leading to the basement reached the first floor of the Dungeon and realized that the previous rooms and the Dungeon were entirely different in form.

The previous rooms evaluated the ability to understand gimmicks rather than Dungeon exploration, but the Dungeon was different.

The ability to navigate the paths within the Dungeon.

The ability to confront the numerous monsters lurking within.

In addition, the ability to deal with the many traps set within the Dungeon.

The mansion’s underground Dungeon was a place that tested not only the ability to understand gimmicks but also the ability to conquer the Dungeon.

Normally, such changes would benefit the upperclassmen parties.

It’s normal for upperclassmen with more Dungeon exploration experience to have superior fundamentals compared to lowerclassmen.

However, this time, it was different.

As the difficulty of Dungeon exploration increased sharply with each advancing year, both lower and upperclassmen were cursing about the frustrating Dungeon.

How bad was it that there were discussions among those attempting the Dungeonology exam about whether the penalties based on grade were too harsh?

The catalyst for this discussion was Arthur’s party breaking through the first floor.

It was said that it was strange for a first-year to break the record, surpassing several prominent names in the leading group.

“Even the second prince of Ruhvi and the second prince are struggling on the first floor, yet first-years are clearing it.”

“No matter how excellent the party is, this is…”

“Arlene Young-ae is also a first-year. They must have given her an advantage.”

“Isn’t the outcome already decided then?”

As those who suffered terrible failures while attempting the first floor began to voice their opinions, it was Cecil’s party that suppressed them.

Cecil’s party, which had pursued Arthur’s party at a terrifying speed, reclaimed the lead by being the first to conquer the second floor.

“Funny. Don’t blame the Dungeon for your lack of skill.”

Even with penalties, standing in the lead was impressive, and with this remark from Cecil to those who came to flatter him, the term "discrimination by grade" began to fade somewhat.

Moreover, what prevented this controversy from continuing was the fact that most of those in the lead were second or third-year students.

The only ones fiercely competing among them were Arthur’s party and Avery’s party.

Other first-years, aside from these two, were rarely seen even reaching the 0th floor.

“Are those people just exceptional?”

This opinion was accepted as the mainstream, and those who uttered the term "grade discrimination" were treated as fools, causing the artificially created controversy to completely dissipate.

In addition to this, another incident occurred among those taking the Dungeonology exam.

“Ugh! Seriously!”

“I want to smack someone! I want to lecture someone!”

“This is why I didn’t want to see hints!”

“Lucy Aln!”

Those who saw the second hint began to gather, vowing revenge against Lucy Aln.

Under the goal of showing Lucy Aln, who must have written the hints for the Dungeonology exam, a lesson, they willingly shared their methods of conquering the Dungeon and worked hard to see the end of it.

Even though there were those who were disqualified due to cheating, the madness didn’t stop, indicating just how immense their anger was.

As numerous stories emerged during the third day of the final exam, by the time they reached the fourth day, many had dropped out of the lead competition.

For most, it was a matter of stamina.

They had to prepare for other final exams while desperately attempting to conquer the Dungeon for three days.

As the ordeal that they thought would end in a day or two dragged on for over three days, those pushed to the brink of exhaustion had no choice but to give up the competition.

The representative of this was Avery’s party.

Although they had shown remarkable results among the upperclassmen and were considered one of the prides of the first years, in the end, this party had only risen to a high place relying on the abilities of one person, Toby.

This party, lacking both the ability and stamina to keep up with the speed of the other leading groups, ultimately declared a break when Avery Lummie could no longer endure, thus dropping out of the competition.

Many others also gave up the competition for their own reasons, and by the end of the fourth day, it was believed that the first conqueror would emerge from these three parties.

The strongest parties from each grade that had been in the spotlight from the beginning.

Arthur’s party from the first year.

Cecil’s party from the second year.

Kurten’s party from the third year.

While many were giving up, these three parties continued to fiercely compete, repeatedly stealing the lead from each other, and before the end of the fourth day, they broke through the fourth floor of the Dungeon, snatching away any remaining hope from most examinees.

On the fifth day of the Academy’s final exam.

As the time approached when only three days remained until the end of the final exam, the attitudes of people toward the Dungeonology exam were largely divided into three.

“Anyway, I won’t make it to the end, so I’ll just avoid failing.”

“I’m too busy with other exams to waste time on this.”

“Ha. Damn it. I’m just going to quit.”

Those who turned their backs on the Dungeon after only aiming to avoid failing or achieving a decent score.

“I’ve worked hard until now, so I have to see it through to the end.”

“I can’t let Lucy Aln laugh at me.”

“I wonder how many floors I need to reach to be in the top ranks.”

Whether it was out of regret for the effort they had put in so far, to show Lucy a lesson, or to achieve a high score, those who decided to conquer the Dungeon until the end.

“Lucy Aln. That bitch. Has she even attempted to conquer this Dungeon?”

“Would she? She probably just made it difficult to torment people and is snickering.”

“I doubt she even did any crafting.”

“Haah. Just a year ago, she was just a damn girl.”

“Ah. This is really frustrating.”

“Why do I have to fail because of that girl?”

“She only gives hints that are as useless as herself.”

Those who, despite giving up everything and focusing on the Dungeonology exam, were pushed out of the competition.

Having ruined their final exams and unable to grasp the rewards of being the first conqueror, they had already reached a point where no matter what they did, they could not avoid failing.

If someone were to hear their stories, they might say that it wasn’t wrong for them to make foolish choices, but among these similarly foolish people, no self-correcting mechanism could arise.

Was that all?

Perhaps because two fools combined, they began to think even more foolishly, reaching a point where they lost their brakes and devised a ridiculous plan.

“Hey. Since it’s come to this, should we humiliate that Lucy Aln?”

“How?”

“Since it’s her Dungeon, we should tell her to conquer it herself.”

“...That girl may not know much, but she’s good at conquering Dungeons.”

“Fool. Can’t you see that the three parties in the lead have been trying to conquer the fifth floor all day and still can’t break through? She never intended to let them clear it in the first place.”

“True. It’s amazing that the people in that party still haven’t cleared it.”

“Maybe she didn’t even prepare any rewards?”

“Then she’s really a damn girl?”

“What does it matter? We’re just checking. As long as we follow the procedure, it won’t harm us, right?”

“Yeah. If she can conquer it, great. If not, it’ll be a big deal.”

Those who believed that Lucy Aln had made them miserable devised a plan to humiliate her with their stiff minds.

And that plan was undoubtedly one that Lucy Aln herself would most likely welcome the most.
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It was around lunchtime on the sixth day of the final exams.

Having grown accustomed to the stinging gazes from all around, I sat in the corner of the cafeteria, waiting for my food as usual.

To be honest, I was a bit nervous the first time I received such blatant stares.

While attracting the disdain of others was an everyday occurrence, I had never been looked at so openly before.

Usually, everyone avoided me, fearing I might pick a fight.

But then I thought about it, and realized that staring wouldn’t change anything.

In the end, the others just glared at me without actually confronting me, nor did they hurl curses at me like the commoners had done recently, or play any malicious pranks.

They were merely observing me like a beast in a zoo, so why should I care?

So I decided to let them stare if they wanted to.

Who knows? Maybe they’d end up developing a grudging affection for me after staring for a while?

Just like the saying that was popular in a smartphone game, “So what? I’m pretty, aren’t I?”—maybe a situation like that would arise.

Imagining myself saying something like that made me feel a bit nauseous, but considering I had said similar things to provoke others, it made me feel even worse.

Let’s think of something else. Something different.

There are plenty of good things.

For instance, today marks the end of my final exams at the Academy.

The exams at the Academy usually take place over a week, and since each student has different subjects to take, the end of the exam period varies from student to student.

In my case, it ended with the history exam I took this morning.

My grandfather had been nagging me, saying that what I knew about history was different, but I ignored all his advice and trusted only what was recorded in the Log function.

After being severely punished during the last Partran Festival, how could I trust my grandfather’s words?

What they ask in the exam isn’t real history, but the history written in textbooks! I don’t need the vivid testimonies of people who lived at that time!

<No. Isn’t that nonsensical? How could a coward like him be nicknamed the King of Coldness?! He was nothing but a trash who could only pass the buck to his subordinates and run away!>

As I listened to my grandfather’s grumbling, which seemed to have pressed a button for a fit of rage, I noticed a server approaching from afar.

Ah. Finally, it’s here.

The Academy Special Cream Pasta I ordered.

Even from a distance, it looked delicious.

Hehe. I can already imagine the taste.

Twisting the noodles around my fork and taking a bite would fill my mouth with rich cream, bursting with a savory flavor.

“Excuse me for a moment, Lady Arlene.”

As I was savoring the imagined taste of the pasta, someone blocked my view.

Who on earth is this? What audacious brat is interrupting my delightful fantasy?

Frowning, I lifted my face to see a complete stranger.

Who is this kid?

From the uniform, they seemed to be a second-year student at the Academy, but since I had never seen this face before, they must be one of the extras not mentioned in the game.

As I tilted my head in confusion, I noticed a few other students around this kid, and I rested my chin on my hand.

If these guys, who didn’t even know me, had gathered to talk to me, there could only be one reason.

These punks were definitely here to pick a fight with me.

‘No, it’s not okay.’

“How about thinking before you speak? Someone like you, a pathetic loser, has no right to waste the time of someone as noble as me, right?”

Waving my hand dismissively, I watched as the kid at the front turned beet red.

I hadn’t even provoked them properly yet, and they were already trembling. I don’t know who they are, but judging by their inability to control their emotions, they didn’t seem that impressive.

“Please, just give us a moment of your time. It’s important.”

If there hadn’t been so many witnesses, I would have knocked them down and ignored them, but there were too many eyes on us.

Most of the people in the Academy cafeteria were watching this scene.

Given that my reputation had already hit rock bottom due to the Dungeonology exam, any violent action here could turn into some grotesque rumor.

So I needed to create a clear justification. I would make that kid throw the first punch.

Crossing my arms and leaning back, it seemed the extra understood it as a signal that I would listen to them, and they forced a smile.

“Thank you. I am…”

“Hey♡ You look like a beast rather than a person♡ Don’t you think your gaze is too high for someone asking a favor?♡ It’s troublesome if you act lowly just because you look lowly, right?♡”

“I’m sorry.”

“Well, you should be sorry♡ If I weren’t as kind and cute as I am, you would have been in big trouble, you know?♡”

The kid who bit their lip at my mocking tone tried to sit down, saying it was an intrusion.

Did they misunderstand my request to make eye contact as an invitation to join me?

“Who said you could sit?♡”

“...What?”

“You look like an animal, not a person, right?♡ Then your place should be where animals are♡ Isn’t that right?♡”

Pointing to the floor with my gaze, I watched as the extra’s face turned red and they clenched their fists.

Seeing their companions getting angry at my blatant disregard, it seemed that with just a little more provocation, someone would snap.

“Don’t like it?♡ I’m surprised that a bunch of trash gathered to bully a girl has any pride~♡ Truly amazing~♡”

“We’re not like that.”

“Enough♡ Just say something♡ I’m curious about what kind of sound a beast like you will make♡”

“...We came to speak with the Lady about the upcoming Dungeonology exam.”

Hah. What nonsense are they trying to say? Is it about the dungeon?

What is it? Are they whining that it’s too hard?

Then they can just look for hints. The vocabulary written there might be strange, but the content itself is quite normal.

“That dungeon. Is it really a place that can be cleared?”

...What?

“Despite the leading group attempting to clear it all day, they haven’t gone beyond the fifth floor. Was there never any intention to allow a clear? You don’t want to give out rewards…”

“Pfft♡ Hahaha♡”

Is this brat really saying what I think they are?

Are they suggesting that the dungeon was created to avoid giving out rewards?

That they were just planning to torment the Academy students with false hope?

Hah. Damn it. This is ridiculous.

I was just going to scare them off, but they’ve crossed the line.

How dare they touch the pride of this filthy water.

“Lady? Right now, I’m talking.”

“Shut up♡ Hearing your disgusting voice makes me feel nauseous♡”

I slowly stood up and moved my feet to stand in front of the trash kid.

Being short makes this kind of situation quite uncomfortable. I always have to look up at whoever I stand in front of.

To meet their gaze, I have to force them to kneel, right?

“...Lady Arlene?”

In response to the voice calling me, I smiled and answered, then kicked the kid’s ankle to send their gaze where it should be.

Hmm. Trash really does suit the floor well.

“What are you doing!”

“We are just!...”

“Shut up♡ Didn’t you hear what I just said?♡ I don’t want to hear the grunting of pigs!♡”

I clearly spoke in a way that a person could understand, so why couldn’t they comprehend it?

Should I ask a foolish fox to teach them how to make animal sounds?

As I genuinely wondered, the trash that had fallen to the ground struggled to rise, limping on the leg I had kicked.

“If the Lady comes out like this, we will!”

“Go ahead♡”

“...What?”

“Go ahead and try♡”

Come at me. I want to see how impressive you think you are while treating the dungeon I painstakingly created like a troll dungeon.

I looked down at the kid at the front, waiting for them to make a move, but the trash only exchanged glances, too scared to step forward.

Does it make sense that second-year students at the Academy are too intimidated to confront a first-year girl who barely reaches their waist?

What’s even more infuriating is that these kinds of trash doubted the dungeon I made!

If it were someone deserving, at least someone in the leading group, and they had asked if they could break it, I would have smiled and answered.

They deserved that.

But for losers who couldn’t even make it into the rankings, who hadn’t even tried to, to blame their incompetence on my dungeon!

“Scared of a little girl, you cowards♡ All you can do is tremble in fear of getting beaten♡ You trash who run to the easy target instead of the scary professor♡”

“...”

“Pfft♡ Are you angry?♡ So what are you going to do?♡ Can you hit me?♡ You can’t, can you?♡ You can’t do anything but get beaten by me, right?♡ Huh?♡”

“...Enough.”

“Ah♡ I see♡ You came here to pick a fight with me just to hear me insult you?♡ Ugh~♡ You disgusting pedo perverts♡ Can you please just go away?♡ I feel like I’ll catch something weird if I keep talking to you♡…”

The kid who was being provoked in front clenched their teeth and raised their fist.

You could tell from the veins bulging on their fist that their strength was contained within.

But what does it matter if it’s sincere? They’re so slow.

I stopped their fist by grabbing their wrist and twisted their arm.

The trash tried to resist, but the difference in strength was too great, and their resistance meant nothing.

“Gah!”

I didn’t even twist it hard, yet they were whining.

This is hardly worthy of being called trash.

I found the annoying sound of them whining unbearable, so I hit their nose to shut them up, then knocked down the kid who was preparing to attack me next.

There was a big guy charging at me.

Were they trying to pin me down with their weight?

I wouldn’t say that was a wrong judgment.

But who would fall for such an obvious charge?

I kicked the big guy in the chin to subdue them, then kicked their head as they fell forward, surveying my surroundings.

What pathetic cowards.

What kind of confidence did they have to come pick a fight with me?

Don’t they know my infamous reputation? That can’t be true.

As I pondered how incomprehensible this was, I approached the representative of the trash, who was bleeding from their nose, and stomped on their mouth to cut off their apologies before continuing.

“I’ll answer your initial question♡ Of course, that dungeon is a place that can be cleared♡ It’s a place even you pathetic losers, who I doubt should even be in second year, can clear♡”

Well, this is convenient.

I had been feeling quite frustrated watching them attempt to clear the dungeon.

“I’ll show you myself♡ Just how foolish you are♡ Just how low your level is♡ I’ll make sure you tremble in shame and want to die♡ Ah~♡ I’m really kind, you know?♡ Right?”

I asked while looking at the kid whose mouth I was stomping on, and they desperately nodded.

At this point, it seemed even these beasts understood my words, so maybe I should stop here.

Kicking the trash representative in the jaw to knock them out, I snatched a plate from the server who was standing there, unsure of what to do.

Ugh. The noodles are all soggy now. I was really looking forward to this.

...Ah. Seeing this makes me even angrier. I need to beat a few more of them to relieve my stress.

“Hah.”

What’s this?

Is there anyone else who wants to pick a fight with me?

Turning my head, hoping for a more satisfying punching bag this time, I froze when I saw the Dungeonology professor with their forehead resting on the table.

“Lady Arlene?”

“...Nyehet?!♡”

“Shall we have a talk?”
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Unable to eat even pasta, I was dragged into the Dungeonology professor's office, where I eyed him warily as he clutched his forehead.

My reason had snapped a little back then, so I just went ahead and did it, but what I had done just now was beat down a few people in front of a crowd.

I don't regret throwing those punches even now, but if you ask me if it was a good thing or a bad thing, it was definitely a bad thing.

With everyone in the cafeteria as a witness, it was impossible to quietly deal with what I had done. We had to determine the rights and wrongs of the situation and decide on the punishment.

Therefore, what I had to do now was explain how unfair and threatening the other party's actions were and appeal for justification for what I had done.

It would be even better if I showed some self-reflection.

Even though I was aware of what I had to do, my outward behavior was completely different from what I was thinking.

Confident shoulders. A haughty gaze as if to say, "Why are you wasting my time like this?" A pouty lip. Legs crossed without a trace of courtesy.

I knew that this attitude was so infuriating that it could create a punishment where there was none!

But there was no way around it!

As long as I had the Mesugaki skill, I couldn't show any sign of remorse, let alone a subdued demeanor!

"Arlene Young-ae."

As I lamented inwardly, I turned my head slightly at the professor's voice. He was probably going to nag me about what happened earlier, right?

"I'm sorry."

I couldn't help but blink, as I hadn't expected the Dungeonology professor to apologize at all.

Sorry? For what?

"I should have anticipated that those idiots would come to you, Young-ae."

My question was resolved through the professor's explanation that followed.

Apparently, those pathetic trash who came to me had visited the professor beforehand to talk about the Dungeon.

"Is it really a place that can be cleared? Isn't it a place that ordinary students wouldn't even dare to attempt? Can you prove that Arlene Young-ae can clear it?"

The professor said that he had given them a warning and kicked them out because they were just spouting nonsense not worth answering, but I could sense deep anger in his words.

Well, he was heavily involved in creating the final exam dungeon, too.

How annoyed would someone who takes pride in being one of the key people in creating this Dungeon be when they hear people questioning whether it's a proper Dungeon?

If he wasn't a professor, wouldn't he have punished them himself before they came to me?

Ah. Thinking about those bastards' faces is making me angry again.

I protected my pride in the Dungeon even while preparing to be oppressed by the pathetic god, but now these guys who aren't even qualified to question the Dungeon are spouting nonsense.

I should have beaten them up more. I should have educated them until their faces turned pale whenever they saw me...

No, I can just visit them later and teach them a lesson step by step, right?

I'm such a genius!

Hehe. What should I do first? First of all...

"Arlene Young-ae?"

Huh? Why?

"I roughly know what you're thinking, but please refrain from it for now."

...Was it too obvious in my expression? The professor is stopping me like this even though I didn't say anything.

"If you go to them right away today, it will be too noticeable. So, teach them some manners quietly when things have calmed down later."

I let out a hollow laugh at the professor's words that he could create a justification if necessary.

Ah. He's not stopping me, he's giving me advice?

Professor, you must be really pissed off too.

Well, it would be strange not to be pissed off after hearing about those trash. Yeah.

"Let's stop talking about those guys who aren't even worth mentioning. There's something more important."

"Something important?"

"About you declaring that you would clear the Dungeon in front of everyone."

Just now, I told everyone that I would show them how to clear this final exam dungeon.

I said that it wasn't that the Dungeon was too difficult to clear, but that they were too pathetic to clear it.

This is a sincere statement without a hint of exaggeration, and it's the truth that anyone involved in making the Dungeon would nod in agreement with, but the people who heard me in the cafeteria wouldn't think so.

Who would take it well if they were struggling to solve a difficult problem and someone next to them laughed and said they couldn't solve it because they were pathetic?

"The eyes watching your demonstration will definitely be critical."

Since I provoked them like this, the eyes watching my demonstration will definitely not be kind.

They're probably trying to find any fault they can.

Now I understood what the Dungeonology professor was trying to say.

"Are you sure you're okay with this?"

She was worried about me right now.

She was asking if I was okay with being judged under the eyes of the public.

Puhaha. This Dungeonology professor was someone who only sent me sharp emotions before making the final exam dungeon.

Now she's even worried about me.

I guess I'm good at making Dungeons.

When I unknowingly let out a giggle, the professor's eyes softened slightly.

She probably knew what answer I would give even before asking.

'I'm okay.'

"Kehah. For a pathetic professor to worry about me, how presumptuous. Shouldn't you know your place by now?"

Showing other people how to clear Dungeons is something I've done to the point of being sick of it.

I'm the one who wrote the guides for all the Dungeons in Soul Academy, as well as the guides for the numerous Dungeons uploaded as mods.

There's no way I wouldn't be able to demonstrate how to clear a Dungeon that I made myself to other people, right?

"Then I won't ask again."

The moment the Dungeonology professor added with a smile that she would schedule the demonstration after the final exam,

The old man, who had been quiet until now, spoke up slightly.

<Well done, my daughter.>

'What is?'

<Haven't you been dreaming of this moment? You even made plans on how to best demonstrate clearing the Dungeon to others.>

'...How do you know that, Grandpa?'

<I know because I saw it.>

You saw me giggling to myself!?

I thought it would be okay since you didn't answer when I called you, so I was freely expressing my ego!

So that was a sinister trap set by Grandpa!

<I'm sure you were smiling to yourself, saying, 'If I do this, everyone will definitely say I'm cool.'>

'Gyaaaaaak! Stop! Stooooop!'

No, Grandpa, you said you think of me as your granddaughter!

Is it okay to bring up the vivid dark history of the granddaughter of a legendary Holy Knight like this?!

Shouldn't you be a little more considerate?!

<Hmph. You shouldn't have tried to hand me over to Lina-nim back then.>

You've been keeping that in mind?!

You're so petty!

You provoked me first!

Who was it that made me angry by being annoying, and now you're taking revenge like this with that incident!

Just you wait!

I'll put this in my Book of Grudges!

I gagged Grandpa, who kept trying to spout nonsense, by stuffing him in my inventory, and desperately looked for another topic to suppress the rising embarrassment in my heart.

Something.

Something appropriate.

Ah, right! The leading group in the Academy Dungeon!

What the hell are they doing that they still haven't cleared the 5th floor?!

If they've been trying since yesterday, they should be clearing it by now!

I've been prepared to receive the penalty since yesterday!

Why are they still wandering around on the 5th floor!

When I asked about this, the Dungeonology professor, who seemed subtly excited until scheduling the demonstration, visibly slumped her shoulders.

What's wrong? Why all of a sudden?

Did Kurten Gongja do something weird again?

No?

Then what is it?

Did Cecil cause an accident because she couldn't control her anger during the clearing process?

Not that either?

Ah. Maybe our airhead Young-ae did something outrageous.

"It would take too long to explain, so I'll just show you a video."

When the Dungeonology professor waved her hand, a large Magic circle filled the desk.

And as Magical Power was put into it and the magic was activated, a video appeared between me and the Dungeonology professor.

It was a video of Arthur's group.

"This is perfect. It looks like they're preparing to clear the 5th floor boss."

They were the ones in charge of the final boss of the Dungeon I created. They were preparing for battle in front of the door where the guy I put a lot of effort into making for the sake of the Dungeon's completeness was waiting.

Arthur and Joey, who use magic, were preparing the Magic circle they would use in advance.

Pavey was giving each of them buffs and recording holy magic on her accessories at the same time.

As for Frey, he was wrapping Aura around his sword and twitching his body with his eyes closed. He was probably imagining the moment of battle in his head.

'Joey. Are you ready?'

'Yes. What about you, Prince?'

'I'm done. Now we just need to see if the preparations we've made are the best.'

...Huh? Wait?

Something about the content of the conversation is strange?

Why are they talking about personal preparations instead of talking about the Gimmick?

You should know if you've fought it!

The 5th floor boss isn't a boss you can clear with brute force!

No, right?

It's not what I'm thinking, right? Right?

'Haa. Lucy Aln, that guy. I've told him not to base things on himself, but he still created such a bizarre guy.'

'Maybe Arlene Young-ae put some thought into this.'

'...I'm afraid that he would actually do that.'

'Um. Everyone. Arlene Young-ae must have thought that we could overcome this trial. So about Young-ae...'

'Don't worry, Saintess. The two of us know him.'

'The Third Prince is right, Pavey. It's true that Young-ae has very high standards, but he wouldn't give us a problem that we can't overcome.'

No! What are you guys saying!

I made it so that you can't clear it by just blindly running into it!

I designed the boss to make you find a different direction!

'Then shall we try again? I don't know what Lucy Aln will say to us if we can't clear it by the last day.'

After Arthur finished speaking, I couldn't hold back the rising anger and ran my hand over my face as I watched them open the door to the boss room with determined expressions.

Why can't you feel anything strange?!

There's no way a boss that you, who are outstanding even by the standards of the entire continent as well as the 1st graders, would think is overwhelming would be on the exam!

If you failed a few times, shouldn't you tilt your heads and look for another way?!

Why are you just blindly ramming your heads into it!

And you call yourselves the 2nd and 3rd place students in the Academy's 1st grade!?

...Heeeee.

Okay. I've made up my mind.

Freedom won't exist for you during this winter vacation.

I'll beat the method of clearing Dungeons into you from beginning to end through Aln family-style special training.

I won't accept any refusals.

This is a disaster you brought on yourselves.
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To intervene in the magic circle that the opponent unfolds, countless abilities are required.

First and foremost, it is essential to be able to counter the opponent's magical power.

If this premise is not upheld, one cannot even attempt to intervene in the magic circle, and their own magical power will be swallowed by the opponent's.

Thus, the possibility of attempting to intervene in the magic circle disappears entirely. Originally, Joey could not respond to the magical power possessed by the invalid.

It is true that she possesses exceptional abilities, and it is also a clear truth that she is rapidly growing through hard work without resting on her talents. However, she is still only a first-year student at the Academy.

Joey has not yet accumulated enough time to challenge the invalid in a contest of strength, as there are still more things to bloom in her future than what she has honed so far.

So, Joey brought out her trump card.

The gem that Lucy had gifted her in the past. By unlocking the magical power contained within it, she forced a balance.

The magical power within the gem combined with her own, allowing Joey's magical power and the invalid's to face each other, but this confrontation could not last long.

The magical power Joey was trying to handle was far beyond her usual limits.

A pain that felt as if the circuits of magical power inscribed within her body were gradually tearing apart.

A heat that felt as if the blood flowing through her veins was boiling.

Gritting her teeth, Joey endured the pain while moving her magical power.

The second condition for intervening in the magic circle: to know the form of the magic circle the opponent is trying to unfold.

It is extremely difficult to scatter the magic when the magic circle has taken shape and the magical powers are coalescing.

Unless one possesses the power of elevation to crush it, it is practically impossible.

However, if one intervenes before the magic circle is completed, the story changes.

If one can slip between the magical powers that are trying to hold hands and prevent the magic circle from forming in the first place, even if there is not much difference in levels, or even if there are shortcomings, they can still scatter the magic.

And Joey, who had challenged the invalid dozens or hundreds of times to defeat him, had already perfectly memorized the magic circle that the opponent would unfold.

How the picture would be drawn.

Which part would be the center.

Which side would be weak in conjunction.

How to compensate when unexpected situations arise.

All of these matters.

That is why Joey could lift the corners of her mouth even amidst terrible pain.

Everything about what to do was already decided.

Now, all that remained was to move her magical power.

As she lightly waved her staff, the magical powers that had spread around her moved to their rightful places as if they each had their own will.

Her talent, which had blossomed after seeking help from Lucy.

Her exceptional ability to manipulate multiple magical powers, which had brought tears of joy to her magical theory professor.

As Joey proudly showcased her specialty, the magic circle that the invalid was drawing came to a halt midway.

"Impressive, little one."

This was something that had never happened before.

Even the invalid, who used magic, could not have imagined this.

It was only natural to feel bewildered.

Yet, for some reason, the invalid remained calm in the face of such an event.

"The talent you possess is truly wondrous."

"...Of course. For the esteemed lady of the Partran Family... this is nothing special!"

As Joey raised her voice, forcing herself through the pain, the corners of the invalid's mouth curled up, forming a thick smile.

"But it's not over yet! Do you think you can stop me with just this much?!"

As if responding to the invalid's shout, his magical power surged even more.

The confrontation until now had been a courtesy on his part. He had played enough, and now it was time to end it. Faced with the increasingly dense magical power, Joey screamed internally.

That wasn't the limit?!

He hadn't just created magic in desperation; he had still been holding back until then?!

This was absurd!

Joey desperately tried to push back the invalid's magical power, but the difference in levels was simply too great.

If the invalid's magical power was a storm, Joey's was merely a spring breeze.

No matter how much she struggled, the inevitable conclusion was that she would be swallowed by the storm and disappear without a trace.

What should I do?!

What can I do?!

How can I stop this with the power I have now?!

What kind of trick can I use to change this situation?

"In the words of the great main god."

At that moment, when Joey's eyes lost their direction in confusion,

A voice came from beside her.

A voice that contained nothing but warmth, even in a desperate situation.

"It is said that miracles follow those who do not give up."

Turning her head to follow the voice, Joey saw Pavey, no, the saintess, standing beside her.

The figure of a clergyman wishing to bring hope to the world according to the will of the divine.

"We will forget to retreat."

The moment the prayer ended, the pain that lingered in Joey's body dispersed, and a will seeped into her heart, which had been filled with confusion and embarrassment.

The blessing created for those who fight against evil added strength to Joey.

After finishing her prayer, Pavey smiled at Joey, who was staring at her blankly, and then raised her divine power, looking ahead once more.

"Now, everyone? Let's show them that this is not the end."

"I know without you saying! Saintess!"

"I'm going."

As the powerful male voice and the indifferent female voice mixed, Arthur and Frey, who had brushed past Joey, began to charge forward.

Seeing the two rush in, the invalid tried to obstruct their charge with his red magical power that dominated the room, but the movement of his magic was inevitably clumsy compared to before.

His magical power spread throughout the room was bound by Joey's magic.

"Is that all you've got for all that noise?!"

"How pathetic."

Arthur and Frey, who had become accustomed to the invalid as an enemy, would not stop at the clumsy obstruction they faced after coming this far.

The two easily dodged all the obstacles and reached the invalid.

"How dare you interfere!"

"Are you struggling now?!"

"Changing your words now? How ugly."

An aura was inscribed on the weapons of the two.

A form of a deadly attack filled with all their strength, as if they would not think about the aftermath.

As soon as the invalid saw that aura, he desperately swung his sword, but his strike could not push Arthur and Frey back.

Instead, it only exposed a gap, blocked by Arthur's sword.

"Damn it!"

Under normal circumstances, the invalid would have been relaxed even against the combined assault of Arthur and Frey.

His martial prowess, solid physique, and overwhelming magical power were at a level that was burdensome for Arthur and Frey to withstand.

But not now.

Amidst countless challenges, most of the invalid's martial prowess had been dismantled.

Now, to unleash his final magic, he had poured all his magical power outside his body.

The invalid had to do everything he could to block Arthur and Frey's combined assault.

"After all, the sword itself is boring. Pathetic."

"Just as you said! Without magical power, you're nothing!"

"You filthy bastards!"

As the auras collided, creating sparks, Joey snapped back to reality as she felt something being placed on her shoulder.

"Joey. This isn't the time to be dawdling."

"...What?"

"An opportunity has come. If you keep this up, I might start calling you the clueless lady!"

"What?! What do you mean... Ah."

Startled by Pavey's words, Joey quickly understood the meaning behind them.

The red magical power was gradually becoming disordered.

As the invalid was cornered by Arthur and Frey's combined assault, the magical powers under his control were breaking free from his command.

"You can do it, right?"

"...Of course."

Intervening in the magical power that was breaking free from its master's control was as easy as intervening in the magical power that exists in nature!

If it were the old Joey, she might not have been able to do it.

But for the current Joey, this was nothing.

"I'll help you, Joey."

Joey did not question Pavey's offer to help.

Knowing Pavey's abilities, which she had been friends with since childhood, she revealed her trust with a light smile and moved her staff again.

As a result, Joey's magical power seeped between the invalid's magical powers, and following the path created by Joey's magic, Pavey's divine power moved, accelerating the scattering of the magical power.

"Stop it! It can't end like this!"

Sensing something unusual, the invalid tried to resist with a desperate voice.

"Where do you think you're going?!"

"Responding in turn is only polite. You can't pass."

"Get out of the way!"

In his loss of composure, he could not defeat those who bore the glorious blood of Soladin and were blessed by martial prowess.

"No."

The red magical power that had brought death to Arthur and his companions began to scatter.

"No!"

The ominous atmosphere that filled the room was calmed by the divine power.

"It can't be!"

The moment the source of the magic he was trying to unfold collapsed.

"It can't d... cough! cough!"

As the invalid let out a voice close to a scream, blood seeped from his mouth along with a cough.

The backlash that came as the magic he had poured all his power into crumbled.

For someone who manipulates magic, this was akin to a death sentence.

Seeing the opening, Frey rushed in to cut off his breath, but Arthur blocked him.

"...Why are you stopping me? Sympathy?"

"The opponent is Lucy Aln. We don't know what traps he might have laid at the end."

"Ah. I understand."

While Frey stepped back willingly, the invalid's death was gradually progressing.

The armor that protected his body began to rust and gradually crumbled into dust.

Wrinkles rapidly formed on his youthful skin, and eventually, the skin began to rot from those wrinkles.

His bones, weakened to the point of not being able to bear the weight of his body, broke, causing him to tumble to the floor.

At the end, the invalid, who had tried to rise several times only to fall again, looked at his body collapsing from his toes and spoke in despair.

"Is this the end for one who chose the wrong means?"

In a scene where the god who governs time seemed to take away the time possessed by the invalid.

"Haha. Yes. This must be the natural order."

With regretful eyes, the invalid looked around the room one last time and then gazed at the companions who had brought him down.

"Congratulations. You have turned the impossible into the possible and surpassed this mansion. I hope you take pride in the miracle you have created."

It was not something a loser should say. He muttered while chuckling, but that laughter did not last long.

As the laughter continued, all the time that remained for him was taken away.

Thus, the formidable opponent that had driven Arthur and his companions to hundreds of failures faded away with a faint smile, turning to ashes.

In the place where he had vanished, only a bracelet, holding a cold beauty, remained, proving that something had once existed there.

"...Joey. I don't know much about my accessory, but is that the item I think it is?"

"Prince! Can't you tell?! The meticulously crafted gems! The countless colors contained within! Most importantly, the signature engraved there is definitely that of Lady Preti!"

"That's right, Prince. That item was surely made by the Apostle of the Artisans' Guild."

"That means... we are the first conquerors of this dungeon!"

Unable to contain his joy, Arthur clenched his fist.

"It's over!"

Just moments ago, Joey, who had poured all her strength, forgot her dignity as a noble and whimpered with a smile, saying how tired and painful she was.

"It's over."

Pavey approached Joey and healed her with her magic.

"That was anticlimactic."

Frey, unaware that a smile was forming on his lips, boasted about how anticlimactic it was as he sheathed his sword.

The six-day journey, which had begun with the Academy's final exam and continued without a moment's rest, ultimately concluded with the victory of Arthur and his companions.


	




	Ding!



[The final exam dungeon has been conquered!]

[A penalty has been imposed due to quest failure!]
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As the Dungeon was conquered, the quest failed, and a penalty was imposed accordingly.

Seeing that phrase, I neither despaired nor felt frustrated.

From the moment I decided to prioritize my pride over clearing the quest given by the Main god, this outcome was destined to happen.

I never expected that the Dungeon would be conquered not in the way I designed, but through sheer force.

My feelings are quite complicated.

Honestly, I am glad that my friends have become so strong after all their efforts.

Frey, who has grown strong enough to face a boss based on Cal's swordsmanship without retreating an inch.

Arthur, who vividly demonstrated what it means to be a versatile magic swordsman, moving between the front and rear lines.

Pavey, who is elevating her divine magic to a higher level by adding knowledge of general magic.

Joey, who proved the results of her desperate efforts by dispelling the magic I had designed to ensure her death.

The sight of them being much stronger than I initially thought engraved a sense of pride in my heart.

If they hadn’t smashed the Dungeon I created with their enhanced abilities, I would have been genuinely smiling with ease.

...Sigh.

I wonder what kind of penalty will be imposed.

Something humiliating that I tried to do before but failed?

Or a reenactment of the "LOL" meme?

Or perhaps I’ll have to wear Lucy's old dress?

As I reflected on the past, the twisted desires of the pathetic god came flooding back to me.

Is this trash really what the Main god wants to see—his apostle getting schooled?

The future of this world is dark.

Ah! Seriously!

Whatever it is, just hurry up and give me the punishment!

This moment of anxiety is the most annoying!

I can’t help but think of all sorts of things because I don’t know what will come out!

Could it be that you’re aiming for this too?!

Are you enjoying watching me fidget like this?!

It’s really scary to think that might be the case! You perverted god!

“Arlene Young-ae.”

As I expressed my hatred towards the perverted god in my heart, the Dungeonology professor took his eyes off the screen and spoke.

“Did you anticipate that it would be conquered in this way? The dialogue is different from the original conquest.”

‘Of course.’

“I don’t understand why you’re asking something so obvious. Tsk. This is why foolish professors are.”

Of course, what I hoped for was to see the perfect end of the Dungeon by using a gimmick, but separately, I also included the possibility of conquering the Dungeon without using a gimmick in the design.

I am the one who had previously outsmarted Dungeon creators in every possible way.

I know very well how creatively those who conquer Dungeons can approach the task, so I couldn’t have been confident that everything would go according to my plan.

I expected that variables would arise, and I included what might happen at that time in the design.

If they worked hard to conquer something but got stuck because it wasn’t the normal method, it would be disheartening.

I couldn’t allow them to have that experience in the perfect Dungeon I created.

“You’re meticulous.”

‘It’s nothing special.’

“To call this meticulous is ridiculous. How foolish can a self-proclaimed professor be? Totally pathetic.”

“Haha. I’m in a position to evaluate. If there are hidden paths like this, it becomes difficult to score.”

The Dungeonology professor, with a wry smile, explained the scores that Arthur and his party would receive.

Except for the fifth floor, they had conquered the other floors intact, so they would receive normal scores, but not for the fifth floor.

Since they proceeded through the Dungeon while ignoring the gimmick in a place meant to test their ability to conquer gimmicks, the fact that they conquered the fifth floor could not be acknowledged in terms of evaluation.

“So usually, if the progress isn’t normal, it’s designed to block them. That way, they can realize something is wrong and try again.”

...Wait a minute. So according to the Dungeonology professor, they can’t realize they did something wrong because I created a separate ending for them?

“I must inform you that you cannot disclose this. That would be considered cheating.”

‘That... is true?’

“Hmph. How mischievous. That’s why you’ll become a wrinkled old lady.”

“...I’m not at an age to be called an old lady yet.”

While the Dungeonology professor trembled at the mention of aging, I looked at the people at the end of the Dungeon, raising their voices in joy.

It... should be fine, right?

Even if they lose points, their rank as the top scorers in Dungeonology won’t change.

Who among the first years could score higher than them?

Yeah. In the end, the results won’t change.

Then it’s not my fault.


	Ding!



What is it, pathetic god?

Has the content of the punishment finally been decided?

What exactly do you want to see?

I’m curious about what you plan to make me do to satisfy your perverted tastes.

Think carefully. If something truly bizarre comes out, I might just switch sides!

[As a penalty for failing the quest, you must fulfill the wishes of the first conquerors of the Dungeon. (Anything)]

The first conquerors of the Dungeon must be them, right?

Arthur, Joey, Pavey, Frey. These four.

Puhaha. I don’t know what you’re thinking, but you’ve chosen the wrong punishment.

I have a bet with them, so I have to fulfill their wishes anyway.

It’s a penalty that’s the same whether it exists or not.

If the pathetic god who is genuinely trying to torment me were to demand something grotesque, I thought it would be something terrible, but it’s just this.

Have I really made the pathetic god pathetic by continuously calling him that?

As I scoffed at the penalty given by the pathetic god, I suddenly stiffened at the phrase (Anything) added at the very end.

Wait a moment.

Let’s think again.

Could it be that the pathetic god didn’t know about the bet I made with them?

No way!

The pathetic god is a completely creepy stalker!

It wouldn’t be strange if he was gasping while watching me shower; there’s no way he didn’t know the contents of the bet!

Yet, if he gave that as a penalty, it surely means he has some intention behind it.

Anything.

Whatever they want, I must fulfill it.

By force of the penalty.

...This is an extremely dangerous penalty.

Think about it!

What would happen if that right fell into the hands of the Airhead Fox?!

Imagining the Airhead Fox licking her lips, I unconsciously wrapped my arms around myself.

I know. They won’t make a terrible request like the Airhead Fox or the pervert apostle.

But you know, things in the world don’t always go as planned.

Just look at the Dungeon I created!

A Dungeon that was designed to be impossible to conquer without using a gimmick was smashed by sheer personal strength!

When common sense breaks, it holds no meaning!

The moment someone makes a bizarre request as if joking, that’s when I’m done for!

To think that those I consider friends would try to shatter my dignity.

Is this what a god is?

Is this really the center of the divine beings?!

Hey! Gods! Is this okay!?

Is it alright for such a malicious pervert to represent you?!

Shuddering at the malice of the pathetic god, I heard the conversation of Arthur’s party coming from the screen.

“Shall we head outside now that we’ve rested enough? We need to inform Lucy Aln of our victory.”

“Hehe. Finally, I can fulfill one of my dreams!”

“A dream? Joey, what are you planning to ask Lucy Aln?”

I’m curious too, Joey!

What are you planning to ask that makes you think you can fulfill your dream?!

Why are you hesitating, blushing slightly?!

You’re not becoming a strange person like the Airhead Fox or the pervert apostle, right?

Right?!

Please say that’s the case!

“Um... If you’re going to ask that, shouldn’t you first mention the prince?”

“Me? It’s nothing special, I just plan to make Lucy Aln kneel and apologize.”

The moment Arthur finished saying that he would make her apologize for all the petty things she did, the three people looking at him—including me—froze.

That guy. He pretended to be bold, but he was holding onto every little thing in his heart.

So petty.

What a pathetic little prince with a small heart.

“What?! Is it too much to ask for this much after everything Lucy Aln has done to me?!”

“Well, that’s true.”

“Yes, that’s right. Prince, you might want an apology.”

“...I’ll respect that, Prince.”

“Don’t look at me like that! Don’t look at me as if I’m pathetic!”

Did Arthur think that he wouldn’t be able to turn the atmosphere around like this?

He suddenly pointed at Joey and raised his voice.

“Joey! What are you planning to ask?! Since you’re looking at me like I’m pathetic, it must be something normal, right?!”

“Huh? Me?!”

“You spoke first as you wished! So you should say something too! Hurry!”

“Um, well, I was thinking of asking the Young Lady to play in the capital.”

Under the persistent questioning, Joey stammered his answer, but Arthur’s gaze didn’t soften at all.

“That can’t be all! Tell the truth!”

“I really mean it!”

“Joey Partan!”

Joey, who was so flustered that he couldn’t even think of hiding his red face with a fan, moved his eyes wildly and eventually bowed his head, speaking in a voice that seemed to crawl.

“I... I was thinking of asking to dress up the Young Lady as I wish and to have her dress me up too. It’s something I’ve dreamed of for a long time.”

Is that all?

From the way he finished speaking without being able to lift his head, it seems genuine.

Puhuhuh. Ah, really. How cute.

If it’s such a request, I could grant it without even being asked...

No. Wait a minute.

Is Joey planning to choose my clothes for me?

Not with the help of others, but directly?

You, who have a girl-like sensibility unlike your villainous appearance?

In an instant, a horrifying scene flashed through my mind, but it couldn’t be materialized.

Before that, Arthur, who had finally regained his senses, continued speaking.

“Is that your dream?”

“Yes. Most Young Ladies find me uncomfortable. I know how hard it would be to ask for something like this, so how could I?”

“That... that makes sense.”

Arthur, who had been probing for ugliness like his own, discovered a girl’s pure heart and seemed at a loss for words.

“W-What about you, Frey?! What do you want?!”

In the end, instead of resolving the situation, he chose to awkwardly change the subject.

How strange. Arthur seemed like a cool character in the game, but how did he become such a comedic character?

Is this also my influence? Did I do something wrong?

“Me?”

“Yes! You!”

“Well, I’m going to ask for compliments. That I did well. That I’m amazing. If you call me a genius, I’d be really happy.”

The moment I heard Frey’s story about how he would feel warm if I patted his head and said those things, I couldn’t help but cover my face with both hands.

How pure! Frey!

Since when did you become such a good boy to smile so happily like that!

The destructive power of Frey’s innocence seemed to have the same effect on those in the Dungeon.

Arthur seemed frozen, unable to even think of probing further.

“Everyone?”

In the silence that followed, Pavey, who had been a bystander until now, gently spoke up.

“Let’s head out now. There must be people waiting for us outside.”

“Ah. Yes, that makes sense. This Dungeon has attracted a lot of attention. There will be those waiting for the first conquerors.”

Just as Pavey’s soft and calm voice was about to diffuse the situation, Joey suddenly lifted his head.

With an expression filled with overwhelming embarrassment, her eyes, filled with the malice of a villainess, were fierce enough to make even Frey take a step back.

“Are you trying to escape alone, Pavey?”

“Huh? No. I was just...”

“Speak up immediately. What is it that you want to ask the Young Lady?”

Seeing Joey step closer, Pavey’s face turned pale as she looked around, but Arthur and Frey had already retreated far behind.

“Don’t touch that. Frey.”

“...Yeah. It looks that way.”

Left alone, Pavey stepped back to avoid Joey, but her retreat ended when her back hit the wall.

“How strange. The Pavey I know wasn’t the kind of person who would try to survive alone.”

“Joey? That’s really not true. There are many people outside right now.”

“Is that so? Then you should say it quickly, Pavey.”

“Wha...?!”

Pavey looked like she really didn’t want to speak, but she had no choice.

Joey, who had just revealed her true feelings, was already in a state where her reason had flown away.

“Well, um...”

“Come on. Hurry.”

“What I wanted to ask was...”

“You can’t keep people waiting, can you?”

“I... I was thinking of asking you to pray for me...”

After Pavey, who was cornered, revealed the truth with a tearful expression, Joey smiled with satisfaction.

“See? It would have been so nice if you had just told the truth earlier.”

...Let’s not tease Joey too much.

She’s genuinely getting angry, and it’s really scary.

Overcoming fear and all that, I feel like I’m going to end up saying I’m sorry.

321 - Second Semester Final Exam (18)
Jeff smiled as he watched Joey surrounded by numerous admirers, the first conqueror of the Dungeon.

With a fan covering her mouth, Joey casually remarked that as a descendant of the Partran Family, she should be able to handle this much. Although she certainly possessed the elegance befitting a young lady of the Duke's family, Jeff, who had seen Joey since she was very young, could roughly guess what expression was hidden behind that fan.

She must be very pleased to be praised by those around her.

After all, she was a child who loved to be complimented.

While she might feel uncomfortable with the envious gazes surrounding her, she was probably struggling to suppress a satisfied smile.

Looking at her with fondness, Jeff thought it was a good decision to pretend not to know about the gimmick.

If I had carelessly informed the Second Prince about the Dungeon's gimmick, and if Joey had lost her status as the first conqueror to me...

She would surely have resented me.

Imagining Joey shouting, "Brother! I really hate this!" Jeff clutched his heart, which felt like it was about to tear apart, and praised his choice once more.

"That guy."

Turning his head at the voice from beside him, Jeff discovered Cecil, who was looking at his half-brother with a subtle expression.

The strongest emotion emanating from that expression was undoubtedly envy and jealousy.

However, unlike the past, when the Second Prince would have lashed out in anger, it seemed he had learned to control his emotions.

What could have triggered such a change in someone he thought would never change?

It seemed he would have to reevaluate the Second Prince. He had thought of him as someone with no reason to get closer, but now it seemed there might be some value in using him.

While it still appeared impossible for him to grasp the throne, it wouldn't hurt to leave a minimal connection.

"Your Highness, the Second Prince."

"What is it?"

"It's time to enter the Dungeon again."

From now on, let's gradually pretend to notice the gimmick.

"Although I lost the status of the first conqueror for the entire grade, there is still some glory left, isn't there?"

By providing hints one by one, I would make him realize I could be a useful tool while also making him feel indebted.

"I don't need you to say that. I intend to keep challenging it. I've invested too much to give up now."

"Haha. I shouldn't have said anything unnecessary. My apologies."

While it was a pity not to see Joey puffing up with pride any longer, there were things that needed to be done immediately.

More than anything, it was clear that she would come running later, boasting that she had beaten me, but seeing our cute Joey at that time would be enough... or maybe not.

Our cute Joey is never enough, no matter how much you see her!

Ah, damn it. Should I suggest we take a little more time to rest? Maybe I could stall for time under the pretense of possibly giving hints?

"Enough with the apologies. Let's move. If I can't be the first, I should at least be the second."

Unfortunately for Jeff, he wasn't given the time to speak.

Before he could say anything, Cecil had already stood up, leaving Jeff to lament how the Second Prince had become unnecessarily diligent and had no choice but to follow him.


	



"Truly, you are the Young Lady of the Partran Family. You achieve what we could never even dream of."

"Oh my. But Lady Rumley was also closely pursuing the Young Lady of Partran, wasn't she?"

"That's right! Until halfway through, we couldn't see even an inch ahead!"

"Oh ho ho. I was just lucky."

At that moment, the young ladies gathered in the center of a garden exchanged insincere smiles, solidifying their camaraderie.

A few steps behind, Toby was sighing, having hesitated several times to take a step forward.

To enter the Dungeon again, he would have to face Lady Rumley and persuade her.

He had no confidence to intrude into that group.

To squeeze in and face the accusatory gazes while asking Lady Rumley for a favor!

Should he just wait for another opportunity?

Perhaps wait until Lady Rumley was alone.

No, that wouldn't do.

With the exam ending soon, every minute and second mattered in this situation, and he couldn't afford to be so leisurely.

To confirm whether what he had thought in his head was right or wrong, he needed to persuade Lady Rumley as soon as possible!

Torn between his self-interest and his desire to conquer the Dungeon, Toby finally steeled his resolve and moved forward.

"Who... are you?"

"I remember now. You're the commoner who entered the Dungeon with Lady Rumley."

"Why is someone who only rode on the Young Lady's abilities here?"

Despite the whispers of several young ladies, Toby bravely continued to move forward until he reached Avery.

"What can I do for you, Toby?"

"Lady Rumley. I have something I must tell you. Could you spare me a moment?"

"Is it related to the Dungeon? If so, I would have already conveyed my intentions to you."

Indeed, Avery had already declared to Toby that she had no intention of conquering the Dungeon any further.

She had said it was too exhausting and not something a lady should say.

"Has it already been a few days, and you've forgotten?"

"No, I haven't forgotten."

"Then you know my answer will be the same."

So it was going to be like this. Toby, who remembered the scene where Avery had shuddered, anticipated her refusal.

And of course, he had prepared a way to turn that refusal into acceptance.

"In that case, I will have no choice but to seek help from that person."

"...That person?"

"Yes. You know who I mean."

Having entered as a special recruit in the mercenary group, Toby had almost no connections with the nobility.

If it were his father, it would be a different story, but it was a clear fact that Toby personally knew no nobles.

If he boldly stated he would seek help, it could only mean one person.

Lucy Aln.

The eldest daughter of the Duke of the Border and the top student of the Soul Academy's first year.

A presence known to everyone within the Soul Academy and someone Avery seemed unable to confront for some reason.

"Ha. Fine. Let's talk for a moment."

Realizing Toby's implication, Avery shrugged her shoulders as if she had no choice, but her hand hidden under the table was trembling.

After several young ladies shot sharp glances at Toby and left,

Toby was left alone with Avery, and he was certain he would be beaten to a pulp by his father during the vacation.

Avery, who had thrown away her composure as a Countess, propped her chin and looked at Toby with cold, steely eyes.

"You came to ask me to enter the Dungeon together, didn't you?"

"Yes. That's correct. I have something I really want to confirm."

"You really are quite curious."

After making a sarcastic remark, Avery sighed deeply and added,

"I am grateful to you. Although I was forced to accompany you because of Lady Aln, it's true that thanks to you, we reached a high point in the Dungeon."

If it hadn't been for Toby, Avery's party would not have even reached the first floor, let alone compete for the lead.

Having lived as a lady in the palace, they lacked practical experience, so how could they reach a high point?

Avery certainly felt pure gratitude for that part.

"But that's our limit. Without the kind of power that the Third Prince's party has, we cannot go any higher."

Even ladies from the palace are not without ambition.

The praise from those around them, the envious gazes, the honor of competing with great individuals.

In that environment, Avery persuaded the other young ladies to focus on conquering the Dungeon by thinking of the many stories they would hear in society later.

She worked so hard that she even messed up several other exams.

However, there were limits to that effort.

Even if there was someone like Toby who knew the Dungeon well, the fact that their abilities were lacking compared to the leaders did not change.

While others moved ahead, Avery's party had to give up on conquering the Dungeon, stuck in place.

"You know best that even if we enter the Dungeon again, nothing will change."

Having received help from Toby, and with Lucy behind him,

Avery had intended to persuade him with good words to send him away, but Toby shook his head firmly after hearing everything.

"No. Things will change. If my thoughts are correct, then power is not needed to conquer that Dungeon."

"What?"

"I will explain from now on. Please judge whether to enter the Dungeon after hearing my story."

At first, Avery thought he was just rambling, but as Toby's explanation grew longer, she began to show more interest.

By the time Toby finished his entire story, Avery was ready to say they should enter the Dungeon right away.

And the next day.

On the morning of the last day of the Academy's final exams.

Avery's party succeeded in conquering the Dungeon, ranking second among the first years and third overall, following Cecil's party.


	



Seeing Arthur's group emerge from the Dungeon, I immediately went to meet them.

Before receiving punishment, the anticipation is always the scariest, and once it happens, it’s not such a big deal, right?

I wanted to deal with it as quickly as possible and ease my mind, but unfortunately, the world doesn’t flow as I wish.

"I'll tell you about that after the final exam."

"It's better to do it when you're relaxed."

"I'm sorry, Young Lady. Please wait a moment."

"I’m fine doing it now. You want me to pick up on the mood? Okay, I understand. I’ll be quiet."

Thus, I found myself waiting for the punishment that would come after the final exam.

I hoped that by the time the final exam ended, their desires wouldn't change.

After a day passed, filled with anxiety that the four of them might change their minds and demand something terrible,

Around noon, when the Academy's final exam was over, I arrived at the location where the Dungeonology professor was conducting the exam.

Perhaps because the exam had just ended, the place was filled with chaos.

Those who thought they understood the strategy now begged the teaching assistants for just a little more time.

Some were close to tears, having confirmed their failure.

Others were tearing their hair out, realizing they couldn't refute anything that was said to them.

Some gazed longingly at the Dungeon entrance, filled with regret.

The uproar created by countless Academy students expressing their emotions was so great that those remaining in the exam room didn't even notice my appearance.

"This is quite a mess."

The Dungeonology professor, with a wry smile, tried to calm them down by casting a volume amplification spell, but I blocked him.

"I'll handle it myself."

"Don't do anything unnecessary, you clueless self-proclaimed professor."

From this moment on, this is my stage.

I need to relieve my stress by mocking those who couldn't even figure out the Dungeon's gimmick, and it would be troublesome if he took my role.

"Understood. Do as you wish."

Once I confirmed that the Dungeonology professor had stepped back, I concentrated divinity into my voice.

One of the applications of physical enhancement. I never thought I would use a technique I intended to use for provocation like this.

"Look here!♡ You amateurs!♡"

From now on, I will explain step by step how to conquer the Dungeon.

Everyone, prepare to listen gratefully.

A word from the author (Author's note)
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The last day of the Academy's final exam.

After enduring countless hardships, Bisie had finally reached the second floor of the final exam Dungeon, but this was her limit.

Bisie's party lacked the strength to go beyond the second floor.

Before they could even distinguish between what was real and what was fake, they had repeatedly been shattered and ultimately had to acknowledge that their limits were here.

“If Adri hadn’t kept quiet halfway through, things might have been different.”

It was undoubtedly thanks to Adri that Bisie’s party had been able to take the lead in the early stages.

Her wisdom, accumulated over many years, was practically a cheat sheet in a Dungeon designed to test their ability to tackle Gimmicks.

If Adri hadn’t fallen silent from the fourth floor onward, wouldn’t Bisie’s party have been able to conquer the Dungeon?


	You can’t keep relying on me forever.



“What’s wrong with a Necromancer getting help from a Specter?”

As Bisie pouted, Adri let out an awkward laugh.


	But I can’t just be called Bisie’s Specter.



“That’s… true, but.”

Adri, who was now merely an apprentice-level Necromancer, was not a being that Bisie could contract with.

The only reason Bisie could seek Adri’s help was that Adri genuinely liked her.

If it were a typical relationship between a Specter and a human, Bisie would have long since become Adri’s sacrifice.

Bisie, who was striving to become a proper Necromancer, understood what Adri was trying to say, but that didn’t mean she didn’t feel frustrated by Adri’s words.

“More importantly!”

To hide her disappointment, Bisie raised her voice, pretending to be sulky.

“Adri. Are you really sure you figured out the Dungeon strategy? You weren’t just quiet because you didn’t know what to do halfway through, right?”


	Of course not. I knew everything. Lady Arlene was kind enough to provide the questions.



“...Kind? What do you mean?”


	Since the final exam is over anyway, should I explain it to you?



“Sure. Let’s see if it’s just bravado or not.”


	First...



“Look here!♡ You losers!♡”

Just as Adri was about to continue her explanation, a girl’s voice rang out from the entrance of the exam hall.

It was a clear, beautiful, teasing, and annoying voice that any student of the Academy would recognize immediately.

Lucy Aln.

The creator of the Academy’s Dungeonology exam questions, she had become the target of hatred among students due to her tricky Gimmicks and malicious hints.

“Puhuhuh♡ It’s so funny to see losers crawling on the ground♡ I, the kind-hearted me, made such an easy Dungeon, and you still can’t conquer it?♡ Totally pathetic♡ You look like you can’t even think straight with that on your neck?♡”

As Lucy’s laughter spread throughout the exam hall, negative emotions began to seep into the gazes directed at her.

“She made a horrible Dungeon and now she’s mocking us for not being able to conquer it.”

“Did she come all the way here just to taunt us? What a terrible personality.”

“A poison that looks good on the outside.”

“Ugh. I’m really pissed off.”

Countless voices of discontent echoed in the exam hall.

In the atmosphere filled with hatred and anger, even the most composed person would show signs of fear, yet Lucy Aln remained unfazed.

“From now on, I’ll let you know just how pathetic you all are♡ Giving a chance to those idiots who won’t change even as they grow older♡ I must be too kind♡”

Finishing her words without a hint of trembling, Lucy let out a giggle that everyone could hear.

Her demeanor suggested she hoped the people in the exam hall would become her enemies.

Bisie, watching this, tilted her head in confusion.

Despite the fact that the former Lucy Aln had been dreadful, the current Lucy was not someone who went around looking for trouble on purpose.

Except for the occasional crazy antics, she had been showing a more rational side than most nobles lately.

Bisie, who was maintaining a forced connection with Lucy, couldn’t understand why she was intentionally trying to provoke people.

Was there really a reason for her to act like this?


	There is.



‘...Adri. Did you read my mind again?!’


	What can I do? Even if I cover my ears, I can still hear it.



Bisie sighed at Adri’s shrugging shoulders as she pretended to cover her ears.

‘...Sigh. So, Lucy Aln is doing this on purpose right now?’


	More accurately, it seems to be half intentional and half genuine. Her feelings of disdain for the students seem to be real.



Bisie frowned at Adri’s words, which seemed to hint at annoyance if she didn’t catch on.

‘Hey! That means you were annoyed watching me tackle the Dungeon!’


	I misspoke.



‘Misspoke? It’s intentional!’

As she fumed, vowing to pinch Adri’s cheeks later, a student from the exam hall stepped forward in front of Lucy.

It was the boy who had confronted Lucy Aln about the Dungeon not long ago.

He had been the one who started the trouble and ended up getting beaten by a girl who was several heads shorter than him.

“Nice to see you again, Lady Aln. I am Val, the Second Son of the Common Family…”

“I don’t care at all what a loser’s name is! Don’t waste my precious time and just get to the point!”

“...To put it simply, since you are the one who created the Dungeon, you must know what’s inside it. At the same time, with the power that is incomparable to an ordinary first-year student, you can stroll through the Dungeon alongside the professor. I wonder how appropriate it is for a noble to mock others while doing such an easy task.”

The words of Val from the Common Count family, spoken while suppressing his anger, were undoubtedly the truth, separate from the garbage he had done a few days ago.

What meaning would it have for students with no power to attempt to conquer a Dungeon?

As some of the students in the exam hall nodded at his words.

“Puhuh♡ Puhah♡ Puhahahah♡”

Lucy, unable to contain her laughter, clapped her hands and giggled.

The endless laughter, as if a clown had made a joke right in front of her, tightened the muscles in the boy’s neck.

If it hadn’t been for the lesson he received a few days ago, Val from the Common family would have thrown a punch.

While those who looked down on Lucy were trying to jump in, the people beside them held them back.

But Lucy, regardless, continued to laugh until the breath in her lungs ran out before finally speaking.

“Didn’t you learn that it’s polite to listen to someone until they finish speaking?♡ Pathetic loser?♡”

“...What are you trying to say?”

“I told you, didn’t I?♡ I’m going to let you know just how pathetic you all are!♡”

“So that means…”

“I’m going to conquer the Dungeon I made for the third-year idiots all by myself♡ That way, I can prove just how trash your brains are!♡”

The exam hall fell into silence for a moment at Lucy’s declaration that she would conquer the third-year Dungeon alone.

It was an absurd story.

Even the third-year students, who were about to graduate from the Academy, struggled with it.

Even Kurten Gongja, who possessed extraordinary talent in the field of strength, had said it was impossible.

For Lucy Aln, who was merely a first-year student, to say she would conquer it alone.

No matter how exceptional her strength was, it couldn’t possibly be feasible.

Most students judged it to be an outrageous claim.

They thought she was just spouting nonsense to avoid losing in a verbal battle.

However, this perception of the students was shattered when Jesl, the Dungeonology professor who stood beside Lucy, nodded in agreement.

“Everything the Lady said is true. She will enter the third-year Dungeon alone and demonstrate that strength is not needed to conquer this final Dungeon while also revealing the strategy for this Dungeon.”

“Did you hear that?♡ From now on, it’s not that you’re too stupid and pathetic to conquer the Dungeon, but that the Dungeon I made is perfect!♡”

With Jesl’s words backing her up, Lucy Aln stepped forward, surveying those who were looking at her.

“Now, don’t interfere and step aside♡ Pathetic loser♡”

“...I hope you keep your word.”

As Val from the Common family stepped aside, a path naturally opened.

Thus, without any hindrance, Lucy Aln arrived in front of the third-year Dungeon and stepped inside without any preparation.

No armor. No shield. No weapon. Just her school uniform.

This must be a performance, right? She’ll pull out a shield and weapon from her Hyperspace Pouch later, right?

Just as Bisie thought this to herself, an annoying voice echoed from somewhere, as if anticipating her thoughts.

‘Is there really a loser who thinks she’ll pull out a weapon once she enters the Dungeon?♡ If there is, I’ll praise you♡ It’s a talent to only be able to think such foolish thoughts!♡’


	Puhut. She’s praising you, you know?



Bisie, annoyed at Adri’s noise, turned her head toward the source of the sound.

There, a massive video was playing, visible to everyone in the exam hall.

‘Is there anyone who has forgotten what I said?♡ I told you♡ You don’t need strength to conquer this Dungeon!♡’

As Lucy’s voice echoed while walking down the corridor, she suddenly gasped in surprise.

‘Oh!♡ Right!♡ There might be a fool who thinks this is pre-recorded!♡ Hmm~♡ What should I do?♡ Should I talk about how the pathetic loser who just tried to pick a fight with me looks so inhuman?♡’

Her criticisms flowed out like breathing. Val’s face turned red and gradually transformed into a ghastly figure.

Those who witnessed this were convinced that this was not a recorded video.

Val’s change in expression could not have been faked.

‘The corridor has already ended♡ There are still many things to tear down♡ What a pity~♡’

As Lucy held up a note from the cradle, saying that she would tell how artistically ugly the pathetic loser was when the opportunity arose, the surrounding scenery shifted.

The first room. A place where it is nearly impossible to defeat soldiers and knights with sheer strength, and where one must attack specific parts.

‘There’s no way a loser who couldn’t conquer the first room exists, so I’ll just skip this one♡ If there are any idiots like that, make sure to read the hints I wrote down carefully♡ Got it?♡ If there’s a bottom-dwelling idiot who still can’t conquer it, hmm~♡’

“Hints or whatever, the knights are just too strong! This damn!...”

As Lucy’s words were heard, someone, unable to contain their frustration, shouted, but that voice couldn’t continue.

The fact that they couldn’t get past the first room was, in itself, a mark of failure.

Those who were snickering here and there had no choice but to silence the one who had shouted.

As that small commotion came to an end, Lucy, still in her school uniform, had already arrived in front of the first soldier.

‘Hey. At least a weapon would be nice.’

‘Why?♡ Are you scared of getting beaten by a bare-handed girl?♡ Puhahha♡ That must be scary♡ Then you wouldn’t be able to make any excuses!♡...’

Before Lucy’s words could finish, the soldier, whose eyes had gone wild, added strength to his hand.

Bisie lost track of the soldier’s movements.

The soldier’s movements were too fast for her to follow with her reflexes.

All Bisie could do was watch the result of the spear being thrust.

‘Puh♡ You’re quick to anger, but your spear is slow~♡’

The spear that pierced the air and the result of Lucy Aln, who had already burrowed into the soldier’s embrace.

Lucy lightly tapped the soldier’s empty abdomen and, with a bouncy step, headed toward the next soldier while speaking.

‘This is how it’s done♡ How about it?♡ There’s no way there’s a moron who can’t do what this little girl can, right?♡’

“...Is she seriously saying that?”

Someone in the crowd voiced their disbelief, but no one rebutted.

Most of the students were thinking the same thing.
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??? : It’s really easy, isn’t it?
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When Toby heard that Lucy Aln was demonstrating how to conquer the Dungeon, he abandoned even the expensive meal that Avery had bought for him and dashed straight to the Dungeonology exam hall.

The noble Arlene Young-ae, who designed that interesting Dungeon, was personally teaching how to conquer her own Dungeon!

Surely, there would be so much to learn!

He couldn't miss such a precious opportunity!

"Isn't it a bit disgusting to always walk around with your shoulders tense?♡ You look like a beast trying hard to appear bigger than you are♡ When in reality, what's inside is just pathetic premature ejaculation♡"

By the time Toby arrived at the exam hall, running at full speed.

In the center of the hall, the image of Lucy Aln floated, walking down the corridor and hurling insults at someone.

The words coming from a high-ranking noble were shockingly low-class.

As those remaining in the exam hall were at a loss for how to react, Toby, feeling bewildered, asked a commoner he was somewhat familiar with what was going on.

"...The Young-ae is proving that this video isn't a recording in that way."

The fact that she was cursing someone who had just provoked her was proof that this video was being broadcast live, leaving Toby speechless.

Even a Young-ae from the prestigious Aln family could act like that towards another noble?

In a scene that defied common sense, Toby blinked in disbelief when Avery, who had followed him, spoke up.

"She seems much milder than she was in the social scene back then."

"R-Rumly Young-ae?!"

Toby's friend gasped at the sight of Avery fixing her disheveled hair.

The fact that a notoriously ill-tempered noble who led several Young-aes had spoken to him was terrifying.

"What brings you here?!"

"Ask the Dungeon fool next to you. He was trying to treat a commoner to a meal that most people would struggle to afford, but as soon as he heard about the Dungeon, he jumped up and left."

"Well, this is more important to me than food."

What?! Is Toby crazy?! Isn't he scared of Rumly Young-ae?!

Toby's casual ramblings made his friend tremble, but Avery merely shook her head in disappointment without getting too angry.

Having recognized Toby during their Dungeon conquest, she didn't think much of such rudeness.

It goes without saying that Toby was aware of this fact.

Having grown up in a mercenary group since birth, such awareness was second nature to him.

If Avery hadn't shown a somewhat relaxed demeanor, Toby wouldn't have even imagined doing something like this.

"More importantly, Rumly Young-ae, what do you mean by 'milder than before'?"

"Hah."

Avery sighed at Toby's nonchalant question, shrugged her shoulders, and turned her head toward the screen showing Lucy.

"It means exactly that. The Lucy Aln of her social scene days was even worse than that."

Aside from the various crazy things Lucy had done, if one only looked at her qualifications, she was more than capable of being the center of the social scene.

Being the only daughter of the kingdom's hero, Benedict Aln, was enough to attract all sorts of people. On top of that, she possessed beauty that everyone in the social scene envied.

When Lucy Aln first appeared at a party in the capital, she was someone who could dominate the ballroom with her mere presence, receiving more attention than even royalty.

However, it took less than a year for her to become a figure of everyone's disdain.

The thorns surrounding the flower that was Lucy Aln were not merely prickly but were weapons that sought to stab and kill those who approached her.

"If you had seen the Young-ae back then, you would understand why many nobles tremble at the name Lucy Aln."

If Lucy's personality had been the same as it is now, she would have become a colossal force, standing in stark contrast to Joey.

Her status as the daughter of a hero and her doll-like appearance were such significant advantages that they could mask a certain level of flaws.

However, Lucy's personality back then was far more malicious than it is now.

"When I asked why a party was being held in such a pigsty, it was because there were pigs living there. When she saw the head of a certain baron family, she asked why there were no children and if he was a eunuch. She smashed the head of a Young-ae who had provoked her with a flower vase."

Having witnessed all the chaos Lucy caused and having been a victim of many of her incidents, Avery thought it was a miracle that Lucy Aln was still alive.

"At this point, the Young-ae's mockery is just cute. Cute."

Toby, overwhelmed by the stories that far exceeded his imagination, began to understand why most nobles couldn't approach Lucy.

If just hearing about it was this dizzying, how must those who had seen it with their own eyes have felt?

"They've moved on to the first room."

Hearing Avery's muttering that there were still many stories to tell, Toby turned his head with effort.

In the image, Lucy stood before a soldier without holding any weapons or armor.

The soldier suggested that she should arm herself, but Lucy's response was a mockery, as if to say she didn't want to lose her excuses.

Was the soldier enraged by Lucy's laughter? The veins in his hand bulged, and he soon thrust his spear at her.

Fast. This opponent is much stronger than the soldiers we faced.

Is this not a first-year Dungeon but one made for upperclassmen?

Toby, a martial arts prodigy, easily caught up with the soldier's thrust.

He watched as Lucy evaded the soldier's attack even before the spear was thrust.

"...You didn't see that and dodge, did you?"

Toby nodded at Avery's muttering.

Lucy didn't dodge the soldier's attack; she was already in position to evade because she knew what attack was coming.

"The soldier's attacks follow a sequence up to the tenth. The Young-ae who designed the Dungeon wouldn't be unaware of that."

The attacks from the enemies appearing in the first room always follow the same pattern up to the tenth.

Therefore, if one memorizes their movements, anyone can surpass the soldier.

'Surely, there can't be a fool who can't do what even a small girl can?♡'

It seems the Young-ae wants to say this, but her tone is far too provocative.

Thanks to that, most people take it as a deception and let out incredulous chuckles.

After that, Lucy kindly continued to teach how to conquer the Dungeon in her own way.

'Pfft♡ Look at him scared that his weakness might be attacked♡ Isn't that just so pathetic?♡'

The soldier prioritized protecting his weakness, so if one observes his movements well, they can identify his weak points.

'Thinking it's real and acting all tough♡ Who would fall for such a pathetic trick?♡'

If you observe the wolves in the second room closely, you'll notice something strange, revealing that it's an illusion.

'Ugh♡ It's true that I'm cute, but still, wanting to be trampled while running at me is just... so disgusting♡ I don't even want to touch it♡ It's physiologically impossible♡'

In the third room, the Golem must only attack the designated opponent.

At the same time, it's possible to subdue it by attacking just enough so that the Golem doesn't die.

'...That's it!♡ With so many hints, surely there can't be a single fool who didn't catch any of it?♡ If there is such a fool, I'd recommend suggesting friendship to a puppy♡ Ah♡ Would such a fool even scare the puppy?♡'

An explanation of the numerous clues that can help one realize that the fourth room is a dream.

Lucy’s tone while talking about herself was certainly not something one could call pleasant, but the content contained within was undeniably useful.

Even Toby, who had finished conquering the Dungeon, found things he hadn't thought of.

Thanks to that, the atmosphere among those watching Lucy's Dungeon conquest in the exam hall changed in various ways.

Her demeanor, strolling through the Dungeon and providing answers, carried the dignity of a Dungeon designer.

Gradually, more people began to seek to learn from watching Lucy conquer rather than testing her skills.

'This is the cute and kind tutorial I prepared!♡ Surely, there can't be any fools who can't pass this?♡ If there are such foolish idiots, they should spend another year in the Academy regretting why they were so foolish?♡'

"Crazy?! Failing?!"

"I was planning to join the mercenary group right after graduation!"

"No wayyyyyyy!"

Screams erupted from all over the exam hall, but whether she knew it or not, Lucy Aln continued to progress through the Dungeon.

When Lucy met the boss of the Dungeon, the Wretch, she landed on the ground without slowing her descent.

It was an act that most people wouldn't even dare to attempt, but Lucy, the person in question, calmly brushed off the dust from her uniform and spoke nonchalantly.

"Now!♡ All you Academy fools!♡ Pay attention!♡ From now on, I'm going to tell you exactly how stupid you are!♡"

As she spoke, Lucy moved her feet not toward the door leading underground but toward the mansion.

"Look at this dilapidated mansion that even ghosts would flee from in horror♡ Even if you're a fool, you must have eyes to see something!♡"

Her finger, which looked like it could break with a light touch, pointed to a window.

A window through which the outside scenery was completely invisible.

Then she pointed to the ceiling.

A ceiling that looked perfectly intact, unbelievable considering it had just collapsed.

Lucy’s finger didn’t stop there.

A clock that only points to the same time, as if broken.

An old portrait with a blurred face.

The strange year written beneath it.

A door that cannot be opened by any means.

Some people didn’t even care,

Others thought it was just a hastily made part and overlooked it,

And yet others pointed out various elements they had noticed but failed to reach meaningful answers.

After that, Lucy arrived once more in front of the Crystal ball marked with the number 0.

"Last!♡ The most important hint!♡ Why did this Crystal ball suddenly appear?♡ Huh?♡ At this point, even the dullest should feel that something is off, right?♡"

...Was there this many clues?

Toby, who had reached the answer to the Dungeon created by Lucy, realized that he hadn’t noticed all the clues left in the mansion.

A few of those clues would have been enough to reach the correct answer.

She was truly kind. Much more than he had thought.

'For those who still haven't caught on, I'll give you one more clue♡ What functions does this Crystal ball have?♡ One is to save your location, and what’s the other?♡'

"...To freely move between the floors you've already conquered."

At the sound of a man's muttering not far away, Toby turned his head.

There stood the Third Prince, who wore an expression of shock, as if he had no time to manage his face.

Why does he have such an expression? Didn't he already conquer the Dungeon after grasping all the Gimmicks?

He should know about such elements, so why?

As Toby tilted his head at Arthur's expression, Lucy in the video let out a playful sound.

'Time's up~♡ For all the idiots who haven't figured it out yet, just listen to my cute voice and lament how stupid I was!♡'

No sooner had she finished speaking than Lucy Aln placed her hand on the Crystal ball, and the scenery in the video changed.

The first corridor.

The end of a place that anyone who had challenged the final exam Dungeon would have encountered at least once.

In a place that should originally have been blocked by a wall.

A staircase leading down to the underground had been created.

324 - Final Exams of the Second Semester (21)
Arthur let out a hollow laugh as he looked at the corridor he would first encounter upon entering the Dungeon for the final exam.

What on earth had he been doing inside that Dungeon?

How could he have been so empty-headed that he failed to notice anything among all those clues?

Ignoring the gazes around him, Arthur wiped his face and recalled one by one the various clues Lucy had pointed out just moments ago.

An intact ceiling.

Windows that did not reveal the outside.

A blurry portrait and the nonsensical year written beneath it.

A broken clock.

In addition to these, the countless clues Lucy had indicated were certainly written clearly in the Dungeonology textbook.

At the end of the section explaining the Gimmick. Under the phrase "exceptional cases." When entering a high-difficulty Dungeon, there were a few notes on how to distinguish whether this place was real or not.

Arthur, who had memorized the entire content of the Dungeonology textbook, recalled that phrase and clutched at his bangs as if to tear them out.

He had been played by the Dungeon's boss.

He had mistaken the illusion created by that guy using the existing room for a new Dungeon.

But that wasn't the case. That path was simply one we had already traversed.

Thinking back, it made sense.

Everything we encountered while strategizing the Dungeon from the 0th floor was merely a repetition of the trials we had overcome in the past!

At that time, we thought that the past strategies would be helpful, but they weren't!

We were strategizing something we had already conquered once again, so it was only natural that it felt similar!

The more he thought about it, the more Arthur reflected on how foolish he had been, and suddenly he recalled the words he had said to Lucy yesterday.

How confidently he had claimed that it was a difficult Dungeon, yet he had conquered it with ease.

Ugh!

What must Lucy Aln have thought while watching him boast?

How pathetic must she have found the fool who had failed to notice anything she had designed?

No wonder the gaze that came to meet us after we finished the strategy felt subtle!

Was it not simply because she looked down on us, not out of sorrow for losing the bet?

With a sigh, Arthur lowered his hands, his face flushed red.

He was afraid of what Lucy Aln would say when he faced her again.

Because he had already committed several blunders, it terrified him to think he had to keep his mouth shut even knowing the truth.

As Arthur pondered whether he should consider exchanging the bet's reward for this incident, Lucy Aln stepped onto the stairs leading down.

"I'm getting tired of explaining that you all are foolish idiots, you know?♡ So just take your time to appreciate how much of a waste you all are!♡ You losers!♡"

With those words, Lucy Aln fell silent as she descended the stairs.

The first scene he encountered was the training ground.

Countless soldiers were swinging their weapons in front of those taking the exam.

Lucy Aln leisurely observed the scene before glancing at a boy sprawled on the stone floor and a girl scolding him, then exited the training ground.

Next was a cave. At the end of that space dominated by a giant wolf stood a party.

In the center was a man resembling the boy who had just been exhausted.

He looked at a wolf of ordinary size with fearful eyes, then awkwardly smiled at the people around him.

Lucy merely glanced at the scene as she had before and moved on to the next location.

What unfolded next was a plain.

That place, filled with Golems in the shape of demons, contained not just simple Golems but the actual corpses of real demons.

And several corpses of people presumed to have been victimized by those demons.

In the center stood a man who had survived alone.

Covered in blood, the man merely stared blankly into the void, not performing any other actions.

As Lucy looked at him with indifferent eyes, she slowly moved her feet toward the fourth room.

The place she arrived at was a corridor.

Not the original corridor, but one that had turned into a ruin beyond the fourth floor.

Lucy deliberately filled the corridor with the sound of her footsteps as she headed toward the end.

"Welcome."

There was no imposing old man guarding the Dungeon's end.

Leaning against the closed door, the old man spoke in a feeble voice, not a monster that had driven Arthur's party to death countless times, but just an ordinary man who had lost the strength to live under the weight of time.

The creator outside the stage was such a pitiful existence.

"I had prepared a stage with great effort, and yet you all ignore it. How truly sad."

The old man detached himself from the door and drew a sword from his waist.

"However, since the guests have come all the way here, it is only right to respond as the master of the stage."

There was only a faint gray Aura seeping in, not the horrific red Aura that Arthur's party had faced.

"Please, come in."

It was then that Lucy finally drew her weapon for the first time.

In her right hand was a white Mace, symbolic of her, and in her left hand was a pure white shield that seemed to contain the light of the sun.

As she filled the room with her divine presence while keeping her mouth shut, even those who knew her true nature couldn't help but gasp in awe.

At the moment Lucy Aln and the old man began their duel, everyone in the exam hall could not help but be convinced of Lucy Aln's victory.


	



When I designed the Academy's Dungeon, there were two main aspects I focused on.

One was that all students at the Academy should be able to strategize the Dungeon.

Since individual student abilities are also an element for Dungeon strategizing, it was said that it wouldn't be a problem if a Dungeon was created that lower-level students couldn't conquer.

In fact, most of the Dungeons in the game could not be strategized unless a certain level was reached, so it wouldn't be much different now that it has become reality.

Knowing this, I still pondered how to ensure everyone could strategize the Dungeon.

To make the Dungeon I created beneficial for the Academy's students.

When this world was just a world beyond the monitor, being a student at the Academy was mostly just being an extra.

Unless you were one of the few characters with illustrations, you were not worth remembering.

But now, that's not the case.

Everyone attending the Academy is living their own lives.

They are people who breathe beside me and write their own stories.

Before considering whether they show me goodwill or not.

I hoped that even one of them could learn from the Dungeon I created and survive in the Dungeons outside.

I wanted them to be able to turn the Dungeon into their own offering rather than being the offerings of the Dungeon.

So I did my best to ensure that all students at the Academy could strategize the Dungeon.

Of course, that’s not the only reason I was stubborn.

There was certainly personal ambition involved.

The Dungeon I created for the first time. The countless ideas etched in my mind as the stagnant water of the Soul Academy turned into foul water. The culmination of my efforts.

It’s true that I wanted everyone to enjoy it.

I wanted to create something that anyone could strive for and see the end, so that everyone could be amazed at the end of the Dungeon.

For this reason, I gave up on compromise, and while designing the real Dungeon, I thought my head would explode.

After entering the Academy, I flipped through a textbook I had never opened even once more than ten times that night.

I had to do my best to ensure that students who studied Dungeonology properly could notice the oddities while looking around inside the Dungeon.

And while strategizing the Gimmick, they could realize that their knowledge could be used in such a way.

But despite this, my efforts did not yield proper results.

The strategizing abilities of the Academy students were lower than I had expected.

No. It’s true that I made it difficult to notice the Gimmick.

But is it not too much that only two parties in the entire Academy Dungeon noticed the Gimmick?!

To be precise, it’s not even two parties!

It’s just the two of them!

Toby and Jeff.

Aside from these two, no one has seriously contemplated the Gimmick of the Dungeon! Is this even reasonable!?

I thought not many would notice the Gimmick, but this is excessive!

If I had known it would be like this, I would have made an easier Dungeon.

If I had known you were all such babies, I would have finished designing the Dungeon in an hour and just laid down on my bed!

<No wonder every single thing you said was filled with venom. Were you just angry?>

"Isn't it strange not to be angry?! I really worked hard on making the Dungeon!"

I put in so much effort for the Academy students.

And yet, instead of acknowledging that, I have to listen to nonsense about whether I really made it possible for them to wake up!

Not being angry is abnormal!

<I understand that you put in effort, but there are things to be said from the perspective of inexperienced students as well.>

"What is it?!"

<Well, it's rare to have a Dungeon where you have to doubt everything.>

'...That’s true, but.'

A Dungeon that requires you to strategize not just by conquering it but by doubting everything about it is not common.

To be precise, it should be expressed that it cannot be common.

Most Dungeons that exist on the land originate from the power of the evil god Agra.

In other words, every time a Dungeon is created, Agra's power is consumed.

High-level Dungeons cannot be numerous.

To create a high-difficulty Dungeon, Agra must use a correspondingly large amount of power.

"If you don't know that such a Dungeon exists, in the worst case, you can just die."

This is not a game.

The phrase "let's try again next time since we failed this time" does not apply here.

The saying that if you don't know, you must die is not a joke but a reality that becomes someone's last words.

Other students wouldn't be unaware of these dangers, yet is it reasonable that no one prepared for high-level Dungeons!?

Especially those who babble that strategizing Dungeons is a noble duty!

<Haha. Yes. Thanks to your efforts this time, the students of the Academy will also come to know that such Dungeons exist and how to strategize when such Dungeons appear. Good job.>

"Now that you’ve changed your attitude, it only looks like you're afraid of retaliation."

<To misconstrue my goodwill in such a way, this old man is saddened.>

Hearing the old man's jest, I let out a small laugh and looked around the room where all the battles had ended.

Instead of stepping toward the door to exit the Dungeon, I placed my hand on the Crystal ball set up beside it.

<What are you trying to do, girl?>

"I'm venting my anger."

What I had shown until now was the proper way to strategize the Dungeon.

I had chosen the orthodox path, ignoring the faster and easier routes and the various tricks created during the Dungeon's production process.

I had held back my desire to strategize as usual and created a video for the babies. Now, shouldn't I enjoy it too?!

<Wait! Girl! If you show others how you strategize the Dungeon as you usually do, it will be bad for them!...>

"Is that my concern? The idiots at the Academy need to know how pathetic they are."

A lecture from a stagnant person to a newbie is a cancellation.

The newly established course from now on will be a speedrun lecture of the foul water.

I will show them how it’s done.

Let’s see if they can follow along.

You pathetic trash.
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How many minutes will it take for Lucy to strategize the Dungeon?

325 - Second Semester Final Exam (22)
As Bisie watched Lucy conquer the Dungeon, she understood why Adri had said that Dungeon was easy and why Lucy was described as kind.

Countless things that had been invisible during the Dungeon raid became strangely clear as she followed in Lucy's footsteps.


	Right? I'm right, aren't I?



Adri chirped beside Bisie, seemingly pleased that Lucy had validated her words.

Normally, Bisie would have told her to tone it down, but this time she let Adri be.

If I were in her shoes, I would have felt frustrated watching someone flounder when I already knew the answer.

Sigh.

Why couldn't I have noticed that?

It was right in front of me, yet I couldn't see it.

Bisie felt a sense of emptiness as she watched Lucy standing before the final door after effortlessly smashing the Dungeon's boss.

Many others in the examination room shared Bisie's feelings.

Arthur Soladin, the first conqueror of the Dungeon, was lamenting his own foolishness while chewing on his thumbnail.

The party of Kurten Gongja, who had been at the forefront of their third year but failed to overcome the final boss, was painfully aware of their shortcomings once again.

The man who had questioned Lucy Aln was blushing for a different reason now, realizing his own stupidity.

Moreover, most of those who had tried their best to conquer the Dungeon had fallen silent, realizing what they had missed.

At that moment, as Lucy Aln boldly demonstrated her Dungeon conquest, the examination room became so quiet that even the slightest breath sounded loud.

Then it happened.

As Lucy Aln, having defeated the boss, took a breath, she moved her feet.

Most students thought she would step outside the Dungeon, convinced she would come out and berate them.

They believed she would look down on them, saying, "Now do you understand your own incompetence?" while towering over them with her somewhat small stature for her age.

However, Lucy did not step outside.

Instead, she placed her hand on the crystal ball and returned to the original location.

The first corridor.

Not the place that had shocked those watching the footage, but a spot blocked by walls, just like when she first entered the Dungeon.

"...Lady Aln? What on earth."

Professor Jesl, who taught Dungeonology, showed his bewilderment at Lucy's return to the starting point.

This was not what was supposed to happen.

The conversation between Lucy and Jesl had only been about showing how to properly conquer the Dungeon.

They had never discussed doing anything beyond that.

Lady. What are you suddenly trying to do?

‘Self-proclaimed professor, huh? You’re outside, right?’

Just as Jesl blinked, trying to guess Lucy's intentions.

Lucy in the footage, unlike when she was showing the Dungeon conquest, spoke with a voice filled with determination.

“From the moment I move my feet, start timing. Even a fool can do that, right?”

Timing meant...

No way.

The moment Jesl heard those words, the image of the Academy's second-semester Dungeon, which had been utterly destroyed by Lucy Aln, flashed through his mind.

He had expected it would take at least a month or two for the first conqueror to emerge from that Dungeon, but it was shattered in just one day by Lucy.

Jesl, who had designed that Dungeon, had to run around proving that Lucy Aln was abnormal and that there was nothing wrong with the Dungeon.

Lady Aln. Are you planning to not only destroy other Dungeons but also bring down the very castle you created?

Are you going to make it a grand ending if it’s going to collapse anyway?

“Professor, what should we do?”

Just as Jesl's lips began to curl up, emerging from his bewilderment, one of the teaching assistants spoke to him, startled by the unexpected situation.

“What do you mean, what should we do? We need to keep the footage rolling.”

“...Uh. Is that really okay?”

“Of course. Are you running low on Magical Power? If so, I can help.”

“No, that’s fine. Lady Aln’s demonstration is going faster than we expected, so I have some extra Magical Power left over.”

“Hmm. That’s true.”

Even though we knew all the Gimmicks in the Dungeon, we thought it would take at least two hours, but she finished the demonstration in just one hour.

Considering she had prepared her Magical Stones leisurely, she could easily go for another two hours.

“Well then, I’ll go back.”

“Okay. Good luck.”

...No.

Wait a minute.

Lady Aln successfully conquered the Dungeon in one hour while teaching the students the strategy.

What would happen if she seriously tried to conquer the Dungeon?

As Jesl recalled the various antics Lucy had shown while conquering the Academy Dungeon, his face turned pale, but by then, it was already too late.

Lucy was already moving her feet.

Despite being a first-year student at the Academy, Lucy, whose physical abilities were on par with a knight, dashed forward with all her might, revealing the end of the corridor in an instant.

In a situation where an ordinary person would fear hitting the wall and slow down, Lucy did the opposite.

Instead of reducing her speed, she accelerated even more, snatching the note from the cradle and leaping into the air.

With the acceleration she had gained while running down the corridor, Lucy stomped on the wall and shot forward like a bullet fired from a Magic circle.

Students in the Dungeonology examination room, as well as Professor Jesl, were unable to comprehend Lucy's intentions.

Everyone watching the footage questioned Lucy's movements, but that doubt was soon resolved.

The bullet-like Lucy successfully struck the weakness of the knight guarding the last room of the first chamber.

“Ha ha! Excellent! You are!...”

Landing gracefully on the ground, Lucy headed toward the second room before the knight could finish his sentence.

A dark cave where one could not see a step ahead.

A place filled with various traps designed to instill fear in the conquerors.

Standing right in the middle, Lucy raised her Mace and swung it toward the air without a moment's hesitation.

Then, something astonishing happened. At the moment Lucy's Mace came down, a wolf appeared and was struck down by the Mace.

“...Insane.”

“What the hell is this?”

“What is happening?”

As those in the examination room began to emerge from their shock and voice their thoughts, Lucy, letting out a small yelp, left the fallen wolf behind and moved on to the third room.

What lay ahead was a wasteland.

Golems shaped like demons lurked above it.

This place...

There’s no way I can pass through here like before.

It was designed in such a way that it couldn't be done.

Jesl, shocked while watching the footage, hoped the demons would fulfill their roles, but unfortunately, Lucy was a being far beyond her imagination.

‘Weak demons♡ Are you too scared to come near me?♡’

Lucy jumped into the midst of the group of demons with a provocative tone.

According to the original design of the Dungeon, the marked demons should flee, and only the unmarked demons should charge.

But for some reason, regardless of the presence of markings, the demons rushed toward Lucy.

As the demons gathered around her, Lucy brought her Mace down.

The Mace, which had been gathering divinity since entering the room, unleashed its power, creating a shockwave.

The demons, who were in a weakened state and had not died, could not withstand the impact and rolled on the ground.

Regardless, most of those watching the footage were puzzled, thinking that all they had to do was take down the marked demons, but Ruvi Kurten nodded as if impressed.

“Indeed. If you can't solve it with strength, then use even greater strength.”

“...No. That doesn't seem right.”

“How could you come up with such an idea after seeing that?”

“Think about it. If Lady Aln can do it, then I, Ruvi Kurten, can do it too.”

It was true that Lucy Aln possessed extraordinary physical abilities for her age, but Ruvi Kurten was no different.

Blessed by the god of strength and destruction, he possessed power that was not inferior to anyone of his generation.

He could easily replicate what Lucy was doing now.

“If I had confidence in the power I possess, I could have reached such an idea too. I learn anew.”

While his friends were horrified at the thought of gaining confidence by building more muscle, Lucy had already broken through to the fourth room and arrived at the ruined corridor.

Her movements as she dashed down the corridor were still filled with no hesitation.

With the momentum to smash anything that stood in her way, Lucy arrived at the front of the room where the Abomination resided, and the Abomination leisurely opened the door to reveal itself.

‘Oh. Such an impatient guest...’

The Abomination, who had intended to greet her with exaggerated politeness like he had done with other students, could not finish his greeting.

Before he could, Lucy's Mace flew toward his head.

‘...This is it! Do you not know your manners?!’

‘Then wash yourself before coming♡ It makes me anxious to be next to a stinking human scum♡’

The Abomination tried to invite Lucy to his stage, but she paid no attention to his words and continued her assault.

‘Ha! Very well! If you wish to die so much, I shall grant your wish!’

‘Puhaha♡ Look at your face turning red with anger at a girl♡’

‘...I will make you shut that mouth!’

Before the Gimmick leading to the zero floor could activate, the impatient Abomination drew his sword, and the boss battle began.

“...Is that even possible?”

Luca, who had rushed to the examination room upon hearing Lucy's name, chuckled as he watched the scene unfolding in the footage.

The Abomination she was facing was not in a weakened state due to the Gimmick.

Not only was she engaging in battle with someone whom even Ruvi Kurten could not find an answer against, but she was also toying with that boss entirely.

“Indeed. That person's true strength lies elsewhere.”

It is true that Lucy possesses overwhelming abilities for her age.

With physical abilities that would not lose to any knight in service, she could undoubtedly become the kingdom's hero, following in the footsteps of Benedict Aln.

However, she is not that overwhelming yet.

She has just begun to sprout and, while noticeable, has not reached heights above anyone else.

Among the third-year students, there are a few who possess similar or even superior martial prowess.

Yet, Lucy was toying with an enemy that no one among the third-year students could defeat.

Some might say that it was a cheat because Lucy was the Dungeon's designer.

That statement is certainly correct.

Because she is the Dungeon's designer.

Because she knows what actions the Abomination will take.

Lady Aln can smile even in overwhelming adversity.

But...

Is it really possible to perform such antics simply by knowing the Abomination's actions?

Can anyone move as if they see several moves ahead, turning all of their opponent's actions into nothing?

Of course not!

That is something only Lucy Aln can do!

Only Lucy Aln, who possesses the ability to read her opponent's movements and manipulate their actions to dance in her palm, can turn her knowledge into such results!

As Luca recognized the true brilliance of the gem that is Lucy Aln, he watched the scene of the red Magical Power spreading through the corridor with sparkling eyes.

Now, this is the final moment.

How will you surpass the struggles of the boss you created yourself?

To break through the magic designed to kill visitors, what measures will you take?

Luca, who was expecting a miracle from Lucy Aln, found that Lucy did none of the things he hoped for.

She did not grit her teeth and raise her shield.

She did not move to smash the boss before the magic activated.

Nor did she take anything out of her Hyperspace Pouch.

Instead, Lucy passed by the Abomination and entered the wide-open door, closing it behind her.

“...What?”

As the Gimmick activated, the floor collapsed, but Lucy Aln, hanging onto the Mace embedded in the wall, remained inside the room.

“That’s an interesting idea, but it’s meaningless. Even if you hide in the room, you can’t avoid the magic... Oh?”

Why isn’t the magic being fired?

326 - Second Semester Final Exam (23)
“What on earth is going on?”

Luca approached Jesl, unable to comprehend the scene in the video.

Since she had participated in the design of the Dungeon, he thought she might know something. However, Jesl was just as bewildered.

“I have no idea.”

She didn’t know why such a phenomenon had occurred either.

The Academy's artificial Dungeon was ultimately something created by human hands.

No matter how meticulously it was prepared, there would inevitably be shortcomings.

It seemed that this phenomenon was likely an error that arose during the process of creating the Dungeon.

But why did such an error occur?

As Jesl rummaged through the design plans of the Dungeon stored in her mind, the red Magical Power that had been rippling outside the door gradually diminished.

The last desperate act of the Wastrel was a Grand Magic aimed at killing everyone standing before him.

No matter how high the Wastrel's specs were set, he could not maintain such a Grand Magic for long.

The magic, having lost its target, had to scatter without destroying anything.

Just as the outside grew quiet, Lucy Aln, who had been hanging onto the Mace, kicked it away to open the door, revealing the exhausted form of the Wastrel sprawled on the floor.

He glared at Lucy Aln, his eyes streaming with blood tears from rage and hatred, as she landed in the corridor.

“You bitch!”

“Why?♡ You’re the one who didn’t use magic, right?♡ You’re the coward who stopped because you were afraid your own stage would break, so why are you angry at me?♡”

...Ah. That was it.

Hearing Lucy's words, Jesl understood the situation.

The door at the end of the corridor was a passage leading to the stage created by the Wastrel.

To break that place would mean destroying his own stage.

The Wastrel, who could only exert his power while standing on stage, could never break that door.

Was this a trick that only someone who knew the Dungeon better than anyone else could use?

He was truly using every means possible to clear the Dungeon in the shortest time.

Jesl, with a wry smile, checked the time as she watched the Wastrel turn to ashes.

“5 minutes 48 seconds.”

“Excuse me?”

“The time it took for the Young Lady to clear the Dungeon.”

To think that the Young Lady cleared a Dungeon that most Academy students had failed to conquer after a week of effort in less than 6 minutes.

Truly, Lady Aln was someone who could not be judged by common sense.

“Remarkable.”

“Indeed.”

Jesl agreed with Luca's words, filled with excitement.

What a pity.

If that person were not the only bloodline of the Aln family, I would have done everything possible to make her walk the path of academia.


	



“Your Highness the Third Prince.”

“Joey. And the Saintess.”

“The reason the Young Lady is showing this is surely.”

“Ah, it must be that. There would be no reason for her to do this otherwise.”

“Indeed. I can hardly believe how much you’ve changed from the one who turned the social world upside down.”


	



5 minutes 48 seconds.

Hearing the time it took to clear the Dungeon from the old man, I pouted my lips.

Choosing a safe route ended up increasing the clear time.

Especially the method I chose to skip the boss's last desperate act was the problem.

If I had chosen to block it with a shield instead of entering the room and skipping the pattern, I could have saved several tens of seconds.

As I thought about this regretfully, various alternatives came to mind.

If I improve my build and try a few more times, I could probably reduce it to the 4-minute range.

I really can’t be satisfied with this record. My pride as a rotten one won’t allow it.

Let’s retry.

I’ll challenge until I set the best record.

<Do it moderately. Moderately. Clearing what others struggled with for a week in just 6 minutes.>

“5 minutes 48 seconds. Please be precise. This is a sensitive matter.”

<...Sigh. Fine. If you’ve made others’ struggles meaningless in just 5 minutes 48 seconds, what more do you want?>

After all, speedrunning is originally a battle against oneself.

Even after reaching the top spot, people spend day and night trying to shave off 0.01 seconds, so how could I give up a chance to reduce it by nearly a minute?!

I recalled the times when I was desperately trying to break the Soul Academy speedrun record and raised my voice, but the old man didn’t understand my feelings at all.

<Anyway, just stop here. There must be many waiting for you outside.>

Reluctantly, as I stepped out of the Dungeon, the gazes of those inside the examination room focused on me.

Hmm. Everyone seems to be looking at me as if they’re displeased.

Isn’t there anything like “amazing” or “of course, it’s Lady Aln”?

Even in a community filled with jealousy, if I post a speedrun video, there are tons of comments praising me.

Why are the reactions of real people so bleak compared to those in the community?

<I told you. You made their week-long struggles meaningless.>

“Did it look like I was deceiving them?”

So it seemed like I was struggling to clear such an easy Dungeon?

...Then there’s nothing I can do. I can’t say I had no such intention.

I have to accept the karma I’ve created. Yes.

As I was thinking this, Luca appeared with the Dungeonology professor.

“That was truly excellent, Lady Aln. Because of what you showed, everyone was left speechless.”

“Right. Young Lady. I never imagined you would skip the last desperate act like that.”

Heh. Right? Isn’t it amazing?

As I puffed up my shoulders with the praise from the two, a loud voice erupted from among the students.

“I think so too! Young Lady! I was very impressed by what you showed!”

I was startled by the sight of Ruhbi Kurten smiling, claiming he had seen something wonderful, and barely suppressed the words that were about to escape my lips.

Calm down! If I respond to that, it’ll be something like, “Of course, it’s amazing since you’re just a muscle-brained idiot who couldn’t think of that!”

I don’t want to increase the number of people who dislike me here, especially since I already have so many enemies!

I don’t want to give more bait to those who are looking at me with disdain!

As I was thinking this and mumbling, Kurten turned his body towards the back.

“What do you all think? Isn’t the Dungeon created by Lady Aln truly wonderful?”

Huh?

Excuse me?!

Can’t you see the atmosphere of the people right now?!

Everyone looks like they’re not in a good mood!

In this situation, there’s no way a good response will come from asking a question!

The reactions of the people were not much different from what I had expected.

They chose to remain silent in response to Kurten’s question.

Although they didn’t like me, they couldn’t argue against the words of the prince of the Ruhbi family, so they simply chose to keep quiet.

Seeing them blinking in surprise at the cold atmosphere, it seemed Kurten really didn’t grasp the mood.

He’s just like a muscle-brained character in a game.

At that moment, while I was looking at the bewildered Kurten with disdain from behind, a path opened among the students, and Arthur, Joey, and Pavey appeared.

What’s going on? Why are you suddenly popping out? Do you have something to say...

No way. Are you changing what you wanted me to do?

Are you planning to make me do something in front of all these people?!

No, right?! Right?!

You wouldn’t do something that a pathetic perverted demon or a criminal god would think of, right?!

What have I done to you... Well, I’ve done something wrong, but!

I trust you!

I trust your character!

“Lucy Aln.”

“Yes!”

“What is it, poor prince? Do you have something to say?”

“There was no need to show in such a way that our method of clearing the Dungeon is also a valid answer.”

...Huh?

What do you mean by that, Arthur?

I just wanted to show a speedrun because it annoyed me that clueless people were babbling about my Dungeon!

I just wanted them to shut up unless they could clear it better than me!

“That’s right, Young Lady. It was our fault for not realizing the proper way to clear the Dungeon. There was no need for you to defend us.”

Joey? Why are you saying that?

I’ve never thought that deeply!

Think about my usual self!

Do I look like someone with that much consideration?! No way!

“What do you mean? You didn’t realize the proper way to clear it?”

Perhaps feeling something strange about the statement from Arthur’s party, who were the first to clear the final exam, Kurten tilted his head and asked.

“It’s an embarrassing story.”

The one who answered was Pavey.

Unlike usual, she wore an awkward smile and continued with a voice full of appeal honed during her time as a saint of the Main God’s church.

“We didn’t notice the Gimmick of the Dungeon. We couldn’t even think of the idea of returning to the starting point.”

“Saintess, that sounds strange. But how did you clear the Dungeon?”

“We faced the boss head-on and defeated it.”

“...Huh? Is that even possible?”

“It is. Just as Lady Aln showed, if you can break the last magic.”

With just her clear voice, Pavey turned the entire examination room into her audience as she began to explain how they had defeated the Wastrel.

The Wastrel, who was relatively weak since it was a first-year Dungeon, and Arthur’s party, who far surpassed the first-year level.

They were given infinite opportunities.

“After countless attempts, we reached this conclusion. If we can’t block the magic, then we should prevent it from being cast in the first place.”

Although it wasn’t the correct method, at that time, Arthur’s party firmly believed in their idea and, through desperate efforts, succeeded in turning the wrong answer into the right one.

“Regardless of the success of the clearing, it was a failure in terms of the exam. We didn’t even grasp the examiner’s intent.”

Right. Even Jesl said she couldn’t give them high scores.

But what does that have to do with my speedrun?

“Professor Jesl.”

At that moment, when my mind was filled with question marks, Pavey turned her head.

“Surely, the Young Lady said before entering the Dungeon that she would show the method to clear it.”

“...Ah. I didn’t think of that. In a way, using brute force also counts as a method of clearing.”

Only after hearing Jesl’s words did I understand what they were saying.

So now they were interpreting my speedrun from earlier as a defense for their own method of clearing.

...But that wasn’t my intention at all?!

It makes sense, but it’s only logical!

“Ah. Professor Jesl. Of course, we know we made a mistake. We understand that it’s right for us to face disadvantages in our grades. Nevertheless, we stepped forward simply because we wanted to defend this clumsy girl.”

“Right. We don’t want to see the Young Lady hated because of us.”

Arthur glanced at me and said, while Jesl looked at them with a pleased expression.

...It feels like this is heading in an increasingly irreversible direction.

“The Dungeon was well made, though. It was malicious, but.”

As I turned my gaze to the sudden voice that broke the silence, I saw a familiar face.

Even though countless gazes were fixed on her besides mine, Avery shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly.

“Why are you all like this? I merely answered the question posed by Prince Kurten.”

What’s with her?

Just because you say something nice doesn’t mean your treatment will improve!

“Indeed. Among the many Dungeons I’ve seen while in the mercenary group, it was one of the better ones.”

Toby?!

Why are you doing this too?

Do you want something from me?

“I never imagined there would be so many clues.”

Bisie?

What did Adri make you do?

Is this some kind of debt you’re trying to impose on me?

“As we cleared it, we realized that it was made with care.”

This time...

Who are you?

Who are you to be giving compliments?

“I felt my lack of experience.”

“I felt ashamed of myself for complaining about the difficulty.”

What’s going on with these people?

Why are all those who used to look at me with disdain suddenly saying nice things?!

...Ah. Could it be that they’re trying to win favor with the people next to me?!

They’re trying to create a good image for themselves at this opportunity?!

That makes sense. They wouldn’t praise me with pure intentions!

“It can’t be denied that the Young Lady designed the Dungeon.”

“Right. If she weren’t the designer, she wouldn’t be able to show such a rare sight.”

“...I don’t think being a designer necessarily means you can do that, though.”

“Well, the Young Lady’s Dungeon clearing skills are famous.”

They’re completely groveling.

Well, at least they’re giving me compliments, so I’ll accept it quietly.

Quietly...

I can’t take it!

It’s too much!

How can I endure this embarrassing atmosphere!

I’d rather they just insult me!

Why are they acting like this when they know only the designer knows about the antics?

Are they doing this on purpose to point out that they were lacking?

I want them to criticize me for having a bad personality!

Ahhh!

No! I can’t stand this awkward atmosphere!

Since I’ve always lived with disdain since stepping into this world, I lacked the tolerance for compliments, and I tried to make a hasty escape.

But the bratty skill blocked me.

Why are you doing this to me too!

No, wait! You’ve always been like this! I should be asking why you keep doing this!

Is the bratty one, who always acts confident and looks down on others, not allowed to escape in this situation!? Is that it!?

<Why are you like this? Wasn’t it you who wanted compliments?>

“I didn’t want it to go this far!”

Please, someone get me out of this hell!

Author's Note

Thank you for visiting PIA1747014585384.

I’m sorry! I’m late!

327 - Penalty Time (1)
The morning after the flood of compliments that felt like hell.

Despite the sun rising, I was buried under my blanket.

If it were the usual me, I would have been out in the training grounds by now, warming up as I had done every day since entering the Academy.

But today, I was not that way. I hadn’t even prepared to go outside, let alone actually step out.

If you ask me why, there’s no reason. I just felt lazy and decided to be lazy.

Haven’t I been running like crazy since I set foot in this world? Sometimes, don’t I need days where I do nothing and just lounge around?

To be honest, there’s no reason for me to be desperate right now.

Nakrad, who should have been the villain of the second semester’s main story, was stuck in the basement of the Art Order being interrogated, so why should I be frantic?

Back when I went to meet the Pervert Apostle to receive the last accessory.

I asked that guy what Nakrad was up to.

He had made Nakrad look pathetic and funny, but he hadn’t cut off his life.

Of course, I couldn’t help but be concerned about what he was doing trapped in the basement of the Art Order.

The Pervert Apostle seemed to expect such a question from me and spoke about him without hesitation.

First, he had completely neutralized Nakrad so he couldn’t pull any tricks.

And he was extracting various pieces of information from him.

“Since it’s still in a state of unverified cross-checking, it’s hard for me to tell you anything. However, once everything is over, I will convey the information through Lady Caria.”

There were enough gaps in the Pervert Apostle’s story that even I could notice, but I didn’t bother to pry into that part.

To be precise, I didn’t have the chance to pry.

Just as I was about to say something to the Pervert Apostle, the Airhead Fox popped out, raising her voice to ask where my painting was.

The sight of the Airhead Fox hugging my Bunny Girl painting, unsure of what to do, made disgust well up in my eyes.

When I saw her fall back after putting on the accessory, I even thought to myself that I wished she would just die like that.

Even now, that thought hasn’t changed.

If the Airhead Fox had died back then, there wouldn’t be an Airhead Fox sleeping while hugging the towel I used yesterday, giggling.

...I’m glad the Airhead Fox wasn’t next to me when I received that flood of compliments yesterday.

If she had been there, I can only imagine what kind of nonsense she would have shouted.

Ah, thinking about that incident makes my face heat up again.

I never knew I would be so sensitive to compliments.

It’s not that I think I’m amazing; I know it’s just me being conscious of the people around me.

And I know that among them, there’s hardly anyone who is sincere.

Listening to the stories popping up here and there made my head spin until it went blank, and I couldn’t think of anything.

If Cal hadn’t come to take me away under the pretense of discussing the Combat Studies exam, I would have made an emergency escape through the window.

Well, anyway, thanks to Cal acting like a proper knight after a long time, I managed to escape that hell, and I wanted to express my gratitude to him in some way.

“Lady, you have a youthful side to you as well. I’m sure the Lord would be very pleased if I told him.”

With that one line from Cal, all my gratitude vanished.

That guy was firmly believing in the misunderstanding created by Arthur’s group.

I mean, I really don’t understand! Am I that kind of person?!

My usual image is far from being thoughtful!

Where could a little kid who runs around calling me a loser, an idiot, a fool, or a moron get such a misconception?!

Remembering the flood of compliments from just a moment ago made me panic, and I tried my best to explain that it was a misunderstanding, but that damn Cal just listened with one ear and let it slip out the other.

“Ahaha. I understand. I’ll take your word for it, Lady... Cough!”

It was self-defense when I hit Cal’s abdomen with sincerity.

How rude of him to tease his owner when he’s just a pet!

I didn’t even hit him that hard, but I left him whining and headed to where the Dungeonology professor was to have a conversation I hadn’t finished.

He had said he would have something to tell me after the demonstration of the dungeon strategy.

Thinking that he would return after settling the commotion while I waited in the professor’s office, I strolled down the hallway leisurely.

As I did, I found myself hearing conversations around me that I hadn’t intended to eavesdrop on.

They were different from the usual complaints that flowed from my surroundings.

Usually, the stories that come out around me are just about how annoying I am, how unlucky I am, or how they don’t want to see me.

There are still plenty of people in the Academy who dislike me.

They can’t openly confront me because they’re wary of me and the people around me, but still, bad stories flow out from behind.

However, the words I heard at that moment were mostly things I had never imagined before.

“Has she really changed?”

“Right! The Lady is a good person... Hehe! I’m sorry for raising my voice!”

“Do the people around her care?”

“The Saint wouldn’t say that for no reason. She must have repented after receiving the Blessing of the Main God.”

“I’ve always said it. That person is a good person, right? Someone who would risk their life to save someone like me can’t be a bad person.”

“Were we misunderstanding her?”

There were people who had started to believe some of the things Arthur’s group had said!

Their numbers weren’t that many, but the fact that there were people who believed I had changed was surprising.

Because I’m Lucy!

Think about the misdeeds the past Lucy committed!

Is it even reasonable to believe that that crazy girl has changed?

Well, considering that most of those who were saying such things were commoners or lower nobles, they probably didn’t know what kind of person Lucy had been in the past.

If they heard about the things Lucy had done, they would never say that she could change!

“They see her too kindly.”

“She probably just intended to tease us by calling us losers.”

“There’s no way Lucy Aln would have such consideration.”

“There’s no way that crazy girl has changed.”

In reality, most of the people attending the Academy, meaning those who knew how Lucy Aln had acted in social circles, weren’t paying attention to Arthur’s group’s words.

Not only that, they had accurately grasped the original intent and realized that Arthur’s group had misunderstood.

In my opinion, this was the normal reaction.

Think about the karma that Lucy had committed in the past.

Anyone who had seen that would naturally conclude that Lucy Aln had no intelligence to consider others, right?

So, the overall opinion in the Academy hadn’t changed much.

But just hearing a few voices was quite pleasing.

I even found myself briefly feeling grateful to the three people who had brought me shame.

Why briefly, you ask?

Because after a little time passed, I realized an important fact.

The fact that the opinion in the Academy had changed ultimately meant that it was based on people who weren’t very close to me.

People who only knew the past Lucy or didn’t know either the past or present Lucy.

Among such people, there might be someone who has a glimmer of hope, but what about those who are close to me now?

“I understand the intention behind the Lady’s disregard for the procedure in the dungeon strategy, but I cannot grant them any privileges. It would create issues of fairness.”

Cal’s reaction wasn’t just a fuss!

Anyone who knows that I have become more benevolent compared to the past would take Arthur’s group’s misunderstanding as the truth!

While receiving the pleased gaze of the Dungeonology professor, I desperately argued that it was a misunderstanding, but the professor didn’t believe a word I said. She just thought I was embarrassed and pretending otherwise.

As I watched the corners of her mouth rise higher, I gave up on persuading her and just changed the subject.

Since she wouldn’t listen to anything I said, I didn’t have the confidence to persuade her.

I don’t know how my actions were interpreted, but the Dungeonology professor brought up the main point according to my intent.

It wasn’t anything grand.

She mentioned that she planned to keep the Final Dungeon open until the start of the vacation and that she would publish the dungeon I created in an academic journal.

Having a deep affection for the first dungeon I created, I accepted her proposal, hoping that more people would recognize the true value of my dungeon.

After that, well, nothing much happened.

I skipped my usual evening training and went straight to the dorm, so there was no way anything would happen.

Knock, knock.

Hearing the sound of a knock on the door, I stopped my thoughts and held my breath.

“Lady? Are you not there?”

“Lucy Aln. If you’re inside, respond.”

Damn it!

I had locked myself away because I didn’t want to meet them, and now they were coming directly to find me!

Biting my lip, I tried to imitate Caria when she was hiding her presence.

I absolutely cannot let them find out that I’m here.

If that happens, I’ll be dragged by them and face punishment!

“How strange. I’m sure she hasn’t come out.”

“Right? Where could she have gone?”

Yes! That’s it!

They think I’m not here and are going to search elsewhere!

Hurry!

“No. You all. The Lady is right here.”

Hearing Pavey’s voice sent chills down my spine, and I hugged my arms.

“I can feel the warm divinity from inside here. There’s no way I could mistake the Lady’s divinity!”

That’s right. If I can confirm Pavey’s location with divinity, then Pavey can confirm my location too!

Ahhh! How could I forget such a basic thing!

I’m so frustrated with myself for being so foolish!

“Come out quickly, Lucy Aln. If you keep coming out like that, we’ll have no choice but to change our request. For example, yes. You’ll have to wear a maid outfit all day long…”

‘What kind of crazy talk is that?!’

“Puhahaha. Wow. Poor Prince. You’ve given up on hiding your perversion now, haven’t you?! Disgusting!”

“Who’s a perv!... Cough! Anyway, just come out! It’s all been found out!”

Ugh! To make a mistake out of surprise at a suggestion that the Airhead Fox would come up with!

I bit my lip in frustration, but even so, there was nothing I could do.

I was an absolute subordinate who had to comply with their demands due to penalties.

Forcing my reluctant feet to the door, I took a deep breath and opened it.

“Oh my. Have you just woken up?”

“I think this is the first time I’ve seen the Lady looking so disheveled.”

Then, just as I had expected, I was met with the delighted gazes of Joey, Pavey, and Arthur.

No, wait.

Why is Arthur staring into space?

I thought he would say something.

While I was wondering about that, Frey popped out from behind Joey and blocked my view.

“Lucy. Lucy.”

‘...What is it?’

“Why? Silly knight.”

“Is Lucy actually a shy person?”

The moment I heard that innocent question, I was left speechless.

The way she tilted her head as if she genuinely didn’t know was truly malicious.

What was even more annoying was that Joey and Pavey were openly wearing relaxed smiles.

That smile meant that in their heads, I was already a little girl embarrassed because my consideration had been discovered.

Ahhh!

I knew this would happen!

I didn’t want to meet them because I thought this would happen!

Stop it!

Don’t look at me like that!

I said don’t look at me like that!

328 - Penalty Time (2)
“Hoho. I never knew Young-ae had such a cute side.”

“It’s true that you’ve been considerate, so you could just accept the gratitude.”

“Lucy. Are you shy?”

“Yeah. This guy is shy.”

As soon as I finished getting ready, I was dragged into the Academy's private room, surrounded by the four of them, having to listen to all sorts of things.

Normally, I would have been forced to keep my mouth shut, but unfortunately, I was currently in the perfect position of a subordinate.

If they changed their minds and decided to impose some cruel punishment, I would face even greater humiliation.

Not wanting the situation to worsen, I clenched my fists and remained silent.

And this situation isn’t entirely bad for me.

It’s true that their misunderstandings are embarrassing, but isn’t it also true that thanks to those misunderstandings, Arthur and his group feel indebted to me?

If I can endure this itching feeling for just a little longer, the severity of the punishment I’ll receive might lessen.

It’s okay. This is nothing.

I’ve faced life-threatening situations countless times; this is just a minor inconvenience.

It’s not painful. It’s not scary. There’s no risk of death. I’m just feeling a bit heated in my head; can’t I endure this?

“Look. You’re so scared that you can’t say anything. You must be afraid of what we might make you do.”

“A shy and cowardly one.”

“You’re really cute like this. I’m looking forward to dressing up Young-ae later.”

“Joey, can I join you for that?”

“Of course! In my dream…”

Ugh. I can’t hold it in anymore.

With reason slipping away, I raised my head with a laugh.

“What’s this, Lucy Aln? Suddenly.”

“Because the fresh prince is being so cocky, it’s a bit annoying♡ The person who couldn’t even meet my eyes this morning is now calling me shy♡ Haha♡ How can I endure this?♡”

“W-What are you talking about?! I was just!”

“Is that not true?♡ Really?♡”

“...”

“Pervert♡ It’s disgusting♡ I feel like I’m going to throw up♡”

Arthur’s face turned red, and he merely mumbled without being able to refute anything.

That’s one person dealt with.

Next, should I sink Frey, who quickly changed tactics to tease Arthur?

“So the prince is a pervert?”

“Puhaha♡ Foolish knight♡ Who would think you’re not a pervert?♡”

“...Huh?”

“You’re the one who keeps provoking me, wanting to be insulted♡”

“No, I’m not like that.”

“Not like that?♡ Then why did you run away like a shy girl last time?♡ I’m so curious; can you answer me?♡”

Frey, unable to find a place for her eyes, eventually lowered her head deeply.

That’s two down.

As I turned my head sharply, Joey and Pavey hurriedly averted their gazes.

What? Did they just now realize they crossed the line?

But it’s too late! Even if they shut their mouths now, what they’ve done up to this point won’t disappear!

They will accept their karma!

“Airhead Young-ae♡ I know you’re happy to have made friends, but you should keep it moderate♡ If you keep this up, I’ll just start calling you Airhead!♡”

“I... I wasn’t particularly excited, you know?”

“Hmm♡ Really?♡”

“Of course! I’m the center of countless Young-aes; there’s no way I’d get excited over something like this.”

“Then I don’t have to be your friend?♡”

“...”

“Really, you don’t need me?♡ You don’t have to play with Airhead?♡”

“...Sniff. No. I’m sorry. I got carried away and made a mistake.”

“Puhaha♡ Just know that♡ Airhead is cute because she’s an airhead♡”

Now there’s only one person left.

I subtly turned my head to the side and saw Pavey’s face flushed red.

“Pathetic saint?♡”

“Yeeah!”

“Pfft♡ How can you call yourself a saint?♡ Don’t you feel sorry for the gods who believe in you?♡”

“I’ll repent right now! I’m sorry!”

Looking around at the four of them, unable to lift their heads for their own reasons, I felt a sense of relief.

The future? Well, my future self will take care of that.

I don’t regret this action at all!

...No. Actually, that’s a lie.

I regret it quite a bit.

I think I’m really getting consumed by my masochistic skills. Why does it feel like my boiling point is getting lower?!

Compared to what I heard during my previous job, what these guys are doing is really cute!

While I lamented my previous actions inwardly, I maintained a facade of confidence outwardly.

What’s done is done!

The die has been cast, so I have to push through to the end!

I’ll pretend to be the superior to lessen the punishment!

‘Prince?...’

“Poor prince? You still have a lot to say, so how long will you keep your mouth shut? Have you devolved to the point of forgetting how to speak?”

“...Yeah. I still have a lot to say.”

Arthur slowly lifted his head, his gaze burning like someone vowing revenge.

Yeah. Pretending to be the superior is pointless; I’m screwed.

“Lucy Aln. You will remember what we agreed to do when we succeeded in our conquest.”

‘...Yes! I remember!’

“Do I look like a fool to you, poor prince? Of course, I remember.”

“Then the conversation will be quick. We have discussed what we will demand from you extensively. Among the suggestions was simply to buy us a meal.”

What?! Really?! There was such a suggestion?!

Then you should have mentioned that first!

If you had, I would have thought, ‘Thank you,’ and endured whatever nonsense you said!

“But now it seems there’s no reason to show such mercy.”

As Arthur spoke in a heavy voice, Frey and Joey nodded.

Pavey seemed a bit hesitant, but in front of the three’s sharp gazes, she could only keep her mouth shut.

“Lucy Aln. We will tell you our demands. Each of us will borrow a day of your time. Simply put, for one day, you must follow the requests of the person who borrowed that day.”

“I’ve already decided when I’ll do it. Young-ae.”

“So have I.”

“Me too. Young-ae.”

“I feel the same. I’ll let you know the schedule, so be prepared in advance. Got it?”

As Arthur’s words promised that I would definitely regret this, I broke out in a cold sweat, and a notification sound brushed past my ears.

What is it now?! What is it this time?!

[The penalty has been determined.]

[You must follow their requests for one day.]

[Please do your best to carry out the punishment.]

...

Hey, you piece of trash.

What?

You’re telling me to do my best?

To carry out the punishment?

This is all your fault!

This happened because of you!

Who do you think you are, talking nonsense like it’s someone else’s problem?!

Just wait! Pathetic god!

I will never forget this grudge!

I will definitely give you a proper education later!


	



The day after the penalty was determined.

As I arrived at the training ground as usual, it was Frey who welcomed me.

She usually stuck by my side, but today her steps were lighter than usual.

The reason is obvious. Today, it’s her who has taken my day.

Watching Frey, who was bouncing around me like an excited puppy yet maintaining a blank expression, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

Sigh. What is she going to ask me today?

When I overheard her last time, she seemed to want me to praise her, so maybe she wants me to pamper her all day today.

If that’s the case, I can do that as much as she wants. What’s so hard about saying she’s cute when I see a cute girl?

“Lucy. Lucy.”

‘What is it?’

“Why? Foolish knight.”

“That’s not it. Today is different.”

Different? Is she asking me to call her by her name instead of calling her foolish knight?

“Okay. Repeat after me. Sister Frey.”

‘...What?’

“What?”

“Sister Frey. Hurry.”

The request to call her sister made my head spin.

It’s not that I have an aversion to calling her by a higher title.

In social life, it’s common to bow my head to someone much younger than me.

Using honorifics for someone of a similar age is nothing special.

The problem is the title itself.

Sister!

I’ve never said such a thing!

I can say things like ‘older sister’ or ‘big sister’ as much as I want, but the title ‘sister’ gives me an aversion!

“Today, you promised to listen to me, Lucy. Hurry up.”


	Ding.



[You must follow the request.]

[If you refuse, the penalty may randomly extend to someone around you.]

What does it mean that the penalty may extend?

Does that mean I have to listen to requests from people other than the four of them?

Randomly adding someone from the surrounding characters means...

No way.

Does that mean I might have to listen to Airhead Fox’s request too?!

Gyaaaah! That can’t happen!

Okay! I get it!

I’ll at least give it a try!

But if I fail because of my masochistic skills, that’s not my fault, right?

That’s a matter beyond my will!

If that’s how it goes, then I’ll really turn around!

‘S-Sister Frey!’

“Sister Frey.”

See! There’s no way this will work!...

Huh?

Huh?

‘Sister Frey.’

“Sister Frey.”

...Did I just properly call Frey’s name? Right?

I didn’t say anything like ‘pathetic’ or ‘foolish’ and called Frey properly!

Thinking it might be a dream, I pinched my cheek and felt a clear pain, causing me to smile.

It’s real.

I really called someone else’s name properly.

I didn’t say a twisted version of the name; I called the correct name!

I don’t know why this is possible.

Is the compulsion of the masochistic skill weaker than the compulsion of the penalty?

Or did the pathetic god do something? I can’t even guess.

But what does it matter?

What’s important now is that I can simply call someone else’s name properly.

“Sister Frey.”

I was so happy that I could express what I was thinking that I called Frey’s name again, and only then did I notice Frey’s face, which was flushed red.

What’s this? I thought she would be smug, but why is she just standing there blankly without saying anything?

Thud.

As I turned my head at the sound of something dropping, I saw Joey and Pavey, wide-eyed and frozen.

Isn’t it a bit early for them to be at the training ground?

Why are they so eager?

“Young-ae!”

Suddenly, Joey jumped forward and grabbed my shoulders with both hands.

Seeing the excitement in her eyes and her flustered expression, Joey hurriedly continued speaking.

“Me too! Please call me Sister Joey! No! Just calling me Joey is fine!”

Huh? She wants me to call her Joey?

...Oh.

Can I do that?

Since I just called Frey properly, maybe this is possible too?

‘Joey?’

“What are you saying, Airhead Young-ae?”

As expected, does it only work when the penalty is involved?

“Waaah! Why can’t I do it! Kent Young-ae can, but why can’t I?!”

Watching Joey, a noble Young-ae, whimpering, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

Excuse me.

I want to call names properly more than anyone else!

When the day comes for you to ask me, Joey, I’ll kindly call you by your name, so can you hold on for now?

And Pavey, why are you so openly disappointed?

Did you want me to call your name too?

While I was dumbfounded by the expressions of the two, Frey, who had finally regained her senses, stepped between me and Joey.

“Today, Lucy is mine. Go away.”

“...Ugh. Just wait. Kent Young-ae! When my day comes, you won’t even get to see Arlene Young-ae’s appearance!”

Joey?

What on earth are you trying to make me do?

I’m feeling very anxious right now.

You better explain it properly.

“Do as you like. I just need to take Lucy home today, and that’s enough for me.”

...Frey?

What do you mean by taking me home?!

What on earth does that mean!?
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The Kent family has a long history.

The family was established by an unnamed man who built his reputation with his sword during the chaotic times when the evil god sought to destroy this land.

As descendants of heroes, the Kent family has trained in swordsmanship for many years, earning the title of a prestigious swordsmanship family.

True to its long history of holding onto a sword, the Kent family's domain is steeped in all things related to swords.

Various dojos that teach swordsmanship.

Blacksmiths that forge swords.

In addition, there are numerous shops catering to those who continue to train.

The scenery of this place, which was a must-visit for anyone related to swords, was not much different from what I remembered.

This likely means that many of the settings existing here are the same as in the game.

"...I hate teleportation."

As I was admiring it, Frey stumbled out the door.

Even Frey, who is usually indifferent to most things, seemed unable to endure the turmoil in her stomach.

‘Just take a break...’

"Is this really that hard to endure, Frey? You're totally pathetic. What are you going to do? If you really want, we could take a break."

"...No. It's fine. Let's go right away."

Despite her staggering, Frey led me across the street.

‘Hey, Frey...’

"Frey, I haven't heard anything about what I'm supposed to do yet. You’re not forgetting what you wanted to ask me, are you?"

What on earth is she trying to make me do by bringing me to the Kent family mansion?

I really can't predict it.

If the person in front of me weren't Frey, I would have tried to make predictions based on the game's settings, but this four-dimensional kid is not someone whose predictions work.

Even as a rotten member of the Soul Academy, I have no idea what she's thinking.

"Duels."

‘...What?’

"What?"

"I'm going to duel."

A duel? Is that what she brought me all the way to her house for?

If that's the case, wouldn't it be fine to do it at the Academy's training grounds?

As I tilted my head, unable to distinguish whether Frey's words were a joke or serious, the entrance to the Kent family mansion came into view.

"Miss, who is this beside you?"

The soldier guarding the door trembled as he looked at me standing next to Frey.

Does this person also know about Lucy's infamous reputation?

Having become accustomed to instilling fear in others, I merely shrugged my shoulders and didn't speak.

It was clear that whatever I said would only worsen the situation.

"This is Lucy, my friend."

"Friend? You say?"

"Yes. Friend. Right?"

‘Yes, that's right, Frey.’

"If being clingy on your side makes us friends, then sure, I can agree."

"This is unbelievable! You brought a friend to the mansion instead of being the victim!"

I was the one taken aback by the soldier's tearful outburst.

Wasn't he trembling because he was scared of me?

Was he just flustered because Frey caused another incident?

...That's strange. There shouldn't be anyone who doesn't know the infamy attached to the name Lucy.

"Ugh! Please wait a moment! I will report this touching fact to the head of the family!"

After wiping his tears, the soldier stared blankly at me as he walked away.

I barely regained my senses as Frey patted me on the shoulder.

"Let's go in."

‘That person just now...’

"That idiot just told me to wait. Did the foolish Frey not understand that?"

"It's fine. No problem."

No matter how much I thought about it, it seemed like a problem, but I couldn't refuse Frey's command, so I followed her into the mansion.

"Oh my! Miss, what brings you here? And who is this? Huh? A friend? A friend?!"

"Finally, the head of the family’s efforts are being rewarded! You brought a friend, Miss!"

"Please take good care of our lady! Lady Arlene!"

"Oh, how can I express my gratitude for this!"

The servants of the Kent family were all immaculate, with no signs of wrinkles.

Even upon hearing the name Lucy Aln, they didn't show fear but instead bowed their heads as if to say, "Thanks to the lady, our miss has changed!"

I could naturally understand why Frey's younger sister was so loud during the Partran Festival we met before.

Growing up in this family seems to make one like that.

"Frey! When did you arrive?! You should have told me you were coming! And who is this..."

Ah, damn it. How did she pick up on my thoughts? The loudest person in this mansion has appeared.

Parna Kent.

Frey's younger sister.

Unlike the silent and aloof Frey, she is a lively and natural airhead, so much so that her lines in the game seemed louder than others.

And that hasn't changed much in reality.

No, if anything, it has become even more boisterous. What was once dialogue has now turned into voice.

"...Are you Lady Arlene?!"

‘Yes, I am.’

"You can tell just by looking, right? You're on a different level from you pathetic ones."

"Wow! You were super pretty before, but now you're even more..."

This girl has great lung capacity. Is it because she's from a noble family?

"...incredibly more beautiful! You look like an angel descended from heaven! The goddess of beauty might be jealous!"

‘Thank you.’

"Isn't it something obvious that you have to shout about? How can a noble lady be so unrefined? It's truly pathetic."

"Haha! I hear that often, but I can't seem to change!"

To hear such harsh words and not change a single expression is impressive.

She looks as if she doesn't even realize that what she heard was a harsh remark.

...Wait? Could it be that she really doesn't understand? Is that possible?

"Step aside. I'm busy."

Thinking that she might actually be like that, Frey interjected between me and Parna.

"Why?"

"I have something to do with my friend."

"Friend! The word 'friend' coming from my sister's mouth! I'm so moved!"

"This mother feels the same way! Parna!"

Another layer of noise was added to Parna's loud voice.

The Countess of Kent appeared behind Parna.

The Countess, who embodied the term "woman of strength," entered with a thud and embraced Frey with her thick arms.

"Our Frey brought a friend home! Ugh! I feel like I'm going to cry!"

"Um, Mom? I..."

"Ah! My sister has changed so much! I'm so proud!"

"No, I'm... I'm suffocating..."

Seeing Frey's face turning blue, I simply gave up on thinking.

It was clear that whatever I said would be swallowed by that commotion.

<This reminds me of that guy Parun. He was quite the fuss-maker.>

‘...That person is probably the founder of the Kent family.’

<Oh, really? The power of blood is truly remarkable. I never thought it would remain the same after hundreds of years.>

‘But why am I not growing taller? Considering my father's build, I should be much bigger than I am now.’

<...I guess that's something only the main god knows.>

The moment I heard the old man's story, I almost blurted out that the pathetic god is a pedophilic criminal, but I managed to hold it back.

I can't be cursing the main god in front of the pious old priest.


	



The commotion created by Parna Kent and the Countess of Kent only grew larger over time.

They fussed over Frey, who almost fainted, apologizing profusely.

They thanked me for changing Frey, and now they were trying to suffocate me.

As soon as they heard me call Frey "sister,"

‘If you're calling her sister, then I can call you Lucy sister too, right?! Super pretty Lucy sister, is that okay?!’

‘Then does that mean the cute and adorable lady becomes my daughter?! Totally welcome! Won't you call me Mama?!’

They screamed as if they were going to burst my eardrums.

I wasn't just sitting still either.

I tried to interrupt the conversation with my unique skill of making a fuss.

However, the two of them, who misinterpreted everything I said, didn't care at all, and ultimately, Frey and I were freed only after Lord Kent made his appearance.

It seemed that this wasn't the first time such a situation had occurred, as Lord Kent handled it smoothly.

He immediately scolded Parna and the Countess sternly and sent them back to the mansion, then bowed his head to me several times.

"I sincerely apologize! Lady Arlene! They did not mean any malice, but that does not change the fact that it was rude! I apologize once again!"

Watching the Count apologize for his family's rudeness reminded me of Benedict.

Did Benedict not act like this when Lucy was causing all sorts of trouble back then?

"It's fine. Don't worry about it."

"That's enough. What can I do about such a clumsy person being the head of the family? Don't worry about it."

"Thank you for your understanding!"

How many incidents must his family have caused for the head of a prestigious swordsmanship family to show signs of a social person?

...I should create an opportunity for Benedict and this person to talk later. I think they would get along very well.

"Um, Lady Arlene. May I ask what business brings you here?"

‘Well, Frey dragged me here...’

"I don't really know either, since I was dragged here by the foolish Frey, Lord Count."

Upon hearing my words, Lord Kent examined my face with curious eyes before subtly turning his head to the side.

"...Frey? Is this true?"

"Yes. That's right. I brought Lucy."

"Why?"

"I wanted to see Lucy duel with Dad."

"...Huh?"

‘...What?’

"...What?"

Despite the bewildered voices from Lord Kent and me, Frey remained calm.

"I feel like I could learn something by watching the two of you duel. So please do it."

"Um, Frey? This isn't something that simple, you know?"

Lord Kent tried to dissuade Frey in any way he could.

The gap in skill between me and the Count was too great.

If I were to get hurt during the duel, it could become a big problem.

He suggested that he would watch Frey duel instead, so why not do that?

‘I'm fine.’

"What is it, Lord Count? Are you afraid of losing to me? I'm fine, you know?"

However, I didn't find Frey's suggestion that uncomfortable.

Upon reflection, it was a proposal I had no reason to refuse from my perspective.

Although Lord Kent shows a weak side in front of his family, he is a completely different person when he draws his sword.

A man who is so skilled that even the current sword master cannot confidently claim superiority over him.

A genius who has compiled the swordsmanship of the Kent family to create his own style.

Lord Kent is a swordsman known throughout the continent.

I had felt the lack of experience when facing Duke Burrow last time.

Given that, I wouldn't refuse an opportunity to fight a strong opponent.

To be honest, if things go wrong, it's Lord Kent who gets in trouble, not me, right?

I don't need to clean up after someone else, so why should I care about their circumstances?

"Hmm♡ Is the Count someone who can't even overpower such a small child?♡ Are you a third-rate swordsman afraid you might not be able to control your strength?♡"

"...Lady?"

"It's okay♡ It's not your fault that you're a cowardly weakling who can't even trust your own sword, Count♡"

"...No matter how much you are the lady of the Aln family, there are things you can say and things you cannot."

"Oh♡ It's the Count's responsibility that you can't even fulfill your daughter's request♡ Hehe♡ Poor Frey for having such a pathetic dad♡"

As I giggled and watched the Count's expression, I was sure he would not back down.

His face, barely holding onto his flying reason, was fierce enough to make a weak person cry.

"Alright. I'll do it. The duel."

As expected.

Confirming that the Count bit his lip, I leisurely moved the divinity within me.

Alright.

Shall I test how far I can go now?

Let’s give him a hit.

Against a swordsman who is far stronger than me.
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Frey captured the clamor created by the clash of iron and wood in her eyes.

It was the sight of the white shield, imbued with divinity, being pushed back by the wooden sword.

She had never managed to break Lucy's shield, even once.

Despite her desperate efforts to shatter that shield more than ever before.

This was not much different for others.

Even the third prince, whom Frey acknowledged in her own way, was powerless before Lucy's shield.

Setting aside the talent with the sword, the second prince, who overwhelmed Frey in sheer strength, was also helpless against Lucy's shield.

There was not much difference for others either.

Lucy’s shield was like an unbreakable fortress to her contemporaries.

However, that fortress was only a fortress within the Academy.

Before Count Kent, it was merely an ordinary shield.

"You seem to be struggling to hold on. Where did that initial momentum go?"

"Can't you tell at a glance?♡ I'm just playing with you♡ How could you not notice this?♡ How~lame♡"

"Oh. Is that so? Then let's pick up the pace a bit."

To put it differently, Lucy's shield was fulfilling its role not only outside the Academy but also before Count Kent.

Look at the swordsman, renowned across the continent, struggling to penetrate Lucy's shield.

He piled up illusions to disrupt the shield's movements.

He twisted his nerves by striking at the parts that the shield could not protect.

Sometimes, he struck the shield itself, causing Lucy's movements to falter. Count Kent was not merely playing with his daughter's friend; he was seriously engaging with Lucy.

Since Lucy's shield had already stepped into the adult world beyond that of a child, it contained a seriousness in the sword that was separate from personal feelings.

Frey had anticipated this outcome from the moment she brought Lucy here.

She knew her father would treat Lucy seriously, which was why she brought her along.

She thought that Count Kent, one of the few martial artists Frey acknowledged, would show her how to surpass Lucy's shield.

"Your lips are trembling. Do you want to continue?"

"Huh?♡ That's just because the lame Count is so pathetic that I'm holding back my laughter, you know?♡ I'm completely relaxed!♡"

"Understood. Let's continue."

Frey's judgment was correct.

Count Kent demonstrated various ways to break through Lucy's defenses.

Watching Lucy, who always stood proudly at the Academy, tumble to the ground repeatedly, Frey accumulated information.

Information to win against Lucy.

Frey knew that this was a despicable act.

Just a short while ago, she would have questioned why she should do something so boring, so she could not possibly be unaware of what her current actions entailed.

Yet, Frey did not regret her actions.

She did not take her eyes off the sight of Lucy staggering to her feet.

Winning against Lucy was more important to Frey than preserving her own silly pride. By doing so, she could continue to stay by Lucy's side.

"Are you still going to continue?"

"You seem to be tired already?♡ Puhaha♡ This is why old men are troublesome!♡"

"Yes. Understood. Let's keep going."

To Frey, Lucy Aln was a miracle.

The one who brought color to her once monochrome world.

The one who became the beginning of countless emotions.

The one who made her realize that she had pride as a swordsman.

And the one who added vibrancy to Frey's surroundings, which had always been lonely.

The world Frey saw before entering the Academy and meeting Lucy was entirely different from the world she saw now.

How could the time when she wandered in search of danger, unaware that what she felt was fear, be compared to now, when she understands various emotions and seeks the feelings she desires?

"...Were you saving your strength? That's surprising."

"Puh♡ It's just that the old Count is too pathetic, so I'm trembling from holding back my laughter, you know?♡ It's not a crime to get old!♡"

Understanding the gap between the two worlds.

Knowing how chilling it is to see the monochrome landscape become more colorful with each added hue.

When faced with that sight again, she understood the fear she would feel.

Frey wished for Lucy to always be by her side.

If Lucy, who brought color to her world, were to disappear, her world would turn gray once more.

"Do you think that will work?♡ I'm not a fool like Frey!♡"

"Your head seems to be working well, but you're still lacking! How could you not notice what's hidden behind?"

However, Lucy did not remain still.

With each passing day, she moved further ahead.

Without arrogance. Without laziness. As if she had an obsession with strength, she kept charging forward.

Watching Lucy dash ahead, Frey realized she could not grasp Lucy's wrist.

So she chose to run alongside Lucy.

No matter how far she leaped ahead, as long as she could keep up with her steps, she could always stay by Lucy's side.

"...So this is what greed feels like."

At the end of her thoughts, Frey recalled a word she had seen in a dictionary long ago, and she unconsciously smiled.

She had discovered yet another new color.

Thanks to Lucy.

How could she return this joy to Lucy?

As she pondered deeply, Frey lifted her head at the warmth brushing against her skin.

At the center of that warmth was Lucy's mace, shining like a small sun.

"You can handle this much, right?!♡"

"Tsk! The bloodline of the Aln family is nothing but monsters!"

Before long, the end of the duel was approaching.


	



Having exhausted all my energy, I stared blankly at the unnecessarily clear sky.

It was a complete defeat.

The gap between Count Kent and me was so vast that no matter how hard I racked my brain, I couldn't see a way out; it was an overwhelming loss.

The only reason I managed to hold out against the Count for quite a while was that he had been considerate of me.

If the Count had intended to crush me from the start, I would have been sprawled on the ground without being able to resist at all.

How long has it been since I was so thoroughly beaten?

To make a comparison, I would have to recall the time when I first set foot in this world and was crushed by Cal.

Ah. The more I think about it, the more maddening it becomes.

Back when it was a game, I even did challenges to take down Count Kent with my bare hands, and now I can't even dare to approach him.

Haaah.

I thought I had gotten quite strong.

But it seems I was wrong.

I am still weak.

At this rate, I won't even see the conclusion of Soul Academy, let alone survive until graduation.

It is true that one enemy, Nakrad, has fallen, but there are still plenty of scum in this world wishing for destruction.

As long as I am an apostle of the Main god, and as long as I am facing the evil god according to the Main god's will, they will surely come for my neck.

To survive immediately, I must become much stronger than I am now.

Puhaha. I am grateful to Frey for suggesting this duel.

If I hadn't faced Count Kent, I would have gradually become arrogant.

And there is one more thing to be thankful for.

It is the various shortcomings I discovered while clashing with Count Kent.

Thanks to the Count persistently targeting my many deficiencies as if to teach me, I realized the direction I need to take.

"First, I need to enhance my physical abilities."

I have many shortcomings, but enhancing my physical abilities comes first.

While my physical abilities are considered overwhelming among my peers, what I must face are not the people around me but the great evils my grandfather had to contend with.

I need to be at least at a level where I can withstand Count Kent.

<Your thoughts are correct, but training more harshly than now will only have adverse effects. Young lady.>

"Don't worry. It's not that kind of method."

Even if I were to undergo harsher training than what I'm doing now, I wouldn't be able to become drastically stronger to the level I desire.

There are limits to the stats that can be enhanced through training.

So how will I raise my physical abilities?

If it's something the rotten waters of Soul Academy would do, there is only one way, right?

I need to grind.

Due to other matters coming up, I had put leveling up on the back burner, so I will make up for it during the vacation.

Ah. This vacation, I really need to lock myself in a dungeon.

Without even a small break.

Roaming through numerous dungeons.

I’ll have to live like a shut-in.

...Heheh.

That sounds so fun.

While I was planning what to do during the vacation in my head, Frey's face suddenly came into my view.

Her eyes sparkling made me a bit uneasy.

She isn't asking for another duel, is she?

That would be a bit troublesome.

I just threw everything I had at the Count.

I'm completely exhausted.

No matter how good my stamina is, there are limits.

"Lucy."

'What is it?'

"Why? Frey."

"Let's go to the mansion. I heard we're having a party at the mansion to celebrate my bringing a friend."

...Cancel.

Cancel!

Frey! Can't we just duel together instead?!

Even if I collapse from exhaustion, I'll move my body, so let's have a duel!

Huh?!

I don't think I can withstand the endless positivity of the people at Count Kent's mansion in my current state!

Please!


	



Unfortunately, Frey was not someone with much say in the Kent mansion.

Dragged to the mansion against my will, I received repeated thanks from the people there.

I was told I was nothing but bones while being treated to food until my stomach was full.

I trained with the knights of the Kent family, who were as noisy as the mansion's people.

I ended up dueling with many people, including Frey and Parnah.

Before I knew it, I was preparing to sleep in one of the rooms in the mansion.

How did it come to this?

I hadn't planned to sleep here.

As I lay on the bed in a modest room, which was surprisingly simple for a renowned noble family, I reflected on the chaotic day when someone knocked on the door.

"Lucy. Can I come in?"

'Yes. It's fine.'

"Do as you please. Frey."

Wearing leather clothes that an adventurer might wear as pajamas, Frey came into the room and immediately approached me.

'What’s going on?'

"Why did you come? Frey? You’re not asking to sleep together because you’re lonely at night, are you?"

"Uh-uh. It's not that. I just have one last favor to ask before today ends."

Thinking back, the only requests Frey had made of me today were to call her 'sister' and to duel with the Count.

After that, we had no time to do anything together because we were swept up by the Kent mother and daughter.

Alright. I've decided.

Since I've gained so much thanks to you, Frey.

I'll do my best to grant whatever reasonable request you have.

'Please tell me.'

"Tell me. I'm curious about what kind of lame thought Frey is having."

Upon hearing my question, Frey hesitated to speak, which was unlike her, and then leaned her head toward me.

"Pet me."

'...What?'

"...What?"

"Tell me I'm amazing for conquering a difficult dungeon. Praise me for being able to handle Aura freely."

What a request.

As I observed Frey's ears turning red enough to be seen even under the dim light of the lamp, I chuckled and placed my hand on the top of her head.

I didn't worry that my words might come out wrong.

Because right now, I could surely convey my sincerity to her.

"You can already handle Aura freely. Frey, you're truly a genius."

"Yeah. That's right. I'm a genius."

"Charging at dungeon bosses was incredible too. I was totally impressed!"

"Yeah. And?"

"I was a bit surprised to see you cooperating during the dungeon raid. I never thought Frey, who always does her own thing, would follow someone else's lead!"

"...Is that a compliment?"

"Of course it is. It's like a beast has learned to obey."

"...I don't think that's a compliment, no matter how I think about it."

"Puhahaha. Did I get caught? You're sharper than usual, silly Frey."

"Lucy..."

Hearing Frey's grumbling voice, I burst into laughter and continued to convey the words I hadn't said yet under the pretense of compliments.

Excuse me.

Armadis.

If you anticipated this and arranged everything, I will sincerely offer a prayer of thanks.

I'm truly happy to be able to speak properly to a friend.

No, thinking about it, the reason I couldn't speak properly is because of the blessing that perverted Armadis bestowed upon me.

In the end, I was only given back what was taken from me for a moment; should I really be happy about this?

Wow. So this is what gaslighting is.

As expected, the pathetic perverted Main god is completely sinister.

...

Well. Still.

I'm happy, so I'll express my gratitude properly. Armadis.

If I don't do this, it's obvious that you'll get upset later and make a fuss about something strange.
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The next morning. I had slept more soundly than ever, and uncharacteristically, I was still lost in sleep when the sun had fully risen.

If Parnah hadn’t come to wake me up, I might have continued sleeping until the afternoon.

Sitting at the breakfast table, listening to the Countess passionately directing her work, I looked around and asked where Frey was.

I wanted to confirm whether the penalty was still in effect or if it had ended with last night.

“If it’s my sister, she probably went to the Academy first.”

“Wait? Frey?”

“What? That foolish knight?”

Hearing that she had run away, ignoring the Countess's admonition about leaving her friend behind, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

She must have been embarrassed about her actions from last night.

Frey has a surprisingly girlish side to her.

My prediction that it would be difficult to meet her again at the Academy turned out to be spot on.

Despite deliberately searching for Frey, I hadn’t seen her by lunchtime.

Instead, Arthur came to find me when the sun was at its zenith.

With a message that Frey wouldn’t be able to meet today.

“That guy can’t sit still; that’s a usual thing, but today it seemed even more exaggerated.”

Before I could ask what nonsense he was talking about, I heard that he had run away, and I couldn’t help but smile at the thought of what expression Frey must have had at that moment.

‘As for the purpose...’

“Is that all you have to say? If so, please disappear so I can enjoy my meal. Seeing the face of the pathetic prince makes my appetite vanish.”

“It’s unfortunate for you, but there’s still a purpose. I need to talk about what you will be doing tomorrow.”

The moment I heard that I would have to do something tomorrow, my appetite truly vanished.

What kind of task does he plan to assign me that he wants to discuss in advance?

I can’t even guess because I’ve accumulated too many sins against Arthur!

Just recently, he boldly declared that he would give me a proper education in the Dungeon, and now he’s fanning the flames!

“If you want to eat first, I’ll gladly wait.”

‘Would a prince be able to eat in this situation?!’

“Does the pathetic prince lack empathy? I heard there would be a big event, and you think you’d have an appetite? Ah, you want to see me eat while looking miserable? Hehe, you really are a pervert.”

“...I’ll take that as you want to talk first.”

Arthur, biting his lips to suppress his anger, took me to a private room at the Academy.

Is it a story that can’t be shared with others? I’m getting more anxious.

“Don’t worry. It’s not bad news for you.”

The moment I saw Arthur shrugging his shoulders while leaning back, my anxiety intensified.

Usually, when someone says it’s not bad news, it’s guaranteed to be bad news.

“Let’s get straight to the point. I will give you two choices, and you must choose one. That will be the punishment you will carry out.”

I knew it would be like this!

What do you mean it’s not bad news?!

Arthur is truly malicious!

He enjoys watching me choose a punishment, enjoys watching me carry it out, and plans to say, “Isn’t that the punishment you chose?” when I complain!

Could my anger have been so evident on my face? Arthur waved his hand and adjusted his posture.

“Calm down. It won’t be too late to get angry after you see the choices I present.”

That’s... true.

If both choices Arthur presents are reasonable, then there’s no need to get angry.

I crossed my arms as if to challenge him, and Arthur let out a wry smile.

“Even the third prince is still a prince.”

‘Shut up. Just tell me quickly.’

“How long do you plan to drag this out? I’m getting tired of accommodating the pathetic prince’s perverse tastes.”

“Haha. I understand. One of the proposals I have is for you to be my maid for a day tomorrow.”

‘...What?’

“...What?”

“You will wear a maid’s outfit and serve me politely. I won’t make you do anything beyond what a maid should do, so it won’t be too difficult.”

Upon hearing the first choice, I returned my mace to its original size and placed it on the desk.

So Arthur could see the gleaming tip of the mace well.

“I think the pathetic prince has forgotten one thing while being swayed by lust♡ The punishment is only for one day, right?♡”

After tomorrow, this mace could smash your skull and let your brain breathe oxygen directly, so don’t forget that.

I spoke with a smile full of intent to threaten, and cold sweat trickled down Arthur’s forehead.

“Are you overreacting?! Think about it! Even if I say you’ll do maid work, how can I force you to do something you don’t want to do?!”

Arthur tried to excuse himself, thinking he would just go through the motions, but I couldn’t accept that excuse.

I realized the power of the penalty while being with Frey yesterday.

Ignoring the mesugaki skill and forcing actions is the penalty I possess, and you want me to do maid work in this situation?! How can I know what you’ll make me do!?

“I understand! I’ll tell you the next one right away! If you don’t like the first one, you can choose this one!”

As I silently played with the handle of the mace, Arthur’s face turned pale, and he hurriedly added more words.

“The second one is this! Instead of performing a punishment that will take just a few minutes, I want you to teach me how to conquer a Dungeon!”

Huh?

‘What did you say?’

“I asked you to teach me how to conquer a Dungeon!”

...

Arthur, you bastard!

If that’s what you meant, you should have said it sooner!

What should I start with!

Where should I begin!

I have so much I want to teach that my head is about to overheat!

Okay. First, let’s talk about the various gimmicks that can exist in the Dungeon.

“Of course, you might not want to lose the knowledge you possess...”

‘What kind of nonsense is that?!’

“Pathetic prince? You’re quite amusing with your nonsense.”

What kind of rotten person would refuse when a newbie voluntarily asks for help!

That’s not a rotten person!

You don’t even deserve to call yourself a rotten person!

The kind of rotten person who, when asked to teach, brings a thesis and terrifies the other party!

‘Enough! Just tell me what that short punishment is!’

“I don’t want to waste any more time, so just tell me what that short punishment is.”

If there’s a price to pay for teaching a lewd newbie, then so be it!

What will you make me do!

Tell me!

Are you going to hit me on the head?

Make me kneel and apologize?

Or should I wear a maid outfit and do a cute moe-moe-kyun?

“I was thinking of receiving a heartfelt apology and then hitting you on the head afterward.”

‘That’s not a big deal!’

“Puhaha. Is that what you’re trying to make me do? The pathetic prince really has a small heart.”

If I’m forced to speak and act due to the mesugaki skill, I couldn’t possibly accept that request, but now it’s different!

Thanks to the penalty, I can ignore the mesugaki skill, and I can bow my head a hundred or a thousand times to others! That’s what being a member of society means!

“Then will you choose the latter?”

‘Yes! So...’

“Since you want to receive an apology in such a pathetic way, I can’t refuse. Truly, you’re great at making yourself look pitiful.”

“...You’re too proud for someone who should be apologizing.”

Feeling that dragging this out any longer would only lead to annoyance, Arthur sighed and waved his hand as if to wrap things up.

Arthur’s suggestion was something I welcomed from my perspective.

It’s much better to finish quickly than to worry all day that Arthur might change his mind.

Accepting the proposal, I stood up and faced Arthur.

Hmm.

So, I admit defeat. After apologizing for my usual rudeness, I just need to get hit on the head, right?

Easy peasy!

Shall I finish the punishment quickly and go have lunch?

Just as I was about to say the customary apology, a message appeared before my eyes.

[While apologizing, you will imbue it with ‘sincerity’. ]

Imbuing it with sincerity?

Pathetic god? What does that mean?

I understand that Arthur wants a heartfelt apology, but that’s just a customary phrase, right?

“What are you pondering about, Lucy Aln? Didn’t I say it’s nothing? Hurry up. Then I can hit you on the head.”

As Arthur urged me, raising his fist, another message popped up.

It was about the penalty I would receive if I didn’t carry out the punishment.

I got it! I understand! I don’t know exactly, but I just need to apologize!

Thinking about it, I have a lot to apologize for. I’ve accumulated too many wrongs.

“I’m sorry for being rude to you.”

Even if he’s far from the throne, Arthur is undoubtedly a being who carries the blood of royalty.

Although he has overlooked many rudenesses, ordinarily, he’s someone I shouldn’t dare to treat that way.

Right now, I’m entirely relying on his kindness, so this is definitely something I need to apologize for.

“I’m sorry for not being able to say thank you for always helping me.”

Even though our first meeting wasn’t good, Arthur has always come to help me whenever I was in trouble.

During the Partran Festival. When I had a quarrel with the second prince. Just recently during the speedrun.

I knew I had to express my gratitude for that help, but I couldn’t bring myself to say thank you.

Even if I could blame it on the mesugaki skill, it was clear that this was something I needed to apologize for.

“I’m sorry for calling you pathetic repeatedly.”

Just by looking at how he follows through with the grueling training I set, it’s clear that Arthur is not pathetic.

While training both swordsmanship and magic, he doesn’t fall behind in either; he’s undoubtedly a genius deserving of that title.

Instead of acknowledging his efforts, I only called him pathetic and made remarks like that.

This was also clearly my fault.

“And. Ugh. I’m sorry for teasing you about being pathetic even though I know you hate it.”

I know very well how much trauma Arthur has regarding the word “pathetic.”

Having witnessed his feelings outside the monitor, how could I not understand him?

To dig into the wounds of Arthur, who lost his mother and was practically abandoned by his father, is to call him pathetic.

While he usually brushes it off, I’m sure every time I say that, something negative builds up in Arthur’s heart.

“Ugh. And. Sniff. Again.”

As I kept thinking about the things I was sorry for, my eyes began to well up.

When I think about everything I’ve done so far, I feel like there’s no one worse than me.

As I kept repeating my sins under the excuse of the mesugaki skill, I became numb to the wounds the other person would receive.

And that made me feel sorry again.

“Ugh. Sniff.”

Damn it. So this is what it means to imbue it with sincerity!

Once I got caught up in my emotions, I couldn’t escape!

I couldn’t get the words out properly!

As I kept wiping away the tears that flowed, I heard the door burst open.

“Prince of the Third! I heard you took the lady away...”

“Prince Arthur! No matter how much you bet...”

Is it Joey and Pavey?

They came at a timing that’s perfect for misunderstanding.

I need to clarify things quickly, but the tears keep flowing, and I can’t speak at all.

Damn it. When will this penalty end?!

“...What is going on? Third prince... No. Arthur?”

“No! Joey! I don’t know what you’re thinking, but it’s a misunderstanding!”

“What do you mean by misunderstanding? Please explain slowly, Your Highness. According to the will of the gods, I will pass judgment.”

“Saint?! No! Please calm down and let me explain!”

Bang. After the sound of the door closing echoed in my ears.

Not long after, Arthur’s scream of injustice filled the room.

As I quietly observed the whole process, I realized that the story I had heard somewhere was true.

When a usually kind person gets angry, they can be truly terrifying.

...I should be more careful in the future.
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After the storm named Joey and Pavey wrapped around Lucy Aln.

Arthur, left alone in the wrecked private room, staggered as he got up from the floor where he had been sprawled carelessly.

Honestly, it was one of the most terrible moments of my life.

To see Joey, who usually blushes but never truly gets angry, and the saintess, who I wondered if she even had the capacity for anger, both glaring at me at the same time.

I prided myself on having experienced a lot, but in the face of their fury, all of that felt meaningless.

I never imagined that someone like me would be punished without even being able to attempt an explanation.

Recalling the scene of the two approaching with stern expressions, Arthur sighed as he felt the ache in the areas that had been attacked.

Joey. That guy. He really shot lightning at me with the intention of frying me alive.

The saintess was the same.

To think she would try to roast me with divine heat. Even now, the parts that were touched by that heat were still stinging.

If Lucy Aln's explanation had been just a little bit later, I might have really gotten burned.

“Lucy Aln.”

The moment that name crossed his mind, Arthur sighed and ran his hand through his hair.

He had no intention of seriously asking Lucy for an apology.

When she first used the nickname "Pitiful Prince," he had genuinely frowned.

And while it was true that many of Lucy's rude actions had sometimes been unpleasant, she had given him so much that he could easily overlook those facts.

Lucy had risked her life to save him.

Lucy had readily agreed to his shameless request for guidance.

Lucy had always helped him move forward to greater heights.

In addition to that, over the past few months, Arthur had received a lot of help from Lucy, and he was convinced that, despite her outward demeanor, she had a kind heart. Therefore, he didn’t take her rudeness too seriously.

Recently, he had even become accustomed to her rudeness to the point where he could laugh off most things, so why would he seriously ask Lucy for an apology?

His apology was merely an excuse to ask her for strategies to conquer the Dungeon.

“When I heard the Third Prince's method, it resembled Lady Aln's.”

When Arthur first heard Joey's words in the final exam dungeon, he realized he was just following in Lucy's footsteps and chewed on his lips, but that gloom soon transformed into something else.

The fact that he was merely following Lucy Aln meant that Lucy Aln knew the path he needed to take.

If he asked her to show him the way, he might someday be able to mimic her antics.

Perhaps he might even surpass Lucy Aln.

After all, he had long since discarded his pride.

If it meant beating her even once, he would do something ugly without hesitation.

This was also the reason Arthur presented two choices.

By presenting a choice that Lucy Aln would never make, he forced her to reveal the strategy for the Dungeon.

The moment Lucy nodded eagerly, his objective was already achieved.

After that, no matter how Lucy apologized, Arthur planned to laugh it off.

He knew that Lucy was not someone who would sincerely apologize.

“I’m sorry for being rude to you usually.”

So, Arthur was taken aback when Lucy bowed her head politely.

“I’m sorry for not being able to say thank you for all the help you’ve given me.”

He hadn’t anticipated this situation at all.

“I’m sorry for calling you pathetic repeatedly.”

Even as he saw her eyes reddening.

“And. Ugh. I’m sorry for teasing you about being pitiful even though I know you hate it.”

His mind went blank, and he couldn’t say a word.

“Ugh. And. Sniff. Again.”

Faced with Lucy, who was bursting into tears and struggling to speak, he just froze.

He couldn’t even think of comforting or consoling her.

Looking back now, he realized he had thought he was alive when Joey and the saintess burst through the door.

He hadn’t even considered that he might look like trash, and he was wide-eyed at the fact that the two had come to comfort Lucy Aln.

In reality, what came after was not salvation but disaster.

What was truly annoying was that it was Lucy Aln who had pushed him into that disaster, but it was also Lucy Aln who had saved him from it.

After crying for a long time, seeming to calm down, she approached him, weaving through the frenzied Joey and Pavey, and stood in front of him, placing her head against his fist.

Then, with her shoulders squared as if she hadn’t just burst into tears, she said this with a sniffle.

“With this. Sniff. I’ve done everything, right? Pitiful Prince?”

“Do you really think I believe you actually cried? Everyone’s such foolish pathetic people. Of course, it’s an act.”

“Sniff. Well. It’s clear that you look like trash who might make a girl cry, Pitiful Prince.”

Wiping her eyes, Lucy continued speaking as she led Joey and Pavey, who were asking if she was okay, out of the room.

“How much does she think I’m an idiot?”

If she says it was all an act after crying like that, who would believe her?

He had heard her heartfelt apology, so how could he think of it as an act?

“Damn it.”

If she feels that sorry, shouldn’t she just not act that way in the first place?

Why does she keep saying hurtful things to others and to herself while carrying such a burden in her heart?

“I don’t get it. I really don’t.”

Gripping his head as if he were about to tear it off, Arthur soon slumped over the desk and let out a long sigh.

“Lucy Aln. I just can’t understand what kind of person you are.”

Do you truly want to maintain that attitude?


	



The day after the lewd brat named Arthur asked for guidance on the Dungeon.

Waking up early as if to compensate for two days of oversleeping, I finished getting ready and, as usual, prayed to the pathetic god.

Even though my faith in the pathetic god had diminished further after bursting into tears due to penalties yesterday, I still had to pray to receive quest rewards.

Ugh. Seriously, thinking about it again is annoying.

That perverted, pathetic, lolicon god must have wanted to see me cry.

What other reason could there be for that disgusting pervert to impose a penalty that required sincerity!

As I thought about adding a page to the book of grudges, I felt the approaching divine energy and prepared to go out.

Today was the day Pavey would borrow my day. Being kind-hearted, she wouldn’t ask me for anything strange.

At most, it would be changing titles, changing clothes, and praying for Pavey.

...Huh? That’s strange.

Why isn’t she knocking on the door when I’ve arrived?

Thinking it was odd that Pavey was standing still even after waiting for a while, I intentionally jumped over the Airhead Fox, which was positioned in a spot where it could be stepped on, and opened the door.

“Uh. Um.”

Pavey, who was standing right in front of the door, froze in the posture of about to knock, then blushed when she met my gaze.

“Hello... Lady.”

“Hello, Pavey.”

“Hi. Pathetic Saintess. You still have that foolish face that doesn’t look like a saint today.”

“That’s because you look more noble than usual today, Lady.”

Only after hearing Pavey’s stammering words did I remember that I was still wearing the pervert apostle’s accessory.

I had been wearing it to receive more rewards from the pathetic god during prayers, and I almost went outside wearing it.

After putting the accessory away in my inventory, Pavey let out a sigh of relief.

Even Pavey, who usually remained calm, was this flustered. It was true that that pervert apostle was trash I didn’t want to deal with, but perhaps his skills were undeniable.

But you know, the power should be moderate. If it’s this strong, it’s troublesome! I can’t use it except when praying to that perverted god!

Grumbling as I took out the accessory I usually wore, I thought I couldn’t keep Pavey standing there for long and brought her inside.

“Ugh!”

“I... I’m sorry.”

Ignoring the grumbling Airhead Fox who said she wasn’t trying to step on me, I tied my hair back again.

Hmm. To me, it doesn’t seem like there’s much difference whether I’m wearing the pervert apostle’s accessory or not.

What difference could there be that everyone is making such a fuss about it?

Finishing my grooming, I picked up the still grumbling Airhead Fox and ruffled her face randomly, retiring her, then turned my head toward Pavey.

“Today...”

“Pathetic Saintess. What perverted thing are you planning to make me do today that you came so early?”

“Perv... perverted thing? It’s nothing like that! I just want you to pray for me, Lady!”

Hearing Pavey’s voice trailing off, I couldn’t help but smile.

Is this the same Pavey who had been pressing down on Arthur yesterday?

She had been genuinely scary when punishing Arthur, but now she was just cute.

“Shall I do it now?”

“Puhaha. Were you that eager? Should I do it now?”

“No? Ah, no. I’m fine for now. I want to receive your prayer after everything is done.”

Seeing Pavey fiddling with her fingers, I understood why she was here at this time.

Today was the day Pavey would ask me for something, and it was also the day I was supposed to hear about the dark side of the church that Johann and Caria had investigated together.

While she might have been aware of the church’s corruption, Pavey didn’t know the specifics of that corruption.

Feeling anxiety about the content she was about to hear was perfectly natural.

The reason Pavey had come to see me was surely to shake off that anxiety by being next to me.

Having thought that far, I walked down to meet Pavey’s gaze, which was lowered.

“Really...”

“Pathetic Saintess. Don’t you have anything else to ask for besides praying for you? Isn’t that a bit too pretentious?”

“Pretentious? How could I ask for more than that from the apostle of the god? You’ve done so much for me, and I, who am lacking, can’t ask for more.”

“Maybe it’s because you’re a pathetic saintess that you’re good at lying♡ I guess I’ll have to repent all night later?♡”

Hearing my provocation, Pavey was at a loss for words for a while, then covered her flushed face with both hands.

“C-Can you call me Pavey?”

“Of course. Pavey.”

“Puhaha. Pavey is such a total shy girl? So cute.”

I’ve set the schedule for today.

Before I meet Johann and Caria later, I’ll take Pavey around to have some fun.

Until then, I’ll make sure she doesn’t even think about feeling anxious.
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From a very young age, Pavey lived a life far removed from the concept of play.

Rising early to offer prayers for various members of the clergy.

Followed by studies of the Bible and divine magic.

In the afternoon, traveling to different regions to help others.

Evenings were spent receiving confessions or studying again.

Once all the tasks were done, the routine involved preparing prayers for the next day before sleep.

This hamster wheel, devoid of rest, was harsh on a young child, but Pavey endured it, believing it was a burden she had to bear.

The great Main god had chosen her, and she gritted her teeth, spending each day proving that His choice was not wrong.

However.

However.

Everything that had sustained Pavey in the past was a lie.

The memories of the orphanage that she recalled on nights when she was so tired that she wished for the next day not to come, did not exist.

The orphanage that Pavey longed for was a place filled with blood and screams.

The scene she believed to be warm was, in fact, a hell filled only with cold cynicism, frigid corpses, and dried-up tears.

The title of Saintess that Pavey bore was also a lie.

The great Main god had never chosen anyone as a Saintess.

The title of Saintess was a fabricated existence created by the corrupt people of the church for their own use.

All the weight she had endured was not for the Main god, but for the corrupt.

Months had passed since she learned this fact, but Pavey still let out a hollow laugh whenever she recalled the truth.

How could a person's life be created so easily, and how could a person's life be denied so easily?

Even for Pavey, who possessed a righteous heart, it was difficult to simply accept the fact that her life had been nothing more than a farce created by someone else.

What would have become of me if there had been no one to support me back then?

If it hadn't been for the Lady.

If it hadn't been for that person who was loved by the great Main god.

If the apostle of the Main god, who outwardly appeared sharp but inwardly possessed a warmth like the sun, and who possessed a will so great that it was unimaginable from her small body, hadn't been by my side.

Would I be able to laugh like this now?

"Pwahahaha! Eolppang Lady is such an idiot! How could you get this wrong?"

"It's unfair! You only changed one letter to set a trap!"

"Well, I guess it is unfair. It's not like Eolppang Lady wants to be Eolppang, right?"

"Ugh! Ugh ugh ugh!"

Pavey, watching Lucy, who had no intention of holding back her laughter, and Joey, who was clenching her fists in anger, shrugged her shoulders with a smile.

What's the point of imagining things that haven't even happened? It's much better to focus on the present.

"Joey, do you really think that's right?"

"Isn't it... right? Pavey?"

"Pavey, it's not good to give Eolppang hints. Eolppang is cutest when she's Eolppang."

"Cute... No! Lady! At least add the word 'Lady' at the end! Or call me by my name like Pavey does!"

"I'll consider it if you beat my score. But of course, there's no way Eolppang, who is Eolppang, can beat me."

"Hwaaa! Really!"

Pavey burst into laughter at Joey's outburst, who had forgotten her usual demeanor as a duchess and was expressing her frustration.

Playing with friends. It's really enjoyable.

If the Lady hadn't dragged me out, this wouldn't have happened.

Is that all? I would have been holed up in my room, praying to soothe my anxiety, and then doubting myself in the face of ever-growing anxiety.

This morning.

Pavey, who had woken up as usual, bit her lip at the constantly rising anxiety.

Because she was so afraid of the cruel truth she was about to hear.

She thought she had prepared herself, but in reality, she wasn't prepared at all.

Despite praying several times to protect this inadequate self, the anxiety didn't disappear, so Pavey headed to Lucy's room.

She moved her feet without thinking, believing that if she could be near her warm divinity, this anxiety would disappear.

But Pavey couldn't bring herself to knock on the door even after arriving in front of Lucy's room.

Because several facts that she hadn't thought of when she left her room were holding her back.

Wouldn't it be rude to visit at a time when the sun hadn't even found its place?

Wouldn't she be displeased if I woke her up?

What if she was washing or praying and I was disturbing her?

As worries piled upon worries, Pavey couldn't bring herself to knock on the door.

Lucy, somehow noticing Pavey's dilemma, opened the door herself and welcomed Pavey.

With a more noble appearance than ever before.

The Lady probably doesn't know.

That the anxiety that had taken root in my heart disappeared the moment I faced your face.

Also, the Lady probably doesn't know.

How much I hesitated when you asked me what I wished for first.

And how happy I was when you called my name, this inadequate person.

You probably don't know this either.

How flustered I was when you told me you would do as I wished and took me out into the world.

How much I struggled to hold back my laughter when you went to find Joey, who wasn't fully awake, saying that there were things that couldn't be done with your reputation alone.

And how happy I was to spend the whole day playing with you and Joey, having a proper playdate with friends for the first time in my life.

If I asked if you came out to ease my anxiety, you would definitely deny it.

Because you are used to giving to others but awkward at receiving.

So I won't ask.

Instead, I will keep today's events in my heart.

And become someone who is not ashamed to stand by your side.

And wait for the day when I can repay you.

"Lady! Just you wait! I'll win next time!"

"You've only been losing all~ day, do you think it'll be any different next time? I don't think it's possible for Eolppang, who is Eolppang?"

"I. I didn't just lose, okay?! Pavey won a few times!"

"But Joey, that doesn't change the fact that you only lost to the Lady."

"That goes for you too, Pavey!"

"Heeh~ Eolppang is such a petty person who is happy to win against someone who is playing board games for the first time today? How noble~"

"Eek! Eeeek! Why isn't anyone taking my side!"

After Joey, her face as red as the sunset, ran away as if fleeing, saying, "Just you wait," Lucy turned her head towards Pavey after confirming that Joey was gone.

"Pavey."

"Yes, Lady."

"Are you ready? I'm worried that Pavey, who is full of fat but timid, will hole herself up in her room."

"I'm fine. Really."

No matter what stories I hear, I'll be able to smile as long as you're by my side, Lady.

"You're so weak, yet you're putting on airs."

Lucy took Pavey to a restaurant in the Academy district.

As soon as the store's employee saw Lucy, they approached her with a mechanical smile and guided the two to a room on the second floor, saying that there happened to be a vacant spot.

"Have you arrived? You two."

"Ah. You're finally here. Come and sit down quickly. I have so much to tell you."

Johann, the bishop of the Main god Church, and Caria, Lucy's informant, were waiting there.

After the employee closed the door and left, Caria, who had cast a few spells, propped her chin up and examined Pavey's face.

"How much does our Saintess know?"

"...I."

"Ah. It's okay. You don't have to answer, just listen. The corruption of the church? You know roughly? That you're a false Saintess? Oh. You know that too? Your own tragic past? Wow. You know that too? Amazing."

Pavey felt suffocated by the words that continued as if shooting arrows, not even giving her a chance to answer.

A sly look. A thorny voice. A subtle tone. Playful gestures.

Things that would be nothing when separated combined to make even Pavey, who was used to political rhetoric, feel burdened.

"That's enough, Auntie. You're so ugly when you're jealous because she's younger and prettier than you."

"I wasn't exactly jealous. Well, anyway, I'm sorry. Saintess. I've lived a rough life, so I have a habit of sizing people up."

"No. It's okay. It wasn't a big deal."

"Hmph. Is that so?"

Caria looked up and down at Pavey's face as if gauging something, then raised the corners of her lips.

"What I'm going to tell the Saintess today will only be to reconfirm what the Saintess already knows. Anything more than that is because the investigation is still insufficient, and there are many sensitive issues."

Pavey easily understood the meaning of the word "sensitive."

You must be talking about the people in the corrupt church.

If anyone knew who was involved in the corruption, they would inevitably show it, no matter how calm they tried to be, so you're being cautious about that.

"Please understand, Saintess. I will definitely tell you when the time comes."

Pavey forced a smile after hearing Johann's stiff voice.

It can't be helped. I'm still a person with far more shortcomings than strengths.

"Saintess. Are you ready to hear the story?"

"Yes. I am."

"Then put your hand on this Crystal ball. It will take you to where you began."

...Where I began.

Could it be.

Startled by the unexpected words, Pavey hurriedly turned her head to the side.

Lucy, who was frowning as if she didn't like something, nodded silently after seeing Pavey's glance.

Really.

Did you really find that orphanage?

That hellish place?

Pavey, blinking and staring at the Crystal ball, felt the warmth next to her and took a deep breath.

It's okay.

What could be the problem with the Lady by my side?

I'm just seeing something I'll have to face someday.

It's okay, Pavey.

It will definitely be okay.

The moment Pavey, who had finished preparing herself, placed her hand on the Crystal ball, her vision was turned upside down.

When Pavey barely regained her senses amidst the aftereffects of the teleportation, she was kneeling on a field.

Here.

Staggering, Pavey stood up and took in the building that was built in a remote place where even moonlight couldn't reach.

It was neatly maintained as if people had lived there until recently, but the inside was empty.

The building of the orphanage, which was no different from Pavey's memories.

Thud. Pavey, her legs giving way, sat down on the grass and blankly examined the building.

The empty lot where she thought she had played with her friends, but in reality, it was only used when burying corpses.

The dining hall where she thought there was enough even if it wasn't abundant, but in reality, they didn't even give her a piece of bread properly.

The bedroom where she remembered talking with her friends while holding her breath, but originally, she was afraid to even breathe because she would be beaten to the point of death if she made even a small sound.

The prayer room where she thought hymns were ringing, but only the screams of children were ringing.

Pavey, recalling both false memories and true nightmares at the same time, vomited on the floor after hearing the sounds of laughter and screams alternately in her ears.

'I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'm sorry! I'll do well, so please don't hit me! Please! I... Kyaaaa!'

'I don't want to die. I don't want to die.'

'No. Not the prayer room. I don't want to pray. I don't like gods.'

'Why aren't you the only one who doesn't hurt!? Why are you the only one...'

"Pavey."

Pavey, regaining her senses at the sweet voice seeping into her ears, slowly raised her head, following the warmth that enveloped her.

Red hair that shone even in the darkness.

Eyes as clear as jewels.

A trustworthy smile as always, and shoulders that seemed bigger than ever.

The moment Pavey faced Lucy's face against the moon, she felt her nightmare subside.

"Have you forgotten how to stand on your own two feet? Or have you gotten so fat that you can't even stand up?"

"...Hehe. No. There's no way."

Pavey, supporting herself on the ground and standing up again, offered a prayer to the cross hanging around her neck.

Great Main god. Please give this inadequate person the courage to face the truth.

Give me the strength to move forward without collapsing in the face of harsh truth.
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334 - Penalty Time (8)
The reason I originally asked for an investigation into the church's corruption was because of Pavey.

At that time, Pavey seemed to be shaken, so I tried to gradually reveal the truth to lessen the shock that would come her way.

However, my plan was shattered due to Nakrad's trolling. That guy poured red medicine into Pavey.

Fortunately, Pavey did not crumble even after learning all the truths.

After realizing all the truths, she stood up defiantly, undoubtedly deserving the title of saint.

Once the anxiety related to Pavey disappeared, I continued to ask Alsetin to gather evidence of the church's corruption.

By this point, I had come to understand that even if I had information about the church's corruption in my head, it would mean nothing without concrete evidence.

As long as I was an apostle of Armadi and a friend of Pavey, I would eventually become hostile to the church, and what would it mean to speak out against the church's corruption then?

Claims without evidence would just become conspiracy theories.

So I kept asking Alsetin to continue the investigation into the church.

This information gathering accelerated even more after the incident in Menestail when Caria joined us.

As Alsetin's mentor and a shadow of the former kingdom, she had spun webs all over this continent, and true to her past of standing beside Benedict, she showcased her awe-inspiring abilities.

The end of that web reached back to the orphanage where Pavey had grown up long ago.

“It wasn’t that hard. The noble cooperating on this side was itching to brag about his contributions.”

The one intoxicated by the fact that he had created a saint was itching to spill secrets that should have been kept hidden, and eventually, that prey got caught in the web Caria had spun.

“I was planning to slowly extract information about the church from that guy. But wow, the Main God’s church folks are sharp. They shut him up as soon as they sensed something was off.”

However, there wasn’t much inside that prey.

Before I could properly extract anything, the parasites inside had killed the prey and fled.

Still, Caria had gained quite a bit, so she said that if we continued the investigation, we would surely discover something interesting and then made a suggestion to me.

“I know this isn’t a story the employer would like. But shouldn’t we test what kind of person the saint is?”

She was anxious about the fact that Pavey was a saint created by the higher-ups of the church.

She wondered if it could become a problem at a crucial moment since Pavey was made by the church.

Knowing how upright and sincere Pavey is, I found that suspicion itself unpleasant, but Caria was stubborn.

She insisted that she couldn’t believe it unless she witnessed everything with her own eyes.

“I’m just making you face something you’ll have to confront someday, employer.”

In the end, I was the one who raised my hands in surrender.

My ability to persuade Caria, who insisted on her opinion amidst all kinds of insults, was lacking.

Even the old man, who would have helped me in another situation, sided with Caria’s opinion.

<Do not think that everyone else possesses the same steadfastness as you. Ordinary humans are weak.>

“I don’t think Pavey is weaker than me.”

<Then she should be able to face her nightmares and remain unscathed.>

Now, a few days after the plan to take Pavey to the orphanage where she grew up was established, I couldn’t feel good seeing Pavey rise unsteadily, her face pale enough to be noticeable even at night.

Despite countless trials, she stood up again, fought against the corrupt church, and instead of punishing the one who created all the lies at the end, she forgave them.

Pavey, who received both evaluations of being a frustrating character and endlessly kind, was a person of such nobility that she couldn’t be compared to a fool like me.

How could she be a subject of suspicion?

I think it’s unavoidable that people who don’t know the Pavey in the game would doubt her.

But the apostle of the Main God is vouching for her.

Why can’t they trust the insight of the apostle of the Main God?

This is truly unfair!

“Lady.”

As I poured my anger towards the old man, who remained silent, and Caria, who was secretly observing from afar, I heard Pavey’s trembling voice and quickly turned my head.

“I know it’s shameless, but I have one request.”

It wasn’t the first time I had seen Pavey trembling with anxiety.

She had already been shaken several times by the truths she faced early on.

However, seeing her unable to even endure her own trembling made me think many things.

...Once this is over, I’ll take care of Caria and the old man.

“Would you please enter the building with me?”

Hearing that she couldn’t move forward because she felt inadequate, instead of answering Pavey, I opened the door to the orphanage.

I didn’t want to say anything that might upset Pavey in her current state, so I kept my mouth shut.

I wondered how she would take my actions. Pavey slightly raised her eyes and then approached me with an awkward smile.

“This probably isn’t a pleasant place.”

The moment we stepped inside the orphanage, the smell of blood invaded my nose.

It wasn’t just the simple stench of blood; it was a terrible odor that had accumulated and stuck over a long time.

If I were the me before I got used to this world, I would have already vomited from the smell, which seemed to describe what this place had been.

“...I guess I’ll have to pray later.”

Despite smelling the blood, Pavey tried to act nonchalant and awkwardly showed me around.

“This is the dining hall. We always had to pray elaborately as the adults commanded before eating. Meals were always scarce, and the children’s stomachs always growled.”

“This is where we studied the Bible. During the day, we always had to stay here. Everyone did their best not to doze off. If screams were heard from the side, it couldn’t be helped.”

“This is... the room used by the adults. It had better facilities than the places the children used, so many people said they wanted to live in a place like this someday.”

“This is the bedroom where we slept. Dozens of us had to sleep in this cramped space. Back then, I thought it was normal. But looking back now, it wasn’t.”

As we moved forward, Pavey’s trembling only grew stronger.

The smile she tried to force became increasingly difficult to maintain, and the trembling of her hands intensified.

Her steps toward other places slowed down.

It was clear to anyone that Pavey was gradually crumbling.

“This is...”

Yet, despite everything, Pavey, who continued to explain about the orphanage, came to a stop in front of the stairs leading down to the basement.

“This is.”

Even without Pavey explaining, I knew what had happened in that basement.

I knew better than Pavey herself.

So, I gently held Pavey’s hand, which was trying to continue speaking despite her teeth clattering.

‘It’s okay.’

“If you can’t speak, you don’t have to. It’s normal for a pathetic one like me.”

Pavey looked at our clasped hands for a moment, took a deep breath, and then spoke again.

“...No. I’m fine, Lady. I just needed a moment to gather my thoughts.”

The thickening scent of blood as we descended further into the basement indicated that this place was the source of the smell that permeated the entire orphanage.

“...It’s locked. Just a moment. The key was just here.”

‘You don’t need that.’

“It’s fine. Why would you need a key to open such a pathetic door?”

You don’t even need a Mace to smash this kind of iron door.

Stepping forward, I infused my fist with divinity.

As the level of divinity rose, I became more adept at handling it, and I no longer needed to struggle to concentrate it.

Why would I have to struggle to make divinity move as I wished?

After finishing the concentration, I thrust my fist forward, and the various spells embedded in the iron door shattered first, followed by the door itself, flying into the dimly lit corridor of the basement.

With a loud noise, I turned my head and went to Pavey, who stood there dazed, and took her hand again.

Once she felt my touch, Pavey regained her senses and looked down at me, then forced a stiff smile.

“This is the place the adults called the prayer room. We had to come here every evening, and everyone hated this place. Because when we came here, we each had to enter different rooms and be tortured.”

Pavey tried hard to sound indifferent as she described the scene from back then.

Torturing a close friend while making another heal them.

Injecting an unknown drug to make them suffer from endless thirst.

Making them cry out to the gods in excruciating pain.

“The children here envied their friends who found eternal rest rather than mourning their deaths. It was such a place.”

Pavey’s expression as she surveyed the place, still bearing the traces of torture that had not been erased, was filled with countless emotions that I could not even begin to imagine.

What was she thinking now?

Did she hate the adults who had caused her pain?

Did she harbor hatred for the Main God who never helped her, no matter how much she prayed?

Was she sad, recalling the friends who had to die in pain?

“Lady, I have something I must ask of you.”

Hearing Pavey’s call, I stood still, waiting for her next words.

Now, I could grant her every wish.

If she wanted revenge on the adults of the orphanage, I could gladly fulfill that.

If she wanted to know why such villains possessed divinity, why the Main God only gave them divinity but never helped them, I could willingly tell her all the truths.

If she wanted me to bear her resentment on behalf of the Main God, I could silently listen to her grievances.

Now, I was free from the influence of the Mesgaki skill.

Whatever she said, I had to follow.

“Please stay by my side while I pray here. Please listen to my prayer.”

Yet Pavey did not blame anyone.

She did not hate anyone.

She only thought of those who had fallen asleep in sorrow.

Even though she had not yet truly become a saint.

Even though she did not understand the will of the gods.

Pavey, you give the same answer.

Ah, really.

No matter how you think of yourself, to me, you are still a saint.

You are such a noble person that it feels a shame to be associated with a pathetic god.

I smiled back at Pavey’s smile, gathered her two hands into one, and placed my hands over them, closing my eyes.

Not long after, Pavey’s soft yet heavy voice flowed out.

“O God in heaven.”

Before long, her voice was filled with warmth that did not match the night.

“Please behold the place where your apostle resides.”

The warmth spreading from Pavey pushed away the unpleasant scent of blood.

“Please listen to the voice of this impious child, who has become a disgrace without even realizing it.”

At some point, the cold basement was filled with warmth like that of dawn.

“Please see the place of those who wished for your salvation but could not be saved and have faded away.”

This is.

“Please bear the resentment of these poor souls who have not received your care.”

Surely.

“Save their souls.”

It was the prayer of a saint.

335 - Penalty Time (9)
As the sun hid beneath the earth and the moon took its place, Caria, feeling the warm energy spreading from the orphanage, let out a hollow laugh.

'As Lucy Aln said, she was right.'

'Apart from what was created by the church's trash, Pavey seems to have the qualities to be called a saint.'

'But, you know.'

'Haven't those two forgotten what happened last time?'

'They almost got questioned by the church's inquisitors after performing a miracle, and now they're causing such a big commotion.'

'What would have happened if I hadn't prepared in advance?'

"Alln."

"I had already set up the barrier from the moment those two arrived. What happened here will become our own daydream."

Caria narrowed her eyes at her disciple's shrug.

"...Did you expect this to happen?"

"Didn't you, Master? Who told me to prepare this?"

"Tsk. You used to be a bit cuter."

Caria clicked her tongue but couldn't deny Alln's words.

Lucy, who rarely spoke without reason even when being sarcastic and critical, truly believed that Pavey was a real saint.

Having seen Lucy's firm belief, Caria had expected things to turn out this way.

Nevertheless, Caria pushed forward with this because she wanted to gain certainty.

Certainty that Pavey would stay by Lucy's side even when Lucy eventually opposed the church.

Now that it was clear that the current church had lost the piety of the past, Lucy, beloved by the Main god, would soon stand on the opposite side of the church.

If Pavey left Lucy's side at that moment, Lucy would be deeply hurt inside, even if she pretended to be fine on the outside.

Because Lucy, as Caria knew, was a strong yet fragile child.

Worried about this, Caria considered the worst-case scenario and proceeded with the plan, knowing that she would incur Lucy's wrath.

"Master. Do you regret it?"

"Me?"

"Yes. I'm sure the young lady will grumble."

"So what if she does?"

Since her days working as the shadow of the kingdom, Caria had always acted with the worst-case scenario in mind.

So much so that the king, who trusted her, would beg her to be reasonable.

Having heard countless stories in the process, Lucy's grumbling was nothing more than a cute complaint to Caria.

"You should know that the young lady is very worried about you, Master."

"Don't talk nonsense and go do your job."

"Haha. Yes, I understand, Master."

After Alln left to check the situation, Caria turned her gaze towards Johann, who was praying.

"Bishop."

"Yes."

"...Are you crying?"

"Sniff. I'm sorry. Seeing that scene made me realize how foolish I've been."

Caria pursed her lips at the sight of the old man, who seemed like he wouldn't bleed if you pricked him, wiping his tear-streaked face with his sleeve.

Is this guy senile?

...Well, he is at an age where it wouldn't be strange.

"Caria."

"...Yeah. Yeah?"

Thinking it would be troublesome if her collaborator became like this, Caria forced herself to answer Johann's words.

"You must know that the Main god's divinity is bestowed without distinguishing between good and evil."

"I know. I was very surprised after investigating that a long time ago."

Contrary to what many people think, divinity does not only dwell in good people.

The divinity that permeates the earth does not care about an individual's good or evil, but only about how earnestly that person desires divinity.

This is why the corrupt people of the church can still perform divine magic.

Divinity is bestowed equally to everyone, regardless of a person's background.

Even trash who shouldn't be able to become priests in the first place can be in that position.

When Caria obtained this information a long time ago while investigating the church's higher-ups, she thought it was nonsense.

Divinity is something that the great Main god in heaven bestows upon humans, so how could there be no distinction between good and evil?

So, the former Caria judged this to be a trap and collected other information, but those pieces of information only added credibility to the information Caria had obtained, and did not deny it.

In the end, Caria had to admit that the information she had initially obtained was correct.

"After that was revealed to be true, there were many discussions among the church's higher-ups."

Why does the Main god bestow his divinity even upon the wicked?

Faced with this phenomenon that shook the foundations of the church, many priests offered their own opinions.

The mainstream opinion was that the Main god simply treated humans equally, as in the doctrines of the Bible, but there were also several other opinions.

From the opinion that he was embracing the wicked with divinity to make them repent, to the extreme theory that the Main god was indifferent to everything that happened on this earth.

The priests did their best to interpret this phenomenon in their own way, and Johann was no exception.

"I didn't really like the mainstream opinion within the church. It seemed like indifference in the name of equality."

If the Main god didn't care about good and evil and treated everyone equally, then why bother being good?

Will you be punished later?

What does that matter?

Countless people are screaming at the evil being committed right now, so what does a future punishment mean?

It's not equality, it's indifference.

If the Main god is truly good, he shouldn't and couldn't do that.

"In the past, having heard the words of the Main god, I tried to interpret this phenomenon in my own way, but I couldn't."

Johann, who believed in the words of god and always tried to be pious, always had a small doubt in his heart.

"So much so that I even thought that everything I heard was a hallucination and that the Main god didn't actually exist."

Perhaps that's why he was more obsessed with outward appearances.

Johann was afraid of his doubts being revealed through a small gap.

"But an exception has arisen that cannot be explained by any of the theories so far."

Lucy Aln.

The impious child who was said to have had her head cut off long ago if she hadn't been the daughter of the Aln family.

Now, a great being who proves that the Main god exists in this world and is still watching this world.

Johann felt hope in his heart as he watched the miracles she performed.

He was relieved that his faith had not been in vain.

"And now, another exception has arisen before my very eyes."

One created from the evil of humans.

A person whose very existence is like an insult to the Main god.

Her faith is more steadfast and pious than anyone in the Main god Church, but she is a pitiful child who was thought to be unable to receive the Main god's love.

The Main god did not deny her existence.

He did not turn away from her.

Rather, he knew everything about her and embraced her.

"Caria. The world is changing."

"That's right, Bishop."

"I don't know if there will be a place for this old man in that world. But the work that this old man has to do in the changing world is decided."

Johann composed himself as he watched the divinity slowly fade away.

"At least, when this life is over and I stand before the Main god, I must not be ashamed."

*

In the middle of the warmth-filled basement, Pavey gradually felt a heat dwelling within her.

An energy different from the divinity she usually possessed, an energy that possessed warmth in itself.

Pavey knew what this energy was.

Because the divinity that Lucy, who was holding her hand, possessed was similar to this.

Great Main god.

Are you listening to the prayers that this impious child has to offer you?

If so, then there is something I want to tell you.

There is something that this child, who is an insult to you, has long held in her heart.

There is something I have always wanted to tell you after recalling the past.

This impious child does not believe in your omniscience.

If you knew everything that happened in this world, you couldn't have failed to hear our screams.

This impious child also does not believe in your omnipotence.

If you could do everything you wanted, you wouldn't have silently watched so many deaths.

But I do believe in your goodness.

I believe that you have done your best to defeat evil in this world.

I believe that you must be saddened at the moment you see countless despair.

Because your apostle has shown your will.

Because she willingly risked her life for one life.

Because she has always comforted this inadequate and impious one.

I want to believe that your will is no different from that of your apostle.

So, please give me your word.

Inform those who believe in your will of your shortcomings and ask for help.

So that goodness can spread widely in this world.

So that the sorrow that has vanished in this place will not be created elsewhere.

May your existence become a hesitation and make people feel repentance.

It's okay if you remain silent in response to this impious child's request.

Even if you don't reward my faith, I will follow the goodness I believe in.

Even without your care, I will try to spread goodness in this world.

Just as your apostle does now. Just as your hero did in the past. I will also keep my beliefs.

If you intend to remain silent until the end.

Just watch over us.

Do not turn a blind eye to the efforts of those who want to be good.


	I'm sorry.



The moment Pavey uttered all the words she had kept in her heart, an indescribable voice permeated her ears.

It was neither high nor low. It was both a woman's and a man's voice, and it possessed both strictness and gentleness at the same time.

Pavey had never heard the Main god's voice before, but the moment she heard that mysterious voice, she was certain of who it was.

This was definitely the Main god's voice.


	I'm really sorry.



The voice she had believed in and tried to believe in was conveying words of apology.

Recognizing that fact, Pavey calmly watched the countless words pouring into her head like a downpour from the sky.

And found the words she had to say in it.

...

Great Main god.

Since you have forgiven this impious child, I will also forgive your sins.

But remember that this forgiveness is only mine.

Also, remember that this world is full of souls who cannot forgive you.


	...Yeah. I'll remember everything.



That was the end of it.

The voice that had permeated her ears like a spring breeze disappeared, leaving only its will behind.

With all the prayers over and done with, Pavey opened her eyes and tried to smile at the red eyes looking up at her from below, but she couldn't because of the tears welling up in her eyes.

"Yo...Young Lady."

"Why? Crybaby Pavey?"

"Will you hug me?"

No sooner had Pavey finished speaking than Lucy's arms grabbed her neck and pulled her in.

"Comfort me."

"Anything else?"

"Praise me for doing well so far."

"Puhahaha. Yeah. The hypocrite Pavey is finally being honest."

Feeling Lucy's hand stroking her back, Pavey burst into tears that she had been holding back for a long time in her arms.

Vowing that she would never cry again until everything was over after today.

336 - Penalty Time (10)
Pavey, who had been crying while leaning on my shoulder, had fallen asleep before I knew it.

The signs of not having had a proper sleep in the morning were evident, and given that she had faced many challenges with her exhausted body, it was no surprise that she collapsed from fatigue.

I laid her down on my thigh and spread my divine aura around her so she could rest comfortably in warmth.

There was no rush anyway. If she didn’t wake up after a while, I could just carry her back later.

Thinking this, I examined the divine aura inscribed within Pavey.

As my mastery over divine aura increased, I had become adept at handling it.

My ability to sense the divine aura of others was also incomparable to what it had been before.

From my perspective, the divine aura residing within Pavey clearly resembled the divine aura of the Main God that I possessed.

Had Armadi recognized Pavey’s nobility?

Ha. Yes. That must be it.

Pavey is someone far too precious to be acknowledged by that pathetic god.

In fact, I thought it was arrogant that he had rejected her until now.

Who does he think he is, deciding whether to acknowledge Pavey or not? A useless god who can’t do anything without me.

As I was lost in thought, I saw Pavey mumbling in her sleep and gently patted her head.

“Grandfather.”

<Why do you call me?>

“You know, don’t you?”

It would be troublesome if someone who was usually so perceptive pretended not to know now. Surely, the one who had been called a hero wouldn’t say he couldn’t remember.

<Yes. You were right. This child is indeed worthy of bearing the name of the Saintess.>

“Right? You were wrong, Grandfather?”

I thought it was too much for him to doubt my words, even if others did.

How many things had I shown him until now? To test Pavey was just unnecessary.

“How can a noble Holy Knight not trust someone like this?”

<...I have no words. I am sorry. This is certainly a bad habit of mine.>

“Anyway, now you must pay the price for your doubt.”

<What do you mean by price?>

“Because of your disbelief, I was hurt, so you must suffer too.”

I had already decided what kind of pain I would inflict on him.

I had planned to visit the place where his doll was during this vacation.

I would demand he explain the meaning behind every action and line of the doll.

Hehe. I couldn’t help but laugh at the thought of him having to explain each embarrassing moment he would face there.

<As this matter is partly my fault, I will not try to avoid punishment.>

“Oh. Really?”

That was unexpected. I thought he would make excuses like he did it for my sake or something.

<However, you are not the only one at fault in this matter!>

...Forget what I said about being unexpected.

It would have been better if he had made excuses instead.

I never thought he would drag someone else down to share the blame.

Is this really the legendary Holy Knight?

Was there some distortion in the story?

As I listened to Grandfather’s ramblings, I noticed Pavey’s eyes fluttering.

“...Oh? My lady?”

“Did you wake up?”

“Did you wake up already? What a pity~ You were so cute mumbling like a baby.”

Before I could finish my sentence, Pavey sprang up and turned her eyes away to avoid my gaze.

“I-I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to trouble you, my lady.”

“It’s fine. Don’t worry about it.”

“Don’t worry? I cried so much that I dirtied my uniform, then fell asleep using your lap as a pillow, and even mumbled on top of that, but what’s the big deal?”

“I’m really sorry!”

Pavey’s ears turned bright red as she bowed her head repeatedly, apologizing for her rudeness.

I didn’t think it was a bother at all; in fact, I found it rather cute.

However, if I voiced that thought, it would likely be misinterpreted and cause Pavey to explode, so I decided to wait for her to calm down.

“...I can’t believe I can’t control my emotions.”

“That’s enough now, Pavey.”

“Can’t you realize that if you keep insisting it’s okay, it becomes a bother? Did you lose your intelligence while crying?”

“W-Well, not exactly.”

“More importantly...”

“How does it feel to bear the divine aura of that pathetic god?”

Pavey, who had believed in Armadi since she was very young, thought of hearing the Main God’s voice and receiving the Main God’s blessing as her lifelong wish.

Since that dream had come true, she should be happy, but the expression on her face as she looked at her divine aura was ambiguous.

“Aren’t you happy?”

“What? Not happy? Is this not enough? You pretended to be pure, but you’re actually greedy?”

“No! That’s not it! It’s certainly a joyful thing that the Main God is looking at me.”

As she passionately explained how long she had awaited this moment, Pavey suddenly fell silent, and after a few seconds, she continued with a “but.”

“However, there are too many things in this world that prevent me from enjoying that joy purely.”

Hearing that she couldn’t be excited like a child because she had to bear the will of the Main God, I knelt down to meet Pavey’s gaze.

Even though it was an inappropriate and inexplicable request, Pavey sincerely followed my words.

The moment her gaze met mine, I flicked her forehead.

“Yikes?!”

Did she not expect this? Pavey covered her forehead with both hands, looking at me as if she didn’t understand.

“Silly Pavey♡ If you say that I’m a brat who can’t hide my joy, then that’s what you think of me?♡”

“...N-No?! That’s not what I meant!”

“Hmm~♡ So you’ve been thinking of me that way, Pavey?♡ I’m so disappointed♡”

“It’s really not like that! My lady!”

As she flailed her arms and stammered out a disorganized excuse, I couldn’t help but burst into laughter.

Ha. Really. She hasn’t even graduated from school yet, and she’s trying to act like a savior.

...No, wait. Maybe it’s because she hasn’t graduated that she’s trying to act like a savior?

Considering Pavey’s age, it’s not strange for her to be going through a phase like this.

“Why are you looking at me with such a subtle gaze?!”

After flicking Pavey’s forehead again, I watched her as she was now on the verge of tears and continued speaking.

“Isn’t it natural for a pathetic one who has just received divine aura to act all high and mighty?♡ Isn’t it obvious that it looks pathetic?♡”

“Th-That...”

“Puhuhuh♡ I have to tell Eolppang all about this later♡ How foolish Pavey looked, lost in self-adoration♡”

When I exaggeratedly mimicked Pavey, a shrill voice escaped her lips.

“My lady!”

You see, I liked the noble Saintess Pavey from the game, but I didn’t want my friend Pavey beside me to become that way.

A respected figure looks impressive from afar, but it hurts to see them up close.

Pavey.

Just like you were in the game, you don’t have to carry everything on your shoulders; everything will work out just fine.

I hope you just stay as you are now.

Hiding my complicated feelings behind laughter created by my mischievous skill, I took Pavey and left the basement, praying that she wouldn’t tell Joey.


	



Two days had passed since Pavey received the divine aura of the Main God.

To share a few things that had happened during that time...

Hmm. Yes. First, I should mention this.

After leaving the orphanage, I put the brakes on Caria’s insistence to return immediately.

To make her pay for doubting me.

As if she had anticipated my response, Caria shrugged her shoulders and said to do whatever I wanted.

So I did as I pleased.

“That foolish father told me that a long time ago, the lady was a lonely person who couldn’t communicate.”

“Are you talking about the Master?”

“Humans are untrustworthy creatures...”

“Stop! Enough! Employer! I was wrong!”

Even Caria, who was usually perceptive, seemed to be taken aback that I would spill her dark history in front of her own disciple, and she desperately tried to cover my mouth.

Of course, Caria, who had lost most of her past power, couldn’t overpower me.

“And also...”

“Stop it!”

Ignoring Caria’s screams, I began to share the next story.

It’s true that Caria doesn’t appear in the game, but unrelated to that, I had an abundance of cringeworthy tales about the “Shadow of the Former Kingdom.”

In my mind, there were 101 stories that would make Caria scream.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t share them all.

By the time I finished two anecdotes, Caria’s expression had turned sinister.

Seeing her eyes that seemed to say she would kill me and then herself if I continued, I couldn’t bring myself to speak.

<...If this is Caria’s punishment, then what could mine be?>

Someone watching the whole scene realized their grim future, but that wasn’t particularly important, so I brushed it off.

Ah, I should mention this too.

On the day Pavey received the divine aura at the orphanage, did my relentless teasing have an effect when we returned to the dormitory?

The next morning, when I met Pavey, she didn’t mention anything about her mission or burden at all.

Not only that, but she even admitted that she had been so emotional that she felt she had said nonsensical things, so I could say my mischievous method of treating her middle school syndrome was a complete success.

However, I didn’t feel reassured by that.

Having gone through a time I never wanted to recall, I knew how resilient the seeds of middle school syndrome could be.

So after confirming that she had been cured, I took measures to prevent Pavey’s symptoms from returning.

What nonsense am I talking about?

“That joy is too much to enjoy...”

“Ugh. Sniff.”

“My lady! I asked you not to do that!”

“Fhuzmleurg thguh~”

“Puhaha! Pavey! How about saying that during your sermon later?!”

“Waaah!”

Ignoring Pavey’s pleas, I told Joey everything.

Of course, I only shared the lighter parts of the story.

If I explained the background of what had happened that day, it would create an atmosphere where teasing wouldn’t be possible.

Anyway, through our joint treatment, Pavey’s middle school syndrome was eradicated from the soil.

There were side effects where Pavey genuinely got upset, but compared to the damage caused when her middle school syndrome fully bloomed, this was nothing.

Yes.

Additionally, my Dungeon was highly praised in the Journal.

Frey, who had shown up at the training ground after a few days, fled as soon as he saw my face.

Arthur, who received the Dungeon Gimmick book I wrote, screamed with joy at my command to memorize everything before the vacation.

These past two days had truly been peaceful and enjoyable.

...

If only I had known that this was the calm before the storm, it would have been nice.

“Joey, how does this outfit look? Since my lady looks like a doll, it should suit her perfectly, right?”

“It’s okay, but... Hmm. Let’s see it on first. We still have plenty of time.”

“Um, Joey...”

“Joey? Are your eyes bad? Can’t you see the pile of clothes in her hands?”

“I meant to try this on and that on, my lady.”

Ignoring my words, Joey handed another piece of clothing to Cal, who had come along as a porter.

Wow. The pile of clothes on Cal’s arms was reaching past his chest and almost touching his shoulders.

How many hours would it take to try all of that on?

“Pavey, how about this one?”

“It wouldn’t have suited the former my lady, but for the current my lady, it would be very attractive.”

“Right?”

...Are they thinking of me as nothing more than a living doll to dress up?

337 - Penalty Time (11)
I already knew what Joey was trying to get me to do.

She had told me directly, but it was also one of the events related to Joey in the game.

We would go out into the street, choose outfits for each other, and play while wearing them.

What seemed trivial on the surface was a heartfelt wish for Joey.

Though she could be silly, she was not a fool.

She understood well her position as a duke's daughter,

was aware of how her status appeared to others,

and knew how her every word could be perceived by various young ladies.

Despite her villainous appearance, she was not someone who would go out of her way to make others uncomfortable to fulfill her wish.

The dream she had cherished since she first read about it in a book had remained just that—a wish—for nearly ten years.

That was until she met me, the player in the game.

Knowing this background, I decided to willingly grant Joey's wish.

If I could bring a smile to a girl who had to be alone even while surrounded by people, what couldn't I do?

“Alright! Young lady! You must call me by my name today!”

My resolve was strengthened the moment I saw her playful smile when she came to meet me early in the morning.

Watching Joey, whose lips curled up like a fan, made me realize once again why I had chosen her as my favorite character.

“Is calling me by my name enough? Joey?”

“Hmm. Are you satisfied with just calling me by my name? Really, Joey?”

“Of course! What more could I ask for?”

“Considering...”

“Is it strange? I thought you showed a lot of desire just a little while ago. Am I misremembering?”

“I was still half-asleep then.”

“Joey unnie.”

“Joey unnie.”

“...Could you say that one more time?”

“I don’t want to.”

“Didn’t you say it wasn’t necessary before? Why the sudden change of heart? Hmm? I’m really curious.”

“Well, um...”

After teasing Joey, who was hiding her flushed face behind her fan, I said,

“Pavey. Just a moment ago...”

“Clumsy saint. Just now, when I called Joey ‘Joey unnie,’ she got all shy. Isn’t she too innocent for how she looks?”

“Hoho. Perhaps the young lady thought it would be nice to have a little sister like this because you’re so cute?”

“Then how could...”

“Joey, the clumsy saint thinks this way, but what about you? Did you want a cute little sister like me? Is that it?”

“...Please stop.”

After meeting with Pavey and teasing Joey again about what had just happened, I headed toward the teleportation circle to move to the capital's street.

“Oh, by the way, young lady. Could you bring Professor Carl with you? I need someone to hold the clothes.”

I couldn’t understand what Joey was saying.

With our physical abilities far exceeding those of ordinary people, why would we need someone to hold clothes?

Even if we bought an overwhelming amount of clothes, we could just put them in the Hyperspace Pouch.

When I voiced these doubts, Joey and Pavey exchanged glances and then looked down at me with amused eyes, chuckling.

“You’ll understand when you see it, young lady.”

Upon arriving at the capital street, the first shop we visited was a large clothing store that Joey frequented.

“Oh my! Young Lady Partran! Welcome!”

It seemed the owner of the clothing store wasn’t lying about being a regular, as she rushed over with a bright smile upon seeing Joey.

“Saint, it’s been a while. And... Arlene Young-ae?”

The moment her gaze landed on my face, her previously bright expression turned pale.

...Just how much trouble had the past Lucy caused for her to show such blatant dislike?

Having grown accustomed to disdainful looks, I shrugged it off, but the other two were not so forgiving.

“Madam, you’re not making that face because my friend is uncomfortable, are you?”

Joey’s expression turned cold.

It was not the usual villainous young lady face that naturally formed; it was a sharp gaze meant to genuinely pressure the other party.

Faced with that gaze, the shop owner broke out in a cold sweat and shook her head.

“No! That can’t be! It’s just that... well, in the past, Arlene Young-ae...”

“Madam.”

The shop owner's attempt to explain the past mistakes of Lucy was cut off by Pavey’s words.

Before the shop owner could utter a word in response to Pavey’s typically gentle eyes and unexpectedly firm voice, she fell silent.

“I don’t know what kind of person the past young lady was, but the current young lady is not like that. I can guarantee it.”

“I feel the same way, madam.”

With both the young lady of the Partran Duke family and the saint of the Main God Church expressing the same opinion, there was no one who could refute them.

The shop owner could only nod with a pale face.

“Now, back to the main topic. Madam, I would like to gift Arlene Young-ae some clothes, but are there any that would suit her?”

“Of course! Young Lady Partran! There’s no outfit that wouldn’t suit someone as cute and beautiful as her!”

The shop owner exclaimed in a voice close to a scream and hurriedly took Carl, who was beside us, deeper into the store.

“I’m not pleased. To judge the young lady based on past events.”

“It’s unfortunate. Regardless of past sins, people can change.”

Oh.

Hmm.

It’s nice that you’re taking my side, but...

In this situation, isn’t the shop owner the victim and I the perpetrator?

No matter how I think about it, they seem to be the ones wronged here.

I couldn’t bring myself to voice my thoughts, fearing the looks you were giving me as you glared at the place the shop owner had gone.

When the shop owner returned with Carl, I couldn’t help but gasp.

The pile of clothes in Carl’s arms was so high it surpassed his head.

Wow. So that’s why you needed someone to hold the clothes.

It would definitely be troublesome without a strong attendant.

“Madam, is this all?”

“No! That can’t be! What kind of place do you think our store is?”

Huh?

This isn’t all?

There’s more than this?!

Even if it’s for three people, this seems more than enough?!

Even if she’s silly, a duke’s daughter is still a duke’s daughter.

The scale is different.

“I’m glad. Then please send a servant to help. I’ll try these on her first.”

“Understood, Young Lady Partran.”

...Huh?

Did I just hear something strange?

You’re going to try those on me first?

Not splitting them among three people?

“Um, Joey...?”

“Joey, are you really going to make me try on that mountain of clothes? Did you misspeak, silly?”

“What kind of joke is that, young lady? The young lady who used to have various outfits wouldn’t... Ah. Are you saying we won’t try them on? Don’t worry. That’s for later.”

No! That’s not it!

Don’t misunderstand on your own! Joey!

Are you really planning to make me try on all those clothes?!

It would take a whole day just to change outfits!

“Joey, hold on a second.”

Yes! Pavey!

Give a sharp retort to this extravagant noble as a saint!

“You’re not just going to look at the clothes in this store, are you?”

“Why would you even ask something so obvious? It’s common sense to visit various clothing stores and check out designs, right?”

Seeing the two of them chatting and laughing, I realized that something was seriously wrong.

What?! Wasn’t this just about trying on a few outfits and buying one?!

Did these people exist among those few lines?!

Ah. Now that I think about it, by the time the morning event ended, it had turned to evening.

I thought it was just a description of playing all day, but it was actually a description of shopping for clothes all day.

I see. This is the common sense of nobles.

In the room I arrived at, led by Joey and Pavey, I faced dozens of female attendants and stared blankly at the chandelier on the ceiling.

...This is hell.

“How can every outfit look so good on you? You truly are a young lady.”

“I knew your beauty was exceptional, but I didn’t expect it to be to this extent. I’m almost jealous.”

An hour passed like that.

“Joey, what should we do? Every design looks good on the young lady, so I can’t choose just one!”

“Pavey, don’t worry. In that case, we can just buy them all!”

Three hours passed.

“This place isn’t great. Shall we just buy this one and that one?”

“Joey, I saw a place while passing by earlier...”

“That one? Alright. Then let’s go there this time...”

Five hours passed.

“Phew. It was a satisfying day.”

“I won’t forget today.”

Only after the sky was painted with sunset could I escape the fate of being a dressing doll.

Just how many outfits did I try on in just one day?

Even a fashion model wouldn’t have such a schedule, even if they signed a slave contract, right?

As I thought I would collapse when I returned to the dormitory while replenishing my energy with snacks, I suddenly remembered one thing.

“Joey, one thing...”

“Silly, silly Joey. Isn’t there something you forgot?”

“Me? Is there something like that... Ah! Right! I should have asked you to choose my outfit!”

Joey, who had forgotten in her excitement to dress me up, frowned in thought before suddenly raising her head.

What is it? What is it? Please don’t tell me you want to go back to the clothing store again?

I’m really exhausted right now!

If I walk around any longer, I’ll collapse!

“Arlene Young-ae. You have to grant any request I make today, okay?”

“...Okay?”

“Why?”

“Promise me! Later, you’ll choose a dress for me! No, for me and Pavey! If you break your promise, you’ll have to accompany me on another shopping trip!”

...You wicked noble.

To use a blank contract for such tricks.

You little brat! Aren’t you afraid of the revolution my mace will bring?!

In just one day, I could start a revolution!

“It’s an order! Nod your head quickly!”


	Ding.



Alright!

I just have to promise!

You little noble’s lackey!

You’re still a saint after all that?!

Just wait! When the revolution happens!

...Ah. Then I’ll be the first to lose my head.

I’m a complete reckless noble.

Reluctantly nodding my head under the threat of penalties, I frowned at Joey, who was smiling with satisfaction.

Sigh. Damn it. I never knew it would be so sad not to have rights.

“Joey, where...”

“Joey, clumsy saint. Tell me where you’re going to wear the outfit I choose for you.”

Still, since I made a promise, I have to keep it.

It’s been a while since I’ve done any makeup, so I’m not sure if I can do it well.

Surely the outfit that would suit Joey would be in the eastern area...

“Of course, I’ll wear it at the Academy’s end-of-term party. I’ll brag that it’s the outfit you chose for me.”

Ah, that? That’s easy. I just need to go for the most eye-catching one.

“Oh! Right! You also have to promise to wear the outfit I choose for you!”

I got it. That’s no big deal.

It was tiring to change outfits, but the designs themselves were all fine.

...But Joey, with all the clothes you bought, which one should I wear?

Was there something specific? I lost track of things halfway through, so I don’t remember well.

“You forgot?! That’s too much! I put so much thought into it! Since you’re the top student in the first year, I considered that you’d be on stage!”

Huh?

...

Huh?!

On stage?

What do you mean by that?! Joey?!

The person in charge of the speech in the first year was always Arthur...

Ah. Right! I beat him!
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338 - Academy End-of-Term Party (1)
For the male nobles of the continent, the skill of conquering dungeons is a matter of pride.

Who has conquered more dungeons? Who has tackled more difficult dungeons? Who has acquired more impressive items from dungeons?

The competition, which began as an obligation of the nobility in the past, progressed in a way that expressed each other's greatness through these elements, but there was one decisive problem.

It was that it was difficult for them to have conquered the same dungeon.

While the dungeons generated across the continent share certain commonalities, they often differ in intricate details, making it hard to reach a conclusion in the nobles' prideful battles.

One might argue that the dungeon they conquered was larger, that the monsters within were more threatening, that there were more tiers, or that the boss was absurdly powerful.

Such mud-slinging battles typically ended with those in higher power emerging victorious.

The powerful had to feel the discomfort of wondering if they had intentionally lost, while those below them could only harbor resentment over their unjust defeats.

Amidst this, a noble came up with an interesting idea.

What if they created dungeons artificially and held competitions? Wouldn't that solve everything?

Thus, the method of artificial dungeons, still in use today, was developed, and many nobles began to showcase their superiority by conquering each other's dungeons.

This competitive method has continued to evolve to this day, and recently, a trend among nobles enthusiastic about dungeon conquering is the Journal of Dungeonology.

This magazine, created by scholars studying Dungeonology, introduces various dungeons worth attempting to conquer every week. The quality of these dungeons is so high that many nobles have opted to conquer the dungeons from the journal instead of creating their own, boasting about their achievements.

As a result, whenever male nobles gather, the topic of whether they have conquered the journal's dungeon of the week inevitably arises.

For those who frequently meet with other nobles, it has become essential to conquer the journal's dungeon every week.

"Hmm."

The first prince of the Soladin Kingdom.

Rene Soladin's reason for holding onto the Journal of Dungeonology is rooted here.

He has set remarkable records in numerous artificial dungeons and has demonstrated his conquering skills with excellent results in real-life scenarios, but he cannot be satisfied with just that.

As the first prince of the kingdom and a prominent heir to the throne, he must constantly face numerous suspicions, so Rene has to show that his abilities have improved compared to before by conquering the journal's dungeons.

However, Rene did not particularly enjoy conquering the journal's dungeons.

No matter how different they tried to make the dungeons created by human hands, they inevitably ended up being somewhat similar.

After conquering dozens or hundreds of dungeons that looked similar to his eyes, wouldn't anyone get bored?

"This is interesting."

But today was different.

As Rene examined the dungeon featured in the journal, a deep interest glimmered in his eyes.

The skill in using the dungeon's gimmicks is impressive.

If one were to think carelessly, they would end up being thoroughly outsmarted.

But is it just malicious?

Not at all. The creator of this dungeon is incredibly kind.

If he takes his eyes off the dungeon and looks around, he can spot countless clues.

For those who catch on to the strategy, it is a very kind dungeon.

For those who charge in recklessly without knowing anything, it brings trials.

It's been a while since he found a dungeon he liked.

If only such dungeons were submitted to the journal regularly, he could always open the journal with a racing heart.

After finishing the dungeon conquest, Rene checked the name of the designer.

In case the same designer created another dungeon, he would want to conquer that one too.

"...Lucy Aln?"

Rene raised his eyebrows slightly upon discovering an unexpected name and let out a hollow laugh.

"Well, if it's her, it wouldn't be strange for her to create such a dungeon."

Considering the bizarre behavior she displayed at the recent Partran Festival, it makes sense.

To commit such outrageous acts while conquering a dungeon, one must have deep knowledge of dungeons. It is not surprising that she created an interesting dungeon.

Thinking this, Rene nodded and examined the answer sheet on the back.

He was curious about how the eccentric Lucy Aln would interpret this dungeon.

Surprisingly, the explanation written in the journal was quite coherent.

There’s no way that arrogant girl would write something so proper, right?

Ah, it must have been reviewed and revised by the Soul Academy.

I understand. That graduate student must have worked hard.

And.

Hmm.

If he visits before the end of the Soul Academy, he can conquer this dungeon himself.

After confirming the last line, Rene leisurely sipped his tea and pondered.

There is a valid reason.

Arthur and Cecil are both attending the academy, and it would be reasonable to use the excuse of checking how the kingdom's representative educational institution is progressing.

And he could also meet Lucy Aln.

"Rene. What are you doing?"

The moment he heard a woman's voice from behind, Rene hurriedly stood up.

"Your Majesty, the First Queen."

The First Queen of the Soladin Kingdom, who currently handles most of the duties on behalf of the ailing king, is the real power of the palace.

She is the mother of Rene Soladin.

Kavati Soladin smiled softly at Rene's stiffly polite demeanor.

"Rene. As I've said many times, there's no need to go this far when no one is watching."

"No, Your Majesty. This is how I feel at ease."

"Alright, I understand, so please sit down."

"Thank you for your consideration."

"I see you were reading the Journal of Dungeonology. Was the dungeon featured this time good?"

"Yes. I think it's the best among those submitted this year."

"Oh my. For Rene to say that, I'm curious too."

Kavati, who took the journal from Rene, examined the dungeon with a crescent smile.

Even though she is the First Queen, it would take her some time to conquer that dungeon, so perhaps he should prepare tea in advance.

As Rene quietly stood up and used his magic to prepare tea, Kavati's eyes remained glued to the journal.

After a while, she finally spoke as the aroma of the tea began to fill the room.

"Rene."

"Yes, Your Majesty."

"When is the day of the Soul Academy's end-of-term party?"

Why is she asking me that all of a sudden?

Rene felt a question arise in his mind but immediately answered outwardly.

"December 1st."

"That's just a few days away. I guess I need to be busy for a while."

"...Are you planning to attend?"

"Yes. Although we aren't blood-related, Cecil and Arthur are my sons."

Shouldn't she check how those two are doing?

Kavati spoke with a smile, but Rene didn't believe her words at all.

The First Queen he knew was not someone who would show such affection.

"Then I'll be going now. Rene, make sure to clear your schedule for that day."

"Understood, Your Majesty."

After Kavati left, Rene, left alone, stared at the tea that was cooling down and sighed.


	



"I refuse, Lucy Aln."

Arthur looked at me with no attempt to hide his disdain.

"There's not even a small gap, and you were overwhelmingly defeated by me. What do you think others will think if you take on the role of representative for the first years?"

'That's...'

"Why? Is it a problem if you are looked down upon a little more, given that you are already known as the pathetic prince?"

"...Are you really asking that out of ignorance? Tsk. How unfortunate. I never thought I would come to understand the feelings of that jackal."

As I listened to Arthur's tongue-clicking, I felt a surge of wanting to say something back, but since I was in a position to ask him for a favor, I bit my lip.

"Think about it, Lucy Aln. You have been followed by various scandals since birth. If you acknowledge such humiliation, how much gossip do you think will arise?"

...Uh. If you put it that way, I have no proper retort.

"Even if you ignore these scandals, you have your pride. Do you know how sad it is to accept a favor that isn't even a favor from the perspective of a loser?"

I couldn't refute Arthur's words, which made it clear that he wasn't just refusing to speak at the entrance ceremony for no reason.

His argument was so rational that anything I said would only sound like an excuse.

Ugh.

If I had known this would happen, I would have gotten a few answers wrong on the final exam.

I should have aimed for a lower score!

Why on earth had I forgotten about this event?

Being next to Joey must have infected me with her airheadedness?!

Have I turned into an airheaded brat!?

As I lamented my own foolishness, Arthur propped his chin and spoke.

"To begin with, why do you dislike giving a speech? If it's looking down on others, isn't that your specialty?"

"..."

"You can just ramble on like you did during the Dungeonology exam demonstration. What's the problem? Your reputation can't possibly fall any lower."

Listening to the dry enumeration of facts, I eventually felt my patience reach its limit and stood up.

"Huh? What. What is it, Lucy Aln?"

"Come with me♡ Pathetic prince♡ I'll show you what kind of disaster your sharp tongue can bring about♡"

"That's not what you should say... No. No. I'm sorry. I was too inconsiderate. So please put away that mace. Aaaah!"

Even after being rejected by Arthur, I refused to give up and kept moving my feet.

"I don't want to! I want to see the noble lady wearing the clothes I chose standing on the podium!"

"...I-I apologize. It would be inappropriate for me to stand on the podium instead of the noble ones."

"Um. That... Eek! I'm sorry! Please forgive me!"

But after countless attempts, all I received in return was a firm refusal.

The fact that I had to stand on the podium instead of Arthur and Joey was too burdensome.

Ugh!

If only Jackal were here right now, I could just force him to do it!

Why did he say he would repeat the first year next year!

<Give up, girl. What can you do when there’s no answer?>

'No way!'

<Instead of that, it would be more beneficial to think of a way to give a good speech. I will help you, so let's think about it together.>

'...Okay.'

Realizing that there was no way to escape the speech, I began to think of ways to deliver it as smoothly as possible with the old man.

But honestly, there seemed to be no answer.

Even if I said the same thing, it often came out in different words when translated through the bratty skill, making it impossible to write a speech.

I even thought about just saying whatever came to mind and then running away.

"Hey, I have a good idea."

After a long time of racking my brain, the airhead fox spoke up.

'What is it?'

"What is it?"

"To wear a bunny girl outfit with accessories and mesmerize everyone! So much so that they can't hear your voice while admiring your face!"

Seeing the airhead fox drooling and panting, I couldn't hide my feelings of disdain.

You just want to see me in a bunny girl outfit, don't you?

Sigh. It was my mistake to expect a decent suggestion from this pervert.

Other kids aren't recyclable trash like the airhead fox or the Pervert Apostle, so it can't be possible...

Wait.

Isn't it possible if done well?

At the very least, it should be enough to mesmerize them until I finish my speech and come down!

Having reached that conclusion, I quickly turned my head toward the airhead fox.

"...Hmm? What? Why are you looking at me like that?"

Before the airhead fox could run away, I grabbed her waist and pulled her into my embrace.

"Hiyah?! W-What? Why are you suddenly doing this? Hee?!"

Airhead fox!

You can be helpful sometimes!

Is this the wisdom possessed by the master of the forest?

Alright! Let's test this method on my friends!

This idea seems worth a shot!
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The last time I received accessories from the Pervert Apostle, I also got a crystal ball that would allow me to contact him.

He said that since he had granted me a favor, I could reach out to him anytime I needed, but I let that go in one ear and out the other.

Just dealing with one Airhead Fox next to me was enough to drive me crazy, and now he wanted me to keep that pervert apostle around too?

Having made that judgment, I almost tossed the crystal ball into the trash but instead carelessly threw it into my inventory.

Setting aside the pervert apostle's humanity, his abilities were still useful. I figured there would come a time when I would need to ask for help.

Looking back now, that judgment was correct.

It wasn't even a month later that I found myself needing to call him.

After raising my charm to the extreme and captivating people's souls, I would finish my speech and step down before they regained their senses.

To bring this nonsensical plan, which started from the Airhead Fox's ramblings, into reality, I needed the pervert apostle's abilities.

Think about it. Just revealing myself and captivating souls isn't an easy task, is it?

Unless everyone in the world is trash like the Airhead Fox or the pervert apostle. To blow away the minds of normal people, I needed to raise my charm to its maximum.

And the one who could be called an expert in raising that charm was none other than the pervert apostle.

Regardless of his personal character, he was chosen by the Apostle of Beauty and Art, possessing an outstanding aesthetic sense.

If I could secure his cooperation, not only would I get a great coordinator, but I could also receive the blessings of the pervert crow goddess.

Besides, I had other requests to make aside from my coordination.

“Arlene Young-ae! You look truly beautiful today! The goddess herself said...”

As soon as I sent a message through the crystal ball, I was met with the excited face of the pervert apostle, and I felt a surge of bad words wanting to escape.

What on earth was he doing to receive my message in just one second?

Could it be that he was always waiting for my call or something?

“Seeing your icy gaze makes my heart race! Could you please look at me with sharper eyes?!”

...Should I just say I contacted the wrong person and hang up?

<Calm down! Just hold on a little longer!>

But that little bit felt like it was going to shatter my molars.

...Damn it. If only this guy wasn't so exceptional that he had no substitutes!

Clenching my fists and holding back various bad words, the pervert apostle let out an awkward laugh.

“Ah! I’m sorry! I rambled on for a while there. So, what was the purpose of your call?”

‘Well, that is...’

“Listen carefully, you disgusting pervert apostle. I’ll grant you the right to dress me up.”

“...Could you elaborate?”

I concealed the exact circumstances and told him I wanted to give a speech at the Academy's end-of-term party and wanted to stand there in my best form, and the pervert apostle's face lit up with joy.

“Thank you so much! I will come to see you tomorrow!”

...Huh?

No. There’s still quite a bit of time before the end-of-term party, and he says he’ll come tomorrow?

There’s really no need for that!

If he gets all excited this early, it’ll just be burdensome, so he could just come a day or two before.

“Apostle! What do you mean by that?!”

While I was blinking at the pervert apostle's enthusiasm, a shrill voice came from behind the crystal ball.

“Do you have any idea how much work has piled up while you’ve been away?!”

“Keshy Priest. This is more important than my life.”

“Please! Just! Apostle! Have some awareness that you are the only apostle of the Art Order! You’re not in a position to lounge around like that!”

“Uh. Keshy?”

“Just the other day, you said it was more important than your life, and then you holed up for a week making accessories! What is it this time?!”

“Keshy. Keshy. Just a moment.”

“What do you mean just a moment! I’ve spent several nights because of you!”

“Calm down and look at this crystal ball.”

“Haah. It better not be something trivial.”

Facing the twisted face of the angry woman, fear naturally etched itself into my heart.

I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to cause trouble. It’s just that this pervert stuck to me. So if you’re going to be angry, be angry at him.

“...Apostle. This person is.”

While I was internally apologizing, the woman’s expression suddenly changed.

Where had the anger gone? Her face, now filled with pure admiration, reminded me of the pervert apostle I had just been facing.

“She is the Young-ae of the Arlene family. I’ve mentioned her often, haven’t I?”

“That is true, but wow. I didn’t expect it to be to this extent.”

‘Uh. Th-thank you?’

“Hmph. You should thank me. I purified the eyes that had to see something strange every day in the mirror.”

“How can your voice be so beautiful as well!”

I hated myself for thinking this woman was normal just a moment ago.

There’s no way someone under the pervert crow could be fine, and I had momentarily fallen into that delusion.

I let out a sigh as if to make sure they heard, but the two people beyond the crystal ball continued their conversation without paying any attention to my reaction.

“This person has requested an overall coordination.”

“...Apostle. I just had an inspiration! I will go!”

“No matter how much Keshy Priest, I cannot allow that. This is a task entrusted to me by the goddess.”

“Ha! If the goddess were to see my inspiration, she would surely change her mind?!”

The argument between the two, which seemed loud enough to be heard even beyond the crystal ball, echoed throughout the church of the Art Order.

“What is it this time... Huh! This is unbelievable!”

“Please, just let me rest!... Apostle! Give me a chance!”

With the arrival of the Order members asking what was going on, they faced me and joined the fight several times.

“Since it has come to this, we have no choice! According to the Order's rules, let’s settle this with a duel!”

“Don’t think just because you’re an apostle that you’ll win forever!”

“I’ll show you how much we’ve grown while you’ve been lounging around!”

Watching them, who didn’t care about my opinion as the one making the request, I simply turned off the crystal ball and tossed it into the trash.

‘I absolutely will not join the Art Order.’

<...Uh. Yes. It seems that is the right choice.>


	



“Everyone has grown a lot, but still, you cannot defeat me, the apostle chosen by the goddess.”

Looking at the proud face of the pervert apostle, all sorts of words welled up inside me, but I didn’t let them out.

No matter what I said, it was clear that this pervert would be pleased, so why bother moving my mouth?

“You said you had decided on the dress, right? Could you show it to me?”

‘Here you go.’

“Now, take a good look with your disgusting and vile eyes.”

As I placed the dress that Joey had chosen on the table, the pervert apostle raised his eyebrows slightly.

“The design is decent. It will need some adjustments to fit the Young-ae’s body, but it’s not a problem as it is.”

“You said you would wear my accessories, so the makeup can be adjusted accordingly.”

“Borrowing the goddess’s power, I could grant a few blessings. The divinity you possess is immense, after all.”

“Ah! No! Just thinking about it isn’t enough! Young-ae! Please allow me to demonstrate! I’m sure something will come to mind when I see you dressed up!”

I observed the pervert apostle’s earnest gaze as he looked at me pitifully.

I was clearly in the position of asking for a favor.

I hadn’t even proposed any compensation yet.

Seeing this desperate pervert apostle made me think of something amusing.

In this atmosphere, wouldn’t it be okay to charge for the cost of letting him dress me up?

‘Um. Apostle...’

“Pervert Apostle. We haven’t discussed the important matter yet.”

“Important matter?”

‘Yes. That is...’

“You’re going to let me dress you up with those shabby and disgusting hands of yours and then let me see that beautiful form, right? You’re not thinking of getting away with just words, are you?”

“...Indeed. I’m sorry, Young-ae. I was rude.”

Looking at the pervert apostle, who was saying he would do anything he could, I couldn’t help but chuckle.

I had expected this, but now that it was happening, my head was spinning.

‘It’s nothing much...’

“The request is simple. I want you to create outfits for my friends.”

Two nights ago.

Due to the issue of the speech, I had half-lost my mind and, after tossing and turning all night, I gave up on sleeping and sat at my desk, recalling the memories of when I used to do character designs.

I didn’t think it would be such a difficult task.

I’m not particularly good at fashion sense, but I remember the character designers arguing over who was right in the arena.

Recalling the opinions I had based my designs on, I soon hit a wall.

<...Hey. This isn’t a human design, is it?>

‘...For now, it’s a person. For now.’

My hands lacked the ability to bring the images that popped into my head to life.

What good is it to have amazing character designs in my head!

If I can’t draw them on paper!

After staying up all night and struggling, I heard my grandfather’s sharp criticism about whether I was planning revenge on my friends, and I gave up on designing the clothes myself.

Instead, I organized the characteristics of the outfits that would suit Joey and Pavey and wrote them down on paper.

To ask this pervert apostle for a design.

It’s true that he’s a disgusting pervert, but aside from that, his aesthetic sense is remarkable.

If I entrust the design to him based on what I wrote down, I’m sure the results will satisfy both of them!

Originally, it would have been a request that I would pay separately for, but

“It’s not a difficult request. If I can dress you up with my own hands, I’ll gladly do that.”

Thanks to this pervert apostle being an over-the-top trash, I could get away with it.

...Is this really a gain for me?

I’m sure I haven’t lost anything, but every time I see the pervert apostle’s bright smile, I feel uneasy.

“May I meet the friends for whom I will create the outfits? I think I need to see them to make a judgment.”

‘Of course, it’s possible...’

“It’s possible, but don’t talk like you’re going to throw up, okay? If you show even a hint of your perverted tendencies, I’ll smash your head.”

“Ahaha. Don’t worry. I’ve been an apostle of the Order for several years, so how could I not know manners?”

Seeing the perfect manners in his soft smile, I wanted to complain about why he was so polite to me, but I had a rough idea of what kind of answer I would get, so I kept my mouth shut.

Listening to this perverted trash would only drain my mental strength, so I decided to ignore it. Ignore.

‘Right now, my friends...’

“I’ll bring those fools over right now, so you just get your disgusting hands ready to move.”

“Are you planning to demonstrate in front of your friends?”

‘Yes.’

“Yeah. There’s no objectivity in the evaluation of a disgusting pervert.”

Seeing their reactions would give me a rough idea of whether my plan was feasible or not.

I hope the results are good.

Otherwise, all the suffering I’ve endured from this pervert’s nonsense would have been in vain.

“This is sad. I’m not getting any credit. There’s no one more objective than me when it comes to aesthetics.”

As I let the pervert apostle’s ramblings wash over me, I stepped out of the room, holding my forehead and letting out a sigh.

Ugh. I’m tired. So tired.

If just one pervert apostle is like this, what kind of hell is the Art Order, overflowing with similar beings?

Absolutely.

No matter what happens.

I must not go there.

Surrounded by the followers of the pervert crow goddess, I feel like I would truly mentally die.
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As the sun pointed to the center.

Lucy, who had left the training ground claiming she had something to do, returned shortly after with a sulky expression.

The four of them, including Frey, suspected something bad had happened given Lucy's deteriorating face, but the words that flowed from her mouth were far from any incident.

"The pervert apostle wants to see you guys for a bit, so come along."

Pervert apostle? The moment Joey heard that word, a question mark appeared in her mind, but she didn’t speak up.

Usually, it was Arthur who took on the role of scolding Lucy.

However, today was different. Arthur merely frowned slightly and kept glancing at Lucy.

After the last incident, was he being cautious with his words?

Ugh. If this continues, I’ll have to ask, won’t I?

“Um, Young Lady, I’m sorry, but who is the pervert apostle?”

“He’s a disgusting pedophile I don’t even want to talk about.”

...So, I’m curious about who that person is?!

The unexpected answer came from someone Joey didn’t anticipate.

“Are you talking about the apostle of the Art Order?”

“Yeah, that pervert.”

The apostle of the Art Order is a pervert?

As Joey observed Lucy's face filled with disgust, she couldn’t help but tilt her head in confusion.

The apostle of the Art Order, Prete, was not that kind of person in her knowledge.

Prete.

He was someone who roamed the continent, making a name for himself long before Joey was born.

A clergyman who elevated the name of the Art Order while managing the various incidents caused by followers of the evil god, he was a great artist leading the trends of the continent and earned the respect of many.

If Prete were truly a strange person, how could he participate in the Partran Festival?

Having encountered Prete several times at the festival, Joey couldn’t understand why he was called a pervert by the noble ladies who praised him to no end.

“Joey?”

“Yes?”

“I understand what you’re thinking, but you’ll understand once you go.”

If both Arlene Young-ae and even Pavey said this, then there must be something I don’t know.

“Now, don’t you have anything to say?”

“No, I do.”

“What is it? Hurry up and say it. Don’t waste my precious time.”

“I can’t go meet the apostle of the Art Order looking like this.”

My hair is a mess from all the physical training I just did. My clothes are soaked with sweat. My face is covered in dirt. I can’t meet Prete like this!

“Huh? Eolppang, you really have strange tastes. What’s good about that pervert?”

“What nonsense are you talking about?!”

It’s true that Prete is still a wonderful person, but I’m not crazy enough to have feelings for someone over twenty years older than me!

“Then what? Just because Eolppang puts on makeup doesn’t mean she’s not Eolppang.”

“You know, Young Lady! The influence the apostle of the Art Order has in high society!”

Every word he utters carries enough prestige to describe that nobleman.

If he were to mention that the Young Lady of the Partran Family looked shabby somewhere!

Imagining the sinister stories that would circulate behind her back, Joey raised her voice even in front of Lucy’s unamused expression.

“Anyway, I’m going to wash up!”

“Young Lady, I’ll also clean myself up.”

“Then I’ll go too. I can’t meet the apostle of the Art Order looking like this.”

After the three left, Lucy, still feeling awkward, held her forehead as she looked at Frey, who was fidgeting.

“Foolish knight.”

“...Huh?”

“You should wash up too.”

“Do I have to?”

“Then later, I’ll make you realize your place by sparring with you all day.”

“Got it. I’ll be back.”


	



“Your Highness the Third Prince, do I look disheveled in any way?”

Standing in front of the door where the apostle of the Art Order was waiting, Joey checked her appearance and asked.

“Sigh. Joey, that’s the fourth time you’ve asked that question.”

“But...”

“And my answer is the same as the third. Please stop making a fuss. The apostle of the Art Order isn’t an idiot who would say anything bad about the Young Lady of the Partran Family.”

Faced with Arthur’s straightforwardness, Joey ultimately fell silent. She knew it was indeed a fuss.

Once the commotion settled, Arthur sighed and opened the door to enter the room.

“Welcome. I’ve been waiting.”

As soon as the group appeared, Prete stood up from his seat and greeted them politely as usual.

He complimented Arthur and mentioned the Partran Festival to Joey, showing familiarity.

As for Pavey, he conveyed his admiration, saying she had become wonderful.

Of course, Prete also praised Frey, but there was not even a slight change in Frey’s expression.

Did he feel that the praise was meaningless? Instead of adding more words, Prete shrugged and turned his gaze toward Joey and Pavey.

“Lady Partran, and the Saint of the Main God’s Church. I’ve made outfits for both of you, but is there anything you would like?”

“...Huh?”

“...What?”

“Oh? Didn’t you hear? I thought it was already discussed since the Young Lady asked me to.”

Joey turned her head toward Lucy, who was behind her.

Young Lady?! What is this about?!

I did ask her to choose a dress for me, but this is!

“Why? Don’t like it? I can understand that. I’d feel creeped out too if it were clothes made by this disgusting pervert.”

“No! How could I dislike it! It’s just that... I was surprised it was so extravagant compared to my expectations.”

Just wearing the accessories made by this person would make me the center of attention at any social gathering, and now he’s personally making a dress for me!

It’s too much!

It’s overwhelming!

I didn’t expect this much!

“Puhaha. Eolppang Young Lady, you’re making me laugh. What’s so great about something made by this pervert?”

“...Are you serious?”

It’s only natural that the apostle of the Art Order would only give accessories to those he acknowledges, so it’s a big deal that he’s making a dress tailored for someone!

You’re joking, right?!

“Joey, how can you not know after looking at him for so long? Lucy Aln doesn’t understand the value the apostle possesses at all.”

“That’s nonsense.”

“Ahaha. Lady Partran, please calm down. Aln Young Lady isn’t entirely wrong.”

With Prete, the person in question, intervening, Joey had no choice but to close her mouth.

“So, is there anything you would like?”

At this point, it would be rude to refuse.

Joey forced a calm expression and shook her head.

“I’ll leave it to the apostle.”

“I feel the same. Please do as you wish, apostle.”

“Understood. Then I’ll need to think about it a bit.”

Ugh. No matter how Arlene Young-ae thinks about it, this is an enormous debt.

This isn’t something that can just be exchanged as a simple gift between friends!

What on earth will I have to do to repay this?!

As Joey was inwardly groaning, Prete stood up and moved to Lucy’s side.

“Then everyone, please wait here for a moment. I’ll be dressing the Young Lady now, and I’d like you to evaluate it.”

“I’m asking because I can’t trust the eyes of this pervert. No matter how poor his judgment is, it’s better than this disgusting pedophile.”

“Ahaha. As you can see, the Young Lady doesn’t trust me at all. Please wait. It won’t take long.”

As the two bickered and left, Arthur chuckled in disbelief.

“Lucy Aln, what on earth is your relationship with Prete?”

“Right?”

The fact that Prete, who even rejected the king’s request to his face, agreed to make dresses for the Young Lady is baffling.

What kind of connection could they possibly have for that to happen?

Ah, speaking of which.

“Pavey, you know something, don’t you?”

When the Young Lady called Prete a pervert, only Pavey seemed to understand that remark.

That means Pavey must know something about their relationship.

Pavey gave an awkward smile in response to the gazes from Arthur and Joey.

“...I do know something, but... it’s a bit hard for me to say.”

Seeing Pavey’s reaction, Joey’s eyes widened.

Pavey, who usually answered without a change in expression, was showing signs of embarrassment!

What kind of connection could they possibly have?

...Could it be?!

“Did the Young Lady become close to Prete?!”

“Joey! Do you really think that makes sense?!”

As soon as Joey shouted, Pavey raised her voice.

“That statement is disrespectful to both of them! Please be careful!”

“I-I’m sorry, Pavey.”

Is that not it?

Then what is it?

What kind of connection could make Pavey reluctant to speak?

Joey’s mind was flooded with various thoughts that rose and sank for what felt like an eternity.

When she heard the sound of the door opening, she lifted her head and felt all her thoughts evaporate, leaving her mind blank.

The first word etched into her brain, now like a blank canvas, was noble.

The crimson eyes that looked down on the world indifferently.

The tightly closed lips. The silky hair cascading down, brushing against her slightly exposed collarbone.

The pure white dress, as if sculpted from snow that fell from the sky, and skin that was equally pristine yet undeniably vibrant.

Everything was so noble and dignified that Joey saw the illusion of wings behind the woman.

W-what is this?

Am I dreaming?

Yes, it must be that.

If it’s not a dream, it doesn’t make sense for an angel to appear before me.

...Huh?!

What’s going on? Why is the angel coming towards me?

Did I do something wrong? Have I made another mistake?!

“...Can you hear me?”

“Yeeh?!”

“Sigh. Seriously, this is why I call you Eolppang. You Eolppang.”

“...Aln Young Lady? Is that you?”

“Are you stupid? There can’t be two such pretty and cute people in the world.”

...That’s true. Only the Young Lady speaks like that.

Oh, now that I think about it, this dress feels familiar.

Did I choose it for her?

But it didn’t feel like this when she wore it last time.

However, this design is definitely one I picked.

“...Eek?!”

Is it really the Young Lady?!

When the Young Lady gets properly dressed, this is what happens?!

“Stop saying foolish things. How does it look to your pathetic eyes?”

“It’s truly noble...”

“Puhaha. For a duchess, your vocabulary is quite lacking, isn’t it?”

Lucy, who seemed satisfied and chuckled for a while, turned her gaze toward the others, who were still frozen.

Wow. I really don’t know how to describe this.

Every time I look, my vocabulary evaporates, leaving only the word noble.

From the reactions of the others, it seems I’m not the only one feeling this way.

The Third Prince’s face was so red it looked like it might burst, and he couldn’t even speak properly.

Pavey couldn’t even look straight and was glancing around.

Lady Kent had lost her voice and was merely following Aln Young Lady with her eyes.

This is the result of Prete dressing up an already beautiful Young Lady.

...Should I ask him once?

Even if I get rejected, just once.

“Aln Young Lady.”

“Huh? What is it, Eolppang?”

“Where is Prete?”

“Why do you want to know about that pervert?”

“I just want to ask him something.”

“He’s in the next room, but you won’t be able to talk to him. He’s given up on being human, like the disgusting pedophile he is.”

...What does it mean he’s given up on being human?

What kind of appearance does he have that such deep disgust seeps into the Young Lady’s voice?

Curiosity piqued, Joey stood up and quietly headed to the next room.

And the moment she saw Prete collapsed there, she understood Lucy’s disgust.

Blood was oozing from his nose.

His face was filled with happiness as if he had no regrets.

A grotesque smile etched on his lips.

In that place, there was no longer the apostle of the Art Order, Prete.

What remained in the room was just a perverted bastard that should be locked away immediately.

Joey, unable to handle the scene any longer, quietly closed the door and returned to the room, embracing Lucy.

“Eolppang, why are you acting like this all of a sudden?”

“You’re really going through a lot, Young Lady.”

“...Huh?”

“You’ve truly worked hard, Young Lady.”

“Uh, yeah.”

...Now I understand Pavey’s feelings.

How could I tell that the apostle of the Art Order is such a crazy pervert? I wouldn’t be able to say it either.
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Three days had passed since Joey learned what kind of person Prettera, the apostle of the Art Order, was.

When she faced him again, her expression was so fierce that anyone could tell.

She looked like she was angry just standing still, and even when she smiled, it seemed like she was plotting to destroy someone.

The genuine disgust etched on her face was so terrifying that even Prettera, who had met all kinds of people as an apostle of the Art Order, broke into a cold sweat.

“Um. Patran Young Lady?”

“What do you want?”

“Your expression doesn’t look good.”

“...Do you not know why I’m like this?”

As Prettera posed the question, Joey’s expression soured even further.

The fact that he was unaware of his own perversion only fueled her anger.

How could a person who had grown old and accumulated numerous experiences lust after a small girl and not even realize it was wrong?

If he weren’t an apostle of the Art Order, she would have used the power of the duke’s family to throw him deep into a prison.

“I have a rough idea. You must have seen me moved by the beauty of Aln Young Lady last time.”

“Yes. You know well.”

“If you saw that, I can understand why you might misunderstand. So, may I have the opportunity to explain myself?”

After showing such a disgraceful sight, he wanted to explain himself?

Ha. Let’s hear what he has to say.

I’m curious just how low an apostle of the Art Order can sink.

As Joey silently nodded, Prettera smiled brightly and continued.

“First of all, I harbor not a shred of ill intent toward Aln Young Lady.”

...Does this man really think that makes sense?

After showing such a disgraceful display, he believes he can prove his purity?

I never expected an apostle of the Art Order to be this foolish.

I’ll have to tell Father next time.

“With the embodiment of beauty recognized by the goddess before my eyes, how could I harbor any vain thoughts!”

“...What?”

“In the presence of such noble and dignified beauty, even the smallest ill intent would be purified and transformed into wonder! I swear on my honor as an apostle that there is no negativity in my heart when I gaze upon her!”

“No. Um.”

“Now that the opportunity has arisen, let me explain one by one! First, I must speak of those eyes! They are deeper and more sparkling than any jewel!...”

As Joey watched the scene where his excitement swelled to madness like snow rolling down from a high place, she naturally made a face similar to Lucy’s.

Is it okay to leave someone like this alone? Shouldn’t I find some way to put handcuffs on him?

“Prettera.”

Just as she was overwhelmed by the madness she was facing for the first time in her life.

Pavey, instead of using the softness she usually had when talking with friends, spoke with the strictness of someone chastising a sinner.

“What’s with that voice... Huh?”

“The main god said that excess is to hide one’s own anxieties. Do you think, Prettera, that Aln Young Lady’s nobility must be expressed in a hundred words?”

“...I see. I apologize. I feel my own shortcomings.”

At times like this, Pavey was enviably mature.

I should become someone like that as a duke’s lady.

“Prettera, shall we return to the main topic?”

“Yes. Let’s start with the dress.”

“Is it already finished?”

“It’s not finished yet. It took several days.”

...Is it appropriate to say “several days” when the design of the dress hasn’t even been decided yet?

It’s not like it’s some leather scraps that commoners wear in their daily lives; it’s a noble dress being made!

“This one is for the saintess, and this one is for Patran Young Lady.”

The moment the dresses were placed on the table, Joey covered her mouth with both hands.

The dress Prettera pulled out from his hyperspace pouch was something that even Joey, who had seen all kinds of dresses, couldn’t help but admire.

Before even considering it luxurious or beautiful.

The black dress presented to her perfectly matched her taste as a duke’s lady, who was trying hard to be worthy of her title.

It was as if someone had entered Joey’s mind and brought her desires to the surface.

So this is what an apostle of the Art Order is like. Regardless of Prettera’s character, his abilities are indeed real.

Only after about a minute did Joey regain her senses and subtly glanced at Pavey’s reaction.

And she was certain. Pavey’s feelings were not much different from her own.

The smile on her lips clearly indicated happiness.

“It seems you like it, so I can explain it to you. First, the silk is from Barit. I had to use what was available since I received the request suddenly.”

If it’s Barit’s silk, it must be the silk made from cocoons harvested from the mid-level of the Barit Dungeon.

That should be more than enough to be considered high quality, right? It’s something even most nobles wouldn’t dare to use.

“Instead, I borrowed the goddess’s power to bless it, so please understand.”

“A blessing, you say?”

“It’s nothing grand. The clothes will automatically fit your body and will always maintain their best condition without needing any special care.”

That’s already quite impressive.

Even clothes blessed by an ordinary order priest would skyrocket in value, but if it’s something directly blessed by an apostle of the order...

...Am I really allowed to accept this? No matter how I think about it, it feels too burdensome.

“The design is based on what Aln Young Lady gave me.”

“Aln Young Lady?”

“Please don’t misunderstand. It’s not just because she requested it that I made it this way. After considering various factors, I concluded that her request was correct. It’s evident that you’ve been observing both of them closely.”

“...I see. Young Lady.”

Joey murmured in a small voice as she clutched the necklace Lucy had given her one day.

Lucy usually acts like she’s not interested in such things, but that’s not the case at all.

She always carefully observes her surroundings and fulfills the wishes of those around her.

Wasn’t it Lucy who lifted her up when she was tormented by nightmares and couldn’t even step into the dungeon?

Surely, Lucy’s immense thoughtfulness must be woven into this dress as well.

“Thank you so much. I will cherish it.”

Having reached that thought, Joey bowed her head deeply and spoke.

There’s no way I could refuse such a precious gift!

Ugh. I already owe so much to Aln Young Lady, and now it’s going to increase even more.

I feel like I won’t be able to complain even if Young Lady calls me Eolppang.

“I feel the same way. Thank you, Prettera, for making such a wonderful dress.”

“Haha. You should thank Aln Young Lady. I’ve only followed her request.”

“However.”

“If you truly wish to express your gratitude, could you please deliver this dress to His Highness, the Third Prince of Soladin, and to Lady Kent?”

Prettera pulled out new clothes from his hyperspace pouch.

The light brown suit for men and the pale blue dress were just as splendid as those that had just been placed on the table.

“What’s this?”

“I felt that what I could give in return for what I received from Aln Young Lady was far too insufficient. So I made clothes for the other two friends as well.”

Joey blinked at Prettera’s words, which indicated that he didn’t want to burden Lucy by delivering it directly.

“...What kind of payment did Aln Young Lady give?”

“She offered a price that I would willingly stake my life for.”

An apostle of the Art Order, who could obtain anything if he wished. And if this terrible pervert found it satisfactory...

“Allowing me to personally adorn her!”

As Joey concentrated her magical power, lost in adolescent fantasies, she froze upon seeing Prettera’s melting expression.

“Ahh. Just thinking about it makes me so happy I feel like I could die. To be able to enhance Aln Young Lady’s beauty with my own hands!”

Had he forgotten the advice Pavey had just given?

Seeing Prettera, who was describing his happiness with words filled with heat, Joey placed her hand on her forehead.

“Pavey. I have one question. Not all apostles of the gods are like this, right?”

“Joey! That can’t be true! An apostle chosen by the god is!... Ahem. Anyway, this one is just... no, quite peculiar.”

“I’m glad to hear that. I almost doubted the character of several apostles.”


	



On the morning of the day of the Soul Academy’s end-of-term party, the streets of the academy were bustling like never before.

The end-of-term party, which attracts the most guests along with the entrance ceremony, is a peak time for merchants and a festive scene for tourists.

It wasn’t unusual for the streets to be lively during this time, but this year’s bustle was even greater than usual.

“The real dungeon is more heinous than what’s written in the journal.”

“Are students actually going to conquer something like that? The level of the Soul Academy is indeed high.”

“Even I was created by a student of the academy. It’s truly one of the educational institutions considered the best on the continent.”

With the addition of those coming to experience the academy’s dungeon, the streets were filled with people.

This year’s dungeon, which was said to be the best, was created by the Soul Academy.

There was no way those enthusiastic about dungeon conquering would remain still when they were given the chance to conquer the real thing.

Some came with respect, some with pure curiosity, some to create bragging rights, and others to alleviate their boredom, filling the streets of the Soul Academy.

However, not everywhere was like that.

For example, near the fountain in the middle of the academy street, it was so empty that one might think a great mage had cast a spell.

It wasn’t that there were no people passing through there.

Just a few meters away from the fountain, there were so many people that it was hard to step.

But in front of the fountain stood Lucy Aln.

And she was frowning conspicuously.

Thus, an empty space was bound to form near the fountain.

This was a phenomenon that naturally occurred as Lucy Aln’s notoriety spread, but there was one difference from the past.

Unlike before, where many gossips fled in fear, they were now standing at a distance, watching her and chatting about various things.

“Is that girl Lucy Aln?”

“Indeed. She is worthy of praise from the minstrel of the Art Order. So beautiful.”

“...Wow. I almost forgot her notoriety for a moment.”

“Don’t approach unless you’re crazy. You won’t see anything good.”

“Do I not know that? Second Prince. Oops. I’m too talkative.”

“I heard she’s the one who created the academy’s final dungeon?”

“Remarkable. She seems quite young.”

“I even heard she holds the top position in both strength and intellect at the academy.”

“That’s a clear fact. They say she has never lost her first place in the entire school.”

“What a pity. If only her temper were better.”

“The great main god must be fair.”

“Speaking of which, these rumors...”

Just as the conversation among the gossips, which began with admiration and awe, was about to take a low and provocative turn.

A hearty laugh echoed from afar.

“Hahaha! Thank you all for speaking well of our cute daughter! As her father, I can’t express how happy I am!”

Benedict Aln.

He is a man who commands the respect of all warriors on the continent.

To those who remember him from the battlefield, he is a figure of terror.

The hero of the kingdom, whom even the royal family cannot easily approach, has made his appearance.

“Foolish father. So much...”

“Ooooh! Lucy! Lucy!”

Benedict, who had closed the distance with a single leap, landed with a loud sound and immediately embraced his daughter.

“I’ve told you several times through the crystal ball, but I am so proud of you! Hearing praises of our Lucy from all around fills me with joy!”

“Um...”

“And how much prettier you’ve become! When I saw you through the crystal ball, I couldn’t believe my eyes, but seeing you in person makes me wonder if an angel is showing me an illusion!”

“Wait a minute...”

“But on the other hand, I’m also worried about our Lucy! You’re so beautiful and wonderful, and you have such great abilities! My heart races at the thought of some worthless guy touching our Lucy!...”

“Fool! Father!”

“...Huh? Lucy?”

“Please shut that smelly mouth and let me go from this ignorant embrace?!♡ I’m starting to dislike you more and more, foolish father?!♡”

“Sorry! Lucy! Please take back the words that you dislike me!”

As they witnessed the monster bleeding from a single word from his daughter, the gossips could only murmur.

It was indeed a fascinating sight.

But would those who hadn’t seen this scene believe the words if I told them?
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Benedict is always so dramatic.

He has almost talked to me through the crystal ball three times a week.

Why does he come running at me, teary-eyed, as soon as he sees my face, when it’s clearly not the right situation for that?

And his strength, how is it so strong?

When he hugged me from that side, I literally felt like I was suffocating physically.

I’ve tried to push him away with the strength I’ve gained so far, but how can my arms not even budge?

Is this really a human?

It feels like he’s just a different kind of being altogether.

...Oh. If I think about it that way, I guess I’m becoming a different kind of being too.

<If those who were just making a fuss about your rumors earlier were to hear this, they might think you’re a different kind of being as well.>

In the past, I would have denied it, but while waiting for Benedict just now, I couldn’t shake my head as I absorbed all kinds of stories.

He is the one who will carry on the glory of the Alln family.

He is the one who will elevate the kingdom’s reputation.

They say he might even become a monster that surpasses Benedict Alln.

Hearing that made me realize how people think of me.

Looking back, I’ve done some pretty crazy things.

I think to myself that this is what the rotten waters of the Soul Academy should be doing, but for those without this background knowledge, it must be perceived very differently.

<Hearing their stories, I felt a sense of satisfaction. The child who was once met with all kinds of contempt is now receiving admiration from others.>

While my grandfather was pleased as if it were his own business, I, the actual party involved, couldn’t laugh comfortably.

To think that everything except for my personality was given to me by the main god!

I can’t accept that!

That damn, pathetic, perverted god gave me that personality!

Everything else I obtained through my desperate struggles!

I could let the other stories slide, but when I heard that one, I couldn’t help but feel an itch in my mouth.

If Benedict hadn’t jumped out from afar, I might have grabbed him by the collar.

“Lucy. Lucy. Are you listening to your papa’s words?”

...Ah. Damn. I got caught zoning out while thinking about something else. I thought if I pretended to listen, he wouldn’t notice.

Rude? I know! But what can I do! Listening to Benedict’s fuss makes me cringe!

‘Yes, I’m listening.’

“Don’t worry. My foolish father’s rough voice is so annoyingly clear that it’s almost unpleasant.”

“Haha! I’m glad to hear that!”

Benedict’s fuss didn’t die down even after I expressed my annoyance.

Even with the food from Tear La Mas, which is said to be the best restaurant in the Soul Academy, he was too busy bragging to even touch the dishes.

It’s such a waste for that delicious food to get cold.

If I had known it would be like this, I should have just come with Eolppang.

Then I could have seen Eolppang’s happy smile.

“Lately, this papa has been struggling to resist the urge to go where people gather. I have to hold back because every time I go somewhere, I hear praises about my daughter!”

That’s because they’re just flattering you, you know?

How many things has Lucy done up to now that they would only praise her?

...Actually, right now, with my bad reputation mixed in, it’s hard to just blame Lucy.

“When the minstrel comes, it’s the same! The song created by the apostle of the Art Order to praise your beauty is so sweet. Every time the minstrel comes, I hear something from the housekeeper about going outside.”

Ugh. That pervert made a song that’s that good!?

So much so that it’s sung whenever the minstrels visit a city?!

I want to think it’s just Benedict exaggerating, but considering that pervert apostle’s artistic abilities, it probably isn’t.

I don’t know the details, and I don’t want to know.

If I find out what song is spreading, I’ll definitely be writhing in self-loathing.

“Lately, I’ve been busy checking the Journal of the Dungeon Society. There are so many praises for the dungeon you created that I can’t help but smile every time I see it!”

So he’s seen that.

Well, among the male nobles, checking the Journal of the Dungeon Society is somewhat of a job, so it’s not surprising he would check.

As I listened to him explain how much praise my dungeon is receiving, a question popped into my mind.

Did Benedict succeed in conquering that dungeon?

Did this hulking figure, who looks like his brain is filled with muscles, manage to overcome the dungeon’s gimmicks by himself?

“Why do you ask something so obvious? Would this papa not conquer the dungeon made by my daughter!”

Benedict spoke confidently, but I couldn’t easily believe that.

With physical abilities like his, he would inevitably be clumsy at overcoming gimmicks.

Why would he use his head when he has such an excellent body? He could just smash everything, and the dungeon would surrender on its own.

“The best part was the part that made me believe I had escaped from a dream. You read human psychology very well.”

But as I listened to what Benedict was saying, I started to believe that he really did conquer the dungeon.

The stories coming from his mouth were not something that could be said just by reading a guidebook.

To have overwhelming physical abilities and also be good at using his head, what kind of cheat character is this? It’s a complete balance break!

<As I mentioned earlier, that statement applies to you as well.>

‘I’m not smart!’

If I were smart, would I have prayed to the Dice God every time I took an exam!?

<...Right. There’s no need to be so knightly about it.>

‘What do you mean by that?’

I didn’t quite understand, but it felt like he was being sarcastic, and just as I was about to get annoyed with my grandfather, Benedict said something unexpected.

“Oh. By the way, Lucy. I actually had something I wanted to ask you.”

‘A request?’

“A request? My foolish father asking me?”

“Yeah. I heard that if I head to the Academy, I can experience the dungeon you created. Can this papa also go in just once?”


	



The exam hall for Dungeonology was still bustling with people even long after the exam had ended.

The difference from before was that the people creating the bustle were different.

When the exam was in progress, the place was filled with students, but now it was packed with people who came to experience my dungeon.

Thanks to that, the tasks for the teaching assistants were still plentiful.

No, to be precise, I should say the workload has increased.

The people they have to deal with have changed from students of the Academy to those who wield power.

In a medieval fantasy world, who are the people that can move immediately wherever they want?

If you touch the wrong person here, you might lose your head, both metaphorically and literally.

Is that why? The faces of the teaching assistants attending to the guests looked like they were in a sorry state.

Just a little while ago, they were people crying tears of relief that the exam was over.

But what can you do?

You chose this graduate school!

If you decided to become a slave, then you should commit to it for life!

“Count Alln! It’s been a while!”

“Oh, Lord Mold. It’s been a while. Have you come to conquer the dungeon my daughter created?”

“Yes! After seeing that dungeon in the Journal, I couldn’t contain my excitement!”

“Haha. I’m glad to hear that! Oh? Count Rovi! I heard you were resting in your territory after the war.”

“Is that why I came here to relax?”

While I was feeling sympathy for the teaching assistants, Benedict was happily greeting the nobles in the exam hall.

It wasn’t the serious demeanor from the Partran Festival; it seemed like they were old friends, so perhaps they have a connection?

The people expressing their joy around Benedict also greeted me.

They were saying things like I’m pretty, I have great talent, and they’ve heard rumors about me, all while smiling, but when I responded with various retorts, their expressions couldn’t be managed.

Of course, no one got angry while glancing at Benedict beside me.

“Have you come to experience the dungeon as well, Count Alln?”

“Yes. Since it’s a place my daughter made, I intend to conquer it myself.”

“Wow. If it’s Count Alln, you’ll surely be able to set a new record.”

“Count Alln updating his own record. How romantic.”

“A record?”

“Yes. Look over there.”

One of the nobles pointed to the speedrun record of the dungeon.

“Since the dungeon was opened to outsiders, many have challenged the record of Lady Arlene, but no one has surpassed it.”

As this person said, the nobles challenging the Academy dungeon all aimed to surpass my record.

It didn’t make sense that they couldn’t surpass the record set by a young girl.

However, those challengers soon realized how high the wall of that record was.

Despite countless attempts, there was no sign of the record being broken.

Even now, the second-place record is a whole minute behind. There’s no need to explain how the records were during the initial opening.

During that process, there were people who shouted that the record was unreasonable, but since there’s a video of me doing the speedrun, it was quickly suppressed.

“Wow. I can’t even think of catching up.”

“That’s a record only Lady Arlene can set.”

“I keep trying to challenge it, but every time, I can only feel its greatness.”

The nobles surrounding Benedict were all expressing their admiration, but I couldn’t resonate with their words.

Even if they were physically superior to me, it didn’t make sense.

I really don’t understand.

I showed them the answers to the speedrun, so why can’t they follow that?

If they just mimic that, they should be able to conquer it in a much faster time than I did!

<Girl, ordinary people don’t think about the variables in the dungeon in units of 0.1 seconds.>

‘That’s exactly what’s wrong! To break a record, you have to put in that much effort!’

Speedrunning is no joke!

If you don’t put in that much effort and then tell me how amazing I am, it doesn’t make me happy at all!

On the contrary, self-proclaimed experts just irritate me! As I was biting my lip to keep from snapping at the nonsense I was hearing around me, Benedict let out a laugh.

“Hmm. I guess I need to make an effort to be a proud father.”

After saying that, Benedict entered the dungeon.

I ran away from the nobles who were making me uncomfortable and rushed to the teaching assistant.

I wanted to watch through the crystal ball as Benedict conquered the dungeon.

I’m curious. How will the powerful being, who is so far removed from common sense, conquer my dungeon?

Seizing the crystal ball from the teaching assistant, I blinked at the sight of Benedict standing in the training area.

...Huh?

Why is he already in the first room?

He just went in, and he’s already crossed the hallway?

As I was blinking in surprise at his speed, which far exceeded my expectations, Benedict pulled his arm back.

‘Should I do something a bit sneaky?’

And then, the moment he thrust his fist forward.

All the soldiers and knights standing in the training area fell over.

Naturally, the door leading to the next room opened.

‘Excuse me, grandfather.’

<Yes?>

‘Are you really saying that about me and my father after seeing that?’

How can he be the same kind of human as me? It doesn’t make sense!
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Disguised as a noble, Alsetin hurriedly made his way through the crowd towards the Soul Academy.

He had urgent information to relay to Lucy Aln, the most important client for him and his master.

Why was the First Queen of the Soladin Kingdom attending the Academy's end-of-term party?

How could she, who was always busy handling everything in place of the ailing king, possibly visit this place?

Even for Alsetin, who was accustomed to gathering and organizing vast amounts of information, this was an unexpected situation.

The First Queen had never attended the end-of-term party during her time at the Academy, citing state affairs as her reason.

How could anyone imagine she would come here, using her two sons as an excuse, when she had never even shown the slightest interest?

As a result, a commotion erupted among those led by Alsetin.

The sudden change in schedule of one of the kingdom's most important figures was bound to have repercussions.

And no one could predict what kind of disaster would occur when their main client, Lucy Aln, met the First Queen.

“Disciple, our employer is someone who has called the king an old, sick pig. Do you think she wouldn’t insult the First Queen?”

“...Another uproar is about to happen.”

“I’m curious how much trouble it will take before Benedict’s disguise gets blown. I can’t even guess how that crazy woman will react to our employer’s rudeness, so I can’t conduct an experiment.”

Having received orders from his master to bring Lucy and Benedict, Alsetin quickened his pace, hoping nothing would happen before he arrived.

Following the traces left by the two members of the Aln family, Alsetin soon found Lucy Aln at the experience area of the Academy Dungeon.

It wasn’t difficult at all. Lucy was someone who stood out no matter where she was.

“Greetings, Lady Aln.”

As Alsetin feigned noble courtesy and bowed his head, Lucy frowned and tore her gaze away from the crystal ball.

Her expression clearly showed her annoyance at his presence, prompting Alsetin to move his hands urgently.

A gesture agreed upon between Lucy Aln and him.

Only after confirming that did Lucy Aln relax one eyebrow.

In other words, her other eyebrow remained furrowed in irritation.

“Are you blind? Can’t you see I’m busy?”

“Lady, it’s urgent. Just a moment of your time.”

“It won’t take long, so wait. Then I’ll praise you later for doing well.”

Though he felt the urge to say it wasn’t the time for that, Alsetin endured it with superhuman patience.

He couldn’t cause a scene in such a conspicuous situation.

What on earth was reflected in that crystal ball that kept the lady’s eyes glued to it?

As he pondered this, Alsetin subtly shifted his gaze and spotted Benedict racing down the long corridor in less than a second, his eyes widening.

Was Lord Benedict currently tackling the dungeon?

Having attempted the dungeon designed by Lucy at his master’s suggestion, Alsetin knew exactly where Benedict was.

At the point of waking from a dream.

In the corridor just before heading to the zero floor.

At that speed, it wouldn’t be long now.

“Wait—”

BAM!

The moment the door swung open, a punch from Benedict connected with the face of the zombie.

The speed and impact of that punch, which was beyond belief even for a fully powered zombie, sent the creature flying into the wall before crashing to the ground.

“Sorry! I was in a hurry!”

As the zombie struggled to speak while spitting blood, Benedict moved his arm again.

And once more, a sound of impact echoed from beyond the crystal ball.

Alsetin was left speechless at the sight of the overwhelmingly powerful zombie being beaten without even a chance to retaliate, despite the obvious outcome.

He had heard tales of Lord Benedict’s incredible strength countless times.

He also knew that he had been a figure of admiration and fear among those who had fought alongside him.

However, witnessing the legendary prowess with his own eyes made him realize how naive his imagination had been.

According to his master, Benedict was said to be in a weakened state. Just how strong had he been in his prime?

...That rumor about splitting a dragon’s head in half might actually be true.

“Damn it! Die!”

Not even a minute had passed since Benedict and the zombie faced off when the zombie scattered its red magical power around.

It was the creature’s last-ditch effort.

A deadly strike that had posed the greatest challenge to those attempting to break records.

Before the magic imbued with the will to kill could take effect, Benedict leisurely relaxed his shoulders and infused his fist with magical power.

“Good job. You can rest now.”

And that was it.

Benedict’s punch shattered the zombie’s red magical power, and soon after, a door leading outside appeared.

The time taken from entering the dungeon to defeating the boss was a mere 2 minutes and 32 seconds.

It was an overwhelming number that significantly shortened the record held by Lucy Aln, who had maintained the top spot until now.

If he could do that without even wielding his weapon, how much stronger would he become if he wielded the great sword he had seen in Menestail?

“...No, that’s impossible.”

Hmm? What is the lady saying? Impossible?

“The stinking zombie is unnecessarily tough. Tsk. Shouldn’t rotten meat be easier to tear apart?”

Upon hearing that remark, Alsetin realized what Lucy Aln’s muttering meant.

Was she looking for a way to break the record set by Lord Benedict?

Did she intend to surpass a record that seemed insurmountable?

Alsetin was greatly surprised to hear Lucy’s muttering because it was anything but vague.

She was clearly formulating a plan to break Benedict’s record.

She was attempting to leap over the insurmountable physical gap with her own abilities.

Ah, like father, like daughter, huh?

No wonder the Aln family only produces monsters.

As Alsetin continued to think thoughts that would horrify Lucy, a massive sound of footsteps approached quickly from afar.

There was no need to discuss who the owner of those footsteps was.

There could only be one person in the world with such a hearty and booming voice.

“Lucy! Did you see Papa’s performance?! Isn’t Papa amazing?! Right?!”

“Papa♡”

“Huh?!”

“Going all out and bragging in front of your daughter is so pathetic♡ It’s embarrassing to have someone like you as my father♡”

“W-well!”

“Don’t come any closer♡ It’s disgusting♡”

“Lucy!”

The person who had just displayed awe-inspiring strength was now begging his daughter for forgiveness, leaving Alsetin once again at a loss for words.

Though he shouldn’t say this, could Lord Benedict’s influence be part of why Lady Aln was so twisted?

“...Hmm? Who is that?”

After a while of begging for Lucy’s forgiveness, Benedict’s gaze naturally turned towards Alsetin, who was standing beside him.

The warm, affectionate look he had just directed at his daughter was replaced by a cold, intimidating atmosphere.

Though Alsetin had met all sorts of people while gathering information, the pressure emanating from Benedict was enough to instill fear in him.

“From your appearance, you don’t seem to be a student of the Academy.”

“One of my loyal hounds.”

“...Loyal hound?”

Before Lucy could utter another word, magical power surged around Benedict.

In an atmosphere so oppressive it felt like one could suffocate, Alsetin barely managed to squeeze out a response.

“Count Aln, you seem to be misunderstanding something.”

“Misunderstanding. That’s an interesting word.”

A massive hand, as if it could easily rip off the head of an adult man, brushed past Alsetin’s ear and settled on his shoulder.

“Care to explain yourself?”

“W-well...”

The sense of impending doom he had felt when facing his master in Menestail returned.

He couldn’t breathe. Cold sweat dripped down. His mind went blank.

Damn it. He couldn’t gather his thoughts...

“Papa!♡”

Fortunately, Lucy’s voice rose faster than Alsetin’s legs could give way.

“What are you doing?♡ Do you really think this pathetic guy is worthy of my company?♡ Seriously?♡”

“N-no, Lucy, it’s not like that...”

“It’s already bad enough that you’re treating my puppy like this, but to put a noble and beautiful girl like me on the same level as this trash!♡”

“I’m just worried about you.”

“I’m so disappointed♡ I’m leaving♡ Don’t follow me, disgusting Papa♡”

“Lucy! I was wrong!”

Was the person kneeling before his daughter, begging for forgiveness, the same person who had just threatened him?

Alsetin, unable to keep up with the sudden turn of events, felt the gazes of those around him and hurriedly stepped in between Lucy and Benedict.

Fortunately, the signal his master had taught him was also effective on Benedict.


	



After parting ways with Alsetin, as he led Benedict to the designated location, Caria greeted them.

“Hello. It’s been a while for both of you... Uh, employer, what’s wrong with him?”

‘Don’t ask.’

“How should I know? It’s my foolish father acting foolishly.”

“Sniff.”

Hearing the sobs of someone who seemed to be three times his size, Alsetin couldn’t help but sigh.

It had been a mistake to take a strong stance, thinking that if I let it go, it would only get worse later.

Who would have thought the aftereffects would last this long?

<Why didn’t you mention that you were annoyed because I tarnished your pride in your dungeon?>

As I stood before Benedict, who was glancing at me nervously, I felt that if I left it as it was, the progress of the matter would be hindered.

‘Father.’

“Foolish father.”

“Sniff.”

...This guy pretended not to hear.

Is he sulking?

Ugh! Seriously! Fine!

I’ll just call him what he wants!

“Papa♡”

“...Lucy.”

“Papa is a royal fool♡ I’ll forgive you for today’s foolishness because I’m such a good girl♡”

“O-oh, Lucy. Thank you so much.”

“But if you do something like this again, I’ll just leave the house, so keep that in mind♡”

“I understand! This Papa will do his best not to disappoint Lucy!”

Seeing Benedict’s face light up at her words of forgiveness, I had a lot to say, but I knew that saying anything would only lead to a repeat of the earlier scene, so I sat down in silence.

Caria, who had been watching the whole scene, glared at Benedict as if he were pathetic and shook her head silently.

“Haah. We don’t have time, so I’ll get straight to the point. The reason I called you both is because of the attendees for today’s end-of-term party. I’ve organized the details, so take a look.”

Who is coming that would make Caria act like this?

Is it because several dukes are attending?

No, that’s something the current country can handle without issue.

It might be a bit painful for the disguise, but it’s not a big problem.

Is it because of Pavey that people from the church are coming?

That wouldn’t be a problem unless it’s something serious.

I’ve managed to conceal my divinity to some extent now.

...Could it be that the Second Queen is coming?

Is that old hag coming to recruit me?!

That would be... quite troublesome.

I can only imagine what would happen if I uttered the word “old hag” in front of that person.

As I flipped through the papers, lost in various thoughts, I froze upon seeing the name written at the top.

‘Kavati Soladin’

Is that medieval trump card supposed to be stuck in the royal palace coming here?!

Why?!
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344 - Academy End-of-Term Party (7)
The word "crazy" takes on different meanings depending on its usage.

Praise. Admiration. Disappointment. Anger. Insult, and so on.

No matter the context, the term "crazy" feels fitting, but its original meaning refers to a disturbance in the mind.

And the one who embodies this original meaning of "crazy" most aptly is the First Queen, Kabadi Soladin.

Her integrity, willing to sacrifice even her life for her country.

A conviction that leaves no room for doubt about the righteousness of her actions.

On top of that, the ability to execute her thoughts.

All of this combined makes her a true embodiment of someone who never abandoned her beliefs, even in her final moments.

In the moment of her last breath, her regret was not about the evil deeds she committed, but rather about not being able to find a better way.

And at the same time, she dies with a smile, thinking that someone better than herself will lead the country.

While a pervert apostle or an airhead fox might be crazy in a relatable way, this medieval trump's way of thinking is so fundamentally different that I can't empathize at all.

Some in the community might call her a villain with conviction, but not me.

How can I like someone who seems to have blood flowing through their veins?

Regardless of personal preferences, everyone agrees that Kabadi Soladin is someone who would do anything to make Soladin great, and thus she earned the nickname "Medieval Trump: Make Soladin Great Again, Queen."

As long as Arthur is my friend, and I am a noble of Soladin, I know I will have to meet this crazy woman someday, but it’s too early for that now!

I still lack the strength to face that crazy woman!

Ugh.

What kind of nonsense will that medieval trump spout when we meet?

Given her track record, I can only assume "crazy" will definitely be part of it.

If I were to hurl such insults at the First Queen...

...Wait a minute.

Wouldn't it be okay if she were completely insane?

If she’s the kind of lunatic who only thinks about Soladin, regardless of her own honor or power, she might not take insults seriously, right?

Of course, if the target of the insult is someone unworthy, she would crush them, but what if it’s someone who could be a great help to Soladin in the future?

Yeah. She’s definitely a crazy woman I don’t want to associate with, but it’s better for her to be completely insane than just a little off.

Unlike the Second Queen, who might repay a favor or not, but would definitely crush her enemies, saying something like "No good."

‘Cynere Soladin.’

Huh?

Why is this no-good’s name written right under the First Queen’s name?

Did I just see an illusion because I thought of the no-good’s name?

If so, I should wash my face and look again.

‘Cynere Soladin.’

Gyaaaah?!

What the hell?!

Why is this person here?!

“...Caria. If my eyes aren’t deceiving me, I think I see the names of both queens at the top.”

“That's right. Both expressed their intention to participate.”

“Why?”

Exactly! Benedict made a good point!

Why is this person, who has no affection for her son, attending the end-of-term party?!

I’ve never seen her set foot in the Academy while playing this game!

“The First Queen is participating.”

Caria remained calm even with Benedict and me staring at her.

“I don’t know the details, but it’s definitely because of that. The First Queen might say that meeting the Second Queen is nothing, but she’s actually very concerned about it.”

Listening to Caria’s words, which indicated that nothing had changed from the past to the present, made me realize that she had once operated as a shadow of the kingdom.

Caria was the one who led the intelligence department when the two became queens, so she must know a lot about both the First and Second Queens.

Perhaps when it comes to most figures in the royal palace, Caria knows more than I do.

I know almost nothing about characters who had little significance in the game.

“Anyway, with these two expressing their intention to participate, this end-of-term party has strayed far from its original purpose. Nobles from both factions have lined up to show their strength and declared their participation.”

As I listened to Caria’s story while reading the participant list, I felt dizzy.

I knew Duke Partran and Duke Kurten would attend since their children are here.

But why are the heads of other duke families coming too?!

Excluding Duke Burrow, who is recuperating, everyone is attending!

And why are there so many big names below that?!

Nobles who had appeared prominently at least once in the Soul Academy story are overflowing!

While I was happy to see the names I had often encountered in the game, I was also despairing at the fact that I had to give a speech in front of them and enjoy the party with these people.

...If it were during the Partran Festival, I could manage it.

Back then, aside from a few peculiar people and my friends, no one paid me any attention.

But not now! The Second Queen, who was trying to draw me in, wouldn’t miss the chance to talk to me!

Then the nobles from the Second Queen’s side would naturally approach me.

And then the people from the First Queen’s side would follow suit.

Thus, my surroundings would become a hot place and a graveyard of reputation where all kinds of insults would erupt.

And beside that, I would have to bury Benedict’s exposed guts.

I wondered if Benedict felt the same way, as his previously cheerful face grew serious with each page he turned.

“...Caria. Can you make me faint? That way, Lucy and I can slip away naturally.”

“What nonsense are you talking about? What poison would work on you? If it’s that, you might as well do it to the employer.”

“That’s not an option! I can’t let anything happen to our Lucy!”

“Then what should we do?”

“Damn it! At this point, I’ll have to destroy the building where the party is being held!”

“Hey. Calm down for a moment.”

“If I just destroy about half of it!...”

“Employer. Can you make this idiot shut up? It seems he can’t hear what I’m saying.”

“Papa?♡ Could you please close your mouth?♡ Every time you speak, it smells so bad♡ Honestly, it’s a bit disgusting♡”

“D-does it smell? Really? I’m sorry…”

Even with his shoulders drooping, Benedict still ignored me and turned his gaze to Caria, who sighed.

“Back to the main point. For the employer, just attending that party is a disaster. So, hide in some room until the opening speech is over, and then disappear with Benedict. No one in the kingdom can say anything to this giant, so it won’t be a problem. Just say you wanted to spend some fun time with your daughter, and everyone will understand.”

It felt a bit concerning to think that it would be okay to act so recklessly at a gathering with both queens and their factions, but since it was Caria suggesting it, there shouldn’t be any problem.

Then I just need to think about how to smoothly get through the speech.

Knock knock. Following the sound of a knock on the door, I turned my head to hear Alsetin’s voice.

“Lady. The apostle of the Art Order has arrived.”

She came later than I expected. I thought that pervert would come early in the morning and twist my expression with all sorts of nonsense.

“You can go ahead. Employer. I have things to discuss separately with this giant, so I’ll send him your way later.”

Before I could even speak, Caria answered the question I was about to ask.

Hmm. This feeling of having my thoughts read is still not something I’m used to.

Sometimes when it hits me suddenly, it gives me a strangely chilling feeling.

Shrugging my shoulders and preparing to get up, I felt a pang in my heart at the sight of Benedict sulking beside me.

“Papa♡”

I originally intended to tap his shoulder, but I couldn’t reach it even when I stretched my arm, so I poked him in the back.

At that, Benedict turned his head.

Oh dear. This guy. Is he really keeping his mouth shut?

Is he worried about what I said about the smell?

“Puhuh♡ Are you sulking?♡ What made you so gloomy?♡”

“W-well…”

“Hmm♡ To be sulking over a single joke♡ I’m not a fan of this timid papa~♡”

“...Was it a joke? Really?!”

As I looked at Benedict, who regained his color with just a word, I silently stepped out the door and peeked my face back in.

“Secret~♡”

After delivering my last words, I closed the door.

I hope that pervert apostle will fully unleash his perversion.

That way, I can smoothly get through the speech.


	



“...Our daughter is so cute. The best.”

Caria looked at Benedict, who was trembling with his mouth covered, with no attempt to hide her feelings of disdain.

How did this person, who once ruled through fear on the battlefield, end up like this?

With the current Benedict, it wouldn’t be awkward to be next to a mummy.

This guy, who used to be so stoic, was the complete opposite of Mira, who openly expressed her emotions.

Mira must have put in a lot of effort while I was away.

...But Mira, didn’t you put in a bit too much effort?

To turn someone called the kingdom's fang into this state.

If you were still alive, I’d want to ask you how you did it.

As Caria recalled Benedict’s wife, who had died while she was possessed by the evil god, she sighed and closed her eyes before opening them again.

“Benedict.”

A cold voice flowed from her lips.

It was not the playful tone she used when dealing with Lucy or her disciples, but the voice of someone who had once instilled fear in many as the shadow of the kingdom.

Faced with that, Benedict took a deep breath, shaking off the previous commotion, and straightened his posture.

“Speak.”

“Absolutely do not let that crazy woman, the First Queen, meet your daughter.”

As the one who led the intelligence department as the shadow of the kingdom, Caria knew the First Queen well.

She was the one who collected information for the selection before the First Queen was chosen, and she worked under the First Queen until she mysteriously vanished from the palace, so there was no way she wouldn’t know.

“Considering that crazy woman’s tendencies, she would likely take a liking to Lucy, who has a promising future.”

“Isn’t that a good thing then?”

“Of course, it’s fine for now. However, if in the future that ability is seen as a hindrance, the story will change. That crazy woman will gladly remove any obstacles.”

“What's your basis for that?”

“I almost got removed myself.”

“...What?”

“Didn’t I tell you? The reason I vanished from the intelligence department as if I had disappeared without a trace?”

“Yeah.”

“Then I’ll explain it now. At that time, I had no way out. If I hadn’t, it would have been obvious that I would be buried without a sound.”

As Caria spoke flatly, Benedict’s gaze turned even more menacing.

“That woman is too dangerous to be close to.”


	



In the Soul Academy's dean's office.

Recently, the dean had been smiling after receiving high praise for the academy's dungeon, but now his face was marked with cold sweat and an awkward smile he forced up.

“...Um. So, you want to experience the dungeon?”

“Yes, Dean. Don’t worry about the commotion. As you can see, I’ve disguised myself with my son just in case.”

Even the most powerful dean at the Soul Academy had to be subservient in front of the First Queen of the kingdom, who was smiling brightly.
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Renee felt a pang of guilt as she watched the headmaster sweating profusely.

Although she was the First Prince and a prominent heir to the throne, it was hard to find joy in the fact that she had put the headmaster, who had once been her benefactor as a student at the Soul Academy, in such a difficult position.

However, that did not mean Renee could alleviate this predicament.

It was not she who had created this situation, but her mother.

This morning, before heading to the Academy's end-of-term party, Renee was taken aback by a sudden visit from Kabadi.

She had thought they would not leave until at least the afternoon, as the party was scheduled to start in the evening.

"Your Highness the First Queen, I believe the guards accompanying us are not prepared."

"Yes, that's right. But it’s not a problem. We plan to move separately."

"...Excuse me?"

Instead of answering Renee's question, Kabadi clapped her hands.

At that moment, people from the intelligence department entered, carrying disguising tools.

"If we move openly, it would disturb those enjoying the festival. We need to move stealthily."

Renee, who had no doubt about her judgment, asked a question that was entirely reasonable, much like the headmaster was doing now.

"Your Highness the First Queen, it’s not appropriate for someone who is essentially the face of the kingdom to wander around without guards."

"Headmaster, what are you worried about? With both Renee and me together, how many people could possibly harm us?"

Kabadi's comment that it would be fine as long as Lord Benedict didn't go crazy made both the headmaster and Renee unable to shake their heads.

Before becoming the kingdom's First Queen, she had been one of the top forces in the Capital Knights; how many could truly harm her?

"Would I even need to exert my strength? I trust in the abilities of the Soul Academy."

The headmaster could only respond with a suggestion to enjoy themselves, as her polite expression implied that they were not confident in preventing accidents.

As one of the high-ranking nobles and an outstanding scholar who became the headmaster of the Soul Academy, he was still subordinate in the presence of one of the kingdom's most powerful figures.

"I attended this place decades ago, and it hasn't changed a bit."

"Is that so?"

"Yes. That building, that statue, and even the scholars' prison over there."

As Kabadi added that it was a good place and should be, she spotted a girl passing through the square and followed her with interest.

Her red hair fluttered with every step.

Her playful eyes sparkled.

Her skin glowed even under the sun.

Everywhere on her petite body radiated femininity.

The girl was so beautiful that she monopolized the attention of everyone around her, but Kabadi's interest lay not in her appearance but in her essence.

The girl possessed a unique and powerful divinity that was hard to compare with the well-trained physique of a student at the Academy.

"That girl is Lady Aln, right?"

"...Yes? Ah, yes, that should be her."

Renee's response lacked certainty.

The Lucy Aln she had encountered at the Partran Festival and the current Lucy Aln seemed infinitely similar yet entirely different.

What on earth had happened in the months since the festival ended?

She had heard that Lucy had changed, but she hadn't expected it to be to this extent.

How had a doll that was merely beautiful become so full of life?

...There was a reason the Apostle of the Art Order praised her and even composed a song about her.

"Seeing her in person is even more astonishing. I can hardly believe she is the same girl who insulted us back then."

"She must be someone with the blood of the Aln family."

"To think a first-year student at the Academy could be at that level."

Kabadi, who had created a crescent moon with her eyes, watched until Lucy Aln disappeared from view before heading toward the experience area with a lighter step.

The Dungeon experience area was still packed with people.

From those trying their best to network and create conversation by sticking their faces into every corner to those who rarely ventured outside their territories.

As Renee observed them, nodding in agreement that this Dungeon was indeed impressive, Kabadi wore an even broader smile.

After some time, Renee and Kabadi stepped into the Dungeon and leisurely advanced.

What had been enjoyable here?

And what had been good?

Their conversation, which would have brought tears of emotion to Lucy if she had heard it, was of a high caliber, with Renee receiving praise for being more than adequate for the throne and Kabadi having explored countless Dungeons since before she became a queen.

The two, who had been moving forward without any hindrances, finally stopped when they reached the corridor leading to the zero floor.

As they arrived at the fourth room, Renee, whose head was metaphorically severed by Kabadi, frowned as she adjusted the severed part and got back on her feet.

Magic was in effect. It was a type that blocked sound.

It wasn't originally installed in the Dungeon; it must have been the queen's handiwork.

"Renee."

"Yes, Your Highness."

"What do you think about the engagement with Lady Aln?"

"...Are you speaking sincerely?"

Renee couldn't bring herself to dismiss the statement as a joke.

Aside from her personality, Lucy Aln was someone without any disqualifications.

But the issue with her personality was far too significant.

As Renee pondered what to do if the First Queen insisted, Kabadi chuckled.

"From your expression, it seems you really dislike it. I'm joking. Lady Aln has too many issues to be a queen."

"Then..."

"But she is indeed a talent that should be kept in mind."

"..."

"At the same time, she is also someone to be cautious of."

Kabadi, who had helped Renee to her feet, leisurely adjusted her magic as she continued speaking.

"My workload has increased. There are many things to investigate, preparations to make, and thoughts to consider."

"...Is there anything I can help with?"

"No. Just go about your usual business. This is something I need to handle myself."

With that, Kabadi concluded the conversation, withdrew her magic, and walked down the corridor alone.

Her steps were slightly slower than when she had entered the Dungeon.


	




	Ding.



"Lady Aln. Did I make some kind of mistake?"

Startled by the sudden notification sound, the Pervert Apostle, who had been fiddling with my hair, cautiously asked.

'No, it's fine.'

"I just got creeped out by your disgusting hand movements. Don't worry about it. It's not like you do something that makes me want to throw up every day."

"Haha. I see. I'll be careful."

After confirming that the Pervert Apostle continued to move his hands, I turned my head toward the message.

Even when the penalty ended, it had been quiet, so why was it popping up now?

I thought something would come flying after the vacation, but...

Wait a minute. Thinking back, when the pathetic god suddenly gives a quest, isn't it usually because something urgent has come up?

It was the same with Adri and Pavey.

Is something happening again?!

[A new quest has been issued.]

[So what? I'm pretty, aren't I?]

[Show everyone that you are nobler than anyone else!]

[Reward: Clue about the Hero's Soul]

After reading the quest's contents, I sighed as I confirmed the cold eyes reflected in the mirror beyond the blue window.

So it was just a matter of wanting to show off how cute and pretty our Apostle is!

Please, have some dignity as a god.

A god should at least seem worthy to those they serve.

Look at the Pervert Apostle behind me. He has no doubt about the god he believes in.

Do you know why?

Despite being a perverted crow, he shows a decent appearance to those who believe in him!

What kind of god is worse than the people beneath him?!

And also, isn't the quest condition too vague?

Show that I'm a noble person? What exactly am I supposed to do?

To put it bluntly, if you decide I've failed, you could impose a penalty right away...

Huh? Why is there no penalty for failure?

Did something go wrong?

No, when I check the quest window or the log function, I don't see any penalties.

What is this? The pathetic god has never done this before!

Whether it looks dangerous or playful, he always imposed a penalty, so why is there nothing this time?

I could consider it a kindness from the pathetic god, but I couldn't bring myself to do so.

The pathetic god imprinted in my mind is certainly not someone who offers favors without a price.

If I were to imagine something ridiculous, would it be something like, "No one could say our Apostle isn't noble!"?

Or perhaps he left something behind to hit me after I failed the quest.

Given the penalties he imposed last time, the pathetic god probably isn't just trying to torment me.

Ah, I don't know.

Fine. Whatever will work out somehow. Let's skip over what I can't figure out and look at the reward.

The Hero's Soul, is that a new function?

I definitely received it as a reward, but I had no idea what it was, so I couldn't even check.

I had tried various methods to verify it, but since I couldn't find an answer, I had let it go, thinking I would find out eventually. Now it's giving me a clue about it?

Should I say it's coming quickly? Or should I be thankful that it's finally being given?

If I were a devout believer, I would have chosen the latter, but I'm not Pavey.

"Lady."

I was pulled out of my daydream by the somewhat excited voice of the Pervert Apostle, and I signaled that I was listening.

"I would like to convey the goddess's blessing, if you would allow it."

If it’s the blessing of the Crow Goddess, it’s mostly related to charm, right? If that’s the case, I have no reason to refuse, as a high charm score is beneficial for me right now.

'Okay. Please go ahead.'

"Do as you wish. I don't know if that crow can make me even prettier than I already am."

Ex. When calling the pathetic god, you always refer to him as a god, but you don't even treat the Crow Goddess as a goddess?!

Unintentionally insulting the god he serves in front of the Pervert Apostle, I observed his expression through the mirror.

He looked completely frozen. It seems this was hard for him to handle too.

"...Then, I will begin immediately."

Is he trying to pretend he didn't hear such a blasphemous statement?

Is that okay?

Doesn't your goddess get angry if you say something blasphemous?

That perverted crow must be feeling quite a mood right now!

Is he going to inflict some strange punishment while pretending it's a blessing?

Feeling anxious about receiving the blessing of a narrow-minded crow, I was about to intervene when the Pervert Apostle began his prayer.

Haaah. It should be fine. Probably.

No matter how bad his temper is, he wouldn't do anything strange to the Apostle of a god, right?

"O Goddess."

I sensed the divinity spreading from the Pervert Apostle.

It was not the warmth of the sun that my or Pavey's divinity possessed, but a refreshing spring-like divinity that approached me and tickled my skin.

Perhaps due to my growing familiarity with handling divinity, I quickly sensed what it wanted to convey.

It wanted me to open a path for it to enter, right?

Don't do anything weird.

If you mess around, I'll burn you up.

As I opened a path for the divinity flowing through my body, the Crow Goddess's divinity flowed in from that point.

I closed my eyes and felt the refreshing divinity spreading throughout my body.


	A crow! Thanks for the nickname! I’ll remember it in my heart! You’re such a beautiful girl!



Before long, as the divinity engraved in my body manifested its will, a voice echoed in my mind.

This is...

Could it be?

It was not difficult to guess the identity of that bouncy, clear, and bright voice that was impossible to forget.

The one I called a crow was unique.

...Armadie.

I will cancel the request to set an example.

Just stay as you are right now.

You are better than that perverted crow.

Better? It should be better, right?

It has to be better.

Yes.

It must be better.

With a splash, I opened my eyes to see the Pervert Apostle, who had once again fallen into bliss, and sighed.

We weren't strangers to each other.

At this point, shouldn't I have developed some resistance? Not that anything has particularly changed.

What I see reflected in the mirror is just me.

'Grandfather, is there anything different?'

Not being able to notice any changes, I called out to my grandfather, but there was no response.

Why is this person ignoring what I said?

At this rate, an objective evaluation is impossible.

Knock, knock.

"Lucy Aln. Is it okay if I come in? I have something to say before the party starts."

Oh. Arthur. You came at the right time.

I needed someone to evaluate my appearance right now.

'Please come in.'

"It’s okay to come in, but be mentally prepared. The pathetic prince might find it hard to endure."

"What kind of nonsense..."

As I opened the door, I saw Arthur turned to stone, and I let out a loud sigh.

It seems I won't be getting an evaluation from him either.

Why are all the men in this town so pathetic?
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Arthur, who had been frozen for a while, regained his senses when a hand like a rock was placed on his shoulder.

He slowly turned his head, unable to believe that such a thick touch could belong to a human, and took a step back at the stern gaze of Benedict, who seemed to be several heads taller than him.

“Greetings, Your Highness, the Third Prince. What brings you here?”

“Ah, um, I came to express my gratitude for the precious gift I received from the Young Lady of the Aln Family.”

“Your eyes don’t seem to reflect that gratitude.”

“Foolish Father! Don’t you remember what I said not long ago?!”

“No! Lucy! It’s not what you think!”

“Not what I think? Do you see me as blind in your foolish eyes?”

Even kneeling, Arthur found himself looking up at his daughter, who was scolding her father, while the earlier bravado of Benedict had vanished, leaving him hunched over and making excuses. Arthur couldn’t help but chuckle at how foolish his previous thoughts had seemed.

He thought, could that truly be Lucy Aln, so breathtakingly beautiful?

“Has my foolish father turned into a gasping goldfish? Why do you forget a story that hasn’t even been a day old?”

“...I’m sorry.”

“I feel like I’ve heard that apology during the day. Is my memory faulty? Am I a fool just like my foolish father?”

She’s right. Only she could treat Benedict like that.

After a while, when Benedict’s eyes began to redden, Lucy sighed and, with a promise to do better next time, reached out her hand to gently pat Benedict’s head.

Benedict, crying and laughing at his daughter’s touch, cautiously glanced at her and began to speak.

“Thank you so much, Lucy. Um, I just want to ask one thing.”

“What is it? Please, go ahead.”

“Are you really going to go up to the platform dressed like that? Isn’t it too conspicuous?”

“Is my foolish father really that foolish? If not, why would I have brought that pervert apostle with me?”

“...Pervert apostle?”

“It’s been a while, Lord Benedict.”

As Prette wiped the blood from her face and smiled brightly, Benedict’s expression turned grim once more.

The difference from when Arthur was there was that this time, Lucy didn’t stop Benedict.

“You’re an apostle of the Art Order.”

“...Excuse me?”

“I think we need to have a serious conversation.”

“Lord Benedict, is conversation in the Aln Family done with raised fists?”

“A father’s conversation with his daughter is like this.”

“Indeed. I understand. Just let me keep my life so I can have a chance to explain when everything is over.”


	



“I thought I’d never come back to this disgusting place.”

“...Second Queen, there are many people around.”

“I know that. That’s why I’m deliberately speaking quietly.”

Senar Soladin stepped into the end-of-term party venue, smiling and greeting the nobles of her faction from afar while simultaneously letting out a harsh remark.

“Damn it. What a hassle because of that crazy girl.”

Her feelings toward the First Queen, Kabadi Soladin, were not pleasant, despite her soft gaze.

How could she like someone who had been a stumbling block since her early years?

“Just bear with it a little longer. It’s just for one evening, isn’t it?”

“I know. I just can’t help but grumble about it.”

It had been several years since she had planned to make her son king to achieve various goals after becoming the kingdom’s Second Queen.

Senar was not a fool who couldn’t distinguish between public and private matters, having engaged in social activities to the point of exhaustion.

However, the very fact that she had returned to the Academy was unpleasant. Still, it wasn’t all bad.

“At least that Cecil kid has become a bit more human.”

Her son, who had never achieved anything as she wished, was finally behaving like a prince for the first time.

Since losing to Lucy Aln last time, it seemed that Cecil had begun to change, showing a maturity greater than ever.

Even the high-ranking noblemen who had previously looked down on Cecil were now regarding him with different eyes.

“Thanks to that, I can do what I need to do instead of catering to the whims of the old men.”

As Senar shifted her gaze away from Cecil and his surroundings, she slowly surveyed the hall.

“I should subtly sway those around Lucy Aln while she’s not here.”

The first thing her gaze landed on was the Young Lady of the Partran Family, who was smiling politely among the many young ladies.

With the massive backing of the Partran Family, even the strongest-willed individuals would feel intimidated by her sharp appearance.

The noble etiquette ingrained in her body.

Moreover, with her magical talents that seemed to showcase the strength of the Partran bloodline, she became a central figure among the noble young ladies the moment she appeared.

And as could be seen from the young ladies gathered around her, the power of the name Partran had grown stronger than before.

Her achievements at the Soul Academy and her increasingly sculpted appearance while attending the Academy made that possible.

It would be hard to approach her now. If I intervene, my intentions will be transparent.

I’ll have to wait until the party is in full swing.

By the way, that girl’s dress is incredibly beautiful.

Where on earth did she get something like that?

Even the artisans I know wouldn’t be able to create something like that.

I should ask about it later.

Senar’s next target was the saint of the Main God’s Church.

Having acted selflessly in the world according to the will of the Main God for a long time, she was surrounded by many people, even though the church members hadn’t come to find her.

What they conveyed were words of gratitude.

Gratitude for saving a territory in the past.

Gratitude for saving someone’s life.

Gratitude for resolving the grievances of the wrongfully deceased.

The endless stream of gratitude reminded her of someone’s remark that while the goodness of the Main God’s Church could be doubted, no one could deny the goodness of the saint herself.

I can’t approach that side either. It’s just as much of a minefield as the old men around Cecil.

...Huh? The saint seems to be dressed a bit more extravagantly today.

If it looks similar to the Partran Young Lady’s, could it be a gift from a friend?

That’s also really pretty.

I wonder which artisan made that? My curiosity is growing.

For now, I’ll put this curiosity off for later.

Let’s see. The relaxed one over there?

The Young Lady of the Kent Family. Born into a family renowned for swordsmanship, she had showcased her exceptional talent, overshadowing her peers.

She was thought to become the glory of the kingdom in the future, and even now, she was a monster with overwhelming sword skills, only overshadowed by Lucy Aln.

And she was a person closer to a beast than a noble, showing no concern for those around her.

Seeing the Kent Young Lady stuffing food into her mouth in a corner, Senar subtly turned her gaze away.

Reflecting on past memories, it was clear that approaching her would only lead to frustration.

Then, the only one left is Arthur.

Where is he? The party is about to start, and he’s nowhere to be seen.

These days, he’s been gaining more attention, and more people are eyeing him.

Just as Senar was thinking that she should engage in conversation with the nobles on her side, the lights in the hall went out.

Is it starting now?

Finally, I’ll get to see Lucy Aln.

Shall I take a look at that face that has become so beautiful that even the apostle of the Art Order praises it?

Senar, who had been scanning the stage with the intention of finding fault, had her thoughts scattered the moment a figure that shone alone in the darkness appeared.

Until now, Senar had faced countless beauties as the kingdom’s Second Queen, but she had always replaced all admiration with the expression “beautiful.”

She had never pondered whether there were expressions beyond “beautiful,” merely adding adverbs like “too” or “very.”

In the past, Senar had praised herself as an efficient person, but that was not the case now.

At this moment, she forgot all words and resented her past laziness.

How should she describe the scene before her?

How could she explain this sight that made her mind go blank just by taking it in?

How could she articulate the beauty that sparkled even in the darkness?

Should she describe it in detail?

How could she crudely talk about how beautiful she was from head to toe?

Or should she use metaphors like a poet?

Shining?

Brighter than a star?

Like a warm sun descending upon the darkened hall?

Like an angel sent by the Main God to the earth?

I don’t know.

That being, which made the hall fall silent with just its appearance.

That being, which made one listen to the sound of its small feet moving.

That being, which made one focus on every gesture and movement.

That being, which made one clutch their heart wherever its gaze passed.

That being, which even made an annoying smile seem charming.

What should I say to describe it?

Ah, I see.

I was mistaken.

The word “beautiful” didn’t replace all admiration.

It was only because I knew nothing but the word “beautiful” that I had pulled countless things into the realm of beauty.

And now, facing a being that could not possibly be contained by the word “beautiful,” I realized how foolish that word truly was.

I hate myself.

There is a beauty that cannot be contained by the word “beautiful” right in front of me.

There is a beauty that should be described with more and richer words standing there.

And yet, I must repeat only the word “beautiful,” as always.

“Ah.”

Even though the angel hiding its wings stood in the center of the platform and spoke, the time in the party hall did not flow.

The silence created by the angelic child would continue until she concealed herself again.

“Phew. Hello, you shabby folks. It’s so disgusting to be stared at with perverted eyes. Is it a dream to see someone so beautiful after only looking in the mirror? Oh dear. What should I do? I might get scared of looking in the mirror next time~”

“...What?”

“...What is that?”

“...Is my hearing strange?”

And it was none other than the girl who had created the silence who shattered that firm stillness.

In the midst of the bewilderment felt by many, caught between a beauty that could not be described and words so uncouth that they hardly seemed noble, Lucy Aln was giggling as she looked down at the hall.

347 - Academy End-of-Term Party (10)
When Lucy first appeared on the platform, Joey looked at her with pure admiration.

In a place where all the ornate phrases learned while living as a noble lady became meaningless, only the praise of her beauty remained, making the experience so wondrous that Joey lost herself in Lucy's movements, forgetting the gazes of those around her.

Even I, who had seen her performance before, was at a loss for words, so I needn't ask how others felt.

Hehe. I’m glad to think that the sight of the lady in the dress I chose will remain in everyone’s memory.

It was rewarding to have chosen the best outfit after trying on so many.

However, this happiness of Joey did not last long.

The moment Lucy, positioned in the center of the platform, opened her mouth, she realized that this place would be remembered by everyone for a different reason.

Arlene Young-ae! What on earth are you doing!

This is not a place for you to be with us!

This is a gathering of powerful nobles!

No matter how great the backing of Lord Benedict is, there are limits to it!

If it were the old lady, she might not have known, but the current lady must be aware of this fact—so why!

“Why does everyone look like that? I’m not saying anything untrue. Ah, did I say the truth too strongly and hurt your feelings~ I’m so sorry~”

“I heard rumors that you’ve changed. But it seems not.”

“Lucy Aln is still Lucy Aln.”

“Is that child going to inherit the Aln family someday?”

Joey screamed inwardly as she watched her friend’s reputation plummet in real-time.

No! The old Arlene Young-ae might have been different, but the current Arlene Young-ae is a good person!

She is someone who would willingly risk her life for others!

Though she may be a bit playful, she knows enough consideration and can brush off insults directed at her!

You who know nothing about Arlene Young-ae are judging her based on a single aspect—she is not someone who deserves that!

While Joey thought this, she also realized that she could not say anything against their judgment.

Even a sudden mistake in a meeting can become a shortcoming in noble socializing, and a disaster created in a gathering of nobles is sufficient material to define a person.

“Why are you all like this? Are my words bothering you? Hahaha. But you see, the ones who put me on this platform are the Academy’s incompetents. They’re so weak and foolish compared to this little girl that I can’t even lose if I wanted to.”

“Damn it.”

“Hey, look to the side.”

“If it weren’t for the people around us…”

Seeing the expressions of her fellow noble ladies turn grim, Joey bit her lip behind her fan.

The situation is the worst. Every time Arlene Young-ae speaks, people are reminded of the past lady.

If this continues, no one will believe that the lady has changed.

People say that a person does not change.

A fool remains a fool, no matter how capable they are.

“The shame of the Aln family.”

As the words seeped into her ears, Joey turned her head and saw a pale-faced lady covering her mouth, and she bit down hard.

Joey understood.

Once the situation had reached this point, it would be difficult to remedy it in any way.

Once a disaster has occurred, there is no going back.

Joey understood.

The moment she stepped forward, she would become a target of criticism as well.

The words of blame that had been creeping up would only grow stronger.

When she met other factions in the social scene later, this would become the starting point of the criticism.

Joey understood.

According to the thinking of an ordinary noble, it was right not to step forward in this situation.

In a situation without any justification, stepping forward would lead to nothing.

“Puhuhuh.”

Then, Joey’s eyes met Lucy’s, who was laughing on the platform.

Amidst the growing voices of discontent, amidst the criticisms popping up here and there.

Joey stared blankly at her friend.

And she lowered the fan that had been covering her face.

As a lady of the Partran family, Joey had been striving to be like a duke’s lady for a long time.

It wasn’t something someone forced her to do.

Since they had a firstborn son to carry on the family line, the Partran couple had told Joey to do what she wished, so her efforts to become a true noble were entirely her choice.

‘Indeed, she is the lady of the Partran family.’

Not wanting to betray the expectations of others.

‘How can she be so graceful?’

Fearing the disdain in the gazes around her.

‘She is truly reliable.’

Fearing that if she did not become the lady everyone wanted, she would end up alone.

Joey had worked hard to be like a duke’s lady.

She hid her love for sweet and delicious things.

She erased the part of herself that longed for friendships like those in various novels.

She suppressed her emotional heart like any other girl.

She believed this was the right way to live.

However, that changed after meeting Lucy.

She laughed and called Joey the silly lady that everyone found difficult.

She treated Joey not as the duke’s lady but as a friend.

She showed her that there was no need to hide herself to avoid being alone.

Right. What does the social scene matter?

What does it matter how the other ladies see me?

Why should I worry about how other nobles perceive me?

No matter what happens, I am Joey Partran.

The duke’s lady of the Partran family.

Someone who is a discomfort to many ladies.

Someone who is teased as silly by those close to her.

A wizard with outstanding talent, praised by the Academy’s professors.

Lucy’s friend.

“Lady Partran?”

The moment Joey took a step forward, a lady from a nearby count family called her name.

“What are you trying to do?”

“Are you going to side with Arlene Young-ae again?”

“You can’t do that, my lady.”

“Lady Partran, please remember that you are the center of our faction.”

“My lady, please.”

As if to follow up, several ladies threw various remarks at Joey, but she did not take any of it to heart.

Instead, she revealed her unique fierce smile that had been hidden behind her fan and said to them,

“Shut up.”

Words she would not normally say.

Words that were clearly insulting to anyone who heard them.

Words that would make any noble lady blush.

However, there was no one among the ladies who dared to say anything to Joey.

The coldness surrounding her was so harsh that it felt like one would freeze to death the moment they stepped in.

Shaking off the hands that tried to hold her back, Joey naturally moved her feet along the path that opened before her.

...What should I do?!

In a moment of emotional overflow, she had acted recklessly, but now what should she do!?

Of course, I don’t regret what I did!

I think I did what I had to do!

It felt refreshing!

Even if those people say something later, I’m confident I can give them a retort!

But! I can’t think of a way to remedy this situation!

Aaaah! Silly me!

Can’t I think before I act?!

That’s why you’re called Arlene Young-ae and the third prince, the silly lady!

“Joey.”

While moving toward the stage, Joey’s eyes widened as she saw Jeff’s face suddenly appear.

“Brother.”

“Do you have any plans right now?”

Joey couldn’t answer the question and just mumbled.

“I figured as much.”

“Brother, what should I do?”

“Don’t worry. You’ve already done what you needed to do.”

“...What?”

“You’ve conveyed your will to the head of the family. That’s enough.”

Joey soon understood the meaning of the words that it was okay to take a step back now.

“Huahaha!”

The loud laughter filling the hall drew everyone’s attention.

The head of the great Partran family, considered the best among the six duke families.

A prominent power in the kingdom, carrying grim rumors.

One of the few people who could speak confidently even in a gathering of many nobles.

The Duke of Partran, while receiving the gazes of everyone in the hall, continued to laugh heartily and spoke.

“I apologize. I was just so delighted to see the lady’s boldness.”

At the Duke of Partran’s words, whispers arose from the hall.

Lucy’s earlier demeanor was closer to arrogance than boldness, no matter how one looked at it.

However, both the Duke of Partran and Lucy Aln paid no attention to the various murmurs.

“Arlene Young-ae?”

“What’s wrong, Lord Incompetent?”

“Puhuh. Is it that I’m being called Lord Incompetent here too? Thank you.”

The nobles in the hall held their breath as they watched the two converse.

They were astonished by Lucy Aln’s audacity in insulting the Duke of Partran and the Duke’s cheerful laughter in response to the insult.

“Let me give you one piece of advice. I understand you’re disappointed with your classmates who don’t measure up to you, but it’s inappropriate to show that feeling outwardly.”

“...Is it wrong to say that incompetents are incompetent?”

“Essentially, the speech at the end-of-term party is directed at the students, so you can say that much. However, those present here are not just students. Look around. There are many stars you have yet to surpass.”

The Duke of Partran said this and used his magic to move behind Lucy.

“First, there is the First Queen. A strong lady knight, renowned in the history of Soladin, who brought peace to the kingdom. It’s famous that when she was chosen as queen, the Capital Knights mourned for months.”

The First Queen, the subject of the story, glanced at the Duke of Partran and smiled.

“A few months is an exaggeration. It was at most a month.”

“It was because it was in front of the queen. In other places, they continued to complain.”

“Oh my. Is that true, Sikel?”

“It’s not just me, Your Majesty. The Vice Knights Commander still praises the queen’s prowess at drinking parties.”

“Really? I had no idea.”

Following the guard’s words, the Duke of Partran spoke again.

“What about the Second Queen? At one time, her prowess was the terror of many Academy students.”

“Duke, you are complimenting her, right?”

“Haha! I know the strength of the Bedford family’s banner! How could it not be a compliment!”

“Anyway.”

As even the Second Queen chuckled, the atmosphere of the party hall gradually softened.

“The pride of Soladin’s swordsmanship. There’s Count Kent too. In his prime, there was no one who could withstand a duel with your father.”

“That would be more accurate to say he clung on rather than withstood.”

“Haha! How humble! Ah! We can’t forget Duke Ruhten! How ridiculous it was when he smashed the boulder thrown by the giant with a hammer!”

“What era are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about the time you got hit by the broken stone and rolled down the castle wall!”

“How many times have I told you not to bring that up?!”

The Duke of Partran called out each person present at the party and recounted stories of their exploits.

These were awe-inspiring achievements that would elicit gasps from anyone, joyful tales that made people of all ages laugh, and secret stories that sparked the imagination.

Before long, when all those stories had ended, the Duke of Partran looked into Lucy Aln’s eyes and continued speaking.

“Arlene Young-ae, your talent is as wondrous as your father’s. In time, you will surely be called the best on the continent. However, that is not the case now. You are still young and weak.”

“Can you not convey your words without beating around the bush? I dislike unnecessary roundabout stories, Lord Incompetent.”

“Be humble, future of Soladin. Do not let your talent breed envy, but rather inspire admiration, just as your father did.”

Lucy, who had been quietly looking at the Duke, left the stage without saying a word.

It was a clear rudeness, but since the Duke of Partran merely chuckled and let it slide, no one pointed it out.

“Your Majesty the First Queen, would you please give a speech on behalf of the future of Soladin, which has many shortcomings?”

“I have no choice. Now, everyone, please raise your glasses. To the future of Soladin!”

“To the future of Soladin!”

The party hall, which had almost been filled with criticism and anger, was now filled with the pride of the nobles.
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I thought my plan had worked out perfectly until I first stepped onto the stage.

The vacant eyes of the people were exactly what I had hoped for, so I thought I could quickly finish what I had to say and leave the stage.

However, the moment I stood in the center of the stage and opened my mouth, I realized my plan was flawed.

Those eyes, filled with confusion, embarrassment, and annoyance, were clearly the eyes of those who had fallen for the mesugaki skill's provocation.

Even a face that would inspire awe in everyone was meaningless in the face of the overwhelming performance of the mesugaki skill.

The moment the major premise of my plan was shattered, any other struggle would only worsen the situation.

What could I do in a situation where whatever I said was arbitrarily translated, making people's gazes feel like needles?

It was entirely my fault.

The fault of ignoring the overwhelming provocation ability that even an evil god wouldn't dare resist.

And the fault of not considering that the situation could go wrong.

If I had done better, Joey wouldn't be looking at me with those eyes.

In a situation where I couldn't see a solution, what came to me as hope was Duke Partran's laughter.

He burst into laughter in a dissatisfied atmosphere, dominating the hall with the presence of a great noble.

His skill was so amazing that even Grandpa, who was said to be hopeless, was surprised, so it didn't take long for all the attention that had been focused on me to turn to Duke Partran's face.

I was so grateful watching that!

I'm sorry for calling you a Clumsy Duke until now!

From now on, I'll call you a Non-Clumsy Duke!

I'll let everyone know that you are a person with the dignity of a great noble!

I don't know how it will spread because of the mesugaki skill, but anyway!

"Arlene Young-ae."

Just before the situation was resolved after a series of events, Duke Partran spoke sternly on the outside but conveyed different words through telepathy.

"The only reason I helped you this time was to fulfill my daughter's wishes. So, if you want to express your gratitude, do it to my daughter."

I answered his words, asking me to take good care of his daughter, with a smile.

Don't worry, I will cherish Joey.

Before she's my favorite character or anything, Joey is my closest friend.

I would gladly risk my life for her.

After leaving the hall, I exited the building, which had become deserted due to the party, and sighed under a tree.

"I'm never going on stage again."

If something like this happens again, I'll just destroy the stage. I'll never stand in front of other people again. This experience is enough for this one time.

<Yes. I was a little dizzy this time too. It was a situation that you couldn't handle with your abilities.>

"I know."

If Duke Partran hadn't come up, I wonder how much worse the situation would have become.

I really don't even want to imagine it.

<What are you going to do now?>

"I have to wait for my father."

Because of what I've done, Benedict won't be able to get out easily.

It will take time to fix things.

So let's just rest until then.

If it's Benedict, he'll find my presence.

<Aren't you going to the dormitory?>

"Grandpa. What would happen if the Airhead Fox saw me like this?"

<...That would be terrible.>

"Right?"

<Then where are you going?>

"The place with the most beautiful night view in the Soul Academy."

Instead of the dormitory, I chose the clock tower in the middle of the Academy.

It's usually a place you can't enter, but it's not like there's no way.

It needs to be repaired and maintained, so there's no way there wouldn't be a passage.

In the game, it's a place that opens after clearing a quest in that far-off region, but this isn't a game.

Let's see. If my memory is correct, if I press here and here...

Clunk! With the sound of the lock being released, the stairs leading up appeared.

The place, full of dust because people don't usually go there, wasn't a good place to enter in its current state.

But I didn't hesitate.

As long as the blessing of the Raven Goddess continues, dust won't stick and the decorations won't be disturbed.

Thinking that I had escaped from a hellish place, I quickly climbed the stairs three steps at a time and soon arrived at the top of the clock tower.

The night in this world is fast.

Even if there is magic that replaces the position of science, it is only the exclusive property of the upper class.

It's not something that ordinary people living a normal life can enjoy.

Because of that, after the sun sets, a long, long time of dreams takes place in this world.

Under the sky dyed with silence, the stars and the moon show off their dance to each other.

The clouds, an unrefined audience, pass by, covering the scenery.

As I watched the birds, who don't know sleep, express their praise to the stars and the moon with their cries, I sat on the railing, swinging my legs, and recalled the scene from just now.

About those who had different eyes in a place full of all kinds of negative emotions.

Joey, who shook off the other young lady's hand and came to me.

Frey, who quietly put down her tableware and glared around.

Pavey, who prayed with her eyes closed.

Benedict, who was desperate to keep his place while clenching his fist.

Cal, who didn't wear a sword but put his hand on the place where the sword handle used to be.

Bisie, who looked at me with a pathetic look as if to say, "There she goes again."

Avery, who was shaking her eyes, not knowing what to do.

Several professors who were bickering among themselves in the back.

In addition to these, there were many people who looked at me with concern rather than anger.

Those who thought of me first, even in spite of my mistakes.

Their faces felt like they were proving that the time I had spent since coming to this world had not been in vain.

So, even though I knew that my reputation as a capable bitch would be solidified, I could smile comfortably.

Why should I care what people I don't know think of me? It's enough if only the people around me think well of me.


	Ding.



You're so fast. Pathetic god.

How long has it been since the speech ended that you're sending me a notification?

[Quest Clear!]

...Quest clear? Why?

How can the quest be cleared when I created that disaster?

Ah. So, you're satisfied because I showed that your apostle is pretty?

Haa. Should I like this? Should I hate it, saying that this is a pathetic god?

I don't know. I'm too lazy to think about it, so let's just check the reward.

[Soul of the Hero]

[1. The one who possesses the Soul of the Hero enables others to move forward.]

[2. ???]

...

Noooo. Hey, pathetic god.

How many times have I told you to give me detailed explanations like game tooltips instead of these ambiguous explanations!

Listen to your apostle! Huh?!

It's not like you've been doing things your way for just a day or two, but I've done so much so far, you could at least give me some leeway!

<Lucy.>

"What is it! I'm..."

<Someone is coming here.>

Huh?

When I sharpened my senses after hearing Grandpa's words, I heard someone climbing the stairs.

What is it? Did I not close the door when I came here?

...That's right. I was so excited to climb the stairs that I forgot.

What should I do? Is it because I became friends with Eolppang that I'm really starting to resemble Eolppang more and more?

Ugh.

Well, it'll be okay.

It's still too early for the party to end.

No matter who comes, it won't be a big crisis.

"...Arlene Young-ae?"

The moment I made eye contact with the woman who came up the stairs after a while, I regretted not jumping down as soon as I sensed her presence.

The woman, who was showing her surprise as it was, was the Second Queen of the Soladin Kingdom.

It was Senar Soladin.

*

Partran, that damn bastard. He had to bring up the Academy's affairs and upset me.

Using the excuse of being drunk, Senar left the party hall and cursed inwardly as she walked through the empty square.

Senar considered her time at the Academy a shameful memory.

When she was still young.

A time when she wasn't used to hiding her emotions and acting like a noble, as she does now.

She couldn't like those childish days when she felt like she was going to vomit from the family's pressure to live like a duke's daughter.

'Senar. Did you lose again? Haa. How could such a child...'

"Damn it."

'Oh my. Young Lady Bedper. Oh, it's such a shame. If you had done a little better, you would have won.'

"Damn it."

'Doing it this way will only harm your body. You are more than this...'

"Damn it."

'Senar. It's okay to cause trouble, but don't cause trouble for me. Because of you...'

"Damn it."

'Ah. I see. Senar. No. Young Lady Bedper. I'm sorry. I can't cause you any more trouble...'

"Damn it!"

Smashing the wall of the building hard, Senar lowered her head and calmed her heavy breathing.

I know. I know that all of this is a thing of the past.

I know that Partran, that son of a bitch, thought so too and brought it up jokingly!

But what can I do! Even if I know everything, the nightmare doesn't end!

There is no one who can ignore me now like they used to.

Even the old man of Bedper watches my eyes when he says something.

Those annoying bastards from before sweat when they stand in front of me now.

Even my damn sister calls me Queen Consort in front of me.

So the nightmare of the Academy should have ended.

The nightmare shouldn't be holding onto my shadow anymore.

But why can't I still get out of there!

Senar, who was walking aimlessly in anger, arrived at the clock tower in the middle of the Academy.

It's not like I'm a stray dog coming home, but I'm coming here again.

Senar was thinking that she was tired of her own stupidity when she blinked her eyes at the clearly visible entrance of the clock tower.

...Why is the door open?

All the professors of the Academy should be at the party hall?

Could it be.

Senar entered the door unconsciously.

She didn't think about getting dirty because of the dusty stairs.

She was just possessed by something and wanted to meet the person at the end of these stairs.

The slow ticking sound that was ringing slowly.

Soon changed to a fast-paced tick-tock.

After changing to a nervous tick-tock-tick after a while.

Senar, who arrived at the end of the stairs, swept up her disheveled hair and looked at the child sitting on the railing.

"Ha."

It wasn't the person she was looking for.

The person Senar was looking for isn't that beautiful.

She's not so delicate that she's afraid to touch her.

She doesn't make such playful smiles either.

I don't know why Lucy Aln is here, but let's think it's a good thing.

Because I have a chance to talk to that arrogant brat alone.

"Hello. Arlene Young-ae."

Senar, who quickly put on the mask of the queen as usual, bit her lip as she looked at Lucy, who was just staring at her without even bowing her head.

Be patient.

Be patient.

This bitch is an important card in our forces right now.

If I want my stupid son to compete with Rene Soladin, I must have this brat.

"...Hello. You filthy old hag queen. The dusty look suits you very well."

...This bitch is really.
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Here is the English translation of the Korean novel excerpt:

Fuck. It's completely fucked up.

Look at how that smiling face is gradually distorting.

Haaa. This is why I didn't want to meet the Second Queen.

Why is someone who should be talking with her faction at the party coming here?

I really don't understand.

'Grandfather. What should we do now?'

No matter what I say, it seems like it will only make things worse, just like during the speech earlier.

How should we navigate this situation?

I'd like to hear the wise opinion of Sir Ruel, who was a Holy Knight and nobleman.

<You can do whatever you want.>

'...Are you saying it's not your problem now?'

<Didn't I tell you before? That side needs you, but you don't need them, so you can be unreasonable.>

Grandpa said that titles like queen or duke aren't that important in this situation, but I couldn't bring myself to agree.

Politically speaking, Grandpa's explanation is probably correct. The Second Prince would need me to oppose the First Prince, so they can't come on too strong no matter what I do.

But you know. People don't always act according to reason.

World history is full of those who made decisions that can't be understood rationally and fell to ruin.

There's no guarantee the Second Queen won't join those ranks.

And above all, I have the mesugaki skill.

Can the Second Queen maintain her reason in the face of this devastating provocation that even creates lost reason?

"Really. Duke Partran's words were not wrong. You are far too arrogant."

Wow. I guess she didn't become the kingdom's queen for nothing?

How is she able to package it like that after hearing those words?

As I was marveling at the Second Queen's emotional control ability, she swept up her disheveled hair and continued speaking.

"Well. Fine. You have the talent to be arrogant. I'll overlook your rudeness this one time."

Um, sorry but I don't think the rudeness will end with just this one time.

Now that the title of "decrepit old queen" has been established, I'll probably keep calling her that unless something major happens.

"Why are you keeping your mouth shut again? Is it not worth responding to?"

No! No! This is the best manners I can manage right now!

I'm biting my lip because I don't know what disaster will unfold the moment I open my mouth!

"So 'filthy decrepit old queen' is the only thing you have to say to me."

Gaaah!

That's not it! It's a misunderstanding! A misunderstanding!

Please use your queenly insight to interpret my expression like Caria! Understand my true feelings!

<Girl.>

'What is it now?!'

<You've been constantly provoking the queen with sneers since earlier.>

'...Really?'

I gently felt my mouth and noticed that one corner was slightly raised.

It's true.

Yeah. It's true.

...

Ha. Fuck, this goddamn mesugaki skiiiiiill!

"Ha."

The moment I heard that scornful laugh filled with anger, I seriously considered jumping down from under the clock tower to make an emergency escape.

Wouldn't it be better to choose a quick getaway rather than continuing to face each other here?

Of course that would be rude too, but it seems like it would be less rude than continuing this conversation here?

Yeah. Let's do that. It's not like I'm someone who would get hurt falling from this height anyway.

It'll definitely be fine.

"Like mother, like daughter, equally rude. How long will Benedict Alln's glory..."

The moment I heard the word "mother," all the chaotic thoughts in my head scattered and coldness took their place in the emptiness.

Not rationality born from reason, but a coldness created within endlessly rising anger.

I'm not sure why.

Given my actions, the Second Queen has the right to complain like that.

In fact, it's debatable whether it even counts as an insult. If Lucy's mother did something in the past, her irritation would be justified.

And I don't know much about Lucy's mother.

All I know is that she truly loved her daughter.

Why would I get angry at hearing an insult about someone I don't even know the name of?

So rationally speaking, I have no reason or justification to be angry at the Second Queen.

However, my heart, my emotions, my heated head ignored reason's suggestion.

What they shouted was one thing:
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Let's pay her back.

Let's get revenge.

Let's make this bitch in front of me cry tears of uncontrollable rage.

If it was Pavey standing here, she would have suppressed her emotions and followed reason.

But I'm not her.

Ah, damn it. Whatever. It'll work out somehow.

Grandpa just said earlier, right? That it's fine to be unreasonable.

If someone who's experienced both the vicious noble society and the church says it's okay, what problems could arise?

"Puhuhuh♡"

I let out a laugh from my tightly closed mouth and narrowed my eyes.

The Second Queen, who had been rambling on with complaints, furrowed her brow and waited for my response.

As if daring me to speak if I had anything to say.

Senard's, the Second Queen's, attitude was clearly an expression of confidence. An expression of the thought that whatever I said would be meaningless.

"Why are you so angry?♡ Has menopause already come?♡ Considering the age of the idiot prince, it must have been quite a late pregnancy~♡ It must have been very difficult~♡"

One line was enough to shatter that composure.

"...Lady Alln. What nonsense are you spouting now?"

Looking at Senard who couldn't even force a smile anymore, I pulled up the corners of my mouth even more.

It's troublesome if you get serious already. I've only just begun.

"Nonsense?♡ What do you mean?♡ I've only spoken the truth?♡"

I tilted my head as if I really didn't understand, and I heard the sound of teeth grinding.

Senard probably doesn't realize.

How many weaknesses she's revealing right now in her anger-consumed state.

How many different avenues of attack she's providing.

She probably thinks she's acting in a queenly manner.

Well.

Weakness Analysis doesn't seem to think so.

"It's true♡ There's no one as bad at lying as me. Right, decrepit old queen?♡"

"...There's a limit to tolerating rudeness."

"Why do you hate this incompetent academy so much?♡"

I can see it now in my eyes.

The distaste in Senard's eyes when she looks at the academy building.

For whatever reason, she didn't like Soul Academy.

"What on earth did you do during your student days♡ Well, as the mother of the idiot prince♡ I guess you couldn't have been any worse♡"

"That's enough."

Has she even thrown away honorifics now?

But it's not over yet.

The heat in my heart hasn't subsided yet.

"Is that why you're so cold to the idiot prince?♡ Are you experiencing self-loathing because a child exactly like you was born?♡"

"Ha. What about you? For someone born under a mother full of hypocrisy, aren't you excessively honest? Why. Did you not want to imitate your mother?"

Seeing my fist clench, Senard pursed her lips.

Alright. I get it. Let's see how far we can take this.

"Calling kindness hypocrisy, I can feel the decrepit old queen's character♡ I guess there's a reason you couldn't become the first after all♡"

"Hahaha. That's right. You're right. Someone with a uselessly decent appearance like you not receiving a single marriage proposal is also a matter of character."

"My my♡ Do you think I can't?♡ Puhaha♡ I think I can guess what the decrepit old queen's school days were like♡"

"It must be nice to be full of vain hope. I hope you can maintain such positive thinking even when you're living alone after eating up your years."

As I was doing my best to tear down my opponent, my head was spinning faster than usual.

I'm not sure if it's the influence of the mesugaki skill or if this is just how I am as a person, but now is not the time to worry about such things.

What's more important is shutting the mouth of that damned woman.

I recall when the Second Queen first arrived at the clock tower.

The urgent sound of high heels coming up.

Her dust-covered appearance.

The disappointment she showed upon seeing me.

And what a female adventurer I met in the game, before I became a resident of this world, told me when she showed me this clock tower.

'Sneaking out of the dormitory and enjoying night views with friends was my joy. But we couldn't stay together long because of the big difference in status.'

After drawing the map in my head, I had a strange certainty.

The certainty that this map would shut that woman up.

"Don't worry♡ I'm different from someone who throws away friends for success♡ I won't end up alone♡"

And that certainty was proven by Senard's face filled with shock.

"...How do you know that."

"Decrepit old queen♡ Have some independence♡ How can you not think after rising to that position?♡"

"Answer me! How do you know that!"

"Are you curious?♡ Do you really want to hear?♡ For someone like that, your neck seems too stiff~♡"

"By order of Second Queen Senard Soladin! Answer!"

"Clinging to power when at a disadvantage is so ugly♡ Well♡ I can't help it♡ I'm just a weak and pitiful noble lady after all♡ I guess I should answer♡"

Looking at Senard with her veins popping, a few thoughts came to mind and I chose the option I thought would piss her off the most.

"How do you think I knew how to open the door?♡ How do you think I know about the past of the decrepit old queen I have no interest in?♡"

"...Did you meet her? That child?"

"Correct!♡ I just hap~pened to meet that incompetent adventurer and later heard a message to pass on when I met a friend~♡ How about it?♡ Are you curious?♡ Do you want to know?♡"

"..."

"You remember what I said earlier, right?♡ If you want to hear the story, what should you do~?♡"

I walked right up to Senard's face and openly provoked her, and she bit her lip so hard it bled.

"...Give."

"What?♡ Your voice is as small as the decrepit old queen's petty heart, so I can't hear well?♡"

"...Tell me! I'll forgive all rudeness for that! I'll do whatever you want! Please!"

"Hmm♡ You look very desperate♡ But what should I do?♡ It was so long ago that I don't remember well~♡ I'm so sorry about that♡ Puhuhuh♡"

Magical power gathers in Senard's hands as she stares blankly at me.

The ash-like gray magical power clumps above her hands and eventually changes shape according to its master's wishes.

It was an axe.

Holding the barbaric weapon that didn't suit a noble family's daughter in both hands, Senard seemed to have found coldness in her anger, just as I had earlier.

"Don't worry. I won't kill you. There are things I need to hear."

"Can't win with words so you're resorting to weapons♡ How barbaric♡ It suits the filthy decrepit old queen so well♡"

As I took out a shield and mace from my inventory and spoke provocative words, I broke out in a cold sweat.

She's strong. Disgustingly strong.

Not quite at the level of Benedict or Count Kent, but enough to crush me as I am now.

I wonder how long I can hold out.

I hope the people at the party notice something's wrong with the clock tower before I collapse.

<...Girl. Can't you just tell her what she wants to hear?>

'I don't want to.'

<The situation is different from before! Right now, you could be in mortal danger if you're not careful!>

'I still don't want to. It feels like I'd be losing if I back down here.'

Unless she bows her head first, I have no intention of bowing to someone who insulted my mother.

<Lucy! Please listen to me!>

"Are you just going to stand there posing?♡"

Ignoring Grandpa's cry, I let out a laugh, and Senard smiled back.

"Let's see how long that smile lasts."

The axe revealing its sharp blade under the moonlight flies at my neck.
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Before a minute had passed since Senar's axe flew through the air, I understood why Duke Partran had mentioned the Bedford Family's banner.

Senar is not a precious noble lady.

She is someone who has wandered through countless battlefields, staining her weapons with the blood of many!

Bang! I grit my teeth as the impact of the axe striking my shield reverberates through me.

Normally, I would be given a moment to catch my breath here, but not against Senar.

She is someone who can apply pressure with one axe while threatening with another in her other hand.

Even now, isn't the axe flying towards my arm? Confirming this beyond my shield, I took a step back to evade the attack, then rolled sideways to avoid the strike aimed at my head.

"You're good at running away. Quite the honorless little brat."

"Is it honorable to swing a weapon at a girl much younger than you?♡ If we're talking about ugliness, I think the No-Great Queen is a step above you!♡"

Bang! Pushed back by the shock of the shield being struck, I let out a hollow laugh as I saw the stones tumbling down the cliff below.

Even if I fall, I won't be hurt, but my pride will be shattered.

That would be troublesome. Even against a difficult opponent, I feel like I need to land at least one hit to ease my mind.

As I steadied my shield and returned my gaze forward, I saw Senar handling her axe with the ease of a jester.

"No matter how I look at it, you seem more suited to being a butcher than a queen!♡ You've done well to hide your true nature until now?♡"

"That's the world of nobility, little one. If you keep talking nonsense like you do, you'll find your head flying off before you know it."

The moment I deflected the axe thrown between her words, Senar moved her feet.

Is she planning to draw my attention and attack?

As I moved my shield upon seeing the trajectory of the descending axe, a crisp sound resonated throughout my body.

Having successfully parried, I intended to attempt a counterattack during the brief moment of respite, but the instant I saw the axe in Senar's hand, which should have been empty, I had to urgently move my shield.

Bang! I bit down hard as the shock transmitted through the shield.

Did she conjure the axe back with her magical power?!

The throw was not meant to draw my attention but to make me let my guard down!

"It's so cute watching you desperately move your shield."

"And the No-Great Queen, who bullies a girl much younger than herself, is truly ugly!♡"

With the cliff behind me, I endured Senar's relentless strikes.

Senar's attacks were not at a level I couldn't withstand.

Thinking back to when I faced Count Kent's sword or when I clashed with Duke Burrow's blade, this was within a tolerable range.

Yet, the reason I was on the defensive was due to the stark difference in real combat experience.

Senar knew how to fight against humans.

She knew how to cloud her opponent's judgment.

She knew how to bypass a solid shield.

She knew how to provoke curses from her opponent.

Having wandered through countless battlefields.

Having directly severed the necks of countless humans.

The experience, soaked in the blood of victory, was enough to torment me, who had yet to step outside the Academy.

"Oh my. Are you okay? If you can't get out, you'll fall right down, you know?"

However, it was not enough to take me down.

The dress Joey had chosen for me was torn in various places.

My white skin, marked with several wounds, was stained red.

Though my body was crying out in pain, I still stood on my two legs.

Even amidst the fierce battle, I was alive and wearing a thick smile.

"You can drop me, can't you?♡"

As I spread my divinity within me, I healed my wounds.

The pain surged as things that should have taken a long time to heal vanished in an instant, but the smile on my lips did not fade.

Compared to the things I had experienced until now, this level of pain was nothing.

"While living as a queen, it must be impossible for the No-Great Queen with all her excess fat to do this?♡"

I smiled and observed Senar beyond my shield.

During the repeated defenses, I saw many things.

I engraved and analyzed what Senar possessed in my mind, charting a path toward victory.

My fighting style, established after meeting the false hero who was more heroic than anyone else, the skeleton.

My combat logic, refined through several real battles since then.

It told me a story.

As long as Senar couldn't make me speak until this moment, she had already lost.

"Even after stepping down from active duty for a long time, it's easy to smash a brat who has nothing but bones."

"Is that so?♡ For something so easy, I seem to be doing just fine, don't I?♡ Is it really that easy?♡ It seems the easy you know and the easy I know are quite different?♡"

If Senar and I had met on an open field and clashed our weapons.

If we had moved to kill each other regardless of our statuses and relationships.

I would have lost to Senar. The realistic gap between us was enormous.

However, the current situation was not like that.

"Fucking bitch!"

The root of the problem was the power behind Senar's assault.

The axe she wielded was threatening, but it wasn't strong enough to shatter my defense.

It wasn't that Senar was weak.

The shield bestowed by the divine to the hero had not lost its shine against any formidable foe.

How could a human break this shield, which maintained its form even in battle against the evil god Agra?

"Damn it!"

If she couldn't break my shield, she would have to aim for the one hiding behind it.

But in this regard, Senar had her limitations.

She couldn't kill me.

She couldn't inflict a fatal wound on me.

If she attempted such a thing, it was clear that the monster known as Benedict Alln would come for her as a disaster, so she had to keep her axe poised over my neck.

"Damn it!"

I couldn't afford to engage in a war of attrition, inflicting minor wounds.

Time was not on Senar's side; it was on mine.

Before the party ended and numerous nobles came outside.

Before the monster known as Benedict Alln was released from his cage.

Before our private social gathering atop the clock tower was revealed to everyone.

Senar had to make me speak.

Otherwise, the significance of drawing her axe would be lost, as she would be unable to hear the information she desired.

"Damn it!"

Gradually, Senar's attacks increased in speed, and more wounds were etched into my body, but I ignored all the pain.

The minor wounds etched into my skin held no meaning.

As long as I didn't lose my grip on my shield.

As long as I didn't allow any fatal openings.

She couldn't threaten me.

<Lucy! Step back!...>

My judgment crumbled the moment I saw a smile etched on Senar's face, which I had thought was anxious.

Without a hint of hesitation, she threw her axes aside and raised both hands high.

In her hands was a massive double-headed axe that seemed capable of cutting down trees that had lived for hundreds of years.

Desperately, I tried to conjure a miracle atop my shield, but I failed to completely diminish the power of the axe.

As my defensive posture faltered, Senar's hands became free once more.

And again, the single-headed axe that reappeared struck the side of my shield, completely shattering my stance.

The shield that had been blocking us disappeared, and Senar's emotionless eyes looked down at me.

It was too late to regain my defense.

I thought to swing my mace to create an opening.

"Ugh!"

Before I could, the axe's blade struck my abdomen.

I felt as if my insides were being turned to mush, and as I staggered, the back of the axe flew toward my head.

The world flashed before my eyes, and before I knew it, I was sprawled on the cold stone floor.

My shield precariously hung over the edge of the cliff, and my hand gripping the mace was crushed under Senar's high heel, bringing me only pain.

"You're really a pain in the ass. How is this little brat not even in her second year at the Academy so seasoned?"

Just as I was about to gather my divinity to escape this situation, the axe flew past my ear and embedded itself in the ground.

"I've figured out how much I can hurt you. If you don't want to see me hurt, don't move."

The moment I heard her words, I understood my blunder.

Just as I had been watching her, Senar had been watching me.

In the process of striking my shield, she had seen how I moved it.

In the process of inflicting various minor wounds, she had seen how far I could recover.

Once she gained confidence in her judgment, she feigned her own disadvantage to reassure me before flipping the situation in one fell swoop.

"Don't worry. If you just answer a few questions properly, nothing will happen."

An undeniable defeat.

"You know what I'm going to ask, right?"

I thought as I looked at Senar's forced smile.

If I told her everything she wanted to hear here, she would accept it.

While it was fine for me to earn her hatred, she would know what would happen if I switched sides to the First Prince's faction, so she wouldn't retaliate beyond this.

Perhaps I could use this incident to leverage Senar.

"I know♡ It's obvious from the stupid look on the No-Great Queen's face!♡"

"Then answer."

"Have you already lost your mind?♡ I already answered, didn't I?♡ It's been so long that I can't remember well!♡"

But I didn't want to say what she wanted to hear.

No matter what the old man said. No matter what reason dictated. I didn't want to see the face of the bastard who insulted my mother smiling.

"Haha. You're really a fucking bitch."

Senar, who had kicked my wrist with her high heel to make me drop my mace, casually placed her heel on my solar plexus and smiled.

"Let's see how long you can keep that up."

"Ugh!"

The magically enhanced heel easily shattered my divinity and dug into my flesh.

Little by little.

Like a tool digging into the ground.

Creating holes in my flesh.

As if trying to bring my organs and air into contact.

Endless pain.

"What the hell is going on?"

It continued and then stopped.

Barely regaining my senses, I turned my head to see a familiar shoulder.

A shoulder that seemed unbelievable for a human, instilling certainty that it was mixed with the blood of giants.

"Second Queen."

Benedict Alln.

A name that invariably comes up when discussing the strongest on the continent, and the mightiest knight who ruled the battlefield with terror.

"No. Senar."

The voice that flowed from his lips was so cold that it was hard to believe it belonged to the Benedict who had been smiling foolishly.

"I hope you have a justifiable reason for harming my daughter. Otherwise, I don't know what I might do."
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In the past, when he was young, Benedict was a man who did not know the word compromise.

From a young age, he had been flaunting his prowess, having defeated all the knights of the Aln family even before entering the Academy.

At that time, the recklessly strong Benedict believed he could achieve anything he desired.

Even after entering the Academy, his conviction only grew stronger.

Initially, he struggled with studying, something he had never done in his life, but driven by the desire not to lose to others, he worked hard and succeeded in achieving satisfactory results.

After graduating from the Academy, not much had changed.

He was loved by the people of his territory, repeatedly won victories in wars to protect the kingdom, and felt no reason to correct his arrogant and haughty demeanor.

The first time he experienced failure was when he felt the emotion of love.

He had always proclaimed that he had no time to spare for women, but then he fell in love with one.

"I'm sorry."

For the first time in his life, he failed to achieve what he desired. However, Benedict did not give up.

He was a man who could not understand the concept of stopping in despair. Ignoring the various marriage proposals from the elders of his family and relatives, he continued his pure love.

"You're really a foolish person."

His marriage, which he managed to succeed in against all odds, was the happiest moment of his life.

Benedict still cannot forget the emotion he felt when he first held his daughter.

He was drenched in cold sweat, fearing that even the slightest pressure would lead to disaster.

Beside him, his wife laughed at his foolishness.

He remembers the moment when the little girl, who had been quietly gazing at his face, smiled and grabbed his finger.

Parenting was never easy.

Before the child could speak, he was anxious, not knowing what she wanted, and after she began to talk, he struggled with her peculiarities.

Where on earth did she learn such bad words? When she uttered words like "fool" or "idiot," Benedict often pondered where things had gone wrong.

"Mirah. Did we spoil her too much? Should we be stricter like others say?"

"Benedict. Can you really be strict with Lucy?"

"...Uh. Uh-oh."

"See? You can't. So don't worry about what others say. We have our own way."

His daughter's peculiarities worsened after his frail wife passed away, but Benedict could not pay attention to her.

The absence of his wife was so great that he had no time to look around.

"Benedict. Please take good care of Lucy."

When he recalled the last words of the one he loved, Benedict realized that far too many things had gone awry.

So much so that even the name of the hero, Benedict Aln, could not turn things back.

Thus, he learned the word compromise.

He learned how to bow his head to find the best for his daughter amidst the worst.

He became adept at suppressing his anger and wearing a foolish smile.

It was also why Senar Soladin could stand there unscathed.

Though he wished he could crush that face right away, doing so would bring countless chains upon the Aln family, chains that would also affect his daughter.

Benedict hoped his daughter would live in peace, not in turmoil.

That was why, even with blood vessels popping in his eyes, he did not swing his fist.

"B-Benedict. So this is..."

"First, move your foot."

As the oppressive aura that could frighten even dragons seeped out, Senar, who had been backing away in a hurry, stumbled and fell to the ground.

However, Benedict did not even glance at him and headed towards his daughter.

Just moments ago, Lucy had been screaming in pain, but when Benedict reached her side, she was already smiling like usual.

"Foolish father. It seems like it's too early for the party to be over. Did you run away from the people?"

Faced with her angelic smile, Benedict tried to smile back but failed.

How much pain has she endured without me knowing to be able to smile like this?

Can she really smile as if her own wounds are nothing?

How could that little girl, who used to burst into tears over the smallest injuries, be like this?

"I didn't intend to go this far either!"

Hearing Senar's shout, Benedict slowly stroked Lucy's head and stood up.

"This is!"

"I know, Senar. I know our daughter’s temperament better than anyone."

She is clever enough to become the Second Queen. If it weren't for Lucy, she wouldn't have done such a crazy thing.

"Then..."

"However, Senar. There are lines that should not be crossed."

Today's Benedict knows what compromise is.

He understands that those who insult and criticize his daughter have their reasons, and that raising his voice in anger is not the solution.

He also knows that desperately trying to suppress his feelings will only heighten the backlash against Lucy.

However, there is a limit to how much he can endure.

"I'll say it again, Senar. I hope there is a justifiable reason for our daughter to scream as she is trampled under your hooves."

Otherwise, I don't know what I might do.

As Benedict took a step forward, Senar stepped back in fear.

It was not a movement born of reason but a primal instinct signaling danger, causing him to flee from Benedict.

However, that escape could not last long.

The clock tower was not a friendly place for a fugitive, and Senar realized he was cornered by the sound of falling stone fragments.

It comes.

The monster comes.

The harbinger of death approaches.

Despair in human form draws near.

Senar, who had fought on the front lines in the past, knew how terrifying that despair was.

A calamity capable of changing the course of war was not something a human could face.

It was something that could not be stopped by a person.

Should I just fall?

No, that calamity would chase me regardless.

Should I scream?

What difference would that make?

Is there anyone who can stand against that monster?

Fear.

Fear.

Amidst the rising fear, the endless despair was cut off by a voice that was too high and cheerful for the night.

"Papa♡"

With a gentle push.

The little girl's small hand blocks the path of the giant.

Though she could easily push him away, the giant does not do so.

He simply waits for the words of the child he loves.

"It's unavoidable that the old hag gets annoyed♡"

"...Lucy."

"And I'm tired♡ Are you going to leave me alone because of that old hag, foolish Papa?♡"

When Lucy opened her arms to ask for a hug, a loose smile appeared on Benedict's previously stiff face.

"I'm sorry. I couldn't pay attention to you."

With one arm, he effortlessly lifted Lucy onto his shoulder, and in an instant, he wiped the smile off his face and looked at the weakened Senar.

"I hope there won't be a next time."

That was the end of it.

Benedict shook the clock tower with a single step and left the Academy.

Left alone, Senar suppressed his trembling hands due to the lingering fear and took a deep breath.

He wanted to show the foolish people who said the kingdom's fangs were old and remained in the outskirts the scene from just moments ago.

How could that be old and frail!

The monster is still just a monster! Forgetting the thought that he should act like a queen, Senar pounded the stone floor and wiped her face with both hands.

"Nabil. Come out."

"Yes, Your Majesty."

Her guard, who appeared from the wall of the clock tower, bowed respectfully.

"I apologize for not being able to assist you in such an urgent situation. I—"

"Enough. I know. The moment you jumped out, the situation would worsen."

From the moment Senar drew her axe, the situation became irretrievable.

She should never have drawn a weapon, no matter what happened.

Especially now, when Lucy Aln's existence is so precious.

"You foolish girl. To be trapped in the past and ruin the present."

After vowing to live for the future, how could she end up like this?

Senar, blaming her own foolishness, suddenly furrowed her brows.

Wait a minute.

Why has my reason completely flown away?

It's not just that I got angry. At some point, my reason evaporated.

Yes. It must have been from the moment I insulted that Lucy Aln's mother, and that little girl's laughter became so thick.

Biting her lips, Senar recalled the image of the child who had blocked her father and let out a long breath.

Family...?

I thought there was no such thing in noble society.

Recalling Cecil, who seemed unnecessarily mature today, Senar pressed her eyes shut and finally opened her mouth.

"Nabil. Send a messenger to the Aln family. I will go to convey my apologies."

"Understood, Your Majesty."

There’s no helping it that she has earned Benedict Aln's ire.

However, at the very least, it should not reach the level of hostility.

That monster possesses the power to single-handedly tip the scales.

If it comes to that, I must at least win the heart of the girl who can control that monster.

"Jeeeenjang."

Having committed such an act, how can I change her heart?

It would be more realistic to have the monster kill me.

"Your Majesty, I have a suggestion."

"What is it?"

"Lady Aln was sensitive to the word 'mother.' If it relates to that, it may not be suitable for conveying an apology."

"...That sounds good."

There was a bracelet that girl had given me before. It was too plain, so I had just kept it, but now it has a purpose.

"Prepare something related to dungeons or armor as well."

There’s more than just an apology to be made when meeting Lucy Aln.

"Understood, Your Majesty. Is there anything else you would like to command?"

"And... no. That will be enough."

Shaking her head, Senar stood up, composed herself, and headed back to the party hall.


	



"I see."

After hearing the whole story, Benedict looked out the window with a subtle expression instead of saying anything to me.

In the face of emotions I could not fathom, I waited for him to calm his heart instead of saying something unnecessary.

From this perspective, Benedict seemed no different from usual.

But when he had just been serious, he was incredibly intimidating.

It was so overwhelming that I froze, even though it wasn’t directed at me.

If that pressure had been aimed at me, I might have been mumbling apologies while clutching my head.

Resting my chin on my hand, I recalled the events at the clock tower and remembered how I had been toyed with by Senar, pouting my lips.

"Grandfather. How can I overcome my lack of experience?"

The reason I was defeated by Senar was clear. The difference in experience.

I had hardly ever engaged in serious combat with a martial artist of higher rank.

Those like Porcel and Cal, who had martial skills superior to mine, focused more on teaching me than genuinely trying to defeat me.

When facing Adri or Nakrad, it was more about overcoming them with knowledge from stagnant waters than winning through skill.

Even my battle with Duke Burrow, which had been relatively normal, was a victory achieved through tricks against someone possessed by an evil spirit.

The very thought that Senar would read me and counter me stemmed from this lack of experience.

<What can I do? The only way is to fight more.>

"That’s right."

I've thought this for a long time, but I need to have serious battles with strong opponents.

To become stronger than I am now, it’s essential.

As I pondered the many tasks I had for this vacation, I suddenly remembered that I needed to ask Benedict for something and quickly raised my voice.

"Father."

"Foolish father."

"Huh? What is it, Lucy?"

"I have a favor to ask."

"If you ask for something, you might make this foolish father very happy!"

"Anything you say! If it's something this papa can do, I will do it!"

"Well..."

"I want to train the useless friends with our family's foolish knights."
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352 - Training of the Arlen Knights (1)
"Of course, it's possible! How could I refuse when our Lucy wants to bring friends to the mansion!"

Benedict raised his voice as soon as I finished speaking.

Uh... I didn't expect to get permission so easily.

Is it okay for someone else to participate in the Knights' training?

Won't there be problems if internal knowledge leaks out?

And, you know, shouldn't you at least ask the Knights if it's possible?

"Haha! What are you worried about! Porcel will welcome Lucy's friends too!"

That's still not a solution.

Benedict, I don't think a head of the family should be this irresponsible.

"And Lucy, do you think other families can just copy our training? If they could, they wouldn't be anywhere else but in our Knights."

I tilted my head at the tone full of pride in the Knights.

Is the Arlene Knights' training that intense?

Well, of course, it's incredibly difficult, but shouldn't all knights be able to do it?

According to other people, I'm at the level of a decent knight now, and I followed what the knights do.

<Yeoya. You're just very special.>

'Really?'

<Yes. I don't know how knights train these days, but even based on the war, the Arlene Family's training is extreme.>

I realized I was greatly mistaken when he explained that an average knight might collapse and die in the middle.

I was just thinking of giving them a light hellish training during the vacation, not actually sending them to hell.

"Hic! Our daughter, who was always alone, finally has friends!"

But I couldn't take back what I said.

How could I joke with a daughter-fool who was crying with emotion at the fact that I was bringing friends?

Hmm. I don't know, but Porcel will take care of it.

It's not like he hasn't taught others before, so he'll adjust to the level of my friends, right?

<If I may give you one piece of advice, it would be good to prepare gifts of apology for your friends in advance.>

'...I'll think about it.'

*

"You can train with the Arlene Family's Knights?! Really?!"

Arthur, who had jumped up from his seat, widened his eyes and drooped his lips.

The loose smile, unable to hide his excitement, seemed to show that Arthur, who was usually mature, was just a teenage boy after all.

'Yes. I got permission.'

"I want to say that I believed it and see the immature, pathetic prince droop his shoulders. Unfortunately, it's true. I got permission."

"Thank you so much! Lucy Aln! Wow! Training with the Arlene Knights!"

Joey tilted her head as she watched Arthur pacing around the room, unable to stay still.

"Is training with the Arlene Knights that big of a deal?"

I wanted to ask that too.

All you do in the Arlene Knights' training is suffer, so why is he so happy?

I don't understand at all.

"Joey, you wouldn't understand! You don't know what the Arlene Knights are to those who train in martial arts!"

Arthur slammed the table and started telling stories, telling us to listen carefully.

It was a story about the various achievements of the Arlene Knights in the past.

Starting with the story of Arlene's founder, who received a title for single-handedly conquering a Dungeon known to have an A-class risk in the past.

To the story of how Arlene single-handedly maintained the front line and reversed the war situation when a war broke out decades ago.

Arthur, who had been talking non-stop, suddenly turned his head towards me and raised his voice.

"Do you understand! Lucy Aln! The Knights you will lead someday have such a deep history! Take pride in your name and write a new history!"

I think I've seen someone who looks like Arthur before.

Ah. Right.

Otaku.

That's how the kids who like idols or anime or whatever were.

Arthur is a knight otaku.

...I knew he admired knights, but I didn't know his admiration had reached the level of otaku.

I'm a little tired of it.

"What's with those expressions! It's only natural for a man to admire knights!"

No. Even if you ignore the appearance, I'm a man too.

I think knights in armor are cool and I like them, but you're too much.

Normal people aren't this passionate.

"Listen! The reason I like knights is!"

"Third Prince, please stop there. The longer you talk, the weirder you'll look."

Joey pointed at me with her eyes, and Arthur coughed and closed his mouth.

"More importantly, Arlene Young-ae, what kind of format does the Knights' training take?"

'Do you want to know?'

"What is it, Eolppang Young-ae. Are you curious? Do you really want to hear?"

"I want to participate in the training with Young-ae as much as possible. I want to know what we're doing in advance."

After hearing Joey's words, I recalled what I had done in the Arlene Family.

Hmm. The content of the training is different each time, so it's hard to say exactly what it is.

If I had to find a common point.

'It's better to give up on sleep.'

"First of all, it's easier to give up on sleeping. Fool Porcel is a smelly old man, but he's vicious during training."

"...Give up on sleeping?"

'Yes. Isn't that obvious?'

"Yeah. Aren't all the knights' stupid training like that?"

The tired gaze that had been directed at Arthur earlier turned towards me.

No? Isn't that what everyone does?

I've always trained like that since I gained some stamina?!

Joey pinched her forehead as I looked around.

"Haaa. I understand why the training proposed by Arlene Young-ae is so out of touch with common sense. The entire Arlene Family was like that."

Then, she looked at me with cold eyes and continued to explain.

"Young-ae. In normal knight orders, they don't teach you to overcome sleep, but how to sleep efficiently. Humans can't overcome sleep because they are human."

Huh?!

Really?!

You sleep during training?!

Not training day and night for a week?!

"The same goes for our church's knights. Young-ae. Giving up sleep has more negative effects."

"We do too. We let them sleep."

"...The Capital Knights too. After Tabor made a fuss in the past and failed miserably, it became the accepted theory that sleep cannot be overcome."

If Partran Family was the only one, it might be different, but with three other people testifying, it was clear which one was common sense.

You get to sleep during normal knight training.

<Isn't that obvious?>

'How would I know that!?'

I thought that's what all the knights in the fantasy world did!

That's why I thought knights were really amazing!

"Arlene Young-ae? I know you're embarrassed, but can you explain the other parts too?"

I was afraid that what I had thought was common sense would turn out not to be, but I couldn't ignore the gazes of the other four people, so I had to tell them the common points of the training I had done in the Arlene Family as I remembered them.

"Marching at the same speed as a horse? Even while moving?!"

"That's crazy. That's not something a person should do."

"That doesn't sound fun."

"...I'm sorry. Young-ae. I think that's strange too."

You don't do that?!

Porcel always said that mobility is life for knights?!

"If you get tired and collapse, they force you to drink potions to make you move."

"Isn't that already in the realm of torture?"

"Definitely not fun."

"...I'm sorry. Young-ae."

That training, which was enforced because crises don't give you a break, isn't normal?!

I thought that's what knights did!

"Swinging swords at each other with the intention of killing each other. That might be fun."

"Not fun! There's no way that's fun!"

"I'm getting more and more scared of the Arlene Knights."

"...I'm sorry."

The pale faces of my friends every time I said a word told me how abnormal the place I had grown up in was.

...Come to think of it, Grandpa seemed to hate it when the Arlene Knights trained.

<It's not that he seemed to hate it, he hated it. I doubted if they were even human.>

'If that's the case, shouldn't you have told me it was strange in advance?!'

<I thought that's what knights in this world did. I stayed in the Dungeon for a long time.>

While I was correcting my own common sense, the four people sitting at the table were exchanging subtle glances.

"I understand why Lucy Aln is so strong. And why the people of the Arlene Family are all extraordinary."

"They've been repeating that kind of training, so they've become a knight order that can respond to any situation."

"I heard rumors from a Holy Knight before, but the reality is even worse than the rumors."

The words they shared were different, but the meaning behind them was similar.

"...Third Prince. Are you really going to do it?"

"Why are you asking me first?"

"Well, you were the most excited about getting training!"

"I didn't know the Arlene Knights were crazy like that back then!"

No. Crazy. That's too much.

They're a bit eccentric, but they're all nice and fun.

If they weren't, would they have trained with a weirdo like me?

"What about you! You said you'd be happy to participate if you could train with Lucy Aln!"

"I didn't know it was that kind of training! It's not the kind of training a mage needs!"

Mages need it too?

Don't mages get tired? Don't they get into crises? Don't they have to struggle to survive in extreme situations?

The Knights' training is necessary for everyone.

It was Frey, who had been resting her chin indifferently, who stopped the two from bickering.

"It won't be fun, but I think I can get stronger. I'll do it."

"...Are you serious?"

"Don't do it, Prince. I'll beat you up after I get stronger and call you a loser."

Arthur bit his lip as Frey's lips curled up as if imagining the scene of victory.

"Damn it! I'll do it! I'll do it! I won't die even if the training is hard!"

Ah. That's okay. It's really hard enough to die, but you don't die. I guarantee it, I've participated in the training several times.

"I. I've decided to receive separate magic training from my father."

"Where are you trying to run away! Joey! This is the Third Prince's order! You participate too!"

"I don't want to! I'm a mage, not a knight! So!"

"Hmph♡ I thought Eolppang was my friend, but I guess not♡ I can't believe you'd abandon me so easily♡ I'm so disappointed♡ I have no choice but to use honorifics again♡"

"I'll do it! I definitely want to do it!"

Ha. Joey. Where are you trying to run away?

I've been thinking about separate training for you.

You can never escape once you're in my grasp.

"Hwaaa. I can't believe I'm walking into hell with my own feet."

"If you don't die in hell, you can get stronger. It's like a myth."

"Why is it an assumption that we might die?"

"If Lucy Aln's words are all true, it wouldn't be strange to die at any time."

"...I hate that I can't deny it."

"I hope it's a fun death if possible."

While the three people who had decided to visit the Arlene Knights were grumbling, I turned my gaze to the remaining person.

Pavey, who wanted to follow me wherever I went, lowered her head when she received my gaze and fiddled with her hands under the table.

"I'm sorry. Young-ae. I don't think I can participate."

"Pavey! Are you running away alone?!"

"Holy Maiden! That's so unfair!"

If it were the usual Pavey, she would have responded to those two's grumbling with a smile.

But today was different.

Instead of ignoring the grumbling, Pavey stood up and responded to the grumbling.

"Do you think I want to be away from Young-ae's side?! If it weren't for the church's work!... Ah."

Pavey hurriedly covered her mouth with both hands, but the words had already come out.

Author's Note

Thank you for coming to see PIA1747014585384.

EPUB/nav.xhtml

    
      The Mischievous Tanker Does Not Get Educated


      
        		
          300 - Dungeon Creation (10)
        


        		
          301 - Dungeon Creation (11)
        


        		
          302 - Dungeon Creation (12)
        


        		
          303 - Dungeon Creation (13)
        


        		
          304 - Second Semester Final Exam (1)
        


        		
          305 - Second Semester Final Exam (2)
        


        		
          306 - Second Semester Final Exam (3)
        


        		
          307 - Final Exams of the Second Semester (4)
        


        		
          308 - Second Semester Final Exam (5)
        


        		
          309 - Second Semester Final Exam (6)
        


        		
          310 - Second Semester Final Exam (7)
        


        		
          311 - Final Exams of the Second Semester (8)
        


        		
          312 - Final Exams for the Second Semester (9)
        


        		
          313 - Second Semester Final Exam (10)
        


        		
          314 - Second Semester Final Exam (11)
        


        		
          315 - Final Exams of the Second Semester (12)
        


        		
          316 - Final Exams of the Second Semester (13)
        


        		
          319 - Second Semester Final Exam (16)
        


        		
          320 - Second Semester Final Exam (17)
        


        		
          321 - Second Semester Final Exam (18)
        


        		
          322 - Second Semester Final Exam (19)
        


        		
          323 - Second Semester Final Exam
        


        		
          324 - Final Exams of the Second Semester (21)
        


        		
          325 - Second Semester Final Exam (22)
        


        		
          326 - Second Semester Final Exam (23)
        


        		
          327 - Penalty Time (1)
        


        		
          328 - Penalty Time (2)
        


        		
          329 - Penalty Time (3)
        


        		
          330 - Penalty Time (4)
        


        		
          331 - Penalty Time (5)
        


        		
          332 - Penalty Time (6)
        


        		
          333 - Penalty Time (7)
        


        		
          334 - Penalty Time (8)
        


        		
          335 - Penalty Time (9)
        


        		
          336 - Penalty Time (10)
        


        		
          337 - Penalty Time (11)
        


        		
          338 - Academy End-of-Term Party (1)
        


        		
          339 - Academy End-of-Term Party (2)
        


        		
          340 - Academy End-of-Term Party (3)
        


        		
          341 - Academy End-of-Term Party (4)
        


        		
          342 - Academy End-of-Term Party (5)
        


        		
          343 - Academy End-of-Term Party (6)
        


        		
          344 - Academy End-of-Term Party (7)
        


        		
          345 - Academy End-of-Term Party (8)
        


        		
          346 - Academy End-of-Term Party (9)
        


        		
          347 - Academy End-of-Term Party (10)
        


        		
          348 - Academy End-of-Term Party (11)
        


        		
          349 - Academy End-of-Term Party (12)
        


        		
          350 - Academy End-of-Term Party (13)
        


        		
          351 - Academy End-of-Term Party
        


        		
          352 - Training of the Arlen Knights (1)
        


      


    
  

